






































































































































yard from the shore-boat's side. A
fountain of water rose as high as
her sail and smashed down on her
occupants, drenching them and near-
ly swamping her. The captain’s fu-
rious blasphemy carried all over the
bay:, and as if to add a final touch to
their part of the proceedings the
half-drunk crew came aft in a panic,
shouting they had seen a ghost and
the ship was haunted. What they
had seen was Kanaka Bill himself,
who had been some time in the
fo'cs’le watching his dumbfounded
mates with the greatest satisfac-
tion. . . . “You rats!” swore Mr.
Edwards, with visions of personal
disaster, and drove them back in the
best bucko style of old to discover
the truth for themselves.

Captain Whitman came over the
rail with joy. flooding his venomous
Soul. He sniffed significantly about
among the broken bottles, and took

time to play his cards well. He
questioned the mates with unctuous
propriety, and such of the men as
were able to talk at all. Then he
Summoned Mr. Edwards into the
cabin and delivered his ultimatum.
Mr. Edwards could go ashore with
his pay and his papers. If he chose
igtzfiay by the ship he would be dis-

Mr. Edwards quietl ked his
chest and went. a v packed b

APTAIN Whitman whistled
cheerfully the next morning as

the windlass clacked its pawls and
t}llle cable came in through the hawse.
de had got his rival off the ship un-
€r unbelievably pleasing circum-
Stances. A mate who let the hands
get drunk on a broached whiskey car-
1%1(1)’ and who stood on the poop while
ey tried to murder their captain
by' drpppn;g a weight into the boat
ringing him alongside, such a mate
could never, never hope to secure re-
Spectable employment in any of the
ls1eas Where the story was known. And
es would Spread it, at every port and
foefy opportunity! And the silly
seo of ‘a man, he exulted, didn't
S htjem to realize that by leaving the
P he was losing his chance to
;lc‘;uash the story. The captain was
ci:fl to say what he liked both offi-
of Yy and unefficially, without fear
,Fﬂt‘ectl_ve denial or contradiction.
he trip to Honolulu, whither the
annah Lee was bound to pick up

$21,000,000 on Wall Street in one
day didn’t hurt, either. Philip K.

rigley inherited sole control of the
h}l S and a handsome fortune from
1S father, the chewing gum man.
he Reds, poor relation of the league
Or many years, got up there with the
quality folks after Powel Crosley,
he radio and refrigerator tycoon,
acquired a majority share of the
Stock. The Cardinals, out of the first

division only three times in the last «
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a whale-oil cargo, was the longest,
most tedious passage in her honor-
able career, but easily the most
pleasant Captain Whitman ever en-
joyed. It gave him time to paint
the case as black as possible in his
written report to the owners, and to
linger over the scandalous details
with which he embellished the letter
giving old Captain Taylor the news.
It did occur to him now and then
that Mr. Edwards had gone rather
quietly. But such a thought was as
the shadow of a solitary wisp of
cloud drifting across a summer sky
at high noon. The blow fell in Hono-
lulu like a bolt from the blue.

“What’s this that mate of your's
been doing in La Correga?’ a mas-
ter-mariner acquaintance hailed him
as he walked jauntily away from the
dock.

“Him!"” sneered Captain Whitman,
and began to tell the well-rehearsed

. tale.

But his friend cut him short. It
wasn’t that he wanted. The Spa.ms,h
galleons ? What about them ? Hadn’t
he heard? ... Young Edwards had
found them! ... Young Mr. Edwards
was well on the way to becoming a
millionaire!

IT by bit he gathered in the news,
B each item and detail like 2 ham-
mer blow in his brain. An obliging
ship-chandler was found with a sheaf
of press clippings. He read them

through, and stumbled back into the .

glaring-white sunlight like a man
walking in an unlit room. It was a
dramatic little story. For years a
salvage company had searched for
the lost galleons, and had been on
the point of suspending operations
when young Mr. Edwards walked in.
A fifty percent share if he showed
them the spot where they were ly-
ing. That was his bargain, duly
signed and sealed. And then he had
shown them! Six fathoms deep be-
neath the very spot where the Han-
nah Lee had lain at anchor! Their
grabs had already brought a treas-
ure to the surface. A million dollars
worth in ingots and minted gol’(,i!
“Fifty percent of a million! he
muttered, stumbling on. .
“Yes, Captain,” said Kanaka Bill,
coming up at his elbow. “Mr. Ed-
wards done pretty well. I tell him
where those old Spanish ships are
lying, I see them all there when I

Pennants and Penance

(Continued from page 9)

sixteen years, got that way because
President Sam Breadon, ongmplly
an auto mechanic, had the foresight
to endorse the chain store system,
which has proved to be a satisfactory
substitute for ready money.

