





























































































































moment. He said, “It’s a pleasure
I've managed to escape till now.”

Red flushed upward in Chaney’s
face, but he bowed politely. To Emily
Bufort he said, “I appreciate your
advice ma’am., I'll see what I can do.”

She looked at him, nodding quietly,
and the shadow at the back of her
eyes had grown deeper than life it-
self. Chaney turned quickly and
went down the steps.

Chaney rode slowly back to the
cotton field. At the back of his mind,
anger was a steady, throbbing ache.
When he came to the edge of the
field, he stopped, and the anger deep-
ened as he stared. He had expected
this, but not quite so soon.

The work had stopped entirely.
More than half the Negroes had
gone, frightened off into the woods
and swamps. Those that remained
were gathered into little groups,
talking, then breaking off their talk
to glance anxiously over their shoul-
ders, shifting uneasily in slowly
changing patterns of fear. When
they saw Chaney at the edge of the
field, they became very still, watch-
ing him, and waiting. They were
afraid of him, but they were more
afraid of something else,

HE anger in Chaney hardened

suddenly to bitter determination.
Whatever else happened, the cotton
had to be picked. The trust and
understanding that had grown be-
tween him and these people would
fray out in terror and hate—but that
was a thing already done, and not by
him. The crop must be made, the
money laid by that would keep the
plantation in Emily Bufort’s hands.
No one could stop that. Chaney
touched hard heels to the sorrel’s
flanks. '

Joe Bulver was in one of the near-
er groups. Chaney rode toward him,
the tall cotton brushing his horse’s
shoulders, catching gently at the
stirrup irons. Joe waited for him,
turned away a little, his head down,
his shoulders braced as if to take a
blow. Chaney reined the sorrel in,
and spoke sharply.

“Joe!"

The man turned to him a little, but
his head was still down. Chaney said,
“Has Mr. Mesro been here ?

Joe shook his head sullenly.

“Ain’t nobody been here.”

Chaney said quietly, ‘“Don’t bother
to lie about it. Did he frighten the
people? Threaten them ?”’

Joe Bulver said nothing. Chaney
slipped his hand inside his coat. His
voice cracked harsh and whiplike
across the man’s bowed shoulders.

“Joe! Look at me!”

Joe lifted his head slowly. The
pistol in Chaney’s hand rested easily
on the pommel, pointing at nothing.
But the chilled blue steel of the long
barrel was a direct and deadly threat.
Joe Bulver’'s eyes, like the eyes of
every picker in the field, were on the
long barrel; each taking its cold,
final promise for himself alone.
Chaney said harshly, ‘“The cotton is
going to be picked. No matter what
Mr. Mesro or anyone else says to

you, the cotton is going to be picked.
Do you understand ?”

For a long time, Joe Bulver stood
motionless, staring at the leashed
death in Chaney’s hand. Then he
bent slowly and picked up his sack.
Others followed. The line formed
again. The black fingers, fear-driven
and stiff with hate, began to strip
the bolls.

Chaney rode slowly back and forth
along the line, his face rigid with
bitterness. When a picker strayed
too close to the sheltering pines at
the field, Chaney drove him back. He
could take no chance of having his
workers melt off into the covering
scrub. The work went quickly, with
the miserable quickness of fear. And
there was no singing.

HEN the sun was down on the

tops of the western plpes,“Cha-
ney called Joe to him. He said, “Send
one of the women to the quarters fo,x;
food. We'll eat and sleep in the ﬁeld.,

Joe looked at the pistol in Chaney’s
hand, his face expressionless. Chaney
said, ‘“Make it someone you can
trust. If she doesn’t come back, we
won’'t eat, but we'll stay anyway.

Joe nodded and turned away.

When night fell, Chaney had a fire
built in the middle of the field. The
Negroes gathered around it in si-
lence, eating the cold food brought
to them from the quarters, settling
down, sullen and passive, for the
night. Chaney stayed back a little
from the flickering circle of firelight,
watching to see that none of ‘the
dark, restless figures slipped off into
the night. In an hour or two there
would be a quarter moon. A little
more light. Enough to make his task
possible.

And in three days—two, perhaps,
if the cold spur of his pistol held its
potency—the cotton would be in.
Safely sacked and ready for cleaning.
The white gold that would make the
plantation secure for at least an-
other year. He could go_then. And
afterwards—but his mind would not
go beyond that moment. .

The pines in the east were showing
forth a little against the rising moon.
A small, chilly mist was rising from
the ground, and Chaney put his arm
across the sorrel’s saddle, taking the
weight from the old, aching wound in
his foot. He saw Joe Bulver, a squat,

black figure standing against the

smoke-red firelight. Chaney saw that
the man was tense, his head turned
toward the dark pines where the
road came up from the landing. In-
stantly Chaney was rigid in turn, his
ears straining at the dark.

A small sound. A faint thud,
twice repeated, that could have been
a hoof-beat. But the sound died in
the dark. Joe Bulver sank down be-
fore the fire, and Chaney relaxed.

The moon was almost in the pine
tops. The fire was dying down, but

‘there would be light enough now.

Suddenly the sorrel lifted its head,
snufiing the dark, ears forward.
Chaney turned swiftly. Someone was
coming across the field.

Footsteps stumbling between the

cotton rows, then the small round
figure, the panting, whispering voice

- of Aunt Jessie.

“Mistuh Chaney! Mistuh Chaney,
suh!” °

‘Chaney gripped the old woman by
the arm.

“Quietly! What is it?”

“Miss Em'ly, suh. She say she
need you.”

