














































































































for bathing, for beach sports, and for
motoring at the very edge of the
ocean. At low tide the beach is two
hundred feet wide.

Indian River is a name familiar, if
not to every Elk, to the wife of every
Elk, in the country, bringing to mind
as it does the sweet oranges, the
luscious grapefruit which grace her
breakfast table. This beautiful stretch
of water is not exactly a river, how-
ever, but rather a long lagoon of salt
water, festooned on the east with
easily accessible islands which have
their own sandy beaches. The Indian
River district is one of Florida’s most
important citrus growing areas. The
splendid quality of its fruit, it is said,
i the result the particular happy
combination of soil and climate found
along the river’s shores.

All along the journey down the
coast will be found small cities and
resorts, so attractive that no one
wants to pass them by. Then comes
the spectacle that is Palm Beach. The
extreme of luxury and of gaiety in
winter resorts in the United States
is unmistakably Palm Beach. On this
peninsula between Lake Worth and
the Atlantic, there is an atmosphere
of magnificence in settings of star-
tling beauty. Homes and hotels which
can only be described as palatial
gleam against their background of
luxuriant tropical foliage.

From the ocean-side, where the
surf breaks gently, can be seen the
deep blue of the Gulf Stream. It is
that same Gulf Stream which grants
to Palm Beach it mellifluous climate,
and it is that climate, as well as the
sophistication and gaiety, which calls
visitors back year after year.

Miami, too, has its magnificence,
and it has also its share of the
simpler way of living. To this city,
which was once only an Indian trad-
ing post, trek over a million visitors
each year. It is easy to understand
why they come. Miami boasts of its
average winter temperature of about

seventy degrees, and claims an aver-
age of 359 sunshiny days a year. Be-
sides the usual Florida sports of surf
bathing and fishing, there are such
exciting diversions as horse racing,
at Tropical Park and later at Hialeah,
jai-alai, and dog racing.

At Miami there is another slim

Drive, yes. Will you come right
over, please. Something terrible has
happened to my husband. I thi
he’s been murdered.”

She dropped the receiver and sat
trembling, staring up at the painting
over the fireplace. Now they could

come and arrest her. The sooner the
better.

Very much the better. .
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Palmy Days

( C’ontinuqd from page 13)

» peninsula, another of those tapering

fingers with which Florida beckons
the ocean closer. This is Mlaml
Beach, younger even than Miami. At
Miami Beach there are none of the

‘unpleasant aspects of an industrial

civilization. No factories rear their
smoke-stacks into the blue; there are
no slums. Miami Beach has the dis-
tinction of having been created for
no other reason than to be a 1.'e§ort.

Having reached Miami, visitors
will be tempted to continue their
travels to Havana, the West Inq;)?s
and the Bahamas, so easily accessl e
by plane and by boat. Neither plaltle
nor boat is necessary, howeve‘:;", 1?
reach the unusual city of Key West,
which can be approa_ched byT'lilust ci)ltl'
by means of the family car. a o
itself is by way of being a woxl'l -
wonder, since the NgI, Cip of

on s R ) )

%‘%grii;ga?e& overtake the island city.

it is remote, and because

B Ei(t;ﬁ%%g:int, Key W'f';z f:sizeis?n 2
r of its own.

gl;;n i%ushionable hotel, and there are,

besides, rows of the simplest of

i ip here

ittle sail boats whip
:g%cﬁerglamong the coves. There
are mostly sea an Sun 88 oie life

and here 1 :
i{te)irts?vzfrfi'th. Vet Key West 1S noted

for ol 2
in ..

thensugog:xhom the quamtnefss ggti:

ﬁ:a guiet of the island fulfill fon

dreams of Florida. n Jackson-

Across the Stete Tnail from

ico wears 2
i the Gulf of MexicO ¥ -
necklace of piet%ogiwﬁk?t&ﬁ?e
sical qamelsjd ‘& Ranch), Clearwater,
there 18 2 17", Nittle back from the

and Sarasotae Caloosahatchee Inlet,

coast, on :3 Fort Myers offers some

pg. %ﬁihﬁst tarpon fishing in %ﬁe
S te. Resting sweetly between {he
St and Tampa Bay is the sunny

insula which carries St. Pgters-
Pars at its tip. St. Petersburg is the
burgca of thousands of travelers vg‘ho
Eﬁ% for a peaceful vacation “at

m home”.

hogg zw:Sy ifgois, St. Petersburg has
retainged the friendly atmosphere .of
a small town, and as a rule it is in-

No Evidence
(Continued from page T)

NSPECTOR Bryce could see just
I what had happened. It was, if you
happened to be Sergeant Knowles, as

lain as the nose on your face.

Somebody had poked a gun through
the Cubby Hole window and fired two
ghots. The first had missed, smash-
ing the window in the foyer. The sec-
ond had got him.

“And without wishing to speak ill

‘formal to a degree. Beloved of the
sun, its climate is a joy to refugees
‘from a northern winter. Surrounded
by water on three sides, it has twenty
miles of bathing beaches, room
enough for all comers.

Of sterner stuff, business-like Tam-
pa, across Old Tampa Bay, still con-
trives to be an attractive winter re-
sort. Of interest to sight-seers is
the Southeast Army Air Base now
under construction. Within easy
driving distance is the Hillsborough
River State Park, where, on a tract
of more than seven hundred acres,
there are furnished cabins which
may be rented by those who would
like to draw up and stay a while.

Lovely in its tropical beauty on
Sarasota Bay is Sarasota. The name
will always, no doubt, bring to mind
the Ringling Brothers’ Circus. Fur-
ther thanks to the Ringlings can be
offered for the John and Mable Ring-
ling Museum of Art. At Sarasota,
too, there are miles of those firm
white gulf-coast beaches which mean
Florida to so many Northerners.

A new State road thrusting down
the center of the State reveals at last
that there is land between the east
coast and the west of Florida, and
makes it easy for travelers to explore
that lovely inland region.

Perhaps the lake section will prove
the strongest attraction. Here sweet
homelike little towns nestle among’
the countless fresh water lakes
Game fish in these lakes provide gooci
sport, and attractive fishing camps
are numerous. In this area is said to
be the best big-mouth black bass fish-
ing in the world. Leesburg, which
lies between two of the largest lakes
of the State, presents the National
Fx.'esh Water Bass Tournament each
winter between December and March.

At Lakelar}d there are fifteen lakes
within the city limits, besides hun-
dreds 'round about, to provide fresh
water sports, and farther south is
Lake Wales, where, on top of Iron
Mountain, is the famous singing
tower.

But these gentle, spreading, al-
most tropical towns, east, west and
south, tell only half of the charming
story of Florida. Each one, and many
more, repays more than a fleeting
visit. Can't you stay all winter?

of the dead,” added the somewhat
philosophical inspector, “I'm only
surprised he didn't stop one long ago.
The things I've heard about Mr.
Steven Branch! There's plenty of
people who’ll think this a much bet-
ter world now that he’'s out of it.”

“Including ?” the sergeant
prompted.

“Ah!” said the inspector. ‘“That'’s







taking care to leave footprints only
as far as the desk—and pretended
to find the body—this half-hearted
theory, I say, is fantastic. There
were, as you know, no footprints
on that gravel path. In such a
downpour there couldn’t be. But—

there was gravel on that gravel path.

—yellow gravel-—and the defendant
brought no gravel into the house
that night. Her footprints were
there in the room, but they were
free of anything like gravel. She
walked only from the taxi.

¢ ‘Where, then, is the evidence we
seek? Evidence we must have, cir-
cumstantial though it may be—but
evidence. Where is the evidence
here? I admit there is none to show
that the defendant ever stood in that
part of the room from which the
fatal shot was fired. You do not
know. There is no evidence.” ”’

Evans looked up and coughed.

“There’s a piece here at the end,”
he said, and read on, ‘ ‘The case is
expected to reach the jury late this
afternoon.’ ”

He glanced at the clock.

“Six o’clock.”

“Maybe the radio . . .” whispered
Mrs. Evans. “Don’t the news come
on at six?”

_ Evans got up, crossed to his primi-
tive set and switched it on. Then he
gnd his wife stood breathless, wait-
ing.