The trend toward money as the
basic denominator in baseball has
strapped the romantic, rugged pio-
neers who once hit the jackpot regu-
larly by virtue of their knowledge of
the game and the shrewd deals they

go down. I make tackle fast on a
piece of one the second time, and
Mr. Edwards ask, ‘What’s that?’
when he and me clear the line. I tell
him about all those old ship timbers
shining down there like ghosts of
trees. That's why he go ashore so
quick!” .

“Then it's your half share!” ex-
claimed the captain, with a wild hope
of still undoing Mr. Edwards. “You
found it! It's yours!”

“Mine and his,” Kanaka Bill cor-
rected. “Fifty-fifty! Me and him
partners. See this cable, Captain?
He send for me, tell me come now.
Send me money. You please let me
leave the.ship, eh? Gimme my dis-
charge? Give it to me, Captain—
and I give you ten dollar!”

“I'll give you hell first!” snarled
Captain Whitman, and swung.

ANAKA Bill took the blow on the

slant of a withdrawing cheek-
bone, but went down on his back with
sufficient ostentation to attract the
attention of two policemen, who
crossed the street and, being Kana-
kas themselves, took the captain in
charge. He yielded to Bill's terms
on the threshold of the jail, paid
Bill off with a clean discharge, and
hurried down the pier toward the
refuge of his cabin. Black rage was
in his heart, chagrin embittered him
to the depths of his soul. And
Kanaka Bill followed at his elbow,
talking of Mr. Edwards and the
ships they would buy with their
money, lots and lots of ships, bigger
than the Hannah Lee. But maybe
he would speak to Mr. Edwards to
let the captain have a job on one.

“You ugly nigger!” roared Cap-
tain Whitman, too furious to see
Bill's game. “I'da took the skin
off o’ you and yore damn’ ships if
you didn't have those policemen so
handy!”

“No pleecemen here, Captain,”
said Kanaka Bill pleasantly. “That’s
why I come. You take my skin, I
take yours.”

“Police!” yelled the captain.

But the Kanaka was right—no
police were visible. And without in-
terference from any other source of
law and order, Mr. Edwards’ partner
administered the very daddy of all
the hidings ever inflicted since the
noble and manly art of fisticuffs was
acquired by man,

pulled. In the old, free-and-easy
days, Garry Herrmann, the president
of the Cincinnati club, once clinched
a deal for Bubbles Hargrave, later
the National League batting cham-
pion, by throwing his overcoat into
the transaction. Roger Bresnahan,
then managing the Cardinals, actual-
ly traded a pitcher for a bird dog.
Today such quaint goings-on would
be frowned upon by the sober busi-
ness men in the driver's seat.






ers, who are virtually owned by a
Brooklyn bank. In the last three
years, however, Larry MacPhail has
induced the bankers to permit him
to spend more ready money for
fresh talent than any team in Amer-
ica. Expenditures for Medwick,
Camilli, Higbe, Reese, Vosmik, Owen,
Davis, Wyatt and Walker have added
up to a sum you wouldn’t believe
even if you knew it. For the benefit
of nosey parties, McPhail has spent
close to a half-million dollars for new
players, and that ain’t hay.

_All right. There is the general
picture. What can be done to break
down the monopoly of money, which
is stifling free and equal competi-
tion, the life-blood of baseball? Two
men have come up with original,
feasible ideas in the last twenty
years, but neither brain-child is a
sure-fire panacea for a sick ball club
and a sicker bankroll.