Chaney shook her with unmeaning
roughness. ’

“What’s the matter?”

“She say don’t split no words, suh.
She say she need you.”

Chaney gave one look toward the
silent, sleeping forms by the fire,
then turned swiftly, dragging the
sorrel. He said harshly, “Don’t stay
here. Come after me. Quietly!”

At the edge of the field he mounted,
putting the sorrel to a swift, silent
walk. Once he looked back. There
was no sign of movement by the fire.
At the field’s end he spurred the sor-
rel to a stretching gallop.

He swung down under the great
oaks before the tall, moonlit pillars
of the house. At the back, in the
kitchen, there was a faint glimmer of
lamplight, but the front of the house
was dark. Chaney threw the reins
loose over the hitching post, walked
swiftly to the steps. Emily Bufort
was at the top, waiting for him.
Chaney saw that her face in the
moonlight was white and strained.
He stopped halfway up, said quickly,
“What is it? Aunt Jessie said you
needed me.”

She said, “I had to be sure you’d
come. Huger Mesro came back. He
has men with him. They’re—looking
for you.”

Chaney said, “Ah,” letting his
breath out slowly. He turned on the
step, looking past the oaks toward
the little house where he lived, down
beyond the negro quarters and the
cotton sheds. It was beyond sight,
but not beyond hearing. Chaney
heard a rising murmur of voices,
then a shout and the faint sound of
glass breaking. Emily Bufort’s voice
was taut with pain and worry.

" Y'LL be back here in a mo-
ment. You mustn’t stay! There’s
a boat at the lower landing. . . .”

Chaney turned and looked up at
her, smiling. The girl let her hands
fall to her sides.

“Of course,” she said. “I guess I
really knew you wouldn't.”

Chaney said, “It’s nothing to run
from. I suppose they've got a tar
barrel and a rail. It’s quite simple.
They want me to go away, and I
won’t go. We'll have to argue it out.”

Emily Bufort said, “But some of
them are drunk. They don’'t know
what they’re doing.”

“People so seldom do,” Chaney
said. He turned away abruptly. “I'd
better go down and get it over with.”

Emily Bufort said quietly, “I'd
rather you met them here.”

Chaney looked at her. She said
breathlessly, “Now that I know . . .
now that the moment’s finally come
. . . you mustn’t go away. ...”

She held out her hand, and Chaney
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Church as soon as we can make ar-
rangements. I hope you'll come to
the wedding.”

For a moment, Mesro was silent.
Emily Bufort said, “You owe me
that, Huger.”

Mesro said, “T’ll come.”

He turned and walked away.
Chaney watched him, and the dim
figures vanishing under the fire-
shadowed oaks. Chaney said, ‘“I’'m
sorry for him.”

The girl said quietly, “I'm sorry
for all of us.”

She bent and picked up something
at her feet. Mesro’s pistol. She put
1% in Chaney’s hand and said, “Throw
it in.”

He threw it through the fire-lined
doorway in a long, gleaming arec.
Then, unbidden, he tossed his own

crouched down, and I got that gone
feeling again, because she certainly
was nice to look at, with her hair
blowing and that look on her face.
And I thought if it could only be for
me. But it wasn’t. She looked at the
flower, and then up at the sky and
the trees, and she said anxiously to
Hovey, “It must be £.7 intensity.
I've got to have supplementary illu-
mination, with panchromatic.”

. I swear that's what she said. I
just looked at Wally and muttered,
‘“No wonder! And all the time I
thought she spoke English.”

He said, ‘“You dope. That’s cam-
era talk.”

Anyway, Hovey understood it. He
held a mirror on one side so it re-
{ected more light on this trilium hys-
tericum, and got Wally to hold one
on the other side, and Miss Catlin
fluttered around the edges getting in
the way and making little cries. I
was disgusted. I turned away and
found that me and the little dark
haired Smith girl was making a very
lonely two-some. She sort of smiled
and said, “Don’t you like flowers?”

I sai.d, “I can tell a rose from a
pansy in a good light. And believe
it or not, I'm satisfied.”

She said, “They leave me a little
cold too.”

But I let it slide, because I’ve been
on picnics and things before, and I
knew what really sinks you is to get
paired off with the wrong party.

So I just'wandered off a few steps,
still plenty mad, and they got
through taking the picture and stood
around saying how wonderful. I fig-
ured anything to attract a little at-
tention, so I scrabbled in the under-
brush and plucked the first thing that
came handy, and took it back to Ho-
vey. I said, ‘“Teacher, look what I
found.”

He looked at it, and then at me,
and then he said very gently, ‘“Mr.
Bozack, you’re in the National Park
now, and it’s against the rules to
pick any growing things. And be-
sides, that’s poison ivy.”

pistol after it. Emily Bufort drew
a long breath.

“That’s as it should be.”

She put her hand through Cha-
ney’s arm, and he could feel her fin-
gers trembling. She said, “Take me
away now. I don’t think I could bear
to see the end of it.”

They walked quietly down under
the great oaks, till the sullen glow
of the fire had died and dulled behind
them, and the moonlight came cool
and untroubled through the branches.
They stopped at the edge of the cot-
ton-field, and Chaney pulled a plant
to him, breaking open a boll, stretch-
ing the long, strong fibres between
his fingers. He said soberly, “I think
we can get the hands together In
time. It'sa good crop.” )

She put her hands on his wrists,

The Red-Tailed Bozack

(Continued from page 11)

So when we came to the next
brook, he made me wash my hands,
and explained very patiently how to
tell the difference between polson vy
and all the forty-nine substitutes
that look like it but aren’t. The
Chisholm girl looked off at the dis-
tant scenery and smiled, and Wally
was trying to look like he’d only met
me that morning, and that an acci-
dent. Only the little Smith girl said
she hoped I wouldn't get pomonet’l,
and I said pretty snappy .she needn’t
worry because I never got it. ‘Which
was as big a lie as I've told in years,
and a long way the itchiest.