“. . . no further reports, except
that the fighting is still going on and
will probably continue through the
night. And that’s all the European
news at this time. Now for local
news. A remarkable demonstration
was witnessed at the Criminal Court
Building this afternoon at the close
of the trial of Mrs. Steven Branch,
charged with the murder of her hus-
band. As the jury, after their very
first ballot, brought in their verdict
of Not Guilty...."”

“Thank God!” murmured Evans,

and hurried to get a glass of water
for his wife.

F_OR two weeks, in the country,
Muriel hid from eyes and tongues
and cameras. Everybody thought
that the house would be sold; that
she would go away for good. But at
the end of the two weeks the house
that had been her home and Steven’s
was opened up again and she came
back. It was a Wednesday, early in
the evening, and both Evans and
Mrs. Evans were at the door to wel-
come her. She was home and, by the
Evanses, wanted.

She dined alone and told Evans
she would take coffee in the living
recom. At this Evans’ usually dis-
creet eyes opened wide.

“I will turn on the lights, madam,”
he said.

Presently she went into the living
room. Evans stoed at the door, the
lights all 1it.

“Thank you, Evans,” she said.

He was still at the door.

It seemed much the same, though
Strangely far away; not so much a
room she was in as a picture she was
looking at. The door to the Cubby
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closed, the desk was In the
glacx):ln% v;?:ce. There was no blue checg
on the desk now. She wondefre
where it had gone, and promptl;i 011{-
got about it. She found herself look-
ing for footprints, but they too were
gone. Facing the fireplace \évas. aﬁn
easy chair, with a small stan ,drlc -
ly carved, by its side. She sat 0?1:1.
Evans was still standing in the
dogng;a).rt. is it, Evans?’ she asked.
“Well, madam—"

looking at the painting

E(l)v\;v: sthe fireplace. She tuli'necz

and looked up, too, then ba(; aiiln

Evans. His discreet eyes were h gthe
open wide. Someli_;hm%1 insi.bou

inting was puzzling . ]

pa‘l‘r’ll‘tllll;.%—thatr’)s very strange, mad

‘:Strange, Evans?”’
“ icture,
e plIctt——it's slightly off center.

' member no
% ](1132; tll‘fe picture there myself when

we moved to this ho},lse two years
] positive— .
aggi{o:fl'frzeri%ht, Evans. The pu,:ture

¢ ed.’
is off center. It's been mov -
s 3Moved, madam? But whlgs—: ?
“Get the step-ladder, Evans.
« dam.”
E%:i’s?v%ndered his way out of the

i d wondered
room to the kltqhen, an Ty
his way back with the step dder.

had moved away
]é%l;s.ﬁlli;e;::g gone to sit by the desk.

dam.
«The—step-ladder, 1;13: tare down,

etting fun-
Funny businest, agg §uiet’.’ Pale,

too. Very queer. Could it have any-

i ith...
th%x%a?sd&ixlbed up fftliielsfcgfli and
. - tin 0 o .
hfl‘c‘ignfihenlc))%vm Whgat. Evans?’ Mrs.
BT very srange, madem, L
say. There are two hole . hole

been moved to a nNew ao

gggktﬁ:spicture raised higher. h%m
sure I haven’t done it. Nor . rg.
Evans, madam. I cannot understand.
. . . There’s been nodo?ﬁee;’lse"here—

the police, an —
exﬁ%?'ts not preally very pl‘l‘zzlm;g, ]E}Y-
ans,” she interrupted. Ths;’t s the
hole made by the i’i’rst bullet.

“ t. ...

“ggle:g:id T'm not much good
with firearms. The first shot went

ide.”
velﬁyvg,vns’ mouth fell open. He had to
put out his hand to keep his balance.

“You, madam?”’ .

«“Yes, Evans. Youcan put the pic-
ture back. And you may as.vqell move
the hook to its original pomt’l'on. You
see—it doesn’t matter now.

Evans, his mind numbed, obeyed
orders, then stepped down to the
floor and waited. ’

“You can take the ladder away,’
said Muriel. “Then come back. Be-
fore—before you tell your wife.”

Still mechanically, Evans followed
orders. Soon he was back, looking
very self-conscious.

“You will understand, Evans,” she
said, “why I had to hide that. If they
had found the bullet hole they would
have known at once that he was shot
from here, where my footprints were.
So I moved the picture and . . .
turned him around, and they be-
lieved it.”

“You could have—gone away,
madam,” suggested Evans.

“No, Evans. That would have done
no good. I had only one hope.”

“Yes, madam ?”

“To be arrested and tried.”

This was beyond Evans.

“lI made a flat denial, but offered
no defense,” Muriel went on. “They
arrested me because of my husband’s
gun, because of my knowledge of his
life with other women, because of my
motive, because of my presence here,
because of a dozen things. They
didn’t arrest me because of the bui-
let hole—and that was my only
chance. To be arrested and tried be-
fore anybody discovered that bullet
hole. To be arrested and tried . . .
and acquitted. Acquitted, Evans.”

“Yes, madam.”

“You see?”

“I—well....”

"THEY had theories; they had no
real evidence. That bullet hole ig
evidence. It's proof. And sooner or
later—perhaps sooner—it was bound
to be discovered. By whoever bought
or rented the house. By whoever
cleaned the wall or the picture. If
I had put them off with a story of a
strange man lurking around the
house, or of make-believe threats my
husband was supposed to have re-
ceived—if I had delayed them in any
way, that hole might have been
found before my arrest. And so
I put no obstacles in their way:
;l‘hiy 1:00}: in% ’glere was no one else
o take. An e verdict wa,
Sty s Not

“Yes, madam.”

“And by the law of the land no-
bo_dy can be tried twice for the same
crime. You knew that, Evans?”

“Yes, madam.”

. “Not _Guilty—and always now
it'll remain Not Guilty. Nothing can
ever change that.”

“No, madam.”

She looked at him. “The bullet
hole does not matter now.”

“No, madam.”

“S_{ou have been with us, with my
family, a long time, Evans—you and
Mrs. Evans. I don’t know if this is
going to change things—what you
will care to do about it. . . .”

Evans, close to the door, shuffled,
glanced at his mistress, rubbed his
hands nervously, looked away, open-
ed the door and, without a word,
went out.

She sat there a moment, then rose;
smiled, sighed, stared at something
a thousand miles away behind the
wall, reached into the cigarette box
i)}; .tzae table, took out a cigarette and
it it.

Three minutes later Evans was
back, carrying a tray.

“Your coffee, madam.”

“Thank you, Evans.”







the costume for which Gil had
bought the hat. The grey fur
matched her eyes and her dark,
brushed-back hair shone in the fire-
light.

“If I weren’t so comfortable,” Gil
oﬁ‘e‘ered, “I'd say it was time for bed.”

“If T weren’t so public-spirited,”
said Betty serenely, “I'd say let’s
keep Miss Bowen up longer. But for
the sake of the Metropolitan she
must"go. Not to speak of my own
sake,” she added. “I love her voice,
I guxe myself to the radio when she’s
on.” She regarded Alexis with eyes
of genuine liking. ‘“We must not let
her overdo.”

Alexis fglt intensely surprised. No
one but Gil had ever been affection-
ate toward her before, nor tried to
protect her voice—apart from teach-
ers and specialists who did so for
money. But Betty was tender, dis-
interested. It made one feel—well,
lonely; and yet it was delicious, too.
She couldn’t be very well, she
thought. She went to bed and in the
morning there was this same feeling
again, and in broad daylight. Was it
merely that it was Christmas Eve,
with everyone being so gay and so
mysterious about packages? And
?1_1 and Frank, like old bosom
riends, going off together after
lunch to investigate a tunnel, leav-
ing Betty and herself buried in sil-
ver paper and blue ribbon, wrapping
gifts in the garden. The sun rode a
turquoise sky, roses poured out their
perfume, birds sang, a soft breeze
lifted her_ hair. And, she thought,
?:vggbgg 1;1 Mal?_hattan were people

y I -
belliaevablg! aking sour faces. Un
. et’:‘y was dialing the portable ra-
g“’)& Nothing but screeches,” she

ald, mourning. “That means no
%a}.quls tonight. It won't seem like
( ',l:lstmas without them. That stat-
le!” She glowered. “Must be hav-
illllg Asrti;gxlllls in Ct;allifornia,” she said.
a you blame i
Caéilfornia. y me everything on
e turned from her shattered
hopeis to peer up the road. “Now,
who's that coming,” she said in some
excitement. You never expected any-
thing to come down the slant of the
hill from the outer world; the truck,
maybe, bringing supplies, but never
%nyone who looked like a caller.
allers, like high F-sharps, were in
ﬁnother planet. This late afternoon,
dolvivever, a palomina came stepping
bg icately and proudly downhill,
by ﬁarmg a rider, a tall young boy in
hVe-gallogl hat. “Why, it’s Lawton
S anning!” she exclaimed. ‘“They’re
Ip&l:dmg Christmas at their ranch.
ot}ght tyey were late this year,
werent"amvmg until morning. I
wonder,” she said, “if Aunt Clara is
there, too. She’s been ailing.”

