




















































































































has gained his diplomatic victories
by the ever-present threat to make
war if his wishes weren’t fulfilled.
Yet it has been repeatedly pointed
out that Germany has no rubber
and is terribly short of the basic
metals that are necessary for war-
making. But plastics have done a
great deal to make him independent
in spite of those shortages.
Chemists have known for a long
time that various plastic materials
could not only replace hard rubber
as in telephone receivers and steer-
ing wheels, but can be kept in a
flexible state so that they can be
used for such things as automobile
tires. Those transparent and col-
ored shower-curtains you’ve been
using in the bathroom for the past
Year or two are an example of that.
Hidden in automobiles, planes and
other machinery where rubber cor-
rodes under the effects of gasoline
and oil there are plenty of other ex-
amples. In Germany, though, al-
most every automobile rolls on tires
made of “buna” which costs about
six times as much as the real stuff,
but is worth it because it can be
made from German coal, even though
the British navy cuts the shipping
lanes to Java, Africa and South

bAmerica, the sources of natural rub-
er.

ENGINEERS have found, too, that
a coating of plastic on sewer-pipe
more than doubles its life because
hard water can’t deposit corrosive
salts on the smooth surface and it
makes the pipe decay resistant. But
Germany saves all the copper and
iron it has or can get for the arma-
ment industry by making

both water-pipe and sewer-

cost, three-room house that rents at
two dollars and fifty cents a week
complete. Architects believe that
this may be the first step toward
a dream that has been shaping up
for a long time: the production of
houses in a factory and sold just
like automobiles at a low cost, thus
ending the problem of the “one-third
of a nation” that is ill-housed.

Automobile manufacturers, too,
are looking hopefully to plastics be-
cause car bodies made of it would
have the color right in them, no need
for painting and no danger of fading
or chipping, to say nothing of the
fact that a plastic body would prob-
ably be a lot cheaper to produce than
the metal variety, and lighter and
faster as well.

That’s still in the future, though,
and right here and now plastics are
giving another very good account of
themselves in replacing glass.

€n some unsung genius first
happened on the idea of putting beer
in cans he had one big hurdle to get
over right at the start—beer had a
tendency to react with the metal and
spoil itself as well as the can. Not
for long, though, was that a handi-
cap, they simply coated the inside of
the can with something called vinyl
acetate, fancy name for one of the
plastics, and solved the problem, not
only for beer but for a lot of other
things that hadn’t taken kindly to
canning before.

Lighting fixtures were the next
battleground. Glass bowls and globes
have an unpleasant habit of break-
ing if they’re dropped, and in pull-
mans, battleships, buses and air-
planes where vibration is pretty

strong, they often erack. Slowly, but
surely, translucent plastic globes
are replacing the glass variety, be-
cause in addition to being unbreak-
able, they actually give better light
diffusion. The Michigan State High-
way Commission put plastic reflec-
tors along a stretch of lights be-
tween Lansing and Detroit with a
resultant drop of 799, in the night
accident rate for three months.

Somebody with a quick mind took
that diffusion quality into considera-
tion and used the same material to
make slats for venetian blinds. Not
only do they let light in without
glare, but since they have an abso-
lutely smooth surface they can be
cleaned by running the furniture
attachment on your vacuum cleaner
over them.

Now, one reason plastics haven’t
been watched seriously is precisely
because they lend themselves so weil
to gadgets and trick uses that most
everyone thinks of them that way
rather than as a great step forward
in man’s technical advancement. Be-
sides the hundred and one things
that are lying around the house,
there are lots of others. There are
transparent minnow traps, unbreak-
able camera lenses, bathroom tiling
that is as cheap as the ceramic kind
and that can be put up by a carpen-
ter without tile-setting~ skill, and
those zippers that make dresses fit
the female form so smoothly, match
the exact shade of the dress because
they’re made of colored plastic.

Yet, the war-lords of Japan are
only too well aware of the epochal
effect of at least one plastic develop-
ment. Unless you’ve been very much

engrossed in something
else you know that the

pipe entirely of plastie.
Since the stuff can be
heated and will then hard-
€n again, German plum-
bers don't have to worry
about making joints or
elbow bends. They just
put a torch to the pipe,
bend it as much as they
need and let it cool in
shapg—handy, even if ex-
pensive,

These ingenious tricks
gave rise to the rumor
that German technology
was supernaturally skillful
along these lines. But proof
that these applications
were more the result of
necessity than superior
ability is the fact that it
was American technicians
who solved the problem of
making an entire airplane
out of plastic plywood and
not the Germans, who had
been working on it the
longest and needed it most.

In the meantime, in Fort
Wayne, Indiana, large
sheets of this resin bonded
plywood produced in a fac-
tory and put together in
the field have made pos-
sible the building of a low-

apanese are doing some-
thing in China. Officially
they don’t call it war, but

whatever it is that kills
80 many Chinese and

Japanese alike, it -costs

“Where do we get the streamliner?”

money to run and Japan’s
Diggest single source of
Income has been the sale
of raw silk to the United
States for the manufacture
of stockings without which
the average American wo-
man would not be found
dead, even though she
might be going cold or
hungry to scrape up the
money to buy them.

Slnpe there wasn’t any
substitute for silk in stock-
Ings the various unofficial
boycotts never got any-
where against the flattery
of silk on feminine limbs.
But, working independent-
ly and with two entirely
different plastics, two
American manufacturers
have come out with a yarn
which they claim is as
strong as mild steel, more
lustrous than silk and finer
than a spider web.

Aside from generalized
boasting along these lines
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they refuse to say much, but since
one of them has invested ten mil-
lion dollars and the other eight in
the manufacture of the new yarn,
they must believe their own stories
(or, if you like puns—yarns).
First inkling of the fall of the
Japanese silk empire came with the
use of the same stuff to replace pig’s
bristles in brushes. The best brushes
have always been made from hog
bristles which varied in size and
thickness and after continued use
with water lost their natural stiffness

than a month. It was a good sign.
But when he did go into a rage, it
was as bad as ever. Savage happened
to be in the elephant-house that day,
and he stood appalled. “Run, man!”
he shouted to Halloran. Good Lord,
didn’t Halloran know the signs?

If he did, he ignored them. He sat_

on a tub, watching Hajji, and his
face was intent and pale. But he
didn’t move when the shuffling and
trumpeting began. He sat there
throughout the furious din, and the
lashing trunk missed his head by
inches. It lasted nearly an hour,
and John Savage watched, trans-
fixed. By all the rules, by all that
he knew about elephants, Halloran
should have been trampled to death
before now. But Halloran was get-
ting up, moving toward his angry
charge. He reached up and patted
the writhing trunk. Savage heard
him talking to Hajji, and wiped the
sweat from his own forehead. He'd
give Halloran a dressing-down for
this, if Hajji, even now, didn’t do it
first! But Hajji was only shuffling
his feet, and the fire was dying out
of his little eyes. Savage saw that
the tip of his trunk was curled about
the boy’s arm, as if for reassurance.

The dressing-down was less severe
than Savage had intended. Tom
Halloran was ready to admit that he
had been at fault. “But I had to try
it, sir. I guess you know why.”

“To prove to yourself that you
weren’t afraid? If that was it, it
was pure folly!”

“That was only part of it. I did
want to see whether I'd lost my
nerve entirely, or only where tigers
were concerned. But aside from
that, I wanted to see how well I was
getting on with the big fellow—with
Hajji. I didn’t think he’d hurt me,
but I had to make sure.”

“If you had guessed wrong about
that, you’d be dead now. Or isn’t
that worth considering?”

Halloran didn’t hear the sarcasm.
“There was a funny thing I noticed
about him. I want to watch and see
whether it happens again. You know,
we’ve never thought of a reason for
that fit that takes him. Well, today
the wind was from southeast, and it
brought the smell of tiger strong
enough for even me to notice. Do

and spring. Plastic bristles, on the
other hand, are endlessly uniform in
size and shape, perfectly smooth
even under a microscope, and unaf-
fected by water, hair-oil, toothpaste
or powder and cleaning fluid. .

