


























































































































whose mettle he knew, gentlemen of
the sea, his friends. In his crew were
seamen who had been with him from
the first day he sailed the Alfred.
Jones was inordinately proud. At
last he could go it alone, free from
political buffeting, free to work his
way!

After the first meetings with
Jones, Benjamin Franklin said,
“When face to face with him neither
man nor, as far as I can learn, wom-
an can resist the strange magnetism
of his presence, the indescribable
charm of his manner.” All Paris was
to say the same thing. Jones' de-
votion to Franklin was like that of
a son; and it never waned. To
Franklin, Jones made his first full
confession of the killing in Tobago.
Franklin’s practical good sense gave
him more than absolution; it re-
moved a relentless phobia from his
consciousness.

Franklin again was first to hear
his plan of strategy for beating down
the British navy, an expansion of
the plan rejected earlier by the Ma-
rine Committee. “I have always been
persuaded,” Jones argued, ‘‘that
small squadrons could be employed
to far better advantage on private
expeditions, and would distress the
enemy infinitely more than the same
force could do by cruising either
Jointly or separately.” Their num-
bers being superior, ‘“we would sur-
prise their defenseless places, and
thereby divide their attention, and
draw it off the coasts”. At last he
had a listener with imagination and
understanding.

In January, 1778, Franklin and
Deane gave him leave to take the
Ramger and fight for American free-
dom in any way which would harass
the. enemy effectively. They gave
no instructions regarding his opera-
tions, so long as he kept within the
terms of his commission, which was
broad indeed. Right as

One Man Navy
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visit “to gratify my own feelings”.
It isn’t a %;d icﬁaa after all to check
one’s progress up the ladder.

The encounter between the Ranger
and the Drake, following hard on
Whitehaven, was the overture to a
drama of unrivalled proportions for
its time. This victory over British
Captain Burden set a new standard
of comparison. No American fight-
ing ship had ever attacked an Eng-
lish man-of-war off England’s own
shore. Nor had an American com-
mander ever carried a British war-
ship into an allied port as a prize.
When he sailed into Brest and wals
challenged by the harbor pa}.t%g y
Jones trumpeted proudly, e
American Continental ship Rangerl
of eighteen guns, Captain Pau
Jones! The prize is His Bnt,g.nnécf:
Majesty’s late ship, the Ddrai:oe o
twenty guns!” That prove h
French that the American nat hy
could be counted on, thus streng t-
ening French falith. in the ultimate

i of the colonies. . )
vu':lt‘lc;zy real drama began with his
greatest accomplishmgnt, the v1ct<€lt;%
of the Bon Homme Richard over 1e
Serapis—the atest—that 1is, ]
one considers a man’s ’preparatlox}t 0
be implied in his reaction to thefs:t I111-
ation. The very magnitude oWh e
victory was against him. A en
drama begins with climax, thf?: orctzg
of the protagonist turns otten
lesser uses, OT is dissipated by somg
constant deterrent. That ‘happene
to Paul Jones. The unfailing deter-
rent was, of course, the Congress,
plus Jones’ own bent for large plarllg
and vigorous action. There Wotlh
be little question that, if glveg 3
opportunity, he would have prolucet:
results on the sieadsecond only to

ington’s on land.
W?cl)l u;gct)ner, for example, had he
returned to France with the Drake

in tow, than his beloved Ranger was °

taken from him, sent back to the
States by the American Commission-
ers, obviously on orders from Con-
gress. To this day no one knows
exactly why. Then, for five months,
he had no ‘opportunity to fight.
The French promised him a com-
mand, but repeatedly the minister
of marine, Marquis de Sartine, put
him off. So anxious was Jones to
carry on that he besought one of
his earliest friends in Paris, the
Duchess de Chatres, mother of Louis
Philippe, to intercede with Louis
XVI, the locksmith,

THE_king then ordered de Sartine
to supply him with a fighting ves-
sel. The best they could find was the
Duras,, a bulky transport of many
years' usage. The Duchess gave
Jones $47,000 for reconditioning,
Joyously, he overhauled and equipped
it—new spars and rigging, new ar-
tillery, and Some old French guns to
round out his complement. He still
had the sturdiest men from the
Ranger, who would not leave him.,
With a princely bow to Franklin, he
changed the name to Bon Homme
Rwh_.ard.
His good fortune grew. Now he
was to have a whole squadron of
French and American ships, with
himself as commander-in-chief. The
added vessels had French captains,
except the Alliance, which had come
over from America, commanded by a
strange, unbalanced officer in the
érican navy, Landais by name.
Jones was in his glory. The squad-
ron of Seven ships sailed August 14,
1779, to raid the English coast, and
levy millions from the larger cities.
.Treachery rode the wind with
him. Secrqt orders had been issued
by the marine ministry to each ship's
captain that the squadron was not
really under the complete command
of Jones, They were to give him
outward obedience, but

the matter was, Congress
would have argued him
off the floor.