'1"hey watched him approach. “It
ccahn t be any relation to the Mrs.
Mranmng? ' Alexis asked idly. Her

S. Channing was a patron of the
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Home For Christmas

(Continued from page 11)

arts, a prominent boxholder at the
Metropolitan. Alexis had sung at
her house, once, before most of the
Social Register and some people who
really knew music.

“Yes, Lawton is her grandson. Do
you know Madame Valburg?”

“Tg that his Aunt Clara?” asked
Alexis, wide-eyed. Madame Clara
Valburg was the queen-mother of
opera; the idol of all aspiring sing-
ers; their ideal of absolute perfec-
tion in music. She couldn’t be here,
at the next ranch! She was some-
one not to meet in the flesh but only
to worship from afar.

“She’s not really his aunt,” Betty
said, rising to greet him as he swung
off his horse, dropping his reins to
the ground. “No relation. But
everyone calls her Aunt Clara. She's

- 4 great friend of the dowager, and

she makes it a custom to spend
Christmas here at the ranch. It's
been her escape for years. We all
adore her, she’s the apple of Frank’s
eye.” She went down the steps, call-
ing out to the boy.

So they were intimate with Val-
burg, reflected Alexis in some aston-
ishment; and adored her. But that
was natural, that they should. The
whole world paid tribute to her, not
only as a musician but as a great
woman. Everyone knew the Valburg
legends, for she was a stirring per-
sonality. In the first World War she
had been forced to make a choice be-
tween her own country and America.
She had given up her Fatherland be-
cause she couldn’t extenuate what it
had done. One of her sons fought
for Germany, the other had died
fighting for the United States. And
she had taken the entire American
army to her heart. She said she had
no sons of her own any more, soO now
the doughboys were her sons. It had
almost broken her, but not quite, for
she was lion-hearted. Wherever
there were soldiers, she sang—in
barracks, fields, encampments, on no
occasion saving herself or her voice.
The American Legion looked upon
her as its mascot. And after the war
she had gone on singing for them in
Veterans Hospitals, to the crippled,
the gassed, the shell-shocked, never
forgetting her boys when almost
everyone else, it seemed, had forgot-
ten. She was wonderful, always gay,
bounteous.

Betty brought her caller up, go-
ing through introductions. And he
acknowledged them with a mild look
of surprise on his uniformly tanned
face. “I’ve heard you on the radio,”
he said to Alexis, “enjoyed it a lot.”

“Thank you. I'm so glad you did.”
He sat down. “Quite a musical cen-
ter April-Fool Cafion turns out to
be,” he grinned. “Everyone here but
Toscanini.,” He lighted Betty’s ciga-
rette, then his own. “Aunt Clara
will want you to come over,” he
said to Alexis. “She talked about
you the other day at lunch.”

“About me?” said Alexis, and a
stirring warmth flowed through her.
She was talking too much, she re-
ﬂgcted, but then, this was an occa-
sion.,

“She , thinks you're a genius.”
There was a look of respect in his
eyes. “She says the opera hasn’t
had a super Carmen in seasons, and
that you are it. She tells me your
debut will be the event of the year.”

Alexis put both feet down on the
grass. She laid a bolt of ribbon care-
fully on the table. “She didn’t say
that,” she exclaimed. She took a
long breath, her eyes on him. “Did
she . . . really?”

“Yeah. She's your great admirer.”
And Alexis was beyond speech. Why,
to have Valburg’'s approval was the
ultimate—it was the accolade! Betty
must have known what it meant to
her, for she smiled at her proudly,
as if Alexis were her child and she
a doting parent.

“How is Aunt Clara, Lawton?
She’s getting pretty old,” Betty said.

“Not at her best today.” He
frowned.

“Not another attack?” Betty said
quickly.

It appeared that it was another at-
tack—but nothing, he put in at once,
to get steamed up about. They’'d got
in a doctor and nurses from Phoenix
and these professionals had every-
thing under control. No reason for
alarm. His family would arrive in
the early morning. The only thing
v7as, Friulein wasn’t there, and he
thought Aunt Clara missed her life-
long buddy; she was the only one
she could speak German with, the
one who knew music and all that.
She always got Aunt Clara through
these attacks, nursing her and talk-
ing about old times and so on, cheer-
ing her on.

Betty pursed her lips. “Let me
get this straight,” she said. ‘“‘Are
you sure it isn't serious this time?
She can’t go on recovering from
these attacks indefinitely. And to
have one at Christmas when she
loves Christmas so! What a bad
break!” She looked him over. “Did
the doctor, did anyone send you for
me ?"’ she pursued. Whenever there
was trouble in the cafion, Betty was
the one people turned to.

“:1[\1?(. Deﬁn]igtely not.”

“I know,” Betty said. “She prob-
ably is all right by now; nevelx)'tﬁle)-
less,” she said, “I'd like to see for
myself. How about my going back
to dinner with you, Lawton?’

He said that would be swell. If
she could send his horse back by
someone, he would ride back in the
car w11’:h her. He glanced at Alexis.
I don’t suppose you would care to
come along?’ he suggested, a little
bashfully. “She’s nuts about musi-
cal people, naturally.”

Alexis felt like a child going to a
party; she hadn’t felt like a child for
years, if ever. She tried to show her-







greeting, going over them with care.
But not a thing had she to say now.
She laid her hand on the old one on
the coverlet. Intensely blue eyes
smiled up and a strongly accented
voice whispered, “The Bowenska!
;iow"’enchanted I am—how good this
is— and the hand stirred, meeting
hers, palm to palm. “Sit down by
Eg,lBolzve}clska," %{he voice said. “Let
ook at you.
I thimer y ou are very pretty,
There was a wicker chair by the
bed and Alexis sank into it. In the
half-light the fine, iron-grey head
propped up against pillows looked
like that of an heroic statue, impos-
ing, indomitable. “I am a little
tired,” Valburg said, “so we do not
talk, nicht wahr? Just sit by old
Valburg. We gossip another time.”
She accepted Alexis simply, she who
was simple in her greatness. Here
at her side was a confrere, a com-
rade in music who knew music's
ways. It was good, gemiitlich. She
closed her eyes.

VALBURG was so alone, she who
had lived so fully, who had had so
a.bund.a.nt‘ an appreciation of life,
such joy in food and drink, in bodies,
in health and strength and giving.
1(l?rone were her husband, her sons,

er lovers, gone the ardors and the
griefs, the humming bird joys and
the long, slow sorrows, the small
things with the great. . .