Once the thick, bristle-type filament
was made, the next obvious, though
not simple step, was to draw finer
strands of the stuff and spin them
into thread and—presto, somewhere
a bell rang, tolling the knell of the
silk worm and his Japanese master.

Where next and what next? Your

The Big Fellows

(Continued from page 13)

you think maybe that could be it?”

“It’s worth bearing in mind.”
Savage nodded to the boy. “You can
go. And don’t get into any more
mischief.”

The fact was, John Savage was
pleased. He had never doubted Hal-
loran’s courage, but this would put
a stop to some of Burton’s malicious
talk. It was something to tell Norah,
too. He was wondering whether
Halloran could be right about the
cause of Hajji's rages. .

Savage went on watching, and his
anxiety was scarcely less than it had
been. There were times when Hal-
loran suffered a black depression,
when even Norah couldn’t make him
talk. The girl was patient and un-
derstanding, but the trouble with
Tom Halloran lay too deep for any
sympathy to reach. .He did battle
with a fear that wore a square,
whiskered face, that crept up on him
from behind, and sprang. No one
could help him with that. But John
Savage insisted that it was the
truest sort of adventure, because it
was the hardest test of a man’s fibre.
John Savage and his daughter never
lost faith in the boy. They could do
nothing else for him, but they waited
to be proved right. And Halloran
communed with Hajji, and waited,
too. The two big fellows understood
each other without words.

What worried John Savage, though
he kept it to himself, was a decision
the trustees of the zoo were reported
to have taken. The office of Director
had been vacant for nearly a year,
and Savage wished that it might not
be filled for another year at least.
He could be sure of the appointment,
but he was willing to wait. As things
were, it would be hard to convince
the trustees that Tom Halloran
ought to be made the new head-
keeper. Burton wanted the place,
too, and Burton’s record was good.

“But. it doesn’t mean that he’d
make a good head-keeper,” Savage
told Norah. “You know what I
thought of him, even before this hap-
pened to Tom. Burton would do the
work—he understands it. But noth-
ing would go smoothly. He isn’t
popular with the other men, and the
animals don’t like him, either. The
trustees would only laugh at that,

guess is as good as anybody’s, even
though you may use plastics a hun-
dred times a day without even recog-
nizing them. Standard varieties are .
now made of cotton linters, coal, syn-
thetic urea and cow’s milk, but raw
coffee beans, soy beans and waste
from paper mills seem to work just
as well and trying to guess the next
source or use for plastics is just a
little less profitable than betting
against seven turning up on a pair
of dice—which, incidentally, are usu-
ally made of plastic.

but it’s serious! I’ve been grooming
Tom for the job, and I still think
he’s the best man for it. But Burton
will make sure that the trustees
know he’s been moved to the ele-
phant-house, and why. And if Burton
gets the job, Tom will wait a long
time for promotion. Burton doesn’t
like him, and I'd be bound to take my
head-keeper’s advice.”

“Why doesn’t Burton like Tom?”

“It’s you, mainly. Burton’s
jealous.”

“He has no reason! I was hardly
more than polite to him. If I have
to, I'll wait for Tom any length of
time. Or he can get another job.”

“It might be the best thing for
him, but I don’t think he will. He'd
think it was running away, to leave
now. He’d never be sure of himself
again.”

‘“Poor Tom! He expects too much
from himself.”

“A way some men have. He's
proud, with the right kind of pride.
I wish I could think of a way to help
him, but I can’t. There isn’t much
time, either, if they’re going to make
me Director as soon as they say. A
lot of satisfaction it will be, if I have
to watch Burton tauke my old job!”

“Burton doesn’t matter. And Tom
knows it isn’t your fault. I think
he’s better than he was, don't you?
To see him with Hajji . . .”

Savage nodded. ‘“He’s done won-
ders with that beast.”

But John Savage was downcast.
The trouble with adventures of this
sort was that too often they ran out
into anticlimax. You got your situ-
ation, but it was never resolved. A
brave man was attainted of cowardice,
and had no opportunity to prove his
detractors wrong. Savage reminded
himself that he must not look for a
special dispensation this time merely
because Halloran was involved, and
Norah. But maybe the true climax
was in the way they accepted what
happened to them. Maybe he ought
to be content with that.

He got the trustees to postpone his
appointment as Director for another
month. Savage knew that Burton
was impatient and resentful when he
heard of that. The trustees them-
selves were surprised, and it was a
maneuver that Savage could not re-
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splintering crash stopped Hamid in
his crawling advance. The crowd
scattered wildly from a new terror
and Hajji came like a moving moun-
tain, trumpeting. His little eyes
burned red, and the sun caught the
white scars on his shoulder. He
came with the astonishing swiftness
of elephants, and a long splinter
from the broken stockade stuck in
his wrinkled hide.. Halloran turned,
snatched up the.child and ran. The
tiger didn’t even see them go.

The enormous head swept up to meet
the tiger’s spring. It dropped like
a boulder dropping, and transformed
the snarling fury into a screeching,
gaudy huddle on the ground. The
pounding blows of the forefeet were
not really needed, or the final, tri-
umphant fling with trunk and tusks.
The tiger was dead of that first blow,
and the score was settled between
Hajji and all tigers.

h [ . y0U may still see Hajji if you go
That time ngji made no mistake, -

to that zoo. His temper is of the

best now, and it would be safe
enough for children to ride on his
back. But mostly, Hajji still lives
back of a stockade in which one log
is slowly weathering to match the
others. They think too much of him
to put him to work, and only one
child has ever ridden on him. But
that child had a particular claim,
having a grandfather Director of the
zoo, a father head-keeper, and the
biggest, oldest, gentlest of the ele-
phants for protector, servant and
chosen friend.

With Richards in Darkest Tweed

Bayard Swope. If that be libel it
belongs to The New Yorker.

Mr. Twyeffort is no fly-by-night
fad pusher. For over sixty years he
and his father before him have been
established and respected tailors to
social New York. Furthermore, he
gets upwards of $150 for a business
suit, no matter what color it is, and
does a gross business of around
$350,000 a year. That, gentlemen,
is the pot of gold at the end of Mr.
Twyeffort’s little clothing rainbow.

Sometimes I wonder how one of
Mr. Twyeffort’s Beau Brummel Tar-
zans would have handled my green
shirt.

Naturally, there must be some at-
tention paid to matching color in
men’s clothes even if that color isn’t
as vivid as a desert sunset. It is
downright offensive to a lot of peo-
ple to see dark sox worn with white
shoes or black sox with brown shoes
or black shoes with a brown suit.
And some of us ought to be a little
more cautious about wearing brown
shoes with a dark suit, though at
times it can be done. College boys
can and do wear red or gorgeously
plaid sox with everything from a G-
string to evening dress, not because
it’s right but because they are col-
lege boys. People, in this country
at least, have learned to be tolerant
of such manifestations of the col-
legiate phenomena.

HEN men do fall down in dress-
ing well, it is usually in some
small item that they feel is unim-
portant. A battered two-year-old felt
hat doesn’t exactly set off a new
Easter outfit and grabbing the first
pair of sox without holes in them
will often kill the effect of painstak-
ing effort in getting a tie and shirt
into harmony with the suit. The well
dressed man usually doesn’t try to
wear everything of the same shade,
but when he attempts contrasting
colors he should be pretty sure they
will act more like Damon and Py-
thias than like, say, Hitler and
Chamberlain.
Reform in men’s dress has to

(Continued from page 17)

come about slowly and it has got to
come naturally if it is going to get
any general support. Men are not
going to don a new-style shirt or
coat or pants because of any idea
that they are in the vanguard of a
“movement”. With any such con-
cept as that they would avoid the
new style like poison. If the thing
is going to be put over, they mpst
be made to feel that by not wearing
the new style they would be either
conspicuous or uncomfortable. .