few paragraphs ago mention
was made of the Cardinals’ chain-
Store system as a practical substi-
tute for unrestricted capital. In
1916 Branch Rickey first envisioned
the scheme whereby a major-league
team would subsidize, or buy out-
right, a string of minor-league
franchises for the purpose of con-
trolling teams on which young
players could be developed = until
they were ready for the big time.
Until thenpthe common practice for
a2 major-league team in need of new
players was to go out into the open
market and purchase men to replace
fading veterans. That procedure, of
course, ran into important money
which was not available to Rickey.
In 1919 the Cardinals made their
3t cash purchase of a player. They
Paid Kansas City a modest $10,000
for Pitcher Jess Haines and in the
next seventeen years Haines pro-
ceeded to win 210 ball games. Very
shortly, as baseball time is reckoned,
the Cardinals rose to the top spot
In the National League. From 1926
through 1934 the team won five
Pennants with players brought up
from their farms® or acquired in
Straight trades. In the last decade
the Cardinals have led the parade
only once, despite the colorful Gas-
house Gang with concentration of
Such talent gs Frisch, Medwick, Du-
rocher and the Dean brothers.
The reason for the decline of the
Cardinals is obvious. Other teams
followed their lead in building farm
S8ystems and the cost of operating
Same increased sharply with imita-
%10]1. The price of minor-league
rgnchlses skyrocketed, sandlotters
;:W 0 once were happy to get a chance
© play professionally began to de-

Vancouver with its magnificent
land-locked harbor, its busigr, color-
ful waterfront is Canada’s western
gatewa:y to the rest of the world.
Its Hindu, Chinese and Japanese
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mand bonuses for signing contracts
and there was more intensive bid-
ding for raw material at the original
source of supply. The entire propof
sition quickly became a matter ?

money all over again. The Cardina 3
didn’t have too much to spare an

the Yankees, backed by Col. Rup-
pert’s millions, catapulted to the
Number 1 position.

In the las?t ten years the Yankees
have spent no more than a galvtg
$25,000 for one player. Tha as
the closing price for Joe DlM&%glni
the greatest bargain of mioM e .
times. At current quotation, DE ag
gio was a $150,000 prospect. \;erl'lsr
major-league team had scouts wa cnt
ing DiMaggio and every scout Wgut
away raving about the boy. pus
DiMaggio was supposed to hg,tvtf gac
a trick knee when he was Wi it
Francisco and no team excepi he
Yankees was willing—or ab et__of
gamble on him to the exten

$25,000.

ical i i hich
HE other radical innovation w
did not require too much mongyl\iv?ﬁ
the introduction of night bal\ie c%’ o
the major leagues. Larry M ainnati
turned night into day at Cm(;'i npat
in 1935 at a time when the Re Jbad
finished in the cellar for fi)utx(;r oo
secutive years. Four years la the
Reds were the champilons 5
National League. MacPhail gssible
night baseball with makmgi_I 1; e
this rags-to-riches yarn.

i in three years
has said that the team in e ouions
picked up $300,000 ui) e:n  lized

which would not have

without night baseblflght c"l‘lgﬁe e;;t;'ia:_
revenue was put bac > £ the ball

for the improvement
::lleusl:? and—voila! the Reds ar;mi‘:ll:le
big, beautiful champions of the vorld.
Night baseball would seetlixlat i
the answerbfgrt ]f:::}i’;h;nfgar et oker
game, bu
g:ethe stacked deck. The fda.ltlg :ff t::}
communities do not respon Lo e
dark ball in the same fast D e
goes in Brooklyn, but twen yﬂo o
away it has been 2 nuserablel.keg a
the Polo Grounds. Cleve}and 1l:omer§
but it left the St. Lows gclllls i
cold after the novelty of ; tleirn ing
wore off. Philadelphia Wlll n
to watch the Athletics D :r{ e
lights, but they want no an' of
Prillies at high noon O e fo wax
he rich te
fatS g,l;cd '.41tronf,lr 031 ;h; (t)i:ll‘d &nagn s;t ;,hrg
= ce an - 3 -
:\?ﬂ?cggfl with perniclous %ne:ln;a.e
Something, obviously, shouldf e ?1 e
fo maintain a semblance ol ed

competition—but what?

People constantly write letters to

Canada Caravan
(Continued from page 15)

quarters with their strange Oriental
sights and customs are a contrast to
what you'll find in other parts of
the Dominion. Victoria, the capital
of British Columbia on Vancouver

the editor and send on the average of
one bright idea a day to Judge Lan-
dis and the league presidents in an
attempt to remedy the distressing
situation. There are mild suggestions
for establishing a fixed trading price
on players to encourage deals and
there are schemes for confiscating all
players and redistributing the avail-
able talent so that all teams can start
from seratch once again.