Anyway, we proceeded, with the
trail getting higher and steeper ev-
ery step. And there were plenty of
steps. You could see out through the
trees every once in a while to some
pretty Grade A scenery, and it would
all have been pretty swell if I'd been
in a mood to enjoy it. I wasn’t. I
was brooding.

Mr. Hovey was off trees now and
onto birds. Every once in a while
he’d stop and peer off into the brush,
and listen. We'd all stop and peer
and listen. Then something would
twitter, and Hovey would pucker his
mouth up and twitter back. Then the
bird would twitter again, and Ho-
vey would say, “Green-footed nut-
scratcher!”

Maybe we'd see it hopping around
in the branches, and Hovey would
say, “There he is,” and all the women
would say, “Isn’t he beautiful!” . .

And Miss Chisholm would take a
picture. .

I wasn’t used to competing in sex
appeal with all God’s outdoors. But
I was still game. So I sort of kept
close to her, and when we stopped to
let Mr. Hovey seduce a green-bot-
tomed grape-pecker out of the jungle
by making noises like he was pecking
grapes himself, I thought I saw a
chance. I said that was certainly a
swell camera she had. .

For a minute she looked almost in-
terested. She said, “But it's only
anastigmatic. Don’t you think it

drawing his hands apart. Smiling
a little, Chaney said, ‘“We might even
build a house in the spring. But I'm
afraid it won’t be like the old one.”

She said, “Nothing is like what
went before. We know that.”

He drew her into his arms, and her
face was turned on his shoulder, her
lips searching against his. Then she
drew back a little, and said, “But it
won’t be easy. We know that, too.”

Feeling her breast warm against
him, Chaney said quietly, “They’ll
forget in time. Even hate changes, if
you can wait.”

- He kissed her again, and she said,
“If not for us, perhaps in time for
our son.”

He held her close, looking past the
wind-moved radiance of her hair to
the cool, far-stretching moonlight.

takes rectilinear for this kind of
work 7"’

I tried to laugh it off. I said, “Why,
I always use—"

But I couldn’t get my jaw around
it. Not a word like that. She started
to give me a funny look, but just
then this green-bottomed etc. came
into sight and she sprung away to
take its portrait. That was when 1
really begun to brood.

After a while we stopped for lunch.
I saw my chance then. If we hadn't
stopped, I wouldn’t of had a chance
for anything, on account of being
dead. But we laid over by a little
brook, to have something to wash
down the old leather and sawdust
combinations the hotel put out under
the name of sandwiches, and after
we'd rested a while, I begun to feel
better. Only this Hovey kept getting
off his little confidential messages to
the feathered friends. They always
answered, too. If just one had stood
him up, I'd of felt better. But not so.

He paused once to point out a
trash can that he said the Park put
there on account of so many climb-
ers choosing that spot to stop. The
can was tipped over and all the trash
spilled out. Hovey said bears did it.
He said they tipped the can over as
fast as you could set it up again.
Personally, I thought it was just
something to impress the women

with.

He started birdcalling again, and
Miss Catlin said, “Mr. Hovey, I do
believe you know -every bird there
is!”

He was modest about it, the way
that really burns you up. He said,
“Well, not all of them, naturally. But
most of those in the mountains.”

That was when I had the idea. I
was sitting next to the little Smith
girl, and she kept wanting to talk
about bears. But birds was what I
was after. I drew Mr. Hovey out on
the subject all right. He didn’t mind
admitting to a little knowledge on
the subject, either. Short of being
able to build a nest and lay eggs, he
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fields. Step b
dustry is
surely.”
Last year was a peak year in soy-
bean production in the United States,
but present indications are that 1940
may be even bigger. Department of
Agriculture current crop reports in-
dicate that soybean acreages are up
29 percent in Iowa; 35 percent in

step the soybean in-
advancing, slowly but

beating, with every shot smacking
dead center.

From there the seizure progresses
to the next stage, which necessitates
a cash outlay. Obviously, even
though you happen to be the dry
pistol shooting champion of the
world, such amazing skill must be
demonstrated with live rounds.
Which is one of the unfortunate
things about revolver shooting—at
least as far as this revolver shooter
is concerned. So several boxes of
.38 caliber wadcutters are pur-
chased, along with targets, thumb-
tacks, target markers and other im-
pedimenta, which practically ruins
a $10 bill. The next stop is a nearby
pistol range,

For some curious reason your
agent’s arrival at the range invari-
ably is greeted with raucous laugh-
ter and heavy jests. It’s also_ the
signal for the range officer to hide
new target frames. However, pistol
range humorists are ignored. Up
goes a new target, the heavy-bar-
relled Colt is loaded and a dramatic
shooting stance is assumed.

At this precise moment a curious
phenomenon always occurs. Your
reporter’s right arm, instead of be-
ing the sturdy oak it was when
pointing an empty revolver at Aunt
Minnie's wen, suddenly becomes as
wabbly as custard pudding. To
make matters worse, the light, care-
fully adjusted trigger pull becomes
as unyielding as a rusty latch; I
Jjust can’t ease the blame thing off.
Audible titters come from the gal-
lery and finally, in desperation, the
trigger is yanked, the gun barks
and the target shudders as a neatly
drilled hole appears in the target
frame. At this point the range offi-
cer makes a few well chosen re-
marks, none printable.