Those who view any change in
men’s clothing as a hopeful sign
claim to have seen the first signs of
a “movement” last summer in the
slack suit craze. Staid bankers,
lawyers and just plain business men
appeared at country clubs, shore and
mountain resorts dressed in sla}ck
suits of blue, brown, aquamarine
and, in at least one horrible instance,
tomato red. That isn’t a movement,
it’s a revolution, say the more en-
thusiastic hopefuls. Actually it isn’t
as broad as it might seem. It's a
long step between wearing a tomato
red costume on the beach and wear-
ing it to the office, Mr. Twyeffort
notwithstanding.

N the other hand, this general

adoption of comfortable, loose-
fitting slack suits as standard sum-
mer vacation dress on any except
formal occasions, really is an ex-
treme change in men’s styles. Not
long ago the standard male summer
outfit consisted of white flannel
trousers—only the “sports” affected
a pin stripe—stiff white shoes, a
fully tailored, blue serge, double-
breasted coat and a straw hat. Shirt
and tie varied according to taste,
provided the taste didn’t vary far
from white broadcloth for the shirt
and blue for the tie. Now if there
is any combination less suited to
summer use, short of tails and a
top-hat, I have yet to learn of it. Yet
for twenty-five years that I know of,
men have spent their summer vaca-
tions and sometimes their entire
summers wearing that outfit day
after day. The only latitude allowed

was a Panama hat, but actually any-
body who wore one was considered
something of a swaggerer and not
quite trustworthy.

Take the shoes, for instance. It
seems inevitable that American men
will continue to wear stiff shoes for
every-day use, shoes of a strength
sufficient to withstand the wear and
tear of a transcontinental walking
tour. Why, I don’'t know, but they
do. Why in heaven’s name on a
summer vacation when, presumably,
the feet should rest as much as any
other part of the body, they should
be encased in solid leather is beyond
me. What difference does it make
if the leather was white; it was still
leather, and thick leather, too.

And look at the pants we used to
wear. For general use, white flannel
is a complete washout. It’s perfectly
satisfactory for a tea party where
nobody is going to do anything more
strenuous than pass the sandwiches.
But you can’t stand around at tea
parties all summer long. If you wear
white flannels and sit on anything
more robust than a down sofa, they
get soiled. If you bump into any-
thing, they get soiled. The idea that
flannel is cool is a snare and a de-
lusion. Flannel is not cool. It is
only less warm than some other
things—an all-wool winter suit, for
example.

HITE broadcloth for summer

shirts is another of these little
fallacies that have persisted just
because nobody would change before
everybody else had done it. Broad-
cloth is about the most tightly
woven shirting material that a loom
can turn out. It is virtually impos-
sible for air to get through broad-
cloth unless forced by a high-powered
wind machine. When a man’s torso is
encased in a broadcloth shirt all it
can do is stew in its own juice until
nighttime when the shirt is changed
for a pair of broadcloth pajamas. In
the interval of change the torso
can momentarily gasp for air, but
generally it is by then too weak
to do so.
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A straw hat is an atrocity at any
time and its adoption in the first
place is no tribute to what we some-
times seriously refer to as “our
modern civilization”. 1 have seen
men take off straw hats, exposing a
ridge around their heads a quarter
of an inch deep and say how thank-
ful they were for summer so they
could “wear a good old straw again”.
What the effect of the complete ab-
sence of circulation in the top of
their domes had on their mental
processes I don’t know, but I have
my opinion. Its effect on their
chances of staving off baldness is a
matter of scientific record. Talk
about the demon rum. How about
the demon straw hat?

The last item in the summer ward-
robe, the form fitting, double-
breasted, blue serge coat, is probably
the innocent party that gets hurt in
any major revolution. If there had
to be a coat—and don’t think for a
minute there didn’t—then it might
as well have been blue serge as
anything. Anything, that is, except
about two dozen types of loose fit-
ting, casual, comfortable and really
cool sport coats which are used now

for any occasion too dressy for the
slack suit,.

ALL in all, the summer costume for
\ males during the first part of
this century may or may not have
been pretty to look upon, depending
on your taste, though certainly it met
the statute requirements of public
decency. But as something you
could have fun in—well, for twenty-
five years it kept masculine physical
development practically stagnant.
The man who first recognized this
fact and did something about it is,
like the man who first ate an oyster,
by way of being a public benefactor.

hat inner struggles he may have
had with his own sense of the fitness
of things, what courage it took to
risk possible ridicule for life we may
never appreciate, but at least we can
enjoy the fruits.
. Two years ago the first general
distribution of male slack suits was
attempted outside of specialty stores.
A few of them were sold to individu-
alists, and, due to wifely pressure,
to some of the rest of us. At least
there was enough of a demand to
eéncourage the manufacturers to push
it further last summer. The result
was that even though it was greatly
overpriced, the slack suit became g
bart of our national life. Like bath-
Ing trunks, which brought men only
one step from complete freedom in
water, slack suits, which give him
almost as much freedom on land, are
here to stay. The only questions now
are whether they will be adopted for
general use, and when.

Under present circumstances only
a national crisis would make their
general adoption possible. A pro-
longation of the European War, per-
haps, a really serious depression, a
shortage of wool cloth, a successful
communist revolution or the threat
of having to wear a coat without
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lapels or collar and with sleeves cut
off above the elbow, might do the
trick, but nothing else. But we can
put it down on our list of desirable
reforms, even if we can’t have it.

There has been some discussion,
by females and others, of men's
shoes, and what could be done about
them. Having been a careful ob-
server of women’s shoes since I was
sixteen (you can’t see the ankle
without seeing the shoe) I feel that
I'm in a position to say that if I
were a woman I wouldn’t have much
to say about men’s shoes. After all,
reform begins at home. But as a
man interested in the gradual eman-
cipation of his own sex, there are
one or two points which I might
mention here about shoes. Originally
shoes were made strong because they
had to protect feet from injury, The
danger of sharp rocks, snakes,
cinders and general wear and tear
was at one time sufficient to require
boots so heavy that it was a con-
siderable feat to carry them around
at all. Nowadays, in most cities, the
danger of snakes, at least, is past.
To that extent shoes can be made
lighter and more flexible. Maybe in
certain -places the possibility of
severe cuts and abrasions, due to
steady walking over jagged stones,
13 somewhat less than it was a few
hundreq years ago, so maybe in these
localities the shoes can be even
lighter and more flexible than in
communities where all we have been
able to do is drive out the snakes.
On the whole, we probably need
lighter shoes than we did not too
many centuries back and the ques-
tion is, why don’t we get them? By
actual measurement, the soles of
good quality dress shoes are often
thicker today than they were a few
years ago. The general replacement
of “high” shoes by oxfords is con-
sidered by some to be a tremendous
advance in efforts to streamline the
male wardrobe. Oxfords do provide
a little breathing space below the
ankle. But there is no reason why
the entire foot should be encased in
stiff leather and the soles be as in-
flexible as a board.

EXST summer in Mexico I purchased
a pair of huraches, handmade
native Mexican shoes which are a
cross between a sandal, a slipper
and an oxford. They are as soft
and comfortable as a moccasin, as
cool as a sandal and yet have a suf-
ficiently sturdy sole to do the work
of a shoe. If manufactured in this
country to meet a considerable de-
mand they would probably sell for
$1.50 a pair. But despite the fact
that they are the most comfortable
and practical apparel I have ever put
on my feet, I don’t believe they have
a ghgst of a chance of general
adoption unless the revolution comes.
Anyhow, they're item No. 2 for our
well-dressed male of tomorrow.

I have for some time doubted the
general usefulness of men’s hosiery
but it was only recently I appreciated
that men had to wear sox in order to

protect their feet from their shoes.
Most men probably think they would
catch their death of cold if they
went without adequate protection for
their delicate ankles from drafts. It’s
poppycock. Women wear their silk
stockings from their feet to their
knees in sub-zero winters and thrive
on it. Sox are about as necessary
to life, liberty and the pursuit of
happiness as tail feathers are to a
comet—provided men are willing to
wear a soft, ventilated shoe that
won’t scrape their feet to the bone.