But it wasn’t fair, Alexis thought,
to gaze at someone asleep and have
reflections about him, like turning
hm;rléls;g:s out.1 She lgoked up again.

a lam urning on the
table, and over it g. motto:g

“That I spent I had

That I gave I kept

That I kept I lost.”
onImxnedua,tely her gaze retreated
shcehmore, for again she felt that
b 613 ad been peering through a key-
“'%1? into another’s private chamber.
lost?’t I spent I had, that I kept I
o of I'}:ai?lfsfhzhe .sa.v.v,l a_declara-
Valburg Hved. principle by which
havte Vgas curious, and no one could
sar b een more surprised than her-
pove] ut Alexis wanted to think that

_ l’(an'fd'h zherléad 1z;lenty of time to

| . ce i
hkSehthii Golldlz-m R?lle.W a3 something
¢ dwelt on the thought for a
I'I!}&leneflt with a kind of radiance.
self glow vanished, and she was her-
She :vgam. She was uncomfortable.
the o tl&]3[.1nte<i to leave the dim room,
e 1(1)31)here of illness which was
Sour sglfel'. such ideas. You weren't
Sons elf, it seemed, when with per-
od tWho were gravely ill. She want-
heal t?hlygegv}igre 1tl:here were lights,
erllgrevailedr., , Where normal weath-
was as if she had communicated
Il}élset&llsmess to the patient who grew
pet €ss and began to talk incoher-
crieg. Hans! Gretchen!” Valburg
hos ?‘lét. The nurse tried to soothe
whis he g“‘ets these spells,” she
ba kpered. . “Seems to think she’s

::1 home in Germany. Perha-s you

ad better leave now for a little
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while. And thanks a lot. You've
helped.” Alexis tiptoed out.

“Is her mind wandering?” asked
Betty;’ low. “I thought I heard her

“Yes.” She refused sandwiches,'

drank a cup of coffee in silence. The
curtains had not been drawn across
the windows and the night looked
in; she stared back at it, unwinking.
She hadn’t thought, actually, gbout
Valburg’s being a German, until the
nurse’s words. She hated Germans,
hated them. Now, to the mixture of
the day’s emotions was added this
one. She must face it. She walked
to the window, leaving her cup rat-
tling in its saucer. There was the
sound of horse’s hoofs, and Vic went
by, heading for the corral with Law-
ton’s horse. Betty looked at Alexis
thoughtfully and went to the bed-
room where she listened at the door.

“It's awful,”’ she told Law}ton,
creeping back. ‘“‘She thinks she’s a
child in Munich. She keeps asking
for carols. Wouldn’t you think tha'.t
doctor could do something? What's
he good for?” Alexis retreated into
herself, letting matters take their
course. Lawton groaned. “What a
sap I am—I've got nothing for the
phonograph but swing records.
not a darned soul in this dump can
sing a note.” Suddenly he looked at
Alexis. “Why—" he began, but Bet-
ty wheeled on him furiously.

“Sh-h!” she said sharply. What
had he donme now, his look asked.
“Excuse me for living,” he muttered
to himself. She pointed to her own
throat. “She can’t sing,” she ex-
plained under her breath, tapplng
her throat. “Strained! She can’t
even talk without risk. The doctor
wrote us it would mean her whole
career.”

His mouth formed a soundless
whistle. Once more he had almost
put his clumsy foot in it, darn it all!

Betty said aloud, “I smell some-
thing burning.” It developed that it
was his cigarette and that it had
burned a hole in the table.

LEXIS, turning a deaf ear to all
A this commotion, went on think-
ing, went on looking inside herself.
She found that she, a Pole, did not
hate Valburg. On the contrary, she
loved her; loved all Valburg had
been, and done, and was.

The doctor came in. “Isn’t“thex;e
anything to do?” asked Betty. She's
so—" He sat down, calm behind his
glasses. “Her symptoms are charac-
teristic of her condition,” he said.
“Don’t let them alarm you unduly. I
hope and believe we can, pull her
through.” He cleared his throat
fussily. “This restlessness,” he ad-
mitted after a moment, ‘“is harmful.
If we could allay it—" He threw out
his hands in a symbolic gesture.

“Can’t you cope with that?”’ Alex-
is turned ‘around, her voice register-
ing as much disapproval as she could
muster at the moment, which was
plenty. He regarded her. *“Quite
frankly, no. As I say, if we could
relieve her mind, could deal with
this—this—" apparently he sought

a medical term, failed, reverted to
English, “this injurious homesick-
ness and its accompanying ill-effects,
we might notice a change for the
better. In her case this psychologi-
ca:l factor is, to my mind, the deter-
mining one. But, unfortunately, it is
outside the medical man’s province.”
He took off his glasses and polished
them. “For some reason, Miss Bow-
en,” he said, “you seem to be the
only one here who has a sedative
effect on her.”

HE sedative Miss Bowen gave him

a dark look and went back to Val-
burg. “Doctor!” This one lolled on
the couch, as much as saying that
his patient would live, were her mind
at peace—and let it go at that! Dr.
Farr read her thoughts unperturbed.
Patients’ relatives and friends were
all alike, demanding miracles; his
mind had developed a habit of get-
ting out of their way, like a dog run-
ning under the table.

The change the past hour had
wrought in Valburg shocked Alexis.
Dreadful how she went on about that
old German carol, “Low in the man-
ger humbly lying, see the Child who,
gin defying—""! Alexis knelt by the
bed. “Madame,” she entreated, “Ma-
dame.” The weary voice murmured
“In the major scale.” Alexis caught
the groping hand and rested her
cheek against it. Time passed. She
stared into space; she knew it was
not physical illness which was de-
feating Valburg. She knew so many
things she had never known. Gone
was that enchanted unconsciousness
of others’ needs in which she had
walked through her life. She was a
somnambu}ist who had waked. She
had been indulging herself in self-
pity because she’d grown up in pov-
erty, been born an alien. But here
was Valburg truly an alien; loving
her own country, yet shamed and
horrified by its befooled people who
had run amok. She, Alexis, could be
proud of her homeland; she belonged
to something superior. Everythin
was lost to Valburg. She was §,
stranger in a new world and her soyl
longed for the Munich of the olden
time, for a city which once had been
merry and beautiful and free, She
thirsted for the sights and souﬁds of
her own land, for that kind and
sweet and ample-minded German
which she held in her heart ag Y
good child holds a bird. And tha?:'
was gone, forever gone. For that
gesﬁa;):i was 3.1} c%dea which had been

estroyed, and idea
destroy 1 8 have no resur-

Alexis lifted Valburg’s hand, ki
its palm and laid it bgck on tizl;lséisg
erlet. She walked to the foot of the
bed; stood, her fingers curling on the
footboard. She looked out the win-
dow. A breath of wind was stirring
and the stars continued to be splen-'-
did. In the dim light her hair looked
blacker than the night but her eyes
were soft and shining. She stood
pqle and serious, a slender womar;
with gleaming hair. She opened her
}}ps and the golden voice began

Low in the manger humbly lying—’;
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Beat him before you think of Amy-
tos. Don’t underestimate that boy.
He is very, very good. Think of
Crito for the day and forget Amytos
till you face him.”

So it was of Crito that Timotheus
thought as he entered the Stadion
and met the full-throated roar of the
crowd as each contestant’s name and
city was proclaimed by the herald.

He felt dwarfed and insignificant
there under the blaze of the merci-
less sun, with forty-five thousand
people massed in great banks on
either side. All day they had sat in
the full blaze of the sun, watching
the runners, the quoit throwers,
javelin hurlers, jumpers, competing
in the Penthalon. They had howled
their delight over the wrestlers in
the elimination bout. And now they
were hungry for the boxers, the dar-
lings of the crowd. For the boxers
gave them the show they loved above
all else; the show of stamina and
courage that the Olympic competi-
tion demanded in the contestants.

All day the crowd had sat in the
towering stands, suffering all the
discomforts of heat and thirst, bad
water and swarming flies.
through the day they had watched
the smoke rise from the altars as
sacrifices were offered to Zeus—
averter of flies. They had yelled
themselves hoarse, their mnaked
bodies streaming with perspiration,
for as the day wore on and the heat
intensified they had tossed aside
their robes. The fact that no women
were allowed at the Olympic games
gave them full freedom from all re-
straint. Thus they could sit in the
stands as naked as the contestants
who appeared below them.

The majesty of the occasion al-
most overcame Timotheus. Like a
somnambulist he walked into the
Stadion, bearing the thongs in his
hand. Like a man in a trance he
took the Olympic oath, swearing to
observe all rules and uphold the hon-

or and glory of th ition
of the sp ot e great traditio

N A dream he watched Drimachus
lash the thongs about his knuckles,
around wrists and arms. The hard,
keen faces of the Spartan guards
were like the faces of men carved in
marble. Through the dream-like haze
he heard Drimachus’ voice, murmur-
ing last words of counsel.
tmfl‘hen, suddenly, it was as if some-
ng snapped and he became alert
and keen and .eager as he faced the
lt?ll;g-?;‘:;‘ed,f httll:e-limbed Crito and
o A
hoaras murmur.e crowd died to a

He fought in the rigid tradition
His head jex:ked a few %rlxches to one
ilizeé :rnd gr}tto’i s&abbi.ng left grazed
. Crito ha | lef
He stabbed it with (oo cooog toft

St with the speed and
precision of a Spartan lance, shift-
ing, dancing, feinting.