Perhaps he really was
a romantic egotist, for
the first thing he did was
to make a little raid on
Whitehaven, in sight of
his birthplace, and near
the estate of the Earl of
Selkirk on St. Mary’s Isle,
where he had played as a
boy. Very humble he was
then, the son of a lewly
gardener and a lady's
maid—but now he was
captain in the navy of the
United States of Ameri-
ca! He couldn’t refrain
from confiscating the
Earl’s silver plate to show
who was head man now.
He returned it later,
which again was quite in
character. In his Journal
Jones says he made the

*] tell you, pal, we're about to make historyl’

each could handle his ship
as he wished, and take it
where he wanted. All
unity of action was de-
stroyed. The happiest
warrior in the world was
the loneliest commander
alive. He realized later
that France had no wish
to see an American navy
dim or menace her own.
There is an even chance
that Jones would have
sailed on into the Chan-
nel, even if he had known
the unhappy truth. Desti-
ny whispered. Harm’s
way was his way. .

Then, ship by ship, his
squadron melted away—
first the Monsieur, which,
it is believed, Marie An-
toinette bought for Jones;
then the Cerf dropped
out; then Landais with
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the Alliance; then the
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revolutionists. Change was the or-
der. Gradually his health failed.
Notables and friends were often with
him, and the golden past was sel-
dom out of his thoughts. Bright’s
disease set in. He was indeed in
harm'’s way. He grew very weak and
swollen. He spent the days in a ham-
mock, such as sailors use, gently
rocked by the hand of Aimée de Tel-
lison. He died July 18, 1792, at 45.

I__IE HAD accomplished much,
planned more. Yet over and
again he met disappointment and
frustration, so often that all the
fault could not have been the other
fellows’. The men who badgered him
undoubtedly had their reasons. He
met their requirements readily
enough, but failed dismally in his

“Hugh, did you see our new car?”
Tom blurted. “We're all driving
home in it. You can see it from the
window. Boy, it’s a beaut! Oh look,
there’s Franz. Come on down . . .”

I left Mr. Earnshaw then and fol-
lowed the staccato of the boys’ feet
down two flights and out the front
door to the white-columned portico.
Curved around a broad, green lawn
was the drive where the car was sta-
tioned.

Three figures were standing be-
fore its gleaming flanks in studied
appraisal. On Tom’s flushed face
blind pride of possession had yielded
‘ic]g more (g:t_:ieptive appreciation. “Get

in...TI oing to t
her out.” Tm going Y

. Hugh alertly climbed in after Tom,
his lighted face reflecting Tom’s
Pleasure. The third figure started
to follow. My steps quickened, im-
gelled by a curious excitement.

Tom,” T called.
Franz!”

“Sorry, mother. Franz—my moth-
er. My mother—Franz.”

The engine under Tom’s urging
was panting to be off, but the smile
Franz turned on me was unhurried.
He took my hand in a firm, fresh

“I haven't met

p.

“It is delightful of you to invite
us to your home,” Franz said. “I
hope you didn’t make yourself too
much trouble.”

Ismiled mechanically. My thoughts
were churning. Tom’'s sketchy ac-
counts had given me no warning that

ranz was so breath-takingly hand-
Some. He was one of the handsomest
People I had ever seen.

A blond Norseman standing in the
brow of some ocean-tossed boat
might have looked like that; chal-
lenging the blue-white fingers of the
waves, the icy breath of the wind;
clear-eyed, solitary and unafraid.
What was it I had expected? Why
was this impression so convincing
yet so hard to accept? You couldn't
hate this person if you wanted to.
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congressional relations as a whole.
Neither he nor Congress understood
each other. He could not say or do
to Congress what Congress could do
to him; and Congress used its new
power with a high hand.

There was no wavering of his be-
lief in American freedom. He ad-
mired his country wholeheartedly.
With clear-thinking people, high and
low, he was at ease; but with argu-
mentative politicians, of variable
viewpoints, he was at his worst. He
could not find a stafus quo with his
highly vocal opponents. When thrown
back on himself, defeated, the least
liked of his characteristics stood out
baldly. He was polished, vain, imag-
inative, self-staging,  generous—
traits that were outside the ken of
vociferous, hardboiled politicians,

The Réad Home

(Continued from page 7)

There was nothing here to hate.
“Come on Franz,” called Tom.
Franz turned, and as he leaped on

the running board, he suddenly be-
came a boy again . . just a Kennil-
bury school boy in maroon trunks
and sweatshirt. Tires cracked
against pebbles and the proud new
car pranced down the road.

I fell under Franz’s spell as com-
pletely as any boy or master at Ken-
nilbury. It’s hard to say why Franz
gripped our imaginations so, but the
spell lingers with me yet. As I write
this I can almost see him coiled in
the big library chair across from me,
ready to spring into action the in-
stant there was something to do.

In some ways it was hard to real-
ize that Franz was any different
from Tom’s childhood friends who
made the cellar walls ring with the
timpani of ping-pong balls or who
gathered in the front room for a
jam session.

I tried to think as Franz might
be thinking, to see my shabby old
house through his eyes, as golf clubs
tripped the unwary leg and tennis
rackets diminished the seating ca-
pacity of all downstairs rooms.

What was his home like, I won-
dered. I couldn’t place Franz on a
farm in East Prussia with mother,
father and sisters. What was his
mother like? How did his mother
manage ?

“The same as you. The same as
you,” he replied to all my questions.