With a slack suit the shirt and
coat become as one, but some pro-
vision has to be made for underwear
and this is a horse of a different
color. There is only one reason for
underwear and that is utility. It
should keep you warm or abs01"b
perspiration. Aesthetically it doesn’t
amount to a damn, and purple under-
pants are a sign of decadence and
don’t ever let the haberdashery sales-
man tell you otherwise. But there is
no point in a steam-heated city
slicker trying to advocate the aban-
donment of long underwear. We must
assume that anybody who wears long
underwear does so only because it’s
cold enough to freeze the ears off a
brass monkey. And nowadays, what
with steam heat and one thing and
another, this isn’t true very often.

THERE has recently been a ten-
dency for men to discard their
undershirts with the approach of
summer and then, when fall came, to
forget to put them back on. Under
present conditions this is very sen-
sible. The undershirt has outlived its
usefulness. But if the slack suit is
put forward for general adoption we
may see its return. Anyhow there will
have to be something under the slack
suit and in cool weather undershirt
and underpants of suitable weight
are probably just the ticket.

With just these three standard
items to turn out, the cloak and suit
manufacturers would probably claim
that they were headed for ruin, but
they might do even a better business.
With a low initial cost for an outfit
—you could do the whole thing for
$15.00—men could afford to be more
conscious of style trends. And once
they became aware of style, the sky
would be the limit. Anyhow, thus
equipped, I believe the male of the
species will have, for the first time
since I've known him, an equal
chance to compete with the gals in
comfort. He needn’t suffer from
heat; he needn’t suffer from cold;
he needn’t suffer from the busy-body
efforts of little Elizabeth Miss-Fix-It
Hawes to rip off his collar and lapels
and chop off his sleeves above the
elbow when he isn’t looking, which
sounds to me like somebody’s idea

of heaven. If you want the recipe,
here it is:

To one slack suit of demure
color and suitable weight, add
one pair of Mexican huraches.
Season with underwear to taste.
Serve ready to wear.



What America is Reading

Fourth Ave., New York City, at 25
cents each. Write the publisher for
a list. If some of the vast number
of magazine readers can be led over
into the book section by way of popu-
larly priced books it will be a great
advantage to publishing in the
United States.

The emphasis on books about war

and politics is so excessive that I .

have been groping for books of solid

adventure, which would give me a’

chance to join the author in some big
heroic exploit which had nothing to
do with implements of war. I found
a certain amount of it in “Five Miles
High” by Robert H. Bates, which
tells how two Americans, members
of an expedition that set out to
climb K 2, the second highest peak
in the Himalayas, succeeded in get-
ting 26,000 feet above the sea level.
K 2 is in Karakoram, 800 miles north
of Delhi, and is 28,250 feet high,
next to Everest, which is 29,002. I
have read several books dealing with
British expeditions up Everest, and
the present volume shares their al-
luring quality. There were hazards
galore on the climb, glaciers and
crevasses and huge cliffs of rock, and
the men had time to conquer their
personal distress and plenty of funds
with which to work. They were scien-
tists, and that gives the account a
precise air and makes the adventure
of some use to future climbers. The
climb took place in 1938. There are
some excellent photographs in the
book. (Dodd, Mead & Co., $4)

UCH closer home comes ‘“North
Again for Gold”, by Edgar
Laytha, which describes the mineral
wonders of Canada and the intense
activity among prospectors and work-
ers, from the Great Slace Lake to the
Arctic Ocean, where gold, silver, cop-
per, pitchblende, cobalt, bismuth and
other treasures are found. Today the
wise prospector takes photographs
from the air and then interprets the
markings, and thus experts can fore-
cast where gold may be found. Pitch-
blende, from which radium is ex-
tracted, is one of the highly valuable
deposits of northern Canada. The
thrill of boom-time stories runs
through this chronicle, which is
packed with information about the
latest caravans and discoveries.
(Frederick A. Stokes Co., $3)

So much for the high places of the
earth. “Caribbean Treasure”, by
Ivan T. Sanderson, opens a far differ-
ent locality to the eager reader. Mr.
Sanderson is a roving zoologist, an
animal collector. The jungles of the
south are filled with specimens that
rarely appear in northern museums.
Mr. Sanderson journeyed from Trini-
dad to Surinam, studying spiders,
scorpions, centipedes, frogs, bats,
fish, wild pigs, anteaters, peccaries,
tree-toads, four-eyed fish, roaring

(Contz'nuéd from page 18)

monkeys, giant otters and other ex-
traordinary forms of animal life. He
has a happy, informal style and
draws in an original manner. (Vik-
ing Press, $3)

RANK 0. HOUGH’S new novel of -

life during the American Revolu-
tion is not strong on love interest, but
there’s plenty of rousing action in it.
Perhaps Kenneth Roberts is respon-

sible for this popularity of marching

men ; he found a large audience eager
for his tales of hardships in the for-

ests and suffering on the military -

campaigns. Mr. Hough, like him, has
written about Benedict Arnold (in
“Renown”); now, in “If Not Vie-
tory” he takes up a lesser known
struggle, the raids in Westchester
County, New York, just northeast of
Manhattan Island. Part of this was
known as the Neutral Ground, and
here the poor farmer was apt to be
robbed nightly by roving bands that
claimed allegiance to Britain and to
the Continental cause. The soldiers
who fight for the new republic also
languish in the sugar house prison
in New York. The first American
author to use this locality was James
Fenimore Cooper, when he wrote
“The Spy”. Mr. Hough'’s book is pub-
lished by Carrick & Evans ($2.50).

O take a woman’s soul apart is an

older form of novel-writing, remi-
niscent of the days of Henry J ames,
but it is no deterrent to enjoyable
reading. Raymond Holden has made
an excellent case for this type of
analysis in “Believe the Heart”,
which deals with the emotional dif-
ficulties of Leda Putnam, after her
husband, Hendrick Fillmore, has dl‘ed
and left her a wealthy woman, with
a stake in a steel and wire corpora-
tion owned by his hostile relatives.
Leda Putnam Fillmore has to decide
whether she wants to go it alone or
lean on two men who attract her,
and also whether she can adapt'her-
self to one of them in marriage.
Since she is not carried away by her
feelings, she becomes an excel!ent
subject for the novelist's scrutiny.
Mr. Holden, being a practiced writer
(he started her story in “Chance
Has a Whip” several seasons ago)
gives a complete portrait of this
intelligent American woman. (Holt,
$2.50)

What is so rare these days as a
gay, cheerful tale in which the char-
acters don’t brood over their hard
luck or throw rocks at the boss’s fac-
tory? Phil Stong’s new novel, “Ivan-
hoe Keeler”, commends itself to the
reading public by its very gaiety, its
light-hearted mood. Keeler plays the
fiddle in Pittsville, Ia., and has am-
bitions of going to Paris and becom-
ing a great violinist. The year is
1839—almost primitive times for
Iowa. He doesn’t get far with the

lass he loves, so he wanders south on
a steamboat. It’s the day of carpet-
bags and top hats and fancy vests.
He picks up a companion, Charley,
and a Negro man, Sammy, whom he

- sets free. He dallies with dark-eyed

beauties in Habana. He picks up a
war record. in Mexico. And as he ’
loves his violin, he becomes, in time,
more of an artist than a mere player
for tavern dances. In all his adven-
ture there remains a deep nostalgia
for the home-land, and in time he
plays there, too. Ivanhoe XKeeler’s
progress is a happy story of vaga-
bondage many years ago. (Farrar &
Rinehart, $2.50)

Since we are on the subject of
Phil Stong and his writings, may
I mention “Horses and Americans”,
by this author, whose memories go
back to plowing behind the strong
horses of an Iowa farm, and who has
described here the history of the
horse, especially its useful career in
the United States, in dazzling fash-
ion. It is heartening to know that

‘horses still perform many duties be-

sides racing around a track and that
the breeds have never had greater
excellence than now. (Stokes, $5)