The fight was only minutes old
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Not to the Strong

(Continued from page 23)

when Timotheus felt confidence flow
through him. He would whip Crito.
He would whip him because his own
left was a trifle faster and his over-
hand right was better than Crito’s.

Once Crito’s right smashed down .

is jaw and he went back
gu%flevsopgées:] He shook his head to
clear the mists from his eyes and
drove his left ttf)_l C;'lto :arggﬁ;h as he
in a trifle too .
rui? e;iw;: the kind of a fight that
would delight the heart of the1 ol%
traditionist, Dri;nachus; a battle od
left hands, straight and sharp an
OI'tthfz)td ?g was a gruelling battle. Thg
right side of his face was ra(v;rri %;1,5
bleeding from the rasp of
leather-thonged knuckles. : the
strength in his arms and egls va
withstanding the toll of the haz1 g
sun and it was that strengt '?111115
endurance that would win

e was in the Hellenic
tradition, a bitter battle in the open

3 st periods. It
without rounds or ;eunisll)nm Lo and

. There WO
lnﬁlisckout. Timotheus knew that. The

i as too wily and fast to
bA:h:afﬁgﬂtvlvoy a smashing blow.

TIMOTHEUS fought the fight
qchat Dcz'imachu.s had trained hmilf
to fight. It settled into a monotony o
movement that was as preci)l§edas a
ritual dance; sway and sta 'lef%nce
back before the .Atheman -} or

way forward from the waist,
'llzéfnfosot f};rward, right dmmcll %aci]é
for the lunge, the right hand he d
poised, to help bloc,k punches, an
strike " gshould Crito’s pace slacken
su%(:f:tgz’us ‘gensed the end ap-
proaching. Crito’s mouth was open
now. He was fighting for his breath,
asl;ing, panting. His foot-work was
zglot so light and fast now. His left
was weaker. Now he rarely tried to
use the right. He was employing
that in a futile attempt to block the
stabbing left that had cloged one
eye and was rapidly closing the
other. As he panted, plop.d ran down
over his chin from his lips that had
been gashed against his teeth.
Fresh strength flowed into Timo-
theus’ arms and legs as he sensed
the weariness in Crito. He came for-
ward very fast, stabbed the left three
times into Crito’s face, then shot the
right over, hard and true to Crito’s
w.
* Crito went over backward and
down and the roar of the crowd burst
like the smash of surf over Timo-
theus’ head. He came in to stand over
Crito, who was trying to push him-
self up from the ground. While
body blows were taboo, it was quite

within the rules to strike a man
when he was down. For in boxing at
the Greek games the fight ended
only when the vanquished was in-
sensible, or raised his hand to sig-
nify defeat.

Crito pushed at the ground with
his hands, turned his head and gave
Timotheus a ghastly, twisted grin.
Timotheus held his right poised. But
he did not strike. He knew the end
when he saw it. Crito was through.
There was not enough strength in
Crito's legs to lift him to his feet
again,

Timotheus’ right remained poised.
The grin on Crito’s face became
fixed and tortured as he lifted his
right hand from the ground and held
it up as a gesture of his admission
of defeat.

The crowd was larger that night
around the rubbing table as Diomed
worked on Timotheus with his clever
hands.

Drimachus was exulting. “Twenty
minas I won from that Athenian.
Ten minas I wagered and the Athe-
nian gave me odds of two to one.”
He chuckled. “Now let me find a
Corinthian who likes the chances
of Gorgias since he whipped Melos
of Sparta. I'll get even money only
from the Corinthian. They know
that you beat a good man when you
downed Crito. There’ll be no odds
on the next fight.”

But all his exultation had gone
when he talked to Timotheus just
before the fight with the Corinthian.
“It will be Amytos next, lad. Remem-
ber that when you face the Corin-
thian. This Gorgias is not so fast as
Crito was; not so fast nor so clever.
So rush him, boy. Carry the fight
to him and down him early. You’'ll
need all your strength when you face
Amytos.”

He shook his head, his eyes seri-
ous. “You'll need your strength and
the aid of -the gods to beat Amytos.
He downed Satalus of Macedonia
without raising a sweat. He is as
good as when I saw him here four
years ago.”

IMOTHEUS remembered that

when he faced the bulky Corin-
thian. He remembered it and put ex-
tra speed into his stabbing lefts. He
began to believe that the gods fought
on his side. For early in the fight,
the thongs on his left hand found
some old scar tissue over Gorgias’
eyes and ripped it open. For a few
moments the Corinthian fought with
the blood streaming down into his
eyes; staggering blindly before the
smashing fists of Timotheus before
he went down with his right hand
upraised.

On the third night, Timotheus lay
on the rubbing table under Diomed’s
hands, his eyes closed. He had passed
through the preliminary bouts and
tomorrow there would be Amytos to
face before the packed stands. But







Timotheus jabbed with his left
and felt the thongs slide harmlessly
off the heavy beard as Amytos
twisted his head. He danced and
struck again, this time to the point
of the heavy jaw, and felt as though
he were hitting something carved
out of oak.

Amytos was no dancer like Crito;
neither was he heavy-footed like the
Corinthian. He moved with a sliding
shuffle that was fast and deceptive.
He was Amytos the veteran, but the
years had not yet slowed his legs
or taken the edge from his timing
and precision.

Fighting him, Timotheus had the
feeling he was fighting a god; a god
who made no mistakes, who knew
each move before his opponent made
it; who fought on with an errorless
efficiency that knew exactly which
move to make at a given shift of the
battle.

Once, when he missed with a left,
Timotheus saw the man behind the
god; saw him leap and smash with
the right at the opening he saw.
Swaying away from the fist, Timo-
theus felt the devastating power in

those heavy arms and tremendous
shoulders.

TIMOTHEUS had fought sluggers
1 before. But they had been noth-
Ing more than sluggers—slow, heavy
men who tried to hammer him down
with brute strength. Fighting such
men had been easy. The whole tra-
dition and form of Greek boxing was
against such fighters; entirely on the
side of the polished stylist, the boxer
who fenced with his fists, who was
like a rapier against a bludgeon,
stabbing and slicing the slugger to
ribbons with pure grace and skill.

This Amytos was something else
again. He could hit with the force
of a bludgeon. He had, also, the
grace of the rapier without its light-
ness. He was the straight sword,
driving and terrible.

. Knowing this, Timotheus was the
more alert. He kept cireling the
champion, stabbing, stabbing, stab-

bing, never allowing the bearded
glant to come to close quarters; not
attempting to use his right. For,
once when he had tried it, he had
felt the driving smash of the ter-
rible left, jarring his head back on
his shoulders, forcing him to dance
away, giving ground while the
hoarse roar of the crowd mounted
in booming billows of sound.

He lost all track of time there un-
der the blazing sun. The afternoon
becal_ne an eternity of tense shifting,
dancing alertness; an eternity of
action in which not for a single in-
stant could he relax his vigilance.
. _As he fought, he sensed something
In the older man. It was as though
he could feel Amytos waiting, wait-
ing for the opportunity that must
come; the moment in which he would
shuffle in and strike and end the
fight.

He could not remember afterward
exactly how it happened. He knew,
of course, by that time, that his legs
were growing weary. He had ealled
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upon them as Amytos had not been
forced to call upon his. He, Tnpo-
theus, had drawn the never-ending
circle around and around the shuf-
fling giant who had only to keep
turning slowly to keep him dancing.
Trying to remember long afterwards,
he could put it down only to his tir-
ing legs.

z‘%-Ie %ad struck two stabbing lefts
to Amytos’ face, when the cham-
pion’s left caught him flush on the
jaw. He went back. The smashing
right was like a hurled club that
Jarred him to his heels.

He felt himself going backward
to the ground, his ears filled with a
thunderous roaring that was not the
voice of the crowd. L.