Perhaps it was the same, I tried
to think, Franz was just a simple
person from a simple family. And
then I had occasion to remember
that phrase from one of Tom’s let-
ters, “Franz is a swell guy if you're
careful about certain topics.”

We were at dinner one night, and
watching the unbelievable guantities
of food sliding down Franz's throat,
noticing his astonishment at the
constant supply of butter, I felt a
pang of sympathy.

“It must be difficult to get food in

‘He saw perfection, and sometimes
reached it. That was his reward.

He had seen the everyday people
of Europe come to the helm. He be-
lieved in the ability of our people, in
time, to develop a sanely rounded
government, guided by men sincerely
representing the national ideals.

He knew that the heartache and
frustration which he himself had
suffered were the fault not of a young
and Inexperienced nation, but of the
politicians who ran it.

And so, John Paul Jones, the
greatest name in the history of our
navy, died in poverty in a foreign
land. At the end his was not bitter-
ness, merely a tragic sense of disap-
pointment. The man who tried to
glve so much, at the last, held in his
hand only a medal,

Germany,” Iremarked thoughtlessly.

Franz stiffened. “We have plenty
to eat.”

“But Franz, is it as easy to get
food there as it is here ?”

Franz hesitated. “Not quite so
easy. But we are glad to make any
sacrifice for the Fatherland.”

A scowl crossed Tom’s face. “‘Stop
bothering him, mother,” he said
through a mouthful of potato.
“Wouldn't you get sick of being pes-
tered all the time. ‘Is it this way in
Germany? Is it that way in Ger-
ma}‘ny?’ I'd get fed up.”

Franz's manners are better than
yours,” I answered quietly. I turned
to Franz. “I hope it doesn’t bother
you when I ask questions. That's
what you’re in this country for—so
you can find out about us, and we
can find out about you. Didn’t you
have a totally different impression
of America before you came here?”

Interested, his guard dropped for
a moment. “Yes,” he said eagerly.
“I did.”

“Didn’t your newspapers print
only the sensational things about
America ?”’

Realizing that he must make no
such admission, Franz shrugged si-
lently. Imperviousness was flung
around him like a cape, I thought
with irritation . . light, limber, but
strongly woven.

“You haven't seen any lynchings
or any gangsters, have you?”

“No-0,” Franz reluctantly admit-
ted. “But I saw a strike! I saw a
man in New York with a poster—
here!” He tapped his chest..

“Oh, Franz—" My voice was trou-
bled. “Can’t you see how they‘re
fooling you? You can’t talk. You
can read only what they want you to
read.”

“We can talk,” said Franz lightly.
“We say what we please.”

“Even against Hitler?”’

Franz’s smile was enigmatic.
“Why should anyone talk against
the Fuehrer ? The youth of the coun-






Mr. Earnshaw rose and came
toward me. His usually pleasant face
was pale and serious. “Is Tom gradu-
ating?”’ I asked almost before he
could get out his greeting. He
smiled. “Yes, with flying colors. The
marks have just been posted.”

Giddy with relief, I started chat-
tering, about my drive, about Franz
and Hugh and the spring vacation.
But I began to sense that something
was wrong here. Instead of the clamp
of boys’ feet up and down the broad
stairs, the high shouts of greeting
—footsteps shuffled past, voices
seemed to be held in leash, intense
and restrained.

“Where are the boys?” I asked
suddenly.

“Your boys?’ Mr. Earnshaw's
smile seemed strained to me. “In
the rookery. Would you like to go
up and see them ?”

. “Dare I plunge into that mascu-
line stronghold ?”

“T'll come with you.”

Tom’s greeting was cordial. A
shade too cordial, I thought. “I'm
so glad you passed,” I told him. “I’'m
very proud of you.”

“Aw, it’s nothing.” Abruptly he
turned his head away, but I could
see that his lips were twitching.

Both Hugh and Franz had shaken
hands with me soberly. Now they
were sitting at their desks—the
desks that told so much about them.
They weren't studying or reading.

€y were just sitting. Hugh’s face
was even more drawn and narrow
than usual. And as I looked into

anz's eyes, there seemed to be a
dark shadow across them.

SOMETHING heavy was pressing
down on this school, on this
room. I could feel its weight on Mr.
Earnshaw, on the three young faces
e£ore me,
£ Is anything the matter ?” I turned
1‘9‘11’1 one to another helplessly.
Course not. What could be the
matter ?” said Tom grufily.
I Mr. Earnshaw caught my eye, and
8wiftly followed him into his own
:gl,dy at the other end of the rook-
“Is it Tom 7
“Not Tom.”
We sat down, and Mr. Earnshaw
offered me a cigarette. My hands
were shaking as I took it. The weight
:ggmed to be pressing down on me,
“A boy has just been expelled on
the eve of graduation,” he said. “His
ﬁiaxgli 1s Storm. You may know of
I waited uncomfortably. Somehow
I fslt there was more to it than that.
He was expelled for cheating on
eéxaminations. He copied another
Oy S math paper. There’s not the
Slightest doubt about it. But you
See, he isn’t the only guilty party.
e boy who let Storm see his ex-

I asked breathlessly.

amination paper is also to blame. ;
The faculty is meeting now to decide

what to do.”

I waited, a cold hard lump in my
chest.