HRISTOPHER MORLEY’S new
novel, “Kitty Foyle”, is fun, too,
but of a different kind. Here a differ-
ent Morley writes a different kind of
story—the tale of a frank, mannish
lass of Irish descent who lives near
Philadelphia, attends college in the
middle west, carries on a love affair
with a son of Philadelphia’s aristoc-
racy and comes to conclusions about
life that grow out of the ups and
downs of her experiences. Kitty Foyle
is unlike any of the heroines who
have moved through the pages of
Morley books. At times she’s hard-
boiled; she takes everything in her
stride, with a robust swagger, but
she’s a white collar girl who doesn’t
quite belong, and she feels it. To me
she was a surprise, and that, I take
it, is the way she affects many of
the author’s admirers. (Lippincott,
$2.50)

Thomas Mann is an author with
many facets to his talent; the novel
“Royal Highness”, was written in
1905, when he was 30, but, as he
writes in a preface to the first Ameri-
can translation just issued by
Knopf ($2.50), it has its place in his
intellectual development and his
growth as a novelist. Aside from that
it is a full-bodied tale of a royal
prince with a withered arm, and an
American daughter of wealth, both
individuals who have been kept from
contact with the world of their gen-
eration. The book can be read for the
romantic story of other times in Eu-
rope, as well as for the meaning that
may lie in this story of Klaus Hein-
rich and Samuel Spoelmann’s daugh-
ter, Imma.
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income tax in excess of $30,000.

Naive, starry-eyed fans turned in-

to case-hardened cynics and discov-
ered many of their idols had feet of
clay. Once upon a time they were
enthusiastic supporters of the theory
that the sweaty slaves of sport de-
served all the money they could
squeeze out of the plutocrats who
owned them. In 1938 twelve million
unemployed men were outraged when
a twenty-three-year-old boy spurned
$25,000 for six months of light labor
and their caustic cracks were heard
all season by Joe DiMaggio, the ball
playgr of his generation.
. Virtually every phase of a chang-
ing social order was mirrored in
sport. The Federal Government,
delegating to itself authority calcu-
lated to undermine autocratic power,
hastgned the adoption of pari-mutuel
bettmg on horses by banning tele-
graphie results of races to pool-rooms
and bookmakers. Pressure from the
White House forced the resumption
of the Army-Navy rivalry which
everyone but a few feuding brass
hats wanted. The government’s
trust-bust}ng activities were echoed
vaguely in baseball, where J udge
Kenesaw M. Landis cracked down on
farm systems to check the monopoly
of money exerted by a few rich ball
clubs,

There was a stronger sense of
social-consciousness throughout the
country and so the Negro, granted a
slight measure of fair play, cele-
brated his emancipation by dominat-
:ing the two Olympic Games con-
l_u<;1:ed during the decade. Stream-
mning, the motif of industry, was
adopted enthusiastically by sports.
inle'fe was more continuity of action
b €am games; speed became the
Heyr;(ote of football and basketball.
te(r)r? ey, failing to go along with the
e rf)ier of the times, began to feel

?I‘ rst twmges of rigor mortis.

he most significant trend of the
rg% of Gold was its inevitable by-
? oduct—the steady advance of pro-
esslonalism at the expense of the
lZ;H}ilteur ideal. In the ’30’s, pro foot-
: :1 began to outdraw college teams
fe targe cities. The far-reaching ef-
ofc r())liji \Ei}ils small break in the wall
ege X i
Sports will Ig)e mplotectmg
1%40'8. It may
abuses which now are undermini
the college game; may eSerx?u:;lir’lvi
;7}211.1 sity football back to the boys, but
11s will take time, Tournament ten-
n(lis_ Suﬂ"gred Severely from the peri-
0clc raids made by check-waving
gen_ts upon the Budges, Vineses and
errys, [eavmg the game without an
outstanding personality. Lawson Lit-
tle, the one amateur golfer capable
of succeeding Bobby Jones as the
Number 1 hero of the boys in the
back room, turned pro a few vears
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The Age of Gold

(Continued from page 19)

ago and nobody has come up to take
his place. The only amateur sports
which thrived during the depression
more abundantly than ever before
were basketball and softball. Low
admission prices and cheap cost of
equipment for catch-as-catch-can
participants were vital factors 1n
their progress, in case big-time op-
erators are listening.

It was a time to try men’s souls,
and sports, weathering handsomely
a period when it might have been
submerged under an avalanche of
more weighty events, esj:abhshed
firmly its place in the American way.
Even in a once-over-lightly treat-
ment, certain highlights stand out.

BASEBALL went into the '30’s
with a full orchestra of sourpuss
skeptics playing the anvil chorus.
Poor old baseball finished the decade
in need of no man’s sympathy. Sea-
sonal club attendance figures of a
million eash customers, a rarity in
boom times, became commonplace.
Maybe the depression, fostering a
new appreciation of the simple,
fundamental things, helped baseball,
which always has offered the best
value for every dollar taken in at
the gate. Concessions were mgde,
however, to attract trade. Night
baseball, essentially a circus stunt,
was embraced by every minor league
and at the decade’s end, eight of the
sixteen major-league teams were
planning to install lights in their
parks or had them already. . . . The
American League, winning seven of
the ten World Series played and five
of seven All-Star games, made com-
parisons odious to the National
League, but one team, the Yankees,
was largely responsible for the dlf—
ference. . . . As long as baseball is
played, the ’30’s will be remembered
chiefly for the rise of the Yankees
as the mightiest organization ever
known to the game. . . . For a time,
pitchers such as Grove, Gomez, Hub-
bell and Dean were the popular
heroes, but there was a pronounced
swing back to long-distance hitters
as the people’s choice. . . . Incredible
Ruth, who spanned three decades,
finally passed from the scene. . . .
A sad and shocking story was re-
served for the last few months of
the ’380’s—the forced retirement of
Lou Gehrig, symbol of durability,
with a dreaded disease.

FOOTBALL survived a series of
crises and became accepted for what
it is, a spectacle as well as a sport.
... Public and players turned cynical
and took in stride strikes staged by
freshmen for higher wages and col-
lege presidents’ suggestions- that
gladiators should be paid for ser-
vices rendered. . . . Every literate
American reached the realization
that the better college teams are not
happy accidents, but the result of

intensive proselyting and subsidiza-
tion. . . . All-American teams, once
the end and answer to all of living,
were kidded by the very men who
selected them. . Bowl games
marked the glorification of the team
over the individual. . .. The forward
pass became the major offensive
weapon everywhere and will continue
to get a heavy play in the future.

BASKETBALL made tremendous
advances and outdrew consistently
every other sport in the books. . . .
The elimination of the center jump
five years ago made for demonstra-
tions of mass madness which the
customers dearly love. . . . Trans-
continental trips were arranged and
the game really went big-time for
big money gates. . .. If football ever
begins to slip in the esteem of the
public, basketball will move in as the
big hooray in the colleges.

BOXING couldn’t stand the pros-
perity of the fabulous ’20’s and had
to hock its dinner jacket and topper
for the old sweater and cap it wore
before making high society. The
muggs, who always controlled the
racket, reverted to type and the
fighters reverted to tripe. . . . The
giddy days of fifty bucks for a ring-
side seat lived only in the misty past
and so did the fans’ recollection of
great boxers. . . . The heavyweight
division, backbone of the business,
witnessed a dreary succession of five
cheese champions who failed in their
first defense of the title until Joe
Louis came along to make the general
pattern more deadly than ever—in
more than one sense. . .. Henry Arm-
strong gave the lighter classes a
brief shot in the arm, but on the
whole, boxing befouled itself by
skullduggery and stinkeroos.

HOCKEY had the sports world by
the tail in the early ’30’s but finished
with its own tail dragging, due to
the stubborn refusal of the die-hards
to rescind the blue-line rule, which
is stifling scoring and interest. . . .
THE OLYMPIC GAMES, always
good for several incidents calculated
to make a hollow mockery of the
hands-across-the-sea ideal it is sup-
posed to promote, produced its usual
quota of records, particularly for un-
sportsmanlike conduct by one Adolph
Shickelgruber, who turned the 1936
show into a vulgar display of propa-
ganda. ... YACHTING went on the
rocks and POLO came a cropper
when the English, even before the
Great Unpleasantness, tired of spend-
ing fabulous sums in vain efforts to
win silver trophies worth about $100
at current prices.