The second shot usually is a little
better. That one generally lands
on the paper somewhere between
the five and six ring. Then follow
two sevens and an eight, after which
the gun is reloaded to finish the 10-
shot string.

. The first shot of the second string
is a luscious 10 and the next is a
nine. Now I'm getting somewhere.
Or so it seems until the next two
miss the target entirely and the
last scores another miserable six.

About that time some canny gent
moves in with an offer to swap my
remaining pistol ammunition for
two boxes of shotgun shells and a
bottle of beer, and, after taking a
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Ohio and Wisconsin; 75 percent in
Nebraska. Farmers are catching the
swing of the soybean boom, and the
anxiety of American manufacturers
for their future source of supply is
ing.
les;gzx; t%ﬁs rate the United States
will soon be in a class with M’anchu-
ria, for gerderations the world’s larg-
est soybean producer,” remarked the

Rod and Gun

(Continued from page 21)

closer look at the target the deal is
concluded. . .

“Who is that guy?”’ queried a
puzzled spectator as I walked away
in disgust one day last year.

“Well,” answered a voice in an
exaggerated stage whisper, “he isn’t
Billy the Kid!” .

story of the misfortune which
Tlt;lxgrtoog old Pap Reynolds short-
ly after he lost his store teeth never
has been told. The tale can be passed
along now because Pap hgg departed
this world and perhaps it’s just as
well. He was a rugged individualist
who resented invasion of personal
liberty and privacy; he was a tough
mule who wouldn’t be curried behind
the ears. He also was another of
the great market gunners of a by-

go?’:;ir%.s-odd and as toothless as a

j i sthout his boughten bicus-
i)ax'gsb 11.dha;‘.:'ilthtowo lamentable weak-
nesses: Squirrel whisky and boiled
ill ducks. .
bh‘l‘%lllltl?ﬂls,” he explained to his
cronies at the Horseshoe, his favor-
ite filling station, ‘“has got some-
thing to ’em. They stick to your
ribs.” He attributed magic medici-
nal qualities to the bar whisky sold
at the Horseshoe, three successive
shots of which being sufficient to
floor any of the Paul Bunyanish
gentry who frequented the joint.
There was talk that Pap sub51§ted
wholly on a boiled duck and whisky
diet during the long gunning sea-
son, although the old gaffer denied
that calumny. “Sometimes I boil
me up a mess of fish instead of
duck,” he explained to intimates.
The old gentleman enjoyed superb
health despite this unusual fare. It
was his boast that he’d live to bury
some of the county’s most notable
abstainers, and that single blessed-
boiled ducks and plenty of

drinking likker was the formula for

a long, healthful life, Nobody could
give him an argument on that score
until the year he lost his China
fangs.

T%is last happened when Pap was
filling a rush order for a banquet.
The order called for 100 big ducks
and Pap was doing all right until
he upset his boat chasing a crippled
quacker. When he finally made
shore he discovered his phony
snappers were missing. Subsequent
dredging operations failed, Pap was
in a jam.

However, the old chap carried on

editor of Wallace’s Farmer recently.
“And yet most of us in the Middle-
west hardly knew what a soybean
was twenty years ago.”

Decidedly, the “Little Honorable
Plant” has made good in a big way.
With its roots now set firmly in
American soil, probably its most lux-
uriant growth as the world’s wonder-
bean is still to come.

as best he could, although his miss-
ing molars made bluebill chewing a
problem. “If I hadn’t sort of over-
strained my credit at the Horse-
shoe,” he explained later, “I could
have dug up some money and got me
a new set o’teeth. That would have
saved me a lot of misery.” He final-
ly solved the food problem by cut-
ting his - beloved ducks in small
chunks, and swallowing these whole.
And for the first time in his life he
began to feel poorly.

A month later, and still toothless,
he sought medical advice. The doc-
tor put Pap on a strict regime. No
more boiled ducks. Instead, plenty
of milk, scrambled eggs and mashed
potatoes. And no more likker.

“Me eat aigs?” exclaimed Pap,
horrified at the thought. “And no
more booze ?”

“Do as I tell you,” replied the
doctor, “and get yourself a new set
of false teeth. Come back in a week
if you don’t feel better.”

A few days later Pap was back at
the M.D.’s, resplendent with new
choppers, but declaring he felt like
hell. “My stummick’s killing me,
Doc,” he complained. “It feels like
it’s full of lead. I think it’s them
goddam aigs I been eatin!”

On a hunch the medic decided he’d
take an X-ray of Pap’s innards and
when the plate was developed the
mystery of Pap’s misery was no
longer a mystery. They tossed the
old gaffer on the operating table
that evening and removed, as Pap
later asserted, “enough chilled shot
to hand-load a case of shells.”
Seems he’d been swallowing a lot of
pellets, along with unchewed duck.

Pap lived to shoot more ducks
and perhaps would still be at it ex-
cept he got slightly over-heated at
a country dance one night, stepped
outside to cool off and fell down a
flight of stairs, breaking his neck.

T'S always a good idea to know

who’s guiding you on a hunt. This
knowledge often saves embarrass-
ment in more ways than one. Take
that North Carolina quail shoot of a
few weeks ago, Had I known my
guide was a retired clergyman there
would have been no lurid language
when that first covey got away un-
scathed, and I certainly wouldn’t
have regaled the old gentleman with
a series of droll stories or urged him
to lap up a spot of Kentucky’s best.