“It's Franz,” said Mr. Earnshaw,
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“No!” The monosyllable was
pulled out of me, sharp and protest-
ing. “There must be some mistake.”

“There’s no mistake. On Storm’s
paper were a number of German
mathematical signs which only
Franz uses.” .

“Maybe Franz didn’t realize—"

“He must have known it was
wrong, Mrs. Allen. But I ca_n’t help
believing he has some justification
in his own mind, even though he re-
fuses to defend himself.” :

I gripped the wooden arm of my
chair, pressed it until my fingers
turned white. ‘“What will they do
with him ?” o

Mr. Earnshaw tapped out his ciga-
rette. “They think he should be ex-
pelled, too. They’d expel him in a
minute, but for one thing. It means
a concentration camp for Franz
when he gets back to Germany. A
disgrace to the Nazi party, you
know.”

HE walls of the study seemed to

recede, then rush back toward me.
Thoughts boiled in my head like
rapids, swirling cross-currents pull-
ing me first this way, then that.

The school had its standards, its
rules, its discipline. That was one
thing Franz had been able to under-
stand. Now he would see the effect
of their ruthless administration.
That, too, he would undprstand be-
cause that was the Nazi way. But
my heart cried with sympathy for
him.

Mr. Earnshaw’s face was bleak
and lined. “Franz is one of the finest
people I have ever met,” he added
simply. "

“I'm going to see the headmaster,
I said.

MADE my way down the two
l flights of stairs to the hall.’ The
fanlight above the headmaster's of-
fice was still bright. I stood there in
the dark hall while the door opened
and teachers straggled out. There
were a few brokein words, then foot-
steps going quietly away. .

l\ﬁr.glVIov%rg.y was alone at his desk
when I entered the office. Chairs,
lined against the wall and grouped
by his desk were still warm, but
empty. He rose quickly, came around
the desk to shake hands. The face
beneath his crown of white hair was
tired. . .

“I'm glad to see you,” he §a1d
warmly. “Tom has done splendld’ly.
He has honors in two subjects. I've
never seen a boy start so slowly g.nd
wind up in such a blaze of glory.

I smiled weakly. A few minutes
ago, words like those would have
been golden. Now Franz’s face swam
.before me. I saw his eyes, shadowed
by the horrer of what lay ahead.
“Perhaps it was the example set py
Tom’s splendid roommates,” I said.
There was silence. Then Mr. Mow-
ray beckoned me to a chair, and sat
down heavily behind his desk.

“What are you going to do about
Franz?” I said at last.

“In Franz’s country,” Mr. Mowray
answered slowly, “what Franz has

just done would not be tolerated.
They have a great contempt for
weakness, the Nazis. Discipline is
the only language they understand,
and the only language Franz under-
stands. Also I've been wondering
whether it’s fair to expel one boy
and let the other go scot free.”

I recalled the haunted look in
Franz's eyes, the look I had not rec-
ognized up in the rookery, but knew
now. And I felt with the white light
of certainty that he had not gone
scot free. That his punishment was
in himself. Haltingly, I told Mr.
Mowray that.

He nodded. ‘“And of course the
contrast in the records of the two
boys is enormous. Storm is a
thoughtless, happy-go-lucky scamp.
He has been warned time and time
again about cheating. We've given
him all the rope in the world to hang
himself. But up to now there have
been no black marks on Franz’s rec-
ord. I'm afraid his generosity was
his undoing.”

Suddenly the tired mask fell from
his face and his eyes softened. “Don’t
worry any more, Mrs. Allen. I
think—we all think—too much of
Franz to deliver him up to the
Nazis.”

My eyes were hot with unshed
tears.

“But you mustn't tell him,” he
warned. “Let him think it over a
bit, between now and tomorrow.”

THE last speaker had droned out

his last platitude. The Glee Club,

with Hugh very solemn among the
tenors, had sung the last notes of
the “Road to Mandalay”. And now
proud parents were rising from the
uncomfortable benches which punc-
tuated the lawn, and proud students
were brandishing cups and football
letters and diplomas. Some started
straggling down the drive to their
cars. Others clustered in conversa-
tional knots around the harried
teachers. Class Day was over.

I had three sons graduating to-
day, not one. “Honors in two sub-
jects, fine!” I put an arm around
Tom’s firm shoulders. “And Hugh
got the prize for the best English
theme of the year,” I added Smiling
at him. Hugh beamed with happy
embarrassment.

“And Franz—" My eyes turned to
the tall, fair-haired figure beside me.,
‘“The highest honors in the school.”

“Mrs. Allen—" Franz's voice was
husky. “T'd like to speak to you.”

We walked away from the others
and stood under a tall tree where
the late afternoon sun dappled the
ground. Franz’s blue eyes darkened.
There was none of the light impervi-
ousness about him he had worn like
a cape before. It seemed to have
fallen from him completely.

“How shall I express all my
thankfulness—"' he began.

“I didn’t do it, Franz,” I told him.
“They all did it. Every one of them.
Because they like you so.”

He reached for my hand and held
it, as if it were something to cling
to in 2 world which was whirling






The matter was carried to the courts
and Belmont won the litigation.
Ryan felt so keenly about the whole
thing that when his lawyer, Charles
Evans Hughes, was elected Governor
of New York, the bill was passed
which closed all tracks in the State
in 1911 and ’12. It was a great dis-
appointment to all.