Ford Frick, president of the Na-
tional League, recently had under
consideration one of the more in-
genious plans. Under this proposal
every team at the end of each seq.
son would throw all but eight players
let us say, into a common pool. The
eight exceptions presumably would
be the outstanding stars or popular
home-town heroes. From the pool
the teams then would choose one
player at a time, the order of Se-
lection starting with the eighth.
place team and continuing up to the
league champion, when the Process
would be repeated until all the play-
ers were picked. There would be a
fixed price for the players claimed
from the pool—not too high; in the
neighborhood of $10,000—angd the
chances are that not much actyga]
cash would change hands because
the multiplicity of deals woulg effect
cancellations all along the line,

A very pretty plan, to be sure but
it gives rise to an important ciues~
tion: Will it work ? Frick says “No!”
lou%{ly and etmpha‘.itically. :

“You can’t confiscate playerg i-
trarily or destroy the inityiativaérbgf
one club to build up anothep * he
points out. “The scheme ig not 'prac-
tical because thﬁ evaluation of play,.
ers varies so sharply. It wo
unfair to ask the Cubs, for exgigp}:;-e
to give up Lou Novikoff, a $50 000
prospect, in an even exchange’for
Joe Zilch, a third-string outfielq
with the Phillies who wouldn’t bri: :
a dlﬁxgesglgtthni opixlldm?rket. Besideg
suc. em wo ST
on ?nishhﬁg last. placea premium

[1; wis! ’u FriCk addS .
“somebody would come u;V I\S;;:ftudly’
suggestion involving no money, bu%
guaranteeing that eight teams v&’rould
go into the last day of the seaso
one game above or below .500 altl;
would be the ideal situation~5ut it's
Jus'it‘:h a dream, I suppose,”

., The way is clear for an un

inspired genius to enlighten tiig(gg‘li
plexed baseball people and earn the
everlasting esteem of his country-
men. Maybe he also can devote hsi’S
best thoughts to the complete elimj.
nation of war from the distorted
fgcg of the earth. Let's hope he's
giving it a try, at least,

Island, is one of the most attracti
residpntia} cities on this continé‘l,l?:
and is easily accessible by fine steam-

ers sailing from Vancouver or
Seattle,







ancient folklore and folksongs, its
spinning wheels and outdoor ovens,
its wayside shrines and innumerable
churches—all these impress you if
you're looking for something differ-
ent. Here is pictured the life of the
peaceful “habitant” farmer who car-
ries on the old traditions of France
with loyalty to New France, Can-
ada’s Province of Quebec.

The sleepy little Ile d’Orleans, visi-
ble from the heights of Quebec City,
attracts many a visitor in search of
old world atmosphere. Like life on
the famous Gaspé Peninsula across
the St. Lawrence River, the isle re-
mains much as it was when Jacques
Cartier discovered it hundreds of
years ago.

you want to see Canada’s his-
tory unfold before your eyes, be sure
to include a cruise from Montreal
down the St. Lawrence to the Sague-
nay River. You'll come back and tell
your friends about one of the most
delightful water vacation trips you
could find anywhere in this world.

Night meeting conducted by Past Ex-
alted Rulers in the old-timers division.
Members of more than 20 years' stand-
Ing were special guests, including four
charter members. P.E.R. A. A. Fraser,
initiated 49 years ago, was awarded a
Prize, having qualified as the member
bresent having the longest period of
membership. D.D.’s William S. Haw-
8, Coeur D’Alene, and Nicholas Ney,
Caldwell, attended and many visiting
were present. The Elks’ Chorus

and Pep Band entertained.

Dinner-Dance at Home of Streator,
H., Lodge a Brilliant Affair

A colorful and entertainin rogram
featured the first annual Geo%g% ‘Wash-
gltgton dinner-dance held at the home of
P reator, I, Lodge, No. 591. Past

frangl Exalted Ruler Henry C. Warner,
OR0 bDlxon Lodge, introduced by Judge
o ert E. Larkin, delivered a patriotic
ad ress. John R. Fornof, publisher of

e Streator Times-Press, presided as
Toastmaster.