Aside from the above, however,
Parson Brown and I got along nicely






stride across her length and at their
feet spread coral beaches. This is
the island, the largest and the most
important of the British West In-
dies, which H. M. Tomlinson called
“a jewel which smells like a flower”.
The southern portion of the island
feels the tropic heat, but the north-
ern shore and the mountain resorts
know an equable and delightful cli-
mate. Many are the ships lanes which
lead to Jamaica, with reason, for
Jamaica has many interests to offer
tourists, from its old plantations to
its villages which, after these many
years, still echo faintly of Africa.

ONG a favorite resort of the Brit-
ish, Jamaica now draws a sophis-
ticated, cosmopolitan throng to en-
joy the yachting, polo, fishing and the
splendid horse racing. Kingston, the
capital, is the debarkation point,
and one of the first sights to greet
the Northerner’s eye is the white,
white houses gleaming against thick
green foliage. Most travelers remem-
ber that at Kingston the Planters’
Punch enjoyed its first fame.

Kingston was built after Port

Royal, at the entrance to the harbor,
was destroyed by an earthquake.
Port Royal, in its lusty youth head-
quarters for the buccaneers who laid
claim to Jamaica, used to be called
“the wickedest spot on earth”. There
is little reminder now of wickedness
or of importance, but there is a ru-
mor that Port Royal may be chosen
for the new United States naval air
base at Jamaica.
. Kingston itself is lively and excit-
ing, with an extremely gay social
life, and not even war or flood can
stem its high spirits. With Jamaica’s
four thousand miles of fine motor
roads, soaring through the moun-
tains and slipping down to the coast,
it is easy to drive from the caé)ital,
through the beauteous Fern Gully,
and to visit Port Antonio and
Montego Bay, with a glimpse of all
of the lovely towns lying between
the two on the northern shore.
Beautiful Montego Bay, with White
Sands, called extravagantly by ad-
mirers the world’s finest bathing
beach, is a most popular resort, and
its praises are sung wherever travel-
ers meet.

Off to the east the Virgin Islands
hold their quiet place in the sun.
They were named, it is said, for St.
Ursula and her eleven thousand vir-
gins by Columbus, who, from all ac-
counts, seems to have been quite at
home in these southern waters. The
three islands of the Virgin group
belonging to the United States since
1917 are St. Thomas, St. Croix, and
little St. John, and of the three, St.
Thomas takes the lead. Early in their
history these islands were strong-
holds of those doughty pirates, Cap-
tain Teach and the French Bluebeard.
Today in Charlotte Amalie, on St.
Thomas, what is left of their castle-
like forts may still be seen. Sea
commerce and the slave trade gave
St. Thomas importance for a while.
After many years of somnolence,
this island and its mates are again
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aking names for themselves as
g‘opicagl resorts. A fine motor road
is being built around St. Thomas.
St. John is barren in its poverty, and
although St. Croix is quiet and rest-
ful, travelers must be content with
its beauty, and with the once gor-
geous buildings, the old plantations.

As well known are the rest of the
Virgins which stay the flow of the
Caribbean into the Atlantic. St.
Christopher, familiarly known as St.
Kitts, Barbados, and St. Vincent and
tiny St. Lucia, against their back-
drop of blue sky, all have their fol-
lowers, and it is just possible that, as
an aftermath of the fifty old de-
stroyers trade, one or another may
again become a fortress as it was in
i unger days. .
1tss3(;one§r now),’ as the sea gull flies,
that it must not be passed by is
Puerto Rico, the one stake of the
United States in the West Indéles.
Here evidences of northern industry,
of the American fetish of educat{on,
jn little primary schools; of
the United States standard of ﬁi1e
roads, contrast sl_1arply with jung g,
which even now IS not quite !:amed,
with the native life of the island.
Delicate Puerto Rican embroidery :ls
one reason for visiting the 1slan£
and, for those who _feel it qhoqld It?}g
be missed, there is a dip tlﬁl t 3
Fountain of Youth. Durmgdned:
days preceding h W?h efi sti}:
there is the brilliant Spanistk 1
val, the Ponce de Leon carnival.

e Windward Passage
cf%oOIESCu%la lies that real gem of
the ocean, Haiti. One .of the lqvehest
of Caribbean isles, it is inhabited by
descendants of ?llavesy v:)l;ols:i er;a‘gx\lrg
is French, g2 :
;ggﬁgethat once, as 8 nation, t%l;y
defeated the mighty Napoleon. ] 0
ffered tragleler;, Il:é); li?::
ith i or sha
s Cap Haitien.

itien, on a
g:af I1-1I<!;'llds memories of the black
king, Henri Christophe. The ruins of
his romantic citadel may be reacl;(eld
by hardy souls who care to r;le
horseback over steep, rugged trails.

The Bahamas, which are virtually
at Florida’s finger-tips, are quickly
and easily reached from the States.
One steamship line 1S running what
is practically a ferry service from
Miami. Nassau has jong been a fa-
vorite southern holiday resort, and
this year, with the Duke and his
Duchess in residence, Nassau is ex-
pected to rank with famous, fash-
ionable European resorts. A record
season is predicted, and the harbor,
indescribably lovely with its emerald
and turquoise waters, will be more
crowded than ever with smart pleas-
ure craft, old Bay Street with sight-
geers and shoppers. Nor is Nassau,
even with its gorgeous beaches and
gay social life, all of the Bahamas.
It is pleasant to cruise among the

out islands, and their waters afford
fine fishing. Four small, hardy boats
make regular trips, of a week or so,
among the cays. ‘

Nassau, Bermuda and Jamaica,
where the English language is
spoken, have always been closely as-
sociated with the United States.
More foreign seem Guatemala and
Honduras, tucked into that slim
girdle of land which connects Mexi-
co and South America, with the
Caribbean on .one side and the wide
Pacific on the other.