The largest fee ever given a jock-
ey, a young fortune amounting to
$38,850 for one race, grew out of a
Stock Exchange tiff between William
C. Whitney and James R. Keene, the
California boy wonder of Wall
Street. Whitney was so anxious to
beat Keene’s horse, Tommy Atkins,
in the 1900 Futurity, that he in-
duced the famous Tod Sloan to re-
turn from England to ride Ballyhoo
Bey in the race. Sloan received
$5,000 for expenses and was tossed
the entire purse of $33,850 when he
rode Ballyhoo Bey to victory with
Tommy Atkins third.

SI\{APPER Garrison, another great
Jockey of that era, didn't make
out so well in a feud he unwittingly
instigated. He started the rumpus
which led to the famous Salvator-
Tenny atch race, more or less im-
mortalized in Ella Wheeler Wilcox’s
Poem, “My Horse Won”. Garrison
was aboard Tenny in the 1890 Subur-
ban at Sheepshead Bay when he fin-
ished third to Salvator, ridden by
ﬁe cﬁlebrated Negro jockey, Isaac

y.

“L should’'ve won the race by a
hundred yards,” the Snapper
Snapped upon returning to the pad-
dock. He was so burned up that he
offered to bet $10,000 with James
Ben Al Haggin, Salvator’s owner,
on a match race. Haggin replied he
would be enchanted to oblige, but
Dave Pulsifer, owner of Tenny,
feared'Garrison would ride a poor
race with so much at stake and de-
clined to let his horse take up the
challenge. Public interest forced the
race, however, and shortly before
the bugle called the horses to the
Post, Garrison sent out commission-
 €rs with $15,000 of his own money to
bet on Tenny. He never saw the
bundle again.” Murphy won decisive-
ly with Salvator.

Pride and prejudice impelled a
man to sacrifice an Olympic cham-
Plonship, the highest prize amateur
Sport knows, to settle a private
grudge which had emerged from a
casual rivalry. When the finest
athletes of all'the nations converged
on Los Angeles in 1932 for the blue-
ribbon track and field events, the
outstanding runners in the galaxy of
stars were two Americans, Ben
Eastman and Bill Carr. There were
few better. ‘

Eastman, the Stanford flyer, was
breaking world records for the quar-
ter- and half-mile regularly in prac-
tice and was regarded by all as a
cinch to win either race he chose to
enter. Unfortunately, however, East-
man elected to concentrate on the
400-meter in the intercollegiate cham-
pionships. That was his first mistake,
for Carr, the Penn stylist, defeated
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him soundly in record-breaking time.

American Olympic authorities
were ecstatic. Carr would cool off
foreign stars at 400 meters and
Eastman would be free to point for
the 800-meter event, giving the
United States two sure-shot winners
in important races. Eastman, how-
ever, was determined to avenge his
outraged pride by competing in the
400-meter race in the national cham-
pionships two weeks later. Lawson
Robertson, Carr’s coach and the man
in charge of the American team,
pleaded with Eastman to devote his
attention to 800 meters, where the
team was not particularly strong.
Dink Templeton, Eastman’s coach,
suspected Robertson was trying to
give his boy a fast sales talk and
advised Eastman to even the score
with Carr. That was the second mis-
take. Carr won the nationals in
46.9 seconds, a new world record.
Still, Eastman and Templeton were
not convinced. Carr defeated East-
man in the Olympic finals in the
amazing time of 46.2 seconds. Not
long afterward Eastman ran a half-
mile in 1:49.8, the 1.dentlcal time
which won the Olympic 800—and a
half-mile is six yards longer than

00 meters. .
8 The boxing brethren hate with an
intensity which often sends mnocezit
bystanders fleeing to the storm cet -
lars. Cutting off bashed beaks to
spite pulverized pans 1S a comxlnaoxﬁ
occurrence in the fight _racket. tg
Fitzsimmons resented Jim Corbett’s
hoity-toity manners, believing Gen-
tleman Jim’'s suave act was a per-
sonal affront to him, a §1mple ?:;n
of the soil. Fitz, after winning tne
heavyweight champl.onshlp from
Corbett, never gave his adversary a
return bout, although public interest
was at fever-pitch and the match
would have meant a small fortune

to him.

oney in the bank and the
prg‘iegclan Mil}{’e Jacobs now enjoys
as czar of the boxing racket were
fashioned from a first-class feud be-
tween the late Joe Jacobs and Jimmy
Johnston. It started in 1932 when
Joe Jacobs’ Max Schmeling lost the
decision to Johnston’s Jack Sharkey
in a fight for the heavyweight title.
That was the night J oseph enriched
the folklore of America by grabbing
the microphone after the.decl‘s‘lon
was announced and screaming, “We
wuz robbed!” Jacobs hmted,darkly
of skulduggery on Johnston’s part
and James, y-clept the Boy Bandit,
answered in kind. Presently, Johns-
ton was appointed a matchmaker at
Madison Square Garden, the firm
which had a tight monopoly on the
promotion of the heavyweight cham-

ionship fights.