Dimly he saw Amytos rushing in,
his right hand drawn back. He did
the only thing he could do. Throwing
himself flat, he whirled his body over
and over. He ended the wl,url on one
elbow, measuring Amytos’ rush. He
pulled his knee up under him anc}
hurled himself forward, to Amytos
left. .

The right of the champion grazed
his shoulder as he passed him. He
could hear Amytos breathing in
great, roaring gasps as he twisted
himself about to strike again.

Timotheus’ legs felt rubbery be-
neath him. Desperation lashed them
to do his bidding as he danced away.
But, even as he danced, he knew this
was the end. They would not hold

im up much longer.

o 'l‘hell?e was a new Amytos before
him now. He was no longer the fight-
ing god. He was the wild beast at
the kill, raging, smashing, driving
in relentless attack that was the cli-
max of the fight.

HE voice of the crowd was a high-

pitched, hysterical howl. Without
looking, Timotheus knew they were
on their feet, yelling the ageless
chant of the crowd for the kill.

It was then as if he could almost
hear Diomed’s voice in his ears; his
patient, gentle voice saying, “The
young master has something in that
blow. It could be delivered to the
head. It has its points.”

With the memory of those words
he felt again the jar in wrist and
arm that he had felt when he hooked
that blow to the sandbag.

Tradition and orthodoxy had done
for him all they would this day. He
knew that. Amytos was a past mas-
ter in that tradition and orthodoxy.
No living boxer could stand up and
trade straight smashes with the
giant. Anything that would beat
Amytos now would have to be un-
orthodox.

He crouched a little, swaying and
weaving, slipping under Amytos’
blows, shuffling away from them. He
was sizing up the champion now in
desperation, seeing things as he had
never seen them before.

He watched the terrible right raise
and lift for another blow. He knew
just how it would be delivered; how
it would come. He shifted on his feet
and stepped in, his heels flat on the
packed earth. He ducked under the

right, then came up, his right arm
bent, wrist twisting as he struck.
He drove it home as he had driven
it into the sandbag when Drimachus
had not been watching, flush to the
point of Amytos’ jaw. He could feel
the punch start in the muscles of his
loins and waist, travel up over his
shoulder and along his arm to his
wrist. He gave the wrist a sharp
twist as the fist landed and he could
feel the jar of it all along his arm.
He swayed back and his lips
stretched across his teeth in a mirth-
less grin. The blow had shaken Amy-
tos. His mouth sagged open, a
gaping hole in the darkness of his
beard. His eyes had. rolled. His
heavy arms were sagging, his knees
bent as he rocked drunkenly.
Timotheus swayed again lightly,
this time to the right as he hooked
the left. With that second blow,
Amytos’ rocking was definite and
uncontrolled. His heavy arms were
dropping. There was a dazed,
shocked expression on his face.

THIS time Timotheus let his legs
spread a little, his toes digging
into the earth to give him a greater
purchase as he hooked the right
again. And this time he put every-
thing he had, from heels to wrist, in-
to the punch.

He stepped back, his legs shaking,

-his breath coming in a great gasp

as Amytos half turned, his arms
hanging by his side, and fell face
down in the dust.

For a long moment the Stadion
was held in a shocked, hushed si-
lence. Then a roar like the bursting
of a storm broke over it as Timo-
theus stepped forward, bending over
the prone Amytos who was out so
cold that he could not even lift a
hand in token of surrender.

Timotheus turned and walked out
of the Stadion with dreams materi-
alizing before his eyes. He could see
Cleis, smiling before him. He could
hear the roar of welcome that would -
rise from his island home on his re-
turn. He could see all those things
and more, for with that blow he had
opened up new vistas in life. It was
not only that he was the champion
boxer. For he did not think of him-
self as Timotheus the boxer, but as
Timotheus of Naxos, the man whose
future had been assured by the
boxer.

What he did not know, as he
watched Bellerophon and Drimachus
run toward him, with Diomed at
their heels, was that he had that day
given boxing a new blow. He had
added to the Grecian straight left
and right, the lethal ‘“hook”.

He only knew that tomorrow he
would stand before the judges to be
crowned with the laurel wreath and
be feted as a champion of Olympia.
He only knew that beyond tomorrow
he would lift his family to a new
prominence with him in Naxos.

Drimachus was bellowing, “Oh,
that Athenian with his talents. By
Zeus, lad, we go home rich!”

Bellerophon was pounding his
shoulder, eyes shining, talking in a






are represented. Most important, no
doubt, is Allan Nevins’ two-volume
biography, “John D. Rockefeller:
the Heroic Age of American Enter-
prise”. (Scribner, $7.50) I don’t
know how many people want to read
about Rockefeller solely for their
own information, but the book will
be useful to libraries and colleges as
a study of a period when oil refining
was in its infancy and the man with
the best organizing mind came out
ahead. In the arts we have, among
others, “Let There Be Sculpture”,
the autobiography of Jacob Epstein,
the eccentric sculptor whose distort-
ed figures have been the center of
controversy for years; this book not
only describes his association with
other great artists but his ideas
about the huge blocks he has de-
veloped and his side of the argu-
ments. (Putnam, $5) If this proves
a bit too specialized, try “Artists Say
the Silliest Things’’, by Guy Pene du
Bois, a sparkling autobiography
about a painter and an art critic who
has a great many good stories about
his colleagues. (American Artists
Group, $3.75) Or turn to “Living
Biographies of Great Painters”, by
Henry Thomas and Dana Lee Thom-
as, with twenty illustrations by Gor-
don Ross, which gives twenty biogra-
phies of great men from Giotto,
Michelangelo and Raphael to Whis-

making plent;.fy of noise. There were
complaints of their stampeding pack
mule trains by their wild yells and
tactics when passing on the trails.

An approach to a relay station
was announced by the loud whoops
of the rider, answered by the stock
tenders with the enthusiastic co-
operation of the local canines. Sta-
tions were from ten to twenty-five
miles apart when none had been
burned by the Indians. Horses were
changegi at each station. The ordi-
nary stint of a messenger was from
sixty to one hundred miles per day
on the days he rode, or anything
from seven to twelve hours of hard
galloping. This was enough to pull
the corks of some of the weaker
boys! but the stronger ones scarcely
felt it, and were ready for anything
after. a little rest.

Trips were weekly each way at the
start, then semi-weekly. At peak
traffic the rider had two trips each
wag per week, or four days of riding
and three of lay-off.

Amusing themselves during the
rest periods was the hardest problem
of these youngsters. The lay-over
stations were well supplied with
horse-flies but guiltless of fly
Screens; roasting in summer and
drafty in winter. Such loafing aids
as motion pictures were yet to be
invented.

Sometimes there was extra fun to
be had. One of the riders, a fifteen-
year-old named Bill Cody, later called
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tler, Cezanne and Winslow Homer.
(Garden City Publishing Co., $1.98)

ESPITE the book burnings of the
Nazis, there are still extant many
great lettters written at different
times in the world’s history—Iletters
full of hope, breathing love and hate,
victory and despair; letters meant
only for the person addressed and
letters sent broadcast. Now and then
we run across some of these good
letters, but rarely can we find them
in one place or in one volume. M.
Lincoln Schuster, who is best known
as a successful publisher, has been
nursing the idea of collecting the
great letters for at least ten years.
Whenever he found a great letter he
had it copied, looked up its history,
made a note or two for his files. This
fall he presents the result in_ “A
Treasury of the World’s Great Lel’i-
ters”. An attractively bound book,
illustrated with facsimile reproduc-
tions of some of the letters, it turns
out to be intensely interesting read-
mi d why not? Here are some of
nd w ?
the letterg . Christopher Columbus
reports his impressions of Amen(ci:a
to the king’s treasurer. Legnardo a
Vinci asks the Duke of Milan f?r a
job. Henry VIII and Anne Bo :’yl}
exchange love letters. Lord Ches Ifrl;-
field writes to his son. Samuel Jo

The Phony Express

(Continued from page 17)

. by
Buffalo Bill, was chased en route
the Sioux. He escaped the arr%wse gty_
riding flat on his pony. At Wd A
water Station where he expected ot
pick up another mount, he fouﬁ the
stock tender killed and the ho es
gone. He pushed his jaded hor%ethe
to the next station and dehyerea the
mail. That night Bill relieve e
tedium of resting by ganging 1111P T od-
other frontiersmen, raiding the ol
skins and getting back all of the cnies
pany’s stock with some Indian po‘ties
as a bonus. But such opportunl
€.

werﬁel: aﬁ%ys amused themselves 91.1 (1)(;%
by playing typical high sc o)
pranks on each other. There v&:n
initiations for new riders. One gh os%
told a new kid about an Indian %bor-
to be met on the trail, ’chenh or-
rowed” some white gloth at the s o
tion and, with the aid of a rope :a.nit
a tree, rigged up said ghost Whert;:;h t
could be made to rise from he
ground when the tenderfoot pass
the spot at night. The new boy wal.cs
scared out of the service, but a ve ’E
eran coming along filled the ghos
with lead and the pranksters had to
pay the company for the cloth.