These are old little countries, full
of years of history, and their cities
are full of relics and monuments of
earlier days. Guatemala’s only At-
lantic port is Puerto Barrios. By
train, which crosses gorges and
skirts water-falls in hair-pin curves,
travelers ascend to lofty Guatemala
City, passing on the way the ruins
of Quirigua, a city which was dead
when Christianity was born. ;

Next door to the republic of Gua-
temala is Honduras, with its beau-
tiful old capital Tegucigalpa resting
high on the hills. One of the sights
to be seen in the capital is the Moor-
ish style cathedral built in 1782,
Honduras was the first of the Cen-
tral American republics to build an
ocean to ocean highway. This mod-
ern road follows the old caravan
trail across the country.

There would seem to be no good

reason, having come so far, not to

slip into Mexico or South to Costa
Rica; not to continue into South
America, getting at least a glimpse
of the West Coast; and there is
Panama, with many interesting side
trips, to be visited. It is rumored
that a new and elegant ship will sail
this winter through the canal to San
Francisco and to Los Angeles and
back, making a thirty- or thirty-five-
day cruise, and there are lovely
ships, new and shining, making regu-
lar trips through the canal.
. If there is no reason for not mak-
ing these trips, there are definite
reasons in favor of being in Brazil
in February, for toward the end of
the month, shortly before Ash
Wednesday, the famous three-day
carnival in Rio takes place. Work
and worry forgotten, there is danc-
ing in the streets. There is the pa-
rade of open cars with occupants
gaily caparisoned. All day long
dance music may be heard in the
fashionable hotels, and Rio’s inhabi-
tants keep open house. Well-be-
haved strangers are welcomed like
old friends, and gaiety is queen.
Whichever port, whichever cruise
a traveler may choose, there will be
no lack of transportation. The Amer-
ica, built for the high-riding North
Atlantic, has had her lovely wings
clipped, and is now in service in
Southern waters. The Jacksorn and
the Garfield, still bright with fresh
paint, are newcomers among such
familiar ships as those of the East-
ern SS lines, the Dollar Line, with
its new ships, the Grace Line, the
Cuba Mail, the United Fruits Com-
pany’s Great White Fleet, and the
United States Lines.






tries which have experienced the
sweet uses of personal freedom. The
English-speaking people, the Scandi-
navians and the French have mo-
nopolized the overwhelming majority
of championships, amateur and pro-
fessional. Russia has not produced
a single athlete of international
note; Japan has done extremely well
in swimming and has had a few
jumpers and distance runners in
;?aclelx}l}sye%rs, but that is all; Ger-
0 intense program of prepara-
tion for the track and field IYIII’lpiCS
in 1936, which practically amounted
to-a national crusade, resulted orly
in three winners in the weight
events; Italy’s successes in s orts
with an international appeal rixa.ve
been confined to Luigi Beccali, the
1500-meter champion in 1932 and
Primo Carnera, who was pushed off
the springboard of skulduggery in-
to_the heavyweight boxing title.

It is true, of course, that great
champions merely are the super-
ficial, fancy window-dressing of a
broa:d, basic national program.
Fascist apologists can even argue
that the democracies and the dic-
{.atorshlps _do not speak the same
t}n}gl:uage in sports, and they are
right. The entire problem is much
more than a matter of fundamental
definition. It involves the hopes and
the aspirations and the philosophy
of the people who accept or reject
these programs. Yes, sports can be
indicative of a way of life.

_In Middle Europe the chief func-
tion of sports—and everything else
—is utilitarian. In the western
world sports are regarded purely
as a means of amusement. Before
the war, American newsreel com-
panies regularly bored American
a}tlldxences with supposedly stirring
SC ots of 10,000 German, Russian or
¢ lfecp boys and girls in mass calis-

.%zﬁxc drills. They waved wands
wi marvelous precision—but it
never was difficult to envision the
:?nds becoming rifles by the process

éstahtanan transmutation.

R ery boy and girl in America
ﬁw o has attended public school has
had calisthenics in physical train-
;lng courses. Is there a man in the
1:ouse vy’l},o did not call p.t. “physical
borturq ? American kids refuse to
le.regl.mented. To them, mass ath-
eltlcs is not sport. They want to
% ay games to exercise their initia-

ve in active competition. They'd
much rather play on a neighborhood

Sports and Democracy

(Continued from page 13)

sandlot team than be one of sev-
eral thousand who won a ten-cent
beribboned badge for the school,
awarded for training a large group
of kids to respond to orders with
rigid obedience after the manner of
automatons—or _soldiers.

Sports for all is a privilege a
government grants its people. The
essential nature of these sports is
indicative of the nature of the
privilege the government cares to
bestow. Competitive sports, the
western concept, sharpen reflexes,
call for independent thought and
action even in team games, place a
high premium on courage. In short,
competitive sports stimulate those
qualities which go into the making
of the leader type. A government
which regards its people as so many
servants of the state has no desire
to develop leaders from the masses.
They may lead revolutions.