> At thli)s goint Mike Jacobs galloped
on the scene with the first serial
rights to Joe Louis, the uncrowned
champion. Joseph, his namesake,
still had chattel rights to Schmeling,
regarded as the best opponent in
sight for Louis. Remembering his
grudge against Johnston, Joe signed
with Mike for a Louis-Schmeling
fight. Mike thereupon muscled

Johnston out of Madison Square
Garden, then conducted himself ac-
cording to the strict code of the
racket by giving the back of his
neck to Joe’s Schmeling, who had
knocked out Louis and therefore
rated first crack at Champion Jimmy
Braddock. Both feudists wound up
with a handful of frustration.

li)VE means nothing in tennis, both
in the scoring of points and the
underscoring of personalities. Rank-
ing stars seem to have a constitu-
tional inability to disassociate the
personal issue from the actual play-
ing of the game and in this respect
the little women, the lovely ladies
who are supposed to live for love,
really thrive on hate,

The Helen Wills-Helen Jacobs mad
was the most virulent in the game
and: was typical of the manner in
which these silly things are born.
Both were in pig-tails when they be-
gan pouting at one another at Berke-
ley, Calif. The first overt act of
hog.tlhty 18 supposed to have tran-
spired when Miss Wills cast the
black-ball which kept Miss Jacobs
out of .2 sorority at the University
of California. That made Miss Ja-
cobs sore.

The Cahforni.a Tennis Association
had been sending Miss Wills East
for the major tournaments ever since
she was fifteen. When Miss Jacobs,
two years younger, was ready for
her first swing around the grand
circuit, the Association refused to
finance her trip. Friends of Miss
gacobsulralsedbthe necessary money

y popular subscription.

Mi’f’g Wil}s Sore, P That made

Ime 1S supposed to be the great
healer, but it merely aggravategrthe
animosity between the two Helens.
The climax came in the finals of the
1933 national singles when Helen I
walked out on Miss Jacobs in the
decisive set with the latter leading,
3-0. It was Miss Jacobs’ first victory
in eight matches with her gal chum
and the explanation that Mrs, Moody
was suffering from a lame back
sounded like more of the same to
the Jacobs rooters.

Few opponents expressed great
fondness for Mrs. Moody, who al-
ways was rather aloof and cold. Mrs.
Molla Bjurstedt Mallory had a cor-
dial dislike for Mrs. Moody which
was second only to her scorn for the
great Suzanne Lenglen, It was Mrs.
Mallory’s very definite conviction
that Mlle. Lenglen was a grand-
stander of the most flagrant type
and that opinion was confirmed with-
out a shadow of a doubt during the
last years of Mrs. Mallory’s eight-
year reign as champion.

The payoff in their strained rela-
tions came in a match at Forest Hills
twenty years ago. With Mrs. Mal-
lory leading by a wide margin, the
sensitive, overwrought Mademoiselle
was overwhelmed by a convenient
crying jag and ran off the court,
shrieking that she was too ill to con-
tinue. La Lenglen really was a very
sick gal that day. She was darn’
near griped to death.












and part of the North Transept have
been open for nearly ten years.

Of importance is building of more
mundane nature. New Federal build-
ings are going up next to the Mall.
Eventually here will be the largest
group of the office buildings of the
Government. Completed not so long
ago was the Department of Justice

dinner call there was no Drum. Poor
Drum was dead, lying half - sub-
merged in the muddy waters of Big
Creek.

In a community as small as War-
rensburg it wasn’t long before the
news of his favorite hound’s death
was relayed to Burden. From his
two-room cabin less than a mile
away from Hornsby’s place Burden
sent a wrathy message demanding
satisfaction. But with the stubborn-
ness that sometimes is the result of
a guilty conscience Hornsby refused
to acknowledge any responsibility

- for the death of a dog that after all
had been trespassing and to his way
of thinking was no better than any
other sheep-killing canine.

Feeling ran high between the two.
Burden, convinced that Drum had
been the innocent victim of the mis-
deeds of other dogs, engaged the
firm of Philips and Vest to institute
suit for damages. The doughty Mr.
Hornsby enlisted the services of
Crittenden and Cockrell to defend
him. O.ddl.y enough, most of the le-
gal principals concerned rose to
prominence later. Attorneys. Vest
and Cockrell were to become

Building. Weekdays except Satur-
days visitors may see the Finger-
Print Division, and the Crime Labo-

. ratory, filled with criminal weapons.

No one could want to leave Wash-
ington without seeing Arlington Na-
tional Cemetery. It is a Cemetery
in which every American bows his
head before a sleeping assemblage

Your Dog-

(Continued from page 16)

poor Old Drum seemed well-nigh for-
gotten. With this, the fourth court
battle, Burden was again the winner,
the jury in the Common Pleas Court
awarding him $50.

Burden, suing for $200, had the
case reopened and the fifth hearing
was set for September 23rd, 1870.

It was one of those typical Fall
days, or is there such? Shucks, there
is, you know—bright, but with that
haze which mellows distance and is
accompanied by a faint odor of
burning leaves—or wood.