Boys though they were, these
youngsters met real trouble like
men. The mail went through unless
superior authority told the messen-~
gers not to carry it. Stream over-
flows, washed-out fords, snovgshdes,
Indians and white bandits failed to
stop them. Once when relay riders

son congratulates Mrs. Thrale on her
marriage, which he didn't approve.
Boswell tells how he badgered Vol-
taire. Benjamin Franklin writes a
young man about women. George
Washington refuses a crown. Na-
poleon writes to Josephine. Shelley
invites Keats to join him in Italy.
Abraham Lincoln writes to Mrs. Bix-
by. Emerson welcomes Walt Whit-
man. P. T. Barnum offers General
Grant a job. Bernard Shaw writes to
Ellen Terry. ... And many more.

What a lot of human feeling is
bound up with these communications.
Mr. Schuster has made clear why
they were sent and with what re-
sults. The word that applies to these
letters is that used by booksellers
when they have a fine item: Choice!
(Simon & Schuster, $3.75)

COL. Theodore Roosevelt says he
went into his attic one day look-
ing for a fishing rod and came across
a box full of back numbers of The
Reader’s Digest. That reminded him
of something he wanted to look up,
and soon he was sitting on the floor,
reading the back numbers with great
relish. With the help of the staff of
the magazine he has prepared a new
selection of excellent articles pub-
lished during eighteen years and is
issuing them as “The Reader’s Dj-
gest Reader”. (Doubleday, Doran, $3)

did not make connections, Jack Keet-
ley rode three hundred miles in
twenty-four hours, from Big Sandy
to Elwood and back to Seneca. There
were other gruelling stints.

For emergencies, Russell, Majors
and Waddell called in extra good
riders without regard to weight.
Many of these were borrowed from
the wagon trains, for all of the com-
pany’s services interlocked into one
big business. Dan Drumbheller was
such a substitute, and Tom Ranahan
was another. The mail did not slow
down.

Yet with all of the strictness about
personnel, there was the usual mapr-
ried man who beat the R. M. & W.
prohibition against having Bene-
dicts on the horses. His name wag
Billy Bolton. He was thirty-five
years old, but looked younger. He
was asked if he were married when
he applied for the job and answered,
“I have no relatives at all in this
country.” That was the truth, his
wife and four children were in Can-
ada . . . and that sort of dissimu-
lation was a necessary part of
horse-trading and considered highly
humorous in those days.

The riders were not stopped much
by Indians because for years traders
like Russell, Majors and Waddell had
kept the peace with the red men.
"Way back in 1854 the records show
that George Taylor had been hanged
by the neck until dead for killing an
Indian without provocation, and







Fables and wild west shows tell
us that when one rider “chased an-
other out of a station”, only ten
seconds were allowed for transfer-
ring the mochilla at full gallop. Ac-
tually there was very little of such
stunting. For one thing, the “way”
pouch had to be unlocked, opened
and inspected for local letters. . . and
I would like to see that done in mid-
air while passing the mooch from
saddle frame to saddle frame at full
gallop. The truth is that big busi-
ness thinkers like Russell, Majors
and Waddell never let their boys
take an unnecessary risk.

In real life the messengers seldom
pushed on with relentless grimness,
never wasting a second. Rather,
they stopped off at ranches and sta-
tions for “coffee-and”. Billy Bolton,
the married rider, once halted at a
ranch for a drink of water, was
given a piece of ginger bread and
paid for it by singing “Sweet Alice,
Ben Bolt” in his beautiful rich bari.
tone. Another messenger pulled his
gun to scare a bull dog which was
chasing his horse, accidentally shot
the pooch through the head and

to play among themselves exclusive-
ly and that also will lead to a caste
System within the system.

The schools with the most money
and the least scruples will stifle
equal competition by recruiting the
‘pest.players in the broad land. The
Inevitable result of the pay-for-play
program should be clear to one and
all. At some date in the misty fu-
ture a college will assemble a foot-
ball machine of such awesome
strength that the team will hold it-
self at arm’s length and scare the
quivering daylights out of itself.

ose who have been doing their
homework in this pillar of truth and
light should have no trouble detect-
Ing the joker which is changing the
entire football picture. It is, of
tourse, that old, battered chestnut,
,ty vs. Professionalism, and you
von’t catch us dwelling on it—again
—On your, or the company’s, time.
At the moment, effect is more perti-
nent than cause, and setting down
the established facts makes more in-
teresting reading than a long-winded
18cussion of the amateur ideal as

OfJDOsed to realisti o € X
athletes, istic subsidization of

THE caste system in football is not
.| Something we have dreamed up. It
18 here, and to stay. The emergence
of the bar sinister was given formal
expression on October 14 last by
Ogden Miller, chairman of Yale's
board of athletic control, in a state-
ment of such far-reaching signifi-
cance that it bears repetition here
in part,

Before we go on with the story, it
should be mentioned in passing that
two days previously Yale had been

50

thereafter took a long detour to
avoid that ranch until the owner re-
covered from his ire. A boy who was
annoyed on a trip by a pack of
wolves stopped on his way back to
set out poisoned bait for them. Such
incidents did not mean that the boys
neglected duty. Pony Bob Haslam
once made one hundred and .twenty
miles at better than fifteen miles per
hour when a jam was on . .. and
any of them would do anything nec-
essary to meet schedules. But the
schedules were not so tight as to
need much circus riding.

N OVER 650,000 n:iilels otf hard n'fa{?l-

ing these boys only lost one 1.
Thisg was due };s much to big busi-
ness organization and mpthods as
to courage . . . and picking coug?.-
geous riders was part of the big
business wisdom.

Failure of the line was due to two
unforeseen causes. Chief of them was
that the telegraph came throug'lll‘ha
lot sooner than was expected. ;
Pony Express had sold the telegrap
. . . the line was killed by its own
high-powered publicity.

The Die Is Caste

(Continued from page 12)

i -7, for
murdered by Pennsylvania, 50-7, r
thl(-l:rmost c1¥ushing defeat evezl'w 'sllllgr
fered by the sons of Eli. Mr. " lthe
was pretty damn’ sore abou o he
whole thing. Yale doesn’t like 'oter
humiliated, even by a soclal_-xieglsac_
opponent suclcl1 as fPeﬁu;.v . }\dll er,

ingly, said as follows:

coy‘('inolg. yCollege athletics and eviré
school athletics in my opinion 2nt
at a critical stage. The developm -
of big-time football has had rep_or
cussions all down the line. Its maghe
contribution for good has been the
providing of funds to make _p%ssrln e
athletics for all.” (Ed. Note: .gt e
the kicker.) “Beyond that gllke o
college opportunities, I would 11 e to
have someone list for me other
gible benefits it has brought.

" TIME football doesn’t In-
I(C:i'ease the educationg.l staturie of
any institution; it doesn’t make ggd
al alumni; it doesn’t bring mcrezai e
gifts to the alumni fund or to cla
funds, except in a few isolated cases.
Even the sports it helps to carxg;
were carried before the dayﬂ of
astronomical gate receipts. e
probably safe to say _that :spb s
facilities for all would have bee
provided in some measure by .nia’a.ny
colleges without the commercializa-
i football. .
thgﬁ?g (at Yale) believe: that inter-
collegiate football is now reaching a
peak of emphasis in many colleges
which it reached elsewhere many
years ago. I believe that there will
be a decline or leveling off in the
next several years and that even
graver problems are ahead for some
who will have to consolidate and re-
trench  drastically. Professional

The other cause of failure was the
opening of the war between the
States, which raised all costs while
slowing down the profits of all the
R. M. & W. enterprises. The three
men did not quit under fire. They
kept the P. E. going while the wires
were strung, keeping swift com-
munication open to the West as the
war developed, and shortening their
run as fast as the wiring progressed.
It cost them everything they had.
Their stage lines and everything
went under the auctioneer’s hammer.