Perhaps we do stress sports beyond
all proportion of their true im-
portance and maybe we do idolize
athletic heroes extravagantly. News-
paper surveys show the sports sec-
tions are read more extensively than
any other part of the paper except
the comics and the first news page.
It probably is deplorable that the
average person can name ten foot-
ball coaches for every college presi-
dent. If we must deplore, let us do
same with tongue in cheek, for this
is an amiable foible that hurts no-
body. With the exception of the
movies, sports are the chief rec-
reational outlet in the United States
and the deep, abiding interest of
millions of males apart from the
ordinary business of making a living.

It is even possible to go further
and say that sports offer the little
man concrete evidence that democ-
and does work. Certainly

racy can g
the Negro, who_ comprises ten per-
cent of our opulation, has no better

evidence of it. Only in sports is the
Negro granted a semblance of equal
opportunity. The achievements of
Henry Armstrong, Jesse
Owens, Kenny Washington and Bill
King have done more to promote the
cause of the Negro than all the pious
declarations of the long-hairs and
the sob sisters.

In a thousand hamlets of America
sports, through the agency of pro-
fessional baseball, provide the only
escape from back-breaking poverty
and bleak monotony young men
without the means of education or

the stimulus of incentive ever k
The unproductive land has betrggz‘:i
their folks and moribund industries
have destroyed their hopes, but the
baseball scout has not forgotten
them. Somewhere, somehow, every
young ball player can get a free
chance to prove his ability. And
sometimes they return with new
cars and money in the bank. Sim-
ilarly, talent scouts from colleges
have given boys, with absolutely no
prospect of continuing their educa-
tions, a chance to better themselves
through athletic scholarships.
. That is what sports mean to Amer-
jca and that is why it is imperative
that sports be retained as a distine-
tive feature of American life. In
World War I, President Wilson made
every effort to avert curtailment of
the baseball schedules, at least. The
professional baseball leagues offered
to play reduced schedules in 1917
but Wilson insisted that they con-
tinue on a full-time basis. By 1918
a great many players had volun-
teered for service, and the season
was terminated a month earlier, but
there was a good piece of a s'traw
of normalcy the people could hold
The Englishman in beleaguered
Britain still has his beloved games
Call it an escape complex, release ox"
what you will, the fact remains that
the British are playing as best they
can. Maybe it’s no gag that the bat-
tle of Waterloo was won on the play-
ing fields of Eton. During a period
of unbroken bombardment a few
months ago, a London newspaper
ﬁsked plaintively, in a headline
iIlVghat’s Wroglg wgﬁh Soccer ?”” Noth-
, presumably, that the
waIl% c&tlxld not Zorrect. end of the
e monstrous thin
war does strike us, the ivgfy-ﬁill
activity which will be hit hardesst,:
surely will be sports. Approximatel
ninety-eight percent of the top-ﬁigh)t’
performers in every sport fall within
the age limit subject to conscription;
the draft already has beckoned sev-
eral stars and will claim more. No
exemptions for athletes are contem-
plated and none will be asked. Since
sports are a luxury and a privilege
restrictions on them will be among
the first felt by the man in the streef
Then he will realize war can be a
bit of a nuisance. It will be time to
worry when, and if, there are no
sports at all. Then all of us will
know that the worst can happen
here. That will be the first tip-off

What America Is Reading

lieved his spleen freely on paper.
Some of his digs wereypa.rticll)ﬂgrly.
mean, as when he wrote of Mrs.
Thomas Bailey Aldrich, “I could
never learn to like her—except on a
raft at sea, with no other provisions
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in sight.” Then he locked that up
and cpmmanded his heirs not to pub-
lish it for generations. But what
seemed particularly daring to Mark
Twain now has only historic in-
terest. With the consent of the

’

estate Bernard De Voto h

S & ot of Mk Do ias pub

gomments on men and events as

kT, o Epter st &
entertainin

(Harper, $3.75) g volume.












TLANTA, Ga., Lodge, No. 78, by unanimous reso-
lution adopted, in regular session assembled, on
the 5th day of December, 1940, resolved that it

would respectfully submit the name of its most distin-
guished member, John S. McClelland, as its candidate
for Grand Exalted Ruler of the Order for the year 1941-
1942, to the Grand Lodge at its 77th Reunion to be
held at Philadelphia, Pennsylvania, in July, 1941. A.n
announcement was made officially that the resolution
had been so adopted and the signatures of George B.
Yancey, Exalted Ruler, and J. Clayton Burke, Secre-
tary, were affixed thereto. A committee of twenty-
one Past Exalted Rulers of the lodge, headed by
Charles G. Bruce, Chairman, was duly appointed to
prepare and distribute the announcement and the
record of Judge McClelland’s distinguished services.

At the time of his birth on February 2, 1891, Judge
McClelland’s parents resided in Atlanta, but he was
born at the home of his grandmother at Stone Moun-
tain, Georgia. He received his primary education in
the public schools, graduated from the University of
Georgia law school, was admitted to the Bar in 1910
and has practiced law in Atlanta since that time. On
January 20, 1915, he was married to Miss Nina Had-
ley. They have two sons, aged twenty-four and
twenty-one years respectively.