It was an era of folly and futility,
perhaps, but there was a slight evi-
dence of some permanent benefit to
civilization contributed by sports. At
long last, wrestling was revealed to
one and all as a fake and a farce.






the Grand Exalted Ruler stressed
Americanism. He urged all Ameri-
cans to be on guard to preserve the
American government and cited
members of the Order of Elks as
being in the front ranks of patriotic
Americans. His talks also contained
information about the Order and its
work,

Grand Exalted Ruler and Mrs.
War_ner, in company with many high
officials of the Order, arrived in Bed-
ford, Va., on the morning of Novem-
per 10 and were welcomed by Super-
intendent Robert A. Scott of the Elks
National Home. Members of the
party drove to the Home where a
two-day meeting of the Board of
Grand Trustees was scheduled to
take place. Mr. Warner and Grand
Secretary J. Edgar Masters attended
the meetings, and Chairman Joseph
G. Buch of Trenton, N. J., Joseph B.
Kyle, Gary, Ind., Fred B. Mellmann,
Oakland, Calif., J. Ford Zietlow,
Aberdeen, S. D., and William T.
Phillips of New York Lodge No. 1,
the members of the Board of Grand
Trustees, were all present. On the
evening of the 11th the Grand Ex-
alted R_uler and Mrs. Warner were
entertained by Lynchburg, Va.,
Lodge, No. 321, at a delightful dance.
The beautiful ball room of the Elks’
home was exquisitely decorated. Mr.
Warner was introduced by E.R.
George C. Walker. Past State Pres.
R. Chess McGhee, Esquire of Lynch-
burg Lodge, presided. Sam W. West
was Chairman of the Dance Com-
mittee. Mayor L. E. Lichford ex-
gtia'r:lded greetings on behalf of the

y.

After the Eleven O’Clock Toast
had been recited by the Grand Ex-
alted Ruler, dancing was resumed
until midnight when a pause came
for the observance of Armistice Day.
Mr. McGhee gave a brief Armistice
réeminiscence. In addition to those
heretofore mentioned there were
present Mrs. Masters, wife of the

Grand Secretary, and Mrs Scott
wife of the Superintendent of the
Elks Na

tional Home; Judge John S.
McClp]land of Atlanta, Ga.,g and Clyde
Jennings, Lynchburg, former Chair-
men of the Board of Grand Trustees,
and officers and representatives of
the Va. State Elks Assn, and of Vir-
ginia Lod_ges, many of whom were
accompanied by their wives. Mr.

Elk Leaders Praise Pennsylvania
Lodge for Boys’ Work

Edward D. Smith, of Lewistown,
Pa., Lodge, No. 663, Past President
of the Pennsylvania State Elks Assn.
addressed Sunbury, Pa., Lodge, No.
267, at a recent meeting.

He gave his commendation to the
formation of the Antlers Lodge of
Sunbury Lodge for youths too young
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Warner spoke during the evening
and his words will be long remem-
bered. The affair was an outstanding
success.

Leaving his office at Dixon, IIl.,
on November 16, the Grand Exalted
Ruler traveled ‘to Pendleton, Ore.,
on the streamliner City of Portland.
There he was greeted by Past Grand
Exalted Ruler Walter F. Meier of
Seattle, Wash., E.R. E. J. Brunton
and Secy. Louis B. Romine of Walla
Walla Lodge, and Past Grand Inner
Guard Harrie O. Bohlke of Yakima.
The party proceeded to Walla Walla
where a luncheon in honor of Mr.
Warner was given by the Ladies
Auxiliary of Walla Walla, Wash,,
Lodge, No. 287, Six hundred and
fifteen ladies were present. An in-
spiring address was delivered by the
Grand Exalted Ruler. Upon his ar-
rival at the lodge home, Mr. Warner
tendered his services, was given a
knife immediately and proved his
ability by assisting in the prepara-
tion of forty turkeys, weighing 816
pounds, for the banquet that evening.
A large class was initiated at the
lodge meeting.

On Sunday, November 19, Yakima,
Wash., Lodge, No. 3818, was host to
the Grand Exalted Ruler and Past
Grand Exalted Ruler Meier. A well
attended banquet, at which Mr. War-
ner spoke, was served at noon with
E.R. Elwood Hutcheson presiding.
The party, accompanied by George
C. Newell of Seattle, Pres. of the
Wash. State Elks Assn., and P.E.R.
O. R. Schumann, Yakima, left imme-
diately after the banquet for Seattle,
arriving at 5 p.m. Chairman Arthur
Wichman and his committee had ar-
ranged an outstanding musical pro-
gram and the Grand Exalted Ruler
and his party were serenaded by the
Seattle Elks Band and entertained
at a concert recital by the famous
Ralston Chorus. Mr. Warner ad-
dressed a large gathering of Elks
and their ladies and then proceeded
to Ballard, Wash., Lodge, No. 827,
for an evening meeting with an
initiation ceremony after which Mr.
Warner spoke. A large crowd at-
tended the banquet and the meeting
and there was much enthusiasm.

The next visit on schedule was to
Portland, Ore., Lodge, No. 142. The
Grand Exalted Ruler was met by
D.D. Frank J. Lonergan, E.R. George

Under the Antlers
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to become members of the Order of
Elks. He said the Antlers give a
young man right ideas, sound ob-
jectives and opportunity for better
use of his time than to spend it with
gangs on the streets.

The meeting was honored by the
official visitation of D.D. Myers En-
terline, of Milton, and P.D.D. Robert
Baker, of Bloomsburg., A class of

A. Marshall and P.E.R. Charles C.
Bradley, a former Chairman of the
Grand Lodge Committee on Creden-
tials. A large party of Elks and
their ladies had gathered at the
lodge home for a noon luncheon.
Preceding the luncheon, the Grand
Exalted Ruler broadcast a message
to Elks of the Pacific Northwest and
attended an informal reception as
guest of Mayor Joseph K. Carson,
Jr. That afternoon, Mr. Warner, Mr.
Bradley and Mr. Lonergan drove to
Hood River for a four o’clock re-
ception and then to The Dalles, Ore
En route a short stop was made at
the Bonneville Dam, which is now
in operation. The meeting with The
Dalles Lodge, No. 303, was most en-
thusiastic. It was preceded by a
6 p.m. dinner. Nearly 100 candidates
were initiated during the lodge ses-
sion. The Grand Exalted Ruler re-
ceived an ovation at the close of his
address. While speaking he highly
complimented the officers of the lodge
for their excellent rendition of the
Ritual.

En route to Devils Lake, N. D,, the
Grand Exalted Ruler was greeted at
Spokane by E.R. Ray A, Lower,
Secy. W. F. Connor, Est. Leading
Knight Paul F. Schiffner, Chaplain
Russ O. Danielson, P.E.R.’s Nave G.
Lein and Sam Edelstein, and Otto
Mengert, Chairman of the Board of
Trustees. A short visit was made at
the magnificent home of Spokane,
Wash., Lodge, No. 228.

An unannounced visit to Devils
Lake Lodge, No. 1216, proved to be
of special interest. A large num-
ber of the members happened to be
at the lodge and many more gathered
for an informal reception during the
evening.

On Monday, November 27, Grand
Exalted Ruler Warner paid an offi-
cial visit to Oak Park, Ill.,, Lodge,
No. 1295. More than 20 lodges of
the Northeast District of Illinois
were represented. The spacious lodge
room of the lodge home was crowded
to capacity and the address made by
Mr. Warner was enthusiastically re-
ceived. Among the distinguished
guests were Grand Secretary J.
Edgar Masters, Special Representa-
tive William M. Frasor of Blue
Island, Ill, and Frank T. Lynde,
Antigo, Pres. of the Wisconsin State
Elks Assn.