The little courthouse, which has
stood for all these years, was
crowded. An interested overflow
denied entrance milled around among
the carryalls, buggies and farmer’s
teams outside. The consensus of
opinion held that Bu;den should
have been satisfied with the $50
verdict. In fact, public feelmg, was
running decidedly in Hornsby’s fa-
vor. After all, $50 for the life of a
hound dog, the duplicate of which
could be found on almost any farm,
was a lot of money. But not so, to
Charlie Burden. He remembered all
of Drum’s winning ways and he still

of generals and privates and all the
ranks between, for here lie thirty
thousand soldiers. The land, which
was originally in the family of
Martha Washington, lies across the
Potomac, atop Virginia’s rolling
hills, and the Nation’s own Cemetery
broods watchfully over the seat of
the Nation’s living Government,

missed the appeal of Drum’s soft
brown eyes and the dog’s unflinching
loyalty. For Burden there was no
duplicate of Drum—anywhere.

But the citizenry was getting fed
up with the case. As one expressed
it as he shifted his tobacco from his
right cheek to the left, “It’s a might
of fuss to make over just one ornery
dawg. I could git me a hound as
good anywheres.”

Inside the courtroom the same
opinion seemed to prevail although
there was a dissenting voice here
and there. The whole thing had be-
come intensely personal. Up in
front near the judge's bench, the at-
torneys were fussing with their pa-
pers, holding close-mouthed confer-
ences preliminary to the opening of
the trial.

APPING sharply on his desk, the
R judge called the court to order
and the trial began. Long before it
was over both spectators and jury
alike were bored, some of them half
asleep. As the trial progressed it
became plain that the sentiment
more and more favored Hornsby;

that the $50 verdict previ-

United States Senators from
Missouri while Crittenden
was subsequently elected
Governor of that State.

The trial opened before
the Justice of the Peace and
resulted in a hung jury. But
the easy-going Burden’s dan-
der was up and again Lon
Hornsby was obliged to de-
fend himself. This second
trial too ended in a stale-
mate.. Burden with bulldog
tenacity figuratively had his
tqeth .locked on Hornsby’s
windpipe and would not let
g0 his hold. January, 1870,
Saw another trial of the case,
this time with a verdict of
$25 in favor of Charlie Bur-
den. Hornsby, just as tena-
Clous, instructed his legal
battery to enter a motion
for a new trial, which was
allowed. In the meanwhile
these courtroom skirmishes
began to attract more than
local attention and if you
lived anywhere in the Coun-
ty at that time you were
either pro-Burden or pro-
Hornsby. The legal aspects
of the case almost over-
shadowed the cause of it;

“The man said he’s a cross between an afghan and a
cigar store Indian, but | think he was only joking.”

ously rendered was sufficient
damages for the death of
Drum. Burden’s case seemed
hopeless and this hopeless-
ness was reflected in the
stony attitude of the jury
each time his counsel arose
to address the court.

As the trial drew to ga
close, attorney Philips
nudged his colleague George
Graham Vest who up to that
time had sat inert at the
counsel table, his thoughts
apparently miles away from
the case of Old Drum.
“George,” said Philips,
“Come to life, man. It’s up
to you now to wind up this
thing. You'll have to make
the concluding speech.”

Vest slowly arose to his
feet, turned and faced the
j “Gentlemen of the
Jury”, he said in a soft voice
entirely devoid of emotion
and his manner free from all
gestures, ‘“the best friend a
man has in the world may
turn against him and become
his enemy. His son or daugh-
ter that he has reared with
loving care may prove un-
grateful. Those who are
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Fort Morgan, Colo., Lodge Honors
Its Twenty-five Year Members

A banquet, with an attendance of 125,
preceded an outstanding meeting held
recently by Fort Morgan, Colo., Lodge,
No. 1143, in honor of its 25-year mem-
bers. Past Grand Exalted Ruler John
R. Coen, of Sterling, Colo., Lodge, a
former member of No. 1143, delivered
an inspiring address in the capacity
filled lodge room.

ER. Everett W. Schlosser opened
the lodge session and then turned the
meeting over to George A. Epperson
who acted as General Chairman during
the presentation of Elk emblems to the
32 members of the 25-year class. Grand
Tiler Jacob L. Sherman and Past Grand
Esteemed Loyal Knight Milton L. An-
fenger of Denver gave short talks. In-
teresting is the fact that nine of the
32 members were initiated by P.E.R.
H. C. Giese, while 12 of them joined the

lodge when Mr. Coen was serving as
Secretary.

East Chicago, Ind., Lodge Gives
Flags to Local Draft Boards

A beautiful silk American flag was
given recently by East Chicago, Ind.,
Lodge, No. 981, to each of two local
draft boards, Numbers 5 and 6. Officials
of both_ boargis attended the ceremonies.

Partxcipatmg' in the presentation were
E.R. David T. Rosenthal, P.E.R.’s Rus-
sell F Robinson and Allen P. Twyman
who is Cha.irma.n_of Draft Board No. 5,
and Ray W. Feik, Superintendent of
Public Schools and a member of the
Crippled Children’s Committee of No.
981. The lodge has received public

commendation for its
patriots oaon. generosity and

Asheville, N.C., Lodge to Build

Movuntain Cottage for Recreation

Through the work of the Trustees of
bAshevine, N. C., Lodge, No. 1401, headed
by Plato D. Ebbs, during the past few
years, a new lodge home has been built,

decorated and furnished. The officers
and members are exceedingly proud of
having one of the best homes in the
section. The building has been praised
highly by members of other lodges who
have dropped in on No. 1401 or attended
its meetings and social affairs.