The program was opened with an ad-
v‘lr'e:ss of welcome by E.R. Thomas J.
sma.lgh. P.D.D. J. J. Mohan led in the

dgmg of “The Star-Spangled Banner”
!tilll: the Rev. J. J. Cosgrove pronounced
: e Invocation. The Pledge of Al-
Cslgla.nce to the Flag was recited by
I %nn E.' Massieon of La Salle-Peru
AO ge, Vice-Pres. of the Ill. State Elks

8sn., after which the guests and their
Wives were introduced.
25'g‘he affair was attended by more than
o Persons. Many dignitaries of the
o er were present including, besides
P 0S¢ mentioned above, D.D. George A.
Shlelds, of La Salle-Peru Lodge, State
Fecy. Albert_W. Arnold, Lincoln, and

frank P. White, Oak Park, Exec. Secy.
g th'e Nlinois State Eiks Crippled Chil-

ren’'s Commission. The Benediction
was given by the Rev. E. W. Smith,

Two Hundred Visiting Elks Are

Guests of Vallejo, Calif., Lodge

The visit to Vallejo, Calif., Lodge, No.
559, was one of the pleasantest made by
& delegation of 50 Elks from Oregon
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As your steamer follows the north
shore of the ever-widening St. Law-
rence, you'll be moving along in the
shadow of the Laurentians—the old-
est mountain range in America..

At Tadoussac, where the Sague-
nay joins the St. Lawrence, you will
be on the spot where North Ameri-
can civilization began. Here the first
French colonists set up their base
and signed a treaty with the Huron
Indians. Here they built the first
Christian Church in North America.
From Tadoussac you sail in the
northern twilight up the mysterious
mountain-hemmed fjord of the
Saguenay—past Capes Trinity and
Eternity towering straight up 2,000
feet. Next morning, by the same
thrilling route, you’ll marvel anew
at the scenic wonder which lines
every mile of this silent, unfathom-
able river as your cruiSe ship moves
on to Sainte Anne De Beaupre—you
will have a chance to see this Lourdes
of North America which is world
famous for its miraculous cures. The

Under the Antlers
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and Washington lodges on their recent
tour through the San Francisco Bay
District. The visitors, traveling in char-
tered buses, were met at Sears_Point
Bridge by the lodge officers and city of-
ficials and with an automobile escort
were taken for a drive about the city.
At the lodge home they were greeted by
the Vallejo High School Band and wel-
comed by E.R. Charles T. Reynolds.

A luncheon at 1 p.m., given by the
lodge in honor of the Elks from the Pa-
cific Northwest, was attended by 290
visiting Elks, representing every city in
the Bay area, and a large turnout of
Vallejo members. Harold Trumbull was
Chairman of the Elks’ General Com-
mittee; Dr. Ambrose Ryan headed the
Reception Committee.

Elks of Hampton, Va., Observe

Their Lodge’s 44th Anniversary

Hampton, Va., Lodge, No. 366, insti-
tuted on March 17, 1897, holds an anni-
versary banquet every year, At its most
recent celebration, State Senator V. L.
Page, of Norfolk, outlined the hlstory of
the Order in an address devoted mainly
to patriotic subjects. Frank A. Kearney
was Toastmaster. Music was furnished
by the Old Dominionaires and the
Hampton Institute Quartet.

Secy. Thomas L. Sclater, a charter
member, senior Past Exalted Ruler and
Past Pres. of the Va. State Elks Assn.,
gave a brief talk, sketching the history
of the lodge. He has served as secretary
for more than 40 years.

Elks of Newton, Mass., Sponsor
Patriotic Show for 2,000 Children

Two thousand Newton and Wellesley,
Mass., children attended a morning pa-
triotic program sponsored by Newton
Lodge No. 1327 and held in the Para-
mount Theatre at Newton. A welcome
was extended by E.R. Ernest J. Bleiler
and a concert given by the Newton Post,
American Legion, Band. Members of
the lodge and the American Legion
Guards, championship drill team, were
ushers,

Five interesting movies were shown,

cruise also provides an opportunity
for you to golf, swim, play tennis or
go riding at Murray Bay's famous
Manoir Richelieu.

And so this word trip of Canada
comes to an end. Wherever you go,
whether east, west, into the far
north or the central sections of the
Dominion, youw’ll enjoy yourself. And
when you come back, yow'll want to
sing praises for the way the Canadi-
ans have made you feel at home.