13 candidates, conspicuous by having
in it sons of two prominent members
of the lodge, was inducted into the
Order. Initiatory degree work, con-
ducted by E. R. Sam C. Price and
other officers, won the endorsement
of visiting Elks,

The business session was featured
by gifts of $25 and $15 to the Sal-
vation Army and Industrial Fund.






bell, Lorain, and Charles L. Haslop,
Newark. Grand Secretary Masters
and Mr. McCabe were the principal
speakers.

At the dinner served at 6:30 in the
Elks’ ball room, Past Grand Exalted
Ruler McCormick, introduced by
Toastmaster William Bobo, E.R. of
Tiffin Lodge, delivered an eloquent
address before 300 Elks and guests.
Mr. Lais was also a speaker and
Mr. Prater brought greetings from
his district, Ohio, N.W. Twenty-
seven Past District Deputies, many
Exalted Rulers and other lodge of-
ficers attended. The ladies who ac-
companied the visiting Elks to Tiffin
Were entertained by the wives of the
local lodge officers in the home of
Mr. and Mrs. Schmidt. After the
dinner, they joined in a social session
at the lodge home.

Membership Incredses in

Wichita Falls, Tex., Lodge
Wichita Falls, Tex., Lodge, No.
1105, initiated 24 new members at
- two recent meetings, honoring Floyd
Brown of Bartlesville, Okla.,
Lodge, No. 1060, Special Deputy of
the Grand Exalted Ruler. The ritu-
alistic work was performed at both
meetings by the officers of El Reno
and Duncan, Okla., Lodges. D.D.
B. C. Morgan of Breckenridge was
among the prominent Texas Elks
who attended. An increase of 38
members was shown by the local

lodge during Mr. Brown’s stay in
Wichita Falls,

Columbia, S. C., Lodge Gives
Two Iron Lungs to City

When Columbia, S. C., Lodge, No.
1190, was visited officially by D.D.
Thomas‘ G. Sharpe of Greenville,
ceremonies were held at which Co-
lumbia Lodge presented to the hos-
bitals of the city and its environs
two iron lungs for the aid of infantile
baralysis sufferers. The hospitals

ave the use of them upon request.
E.R. Gary Paschal and his officers
officiated “in the presentation, and
representatives of the hospitals were
Present.

Funds were raised for the pur-
chase of the lungs through benefit
enterta}n.ments given by the lodge.
I}‘l addition, many voluntary dona-
tions were received. One of the lungs
has been in constant use in the case

of a young girl stricken with the
disease,

Team of Inglewood, Calif., Lodge
Is State Ritualistic Champion

Ever since its victory in the Cali-
fornia South Central District, cli-
Maxed by the winning of the State
championship at the 1939 convention
of the State Elks Association, Ingle-
wood, Calif., Lodge, No. 1492, has
been feted by Elk groups and civic
organizations. The Inglewood team
came within a fraction of one per
cent of being letter perfect in the
State contest. The district winners,
Monterey and Petaluma, were the
competitors and all three teams fin-
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ished above 97 per cent.

The Inglewood champions are con-
ducting a campaign to enable them
to participate in the national ritu-
alistic contest next July at Houston,
Tex.

Decatur, Ala., Lodge Honors
Past Pres. C. M. Tardy

Another Clarence M. Tardy Class,
one of many initiated during the past
few years, was inducted recently into
Decatur, Ala., Lodge, No. 655, or-
ganized in 1936 by Mr. Tardy. D.D.
J. E. Livingston, of Tl}spaloosa
Lodge, made his official visit that
evening, and E.R. L. A. Ma_ckentepe
was present with a delegation from
Cullman, Ala., Lodge, No. 1609.

Dinner was served in honor of the
visiting Elks and the 16 members of
the Class. Mr. Tardy has served
several terms as President of the
Ala. State Elks Assn.

Prescott, Ariz., Elks Reunite
On “Old Timers Night”

A turkey dinner at the Hassayam-
pa Hotel opened an elaborate pro-
gram on “Old Timers Night” cele-
brated recently by Prescott, Ariz.,
Lodge, No. 330. The dinner and meet-
ing brought together 150 Prescott
members from Yavapai County, the
Salt River Valley, and several south-
ern cities. Two original members,
P.E.R. Barney Smith and Al Brow,
were present. The lodge was granted
its charter in 1896.

An address by Thomas Campbell,
a veteran member and former Gov-
ernor of Arizona, and a resume of
the history and activities of the lodge
40 years ago, given by Floyd McCoy
who came from Los Angeles to at-
tend, were highlights of the meeting.
A fine class of candidates was in-
itiated.

Charles City, la.. Lodge
Presents Iron Lung to City

To Charles City Lodge No. 418
goes the honor of being the first
lodge in Iowa to present an iron
lung to its city. Many conferences
regarding the type to be selected
were held with the Cedar Valley Hos-
pital by Weston E. Jones, in charge
of the arrangements. The model
chosen was a $2,000 orthopedic lung,
the first to be brought to the State.
It was presented to Charles City for
use, free, to all people, regardless of
race, creed or color.

The Grand Lodge was represented
at the presentation ceremonies by
D. E. LaBelle of Minneapolis, Minn.,
a member of the Grand Lodge Com-
mittee on Judiciary, and D.D.’s How-
ard M. Remley of Mason City and
A. D. Bailey, Fort Dodge. State Pres.
Arthur P. Lee of Marshalltown was
accompanied by State Trustee Robert
Hardin of Waterloo. The program
began at 9:30 a.M. E.R. William A.
Beckwith stated that approximately
10,000 persons attended during the
day and evening. The “Elks Iron
Lung Day Class” of 22 candidates
was initiated by the Ritualistic Team
of Decorah, Ia., Lodge, runners-up

in the National Ritualistic Contest
at St. Louis last summer. The De-
corah Junior Drum Corps, with a
personnel of 35 boys clad in High-
land costume, contributed to the gen-
eral entertainment.

Hallowe’en Is Celebrated Safely
at Lakewood, Ohio, Lodge

The Elks Special Activities Com-
mittee of Lakewood, Ohio, Lodge,
No. 1350, of which P.E.R. Frank
Russell is Chairman, sponsored a
safe and sane Hallowe’en, which was
a great success. Police reported the
quietest Hallowe’en in recent history.

Judges of the costumes were May-
or Amos I. Kauffman, Judge M. J.
Walther and Judge Henry Williams,
all members of Lakewood Lodge. The
judging was thrown into a turmoil
when it was discovered that the prize
for the best-dressed girl was
awarded to a five-year-old boy.
Dressed in an Aunt Jemima costume,
he somehow got into the girls’ line-
up. The judges, instead of submit-
ting the case to a higher court, de-
cided to award the boy a special

prize and called it a “Consternation
Prize”,

Sheridan, Wyo., Lodge Burns
Mortgage on 40th Birthday

Elks from miles around turned out
on November 15 and 18 to join in
the observance of the 40th anni-
versary of Sheridan, Wyo., Lodge,
No. 520, and the celebration of the
burning of the 30-year-old mortgage
on the lodge home. Open House for
members exclusively was held the
afternoon and evening of the 15th.
During the lodge session, thirteen
35-year members were presented
with honorary life membership
cards. On the following Saturday,
Elks and their ladies were enter-
tained at an informal dance. On both
occasions money was a drug on the
market as everything was ‘“‘on the
house.”

To Alf Diefenderfer, Treasurer of
the lodge since its institution, was
given the honor of striking the maj:ch
in the mortgage-burning ceremonies.
It was only after many setbacks that
the lodge began to make headway in
reducing the debt. The major portion
has been paid off in the past few
years during which the present
Board of Trustees, Dr. A. E. Adkins,
Dr. Earl Whedon and H. M. Ben-
nett, and the present Secretary, A. J.
Stager, have been in office. Many
improvements have been made on
the beautiful building and more are
planned.