A recent proposal to build a recrea-
tion cottage in the nearby mountains
was received with enthusiasm. E.R.
Worth E. McKinney appointed a com-
mittee to act in cooperation with the
trustees in the formulation of plans for
a summer home with adequate facilities
for the entertainment of the members
and visiting Elks. Members of the Order
in large numbers come annpally as tour-
ists to enjoy the season in the Great
Smoky Mountain lands.

Two Committees Handle Charity
Work of Providence, R.I., Lodge

A delegation of Elks from Providence,
R.I., Lodge, No. 14, paid one of their
periodical visits to St. Joseph’s Hospital
Annex at Hillsgrove, R. 1., not long ago.
Gifts were distributed among the pa-
tients and a vaudeville show was pre-
sented. Acting on behalf of the commit-
tee, E.R. Walter J. Friel made the pres-
entation to the hospital of an appropri-
ate gift—a machine for washing, wax-
ing and drying floors. Edward J_ Coyle
was in charge of the afternoon’s cere-
monies.

Providence Lodge continues to com-
mand plenty of attention in southern
New England because of its charitable
record in aiding so many groups a.nd
individuals in need of a hglping hand.
The Social and Community Welfare
Committee, headed by Lieut. william
McTernan, and the Lodge Activities
Committee, headed by John C. Buck}iegr,
have been praised highly for their fine
work. Thousands of pairs of :shoes(i
sneakers, stockings and overshoes, 8£n
quantities of underwear, sweaters, etc.,
have been distributed among chxldrﬁl,
regardless of creed or color. The wee g
Saturday evening Charity Party is
prime factor in raising funds.

Virginia City, Mont., Lodge
Initiates Its Largest Class

Virginia City, Mont., Lodge, No. 390,
initiated the largest class of new mem-
bers in its history recently. After the
meeting the lodge was host to 225 mem-
bers and visiting Elks and their ladies
at a dance and entertainment. Througu-
out the evening a turkey supper was
served in the kitchen, buffet style, a
novel and popular feature.

Thirty-eight of the 40 candidates
elected to rhembership for the occasion
were initiated. Two were sons of
charter members. In addition, two Elks
were affiliated by dimit. From a per-
centage standpoint the lodge deserves
a high rating on the size and caliber of
the class which included the county
sheriff, the local postmaster and seven
school teachers. All of the candidates
were responsible and influential men of
the county. Virginia City has a popula- ,
tion of but 275; the county is the
jurisdiction from which the lodge draws
its membership. Short talks were made
by D.D. Joseph Sullivan of Anaconda,
State Vice-Pres. Frank Venable, Butte,
State Trustee C. M. Holbert, Virginia
City, P.D.D. L. Ott Gordon, Dillon, E.R.
Leo C. Musburger, Virginia City, an¢
E.R. Frank J. O’Keefe, Dillon. Mr.
Holbert and Mr. Venable also addressed
the ladies who were entertained with gz
special program, including bingo, dur-
ing the lodge session.

As an added feature, prizes were
awarded for various merits and gc-
complishments to C. M. Holbert for
being a member of the lodge the longest
continuous period of years, Howard
WeatherwaX, a visitor having the
longest continuous record as an Elk,
J. C. Roberts of Spokane for being the
Elk farthest from his home lodge,
Mr. Sullivan, District Deputy, for being
the smallest Elk present, and Mr. ang
Mrs. Robert E. Gohn, adjudged the best
waltzers. The Exalted Ruler and hig
committees were credited with the suc-
cess with which the program wag
carried out.

An Appeal from the G
to Every Officer of Our Subordinate Lodges and the

Members of the Pershing Class

rand Exalted Ruler

same thing and I desire to commend this
gorsgoa&?is'ity on their part as members of our Order,

This is our February and March program. A new
member by each lodge officer. A new member secured
through the effort of every member of the Pershing
Class in your lodge. I am depending on you to make
the Grand Exalted Ruler’s and Subordinate Lodge
Officers’ Class a success.

May I express the hope that I may meet you all
face to face in Philadelphia in July and thank you
for what you have done in building our Order’s
membership to what it should be as America's greatest
patriotic fraternity ?

Sincerely and fraternally yours,

OU have already heard from Colonel William H.

Kelly, the very able Chairman of the Grand

Lodge Activities Committee, regarding the Grand
Exalted Ruler’s and Subordinate Lodge Officers’ Class
which is now being initiated in every lodge during the
months of February and March.

This class will, in my opinion, total fifteen thousand
in number with the splendid cooperation of the newly
elected members of the Pershing Class. If it does,
our Order will have on April first a membership
totaling 500,000 which will be our largest enrollment
It many, many years. -

I am frankly stating to you that this is one of the
Paramount aims of my administration, because I
realize that our ability to serve our country depends
not only upon our patriotic desire to do so, but also
upon our numerical strength.

Won't you, therefore, cooperate with Colonel Kelly
and his Grand Lodge Activities Committee during
these months and each of you present a candidate
to be initiated in your lodge?

The Pershing Class members are also volunteering

GRAND EXALTED RULER
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