No more dead game and hard-
headed business men ever lived than
Russell, Majors and Waddell. Their
brains, methods and courage would
make them big shots if they were
alive today, or any other day. Our
nation was built by solid planners,

“not by romantic saps, no matter how

much more colorful the saps seem.

The Pony Express was big busi-
ness. It was daring business. And
the most interesting fact in its his-
tory is the proof that the highest
adventures were to be found in 1860
where they are now—in business or-
ganized to be useful.

football is one signpost along the
way; those who nurture the golden
hope of continued high revenue in
the future are, I fear, headed for
trouble.

“Until the problem resolves itself,
Yale and others may be in for lean
years. We believe .we are on the
right track. We be_zlleve we will car-
ry through to merit public respect.”

Stripped of diplomatic language,
Miller’s blast was: (1) An open ad-
mission that Yale, having discov-
ered certain educational concessiong
must be made if a college wants g
top-notch football team, hereafter
will refuse to lower its academic
standards to keep up its football
prestige; (2) A stern warning, spe-
cifically to Penn and Cornell, that
Yale will not schedule teams which
acquire suddenly a wealth of foot
ball talent,

T WAS common knowledge through-

out the East that Penn, celebrat-
ing its Bicentennial, was “loaded”,
but Yale did not relish the idea
of serving as a clay pigeon when
the trigger was pulled. Similar-
ly, the rise of Cornell as the na-
tion’s Number 1 football power wag
viewed with suspicion by the patri-
cian Yales. While Miller was sound-
ing off, certain cynics remembered
out loud that eight regulars on
Yale’s 1923 team, the last to go
through a season unbeaten, had
played varsity football at other col-
leges before matriculating at New
Haven. Upon sober reflection, how-
ever, the only criticism of the
speech were comments to the effect
that it was poorly timed, coming
as it did less than forty-eight
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Grand Exalted Ruler’s Visits

(Continued from page 3})

made by Governor John Moses, Mayor
Fred O. Olsen, of Fargo, and Justice of
the North Dakota Supreme Court W. L.
Nuessle. Grand Trustee J. Ford Zietlow,
of Aberdeen, S. D., Col. Kelly, and D.D.
A. J. Rulon, Jamestown, were among
the distinguished Elks who were intro-
duced. Mr. Stern introduced the Grand
Exalted Ruler. Mr. Buch told of a visit
which he made to North Dakota some
twelve or fourteen years ago, at which
time he spoke at a convention of the
State Elks Association and suggested
that work for crippled children be given
a place on its program of activities. The
work was taken up almost immediately
and has been conducted with increasing
success during the intervening years.
The five-point program in operation in-
cludes the finding and registering of
crippled children, their physical rehabil-
itation, their education, their guidance
and training and, finally, their place-
ment in employment. The Grand Exalt-
ed Ruler paid high tribute to Sam Stern,
Chairman of the State Crippled Chil-
dren’s Committee, and to State Pres.
L. B. Hanna, of Fargo Lodge, former
Governor of North Dakota. He also
praised Dr. H. J. Fortin and Dr. J. C.
Swanson, of Fargo Lodge, who have
handled the orthopedic surgery, and
Edward Erickson, Bismarck, State Re-
habilitation Director, for their coopera-
tion. On behalf of the Elks of North Da-
kota, Mr, Stern presented the Grand Ex-
alted Ruler with a beautiful Lenox din-
ner set. .
On October 17, the two Eastern vis-
itors left by plane for Minneapolis,
Minn.,, where they were met by D.D.
Walter Barron of Mankato and a num-
ber of Minneapolis Elks including Secy.
S. P. Andersch, Lannie Horne, P.E.R.’S
Dr. J. E. Soper and Thomas Gass, Dr.
H. W. Schmett and Fred Delaney. The
party visited Minneapolis Lodge and
then continued on the way to St. gloud,
being met at the outskirts of the city by
a delegation including E.R. E. Archie
Cook, D.D. Frank H. O'Brien and Secy.
Leo N. Meinz of the local lodge and the
Chief of Police and escorted into the city
which was gaily decorated. The lodge
home displayed large banners with pic-
tures of the Grand Exalted Ruler and
all of the Elks wore buttons inscribed
“Welcome Joe”. At the conference all

of the lodges in the district but two
were represented. The Minnesota State
Elks Association was also well repre-
sented. State Secy. E. W. Stevens, Du-
luth, Past Pres. Leonard Eriksson, Fer-
gus Falls, John A. Hoffbauer, Brainerd,
J. E. Cooling, St. Cloud, and Ed Jones,
were present, along with many other
prominent Elks including D.D. Walter J.
Barron. A band concert followed the con-
ference and in the evening a dinner was
held, attended by 250 Elks. The Invoca-
tion was given by the Rev. T. Leo Kea-
veney, the address of welcome by Mayor
Philip H. Collignon and a reminiscent
talk by R. B. Brower, St. Cloud Lodge's
first Exalted Ruler. The Grand Exalted
Ruler was introduced by the Exalted
Ruler, Mr. Cook, and presented with a
desk set typical of St. Cloud which is
noted for its granite. A reception fol-
lowed.

LEAVING St. Cloud by auto on October
18, the party proceeded to Mankato,
Minn., where the party was met by E.R.
Lee B. Fisher, Secy. O. T. McLean, State
Pres. Joseph L. Becker of Stillwater,
Past Pres. John E. Regan, Mankato, and
a large delegation of Elks. A district
meeting of the officers of the southern
Minnesota district was held with all ten
of the Exalted Rulers within the juris-
diction present, as well as a number of
other officers and committeemen, A
luncheon meeting was held at noon at
which the Grand Exalted Ruler set forth
his program in detail. In the evening
a banquet was given in his honor at the
Saulpaugh Hotel, attended by 275 Elks
of the district. Mr. Buch outlined his
general program and Col. Kelly dis-
cussed certain lodge activities stressing
the '“John J. Pershing Preparedness
Class”. The meeting was presided over
by Mr. Barron. The Grand Exalted
Ruler was introduced by Mr. Regan and
a pair of Lenox vases was presented to
him by the Exalted Ruler, Mr. Fisher.
Remaining overnight with Mr. Regan,
Mr. Buch and Col. Kelly were driven the
next day to Rochester, Minn., where
they visited the Mayo Clinic and St.
Mary’s Hospital. Their next visit was to
LaFayette, Ind., where, with Mr. Mas-
ters, they attended the lodge’s Golden
Jubilee which will be reported in these
columns next month.

Your Dog

(Continued from page 19)

of inflicting real pain instills fear in
a dog and in time will break its spir-
it. Punishment for a willful misdeed
is something else again. The most
successful dog trainers punish only
for deliberate and knowing disobedi-
ence, and then, not too severely.
Teaching tricks requires a blending
of patience and praise, supplemented
by a system of small rewards. At
least this is the only way we’ve been
able to get results and it checks with
those professional trainers who keep
the groceries on the table by teach-
ing Towser.

Quite a few people who write to us
about their dogs want to know what
tricks to teach and how to go about
it. We're not exactly enthusiastic

about setting the dog’s feet on this
particular path of learning. So many
tricks are plumb foolish and un-
suited to our four-legged friend—the
sort wherein he’s taught to do things
utterly unnatural to his kind. You
know—wearing a silly monkey hat,
walking on his front legs, playing
dead dog (what purpose this serves
is a mystery), holding a pipe in his
mouth, ete. These bring a dog out
of character. Your dog does these
tricks, you say ? Hold on, Brother!—
put that shotgun away. We'll con-
cede that he does them like no other
dog can.

Now there are a number of inter-
esting stunts, most of which we’d
call useful tricks, that your pooch
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