N. D. Elks Discuss Child
Welfare at Fargo Meeting

A proposal that the North Dakota
State Elks Association provide an
additional fund for Child Welfare
Work, to be matched by federal
funds of the N. D. State Welfare
Department, was discussed at a
meeting on November 19 at Fargo
of more than 30 representatives of
the 10 lodges of the State. State






member of Beaumont Lodge, State
Pres. A. V. Tate, Galveston, and
Past Pres.’s Walter W. Short, Hous-
ton, J. A. Bergfeld, Tyler, and H.
S. Rubenstein, Brenham.

A 45-minute floor show preceded
the business session. E.R. Kenneth
MecCalla of Houston Lodge, Judge of
the 127th Judicial District Court of
Texas, was the principal speaker. A
luncheon and social hour followed
the meeting. P.E.R. A. L. David,
P.D.D., was Chairman of the Anni-
versary Committee. Serving with
him were Secy. R. M. Rimer, P.E.R.
Frank McGrew, Charles Abel and
Herbert Peters.

San Diego, Calif., Lodge Gives
Successful “Kick-Off Dinner”

The “kick-off dinner”, given by
San Dlego, Calif., Lodge, No. 168, in
the Jinterest of the 10th annual
charity football game between the

U. S. Marines and the College of the
Pacific, was held at the U. S. Grant
Hotel, San Diego. Brig. Gen. W. P.
Upshur, Commandant of the Marine
Base; Maj. Elmer Hall, coach of the
Marines téam; Capt. George Esau,
Base athletic officer, and the sports
writers of the three daily papers,
were guests of honor.

A huge birthday cake, with 10
candles, was cut by Bill Brunson,
Chairman of the Football Committee,
with the assistance of P.E.R. Dr.
Chester H. Webber. Speeches by
E.R. Edgar B. Hervey, Est. Lea}d.
Knight Clifford S. Maher, and Brig,
Gen. Upshur, and songs by the San
Diego High School quartet, were
broadcast by Station KFSD.

Fred Krebaum., Santa Barbara
Elk, Wins Many Golf Trophies

A member of Santa Barbara,
Calif., Lodge, No. 613, Fred Kre-

baum, has won the Calif. State Elks
Assn. championship Golf Tourna-
ment for the past four years in
succession. He has many trophies,
the finest being the gold one pre-
sented to him at the Convention at
Santa Monica last September. He
has also won the American Legion
State Championship for the past
three years, the annual Semana
Nautica trophy championship held
in Santa Barbara for the past three
years, and a place in every tourna-
ment in which he has entered.

Mr. Krebaum has three holes in
one to his credit, one on the Monte-
cito Country Club course, one on the
Catalina Island course, while play-
ing with Sir Harry Lauder, and one
on the La Cumbre course in Santa
Barbara. Mr. Krebaum will chal-
lenge any Elk to 18 holes of golf or
more, according to club handicap
rules, for any reasonable amount.

News of the State Associations

Association. The Convention was
honored by the presence of Grand
Secretary "J. Edgar Masters, who
dehvered_ a fine address at one of
the sessions, and many other dis-
tinguished Elks. Much constructive
work was accomplished and members
of the Association joined in com-
phmen_tmg State Pres. Leslie J. Bush,
of Salida Lodge, on the fine work he
had done during the year. Past
Grand Esteemed Lecturing Knight
Igolhs B. Brewer of Casper Lodge,
drle_:s. of the Wyoming Association,
ilve_red .a stirring address on
lmerlcamsm, and Past Grand Ex-
aé tiad Ruler J ohn R. Coen, of Sterling,
W(?t(]?l.’ Lodgq, inspired his listeners
h’l a rousing address, taking for
18 SUth?ct, “Leadership’.

WO 1mportant resolutions were
})asseq by the Association, one deal-
ng w1th_ Americanism, the other rec-
%rﬁ}}]endmg that there be created a
o ild Welfare Commission of three
P v:Iembers., one for one year, one for
to Obzea;psl,) z}nél dong forh three, each

D ointe y the incomin
president. The Commission is emg:
lt)pwered to adopt rules and regula-
d1ons necessary for the proper con-
tuct of Child Welfare Work and to
ake action for the solicitation of
Eﬁcessary funds. From the funds of
$5¢(3) State Associgtion, the sum of
b 0 was appropriated to be paid by

e Treasqrex_* upon requisitions from
the Commission as needed. The pres-
ent members of the Commission are
qut Grand Esteemed Loyal Knight
Milton L. Anfenger, of Denver, Colo.,
Lodge, Arthur L. Allen and E. P.
dams.

The Ritualistic Contest, presided
over by Past State Pres. Byron Al-
bert of Fort Collins, Chairman of the
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Grand Lodge Auditing Committee,
was won by Greeley Lodge No. 809.
Officers for 1939-40 were elected as
follows: Pres., Art L. Allen, Pueblo;

Vice-Pres.’s: Cent., T. S. Barnes,
Colorado Springs; West, Albert H.
Diemer, Leadville; North, E. S.

Prohs, Longmont; South, Joel W.
Todd, Rocky Ford; Secy. W. P. Hur-
ley, Fort Collins; Treas., W. R. Pat-
terson, Greeley; Chaplain, W. S.
Buchanon, Salida; Trustees: Wilbur
M. Alter, Victor, and G. A. Franz.
The Association will meet in Wal-
senburg in 1940.

NORTH CAROLINA

Election of officers shared the spot-
light with the visit of Grand Exalted
Ruler Henry C. Warner at the an-
nual convention of the North Caro-
lina State Elks Association held at
Charlotte on November 5. Two busi-
ness sessions were held at the home
of Charlotte Lodge No. 392, with
E.R. Leon Lawrence, retiring Presi-
dent, presiding. At the afternoon ses-
sion P. C. Smith, of High Point
Lodge, was elected President. The
other officers are as follows: Secy.
W. C. Burns, High Point; Treas.,
Tom C. Daniels, New Berne; Vice-
Pres.’s: Ben W. Taylor, Washington,
and Ernest D. Grady, Charlotte;
Trustees: W. C. Davis, Charlotte,
Adam Younce, Greensboro, and E. A.
Pogue, Asheville.

More than 300 Elks attended the
Convention. P.D.D. I. M. Cook of
Charlotte was the Convention Chair-
man. Mrs. Leon Kendrick was Chair-
man of the Ladies’ Committee in
charge of entertainment for Mrs.
Warner and the wives of other visit-
ing Elks. It being Sunday, social
activities were minimized. The Grand

Exalted Ruler was the principal
speaker at a luncheon given at the
Elks Country Club on the Catawba
River. An informal reception at the
lodge home ended the meeting.

NEW MEXICO

The. New Mexico State Elks As-
sociation met this year for its ninth
annual convention at Las Vegas, N.
M. State Secy. Alfred E. Rogers, in
charge of registration, reported a
record attendance of Elks and their
ladies. Social functions and meetings
were held in the beautiful home of
the host lodge, Las Vegas No. 408.

The first business session was
opened at 1:30 P.M. on September 23
by P.E.R. William H. Springer of
Las Vggas Lodge, and the Invocation
was given by the Chaplain of the
lodge, the Rev. Father Francis L.
Markey. E.R. Paul P. Dailey made
the welcoming address which was re-
sponded to by E.R. Anthony Bel-
monte of Albuquerque Lodge. Past
Grand Esteemed Loyal Knight Mil-
ton L. Anfenger of Denver, Colo., an
honored guest of the Association,
spoke at the afternoon session and
also at the evening meeting at the
close of ceremonies in which the
State Class was initiated by a rit-
ualistic team composed of one chair
officer from each lodge in New Mex-
ico. Their work drew favorable com-
ment from all in attendance. The
Convention Ball was a formal affair,
beginning that evening at nine
o’clock. The Eleven O’Clock Toast
was delivered by E.R. Donald D.
McDonald of Roswell Lodge.

The Association convened for its
final session on Sunday morning.
Election of officers for the coming
year resulted as follows: Pres., Dr.



