[FROM the day of his initiation into Atlanta Lodge
twenty-eight years ago, Judge McClelland has dem=
onstrated a keen interest in the Order. He has devoted
to it, untiringly and unselfishly, a constant and loyal
personal service. His outstanding achievements have
won for him the admiration and respect of the mem-=
bers of his lodge and the citizens of his community.
He was elected four times to serve Atlanta Lodge as
Exalted Ruler. His first year of service was in 1919-
1920, and he was reelected for a second consecutive
term. Again in 1928 he was called back by the mem-
bership to lead his lodge for the duration of another
year at the end of which he was reelected for his
fourth term, serving in 1929-1930. In 1920 Judge
McClelland reorganized the Georgia State Elks Asso-
ciation, and was elected President for two terms, selz";
ing through the years of 1920-1921 and 1921-19t d
He was appointed District Deputy Grand Exalte
Ruler for Georgia, North, in 1921. In 1923, the ye&~
in which the Grand Lodge Convention was held :
Atlanta, Judge McClelland accepted the responslbi -
ties of the Chairmanship of the Atlanta Convent! ox&
Committee, which resulted in a most successful Grm;s
Lodge Convention. He has also served his lodg& S
chairman of numerous other important committee
throughout his many years of service. a
Judge McClelland was again honored by the Gr&(!ine
Lodge by being named a member of the Grand Lo %n
Auditing Committee for the term of 1923-1924. a
1928 he was appointed District Deputy for a second
time. In 1930 he was elected a member of the Gran
Forum for a five year term ending in 1935, becoming
its Chief Justice before the expiration of the term.

Atlanta, Georgia, Lodge Presents a
Candidate for Grand Exalted Ruler

ed a member of the Board of Grand Trustees for a
term of three years to fill the unexpired term of
Grand Trustee David Sholtz who resigned from the
Board to assume the office of Grand Exalted Ruler.
In 1940, in Houston, Texas, Judge McClelland was
appointed Pardon Commissioner by Grand Exalted
Ruler Henry C. Warner. During the long period in
which he has been an active Elk, his greatest contribu-
tion to the Order has been his interest in building up
the subordinate lodges. Ten lodges have been or-
ganized and instituted through his effort and leader-
ship during the past four years.

For many years Judge McClelland has been a re-
spected and honored citizen of his community, and his
ability has found recoguition beyond the confines of
the Order. He has been elected to many offices of

ublic trust in which he has served with distinction.
In 1917 he was elected city Alderman of Atlanta, and
in 1919 was elevated to the office of Mayor Pro Tem.
The following year, 1920, he was elected a member of
the City Park Board, and in 1921 he was made a mem-
ber of the Atlanta Police Board. He was elected to
the office of Solicitor of the Criminal Court in 1929,
in which office he served without opposition for ten
years, and on March 1, 1939, he was elevated to the
office of Judge of that court by appointment of the
Governor of Georgia. On November 5, 1940, he was
unanimously elected Judge of that court for a six

ear term.

e McClelland was one of the founders of the
La‘w;rlegrs Club of Atlanta. He has long been a leader
in legal circles, and also in the religious and civic life
of his State. His participation in public and private
charities of his community has been continuous, Many
of these he has sponsored through his Elks lodge and
the Georgia State Elks Association. During the winter
of 1932 he was a leader in the establishment of the
Elks Community Kitchen, which served to the poor
and needy more than 93,000 free meals. He was one
of the founders of the Crippled Children’s League of
Georgia, 2 State-wide orgamzatiop comprised ex-
clusively of Elks, and he is now serving as Vice-Presi-
dent and a member of its Board of Directors. By his
able leadership and efforts he contributed materially
to the establishment of a Convalescent Home for
Crippled Children now being sponsored by the Crip-
pled Children’s League of Georgia through the Elks
Frifth District Charities Committee,

In the light of his record, and in view of his eminent
qualiﬁcations, Atlanta Lodge respectfully submits that
“Brother McClelland is an Elk of the finest loyalty
and devotion, with a clear understanding of the ob-
ligation of personal service in Elkdom which quali-
fies him in every respect to be our next Grand Exalted
Ruler”. Therefore Atlanta Lodge, through its special
committee of Past Exalted Rulers, does hereby re-
spectfully “present the name of Brother John S. Mec-
Clelland to our entire brotherhood as a candidate for
the ensuing term of Grand Exalted Ruler of the
Benevolent and Protective Order of Elks of the United

The following year, 1936, Judge McClelland was elect-

States of America.”

Charleroi, Pa., Lodge Presents Grand
Secretary J. Edgar Masters for Reelection

HARLEROI, Pa., Lodge, No. 494,

will present Grand Secretary J.

Eldgar Masters, Past Grand Ex-
alted Ruler and Past Exalted Ruler of
Charleroi Lodge, as a candidate for re-
election to the office of Grand Secretary
at the Grand Lodge Convention in
Philadelphia, Pa., this coming July.
Since his election as Grand Secretary
in 1927, Mr. Masters has been unani-
mously reelected at each subsequent
Grand Lodge Convention. In the con-
tinuous administration of his impor-
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d exacting duties, he has dem-
gﬁ%rﬁ?ed his fitness for this }ngh office,
and has served the Order with dignity

distinction.
an]c:ln 1903 J. Edgar Masters became a
member of Charleroi Lodge and was
elected to the office of Exalted Ruler
of that lodge in 1908. Since 1911,
when he was Chairman of the Grand
Lodge Auditing Committee, he has
gserved on various other Grand Lodge
Committees. Among these committees
was the Grand Lodge Committee on

Social and Community Welfare. H
was Chairman for three years of thg
Board of Grand Trustees.” From 1923,
when his term as Grand Exalted Ruler
expired, until he became Grand Sec-
retary, he served as a member of the
Elks National Memorial Headquarters
Commission.

Mr. Masters was Treasurer of his
hom.e county of Washington, Pennsyl-
vania, for four years and was Presi-
dent of the Southwestern Pennsylvania
State Normal School Board.