Each of Canada’s Provinces has
prepared and makes available to you
colorful literature which will give
you expert information on how to
get the most out of any time you
spend in Canada., This is supplied
free and if you would like to have
some of this literature to help you
decide what you want to do in Cana-
da, send us a note, addressed to the
Travel Department of The Elks Mag-
azine and we will have the informa-
tion sent to you. It will help if you
give us some idea of which section
of Canada you are most interested in.

all with sound and in technicolor. The
pictures covered the history of the Unit-
ed States and were understandable to
children of all ages. D.D. John A. Dris-
coll, of Maynard Lodge, and Major Rich-
ard Lee, Alderman, of Newton, were
speakers. P.E.R. William E. Earle,
P.D.D., was Chairman of the committee
which arranged the affair. The audience
joined in the singing of patriotic songs
and in the Pledge of Allegiance to the
Flag. Each child was given an Amer-
ican Flag upon entering the theatre,

Santa Monica, Calif., Elks Receive
State Pres. Robert S. Redington

_Arriving at the beach community on
his official visit to Santa Monica Lodge
No. 906, Robert S. Redington, -of Los
Angeles was met by police motorcycle
officers and escorted to the lodge home.
The party was welcomed by E.R. Roy
W. McDiarmid with his associate offi-
cers, members and the three uniformed
groups of the lodge, the band, drill team
and glee club. A dinner given in Mr.
Redington’s honor wag attended by 150.

When the State President wag escort-
ed into the lodge room by the drill team
housq lights were dimmed, the stagé
curtains parted and a huge portrait, on
which an illuminated mounting bore an
ingcrlptlon of welcome, was revealed,
Highlights of the session were the pres-
entation of a lead dog to a blind mem-
ber, Jack Abramson, a gift of the lodge;
a concert by the band; selections by the
glee club; a surprise concert by a com-
edy group of regular bandsmen, and the
s's‘uddelg 1pvasipn of the lodge room by

newsies ’ erying a “Bob Redington Ex-
trg » & special edition of a Santa Monica
daily carrying on the front page news
of Mr. Redington’s visit with pictures.
Even his arrival had been covered.

P.E.R. Owen Keown was chairman of
the committee for the evening., Mr.
Redington’s message emphasized the
importance of enrolling a high type of
American citizen in the Order, the value
of earnest committee service and the
vital significance of the Elks National
Defense program. Almost 500 Elks at-
tended the meeting,






old for any use pushed her out on
the ice with her consent. Women
are owned and dominated by the
men, but they seem to exercise a cer-
tain amount of influence in the igloo.
The parish priest at Pelly Bay told de
Poncins a remarkable story to illus-
trate the irresponsibility of the Es-
kimo. Three hunters had stopped for
the night to build an igloo. Two of
them sat smoking while a third
worked over their heads to stop the
hole in the roof. While doing so his
clothing became disarranged and his
abdomen was exposed. “A fine belly,”
said the first Eskimo. “I should like
to stick my knife in such a belly.”
The second Eskimo stood up and
stuck his snow-knife into his friend’s
belly. We may say that white men
don’t do such acts, but we will have
to qualify it and say they don’t do
such acts without provocation. The
white man murders his kind, but has
a reason; the Eskimo doesn’t think
long enough on any subject to reason
1t out. (Reynal & Hitcheock, $2.75)

It is ninety years since “Uncle
Tom’s Cabin’ took this country by
storm. In the 19th century so many
copies were printed that practically
everybody read it or heard about i,
and it helped create intense feeling
against slavery and thus hastened
the Civil War.” 1 thought the whole
Subject a little shopworn until I read

rusader in Crinoline”, a biography
of Harriet Beecher Stowe by Forrest
Wilson. (Lippincott, $3.75) I don’t
think the story of Harriet, her writ-
Ing of this famous best-seller, and
her later career, has ever been told
better. It is a slice of American his-

tory, for the Beechers were an active
family associated with cultural and
religious affairs and Harriet had an
exciting career, living 85 years, un-
til 1896. The author says her life has
the form and flavor of a novel and he
is right. History reports the doings
of outstanding individuals no less
than that of masses of men, and the
Beechers were outstanding in any
community. Harriet was only 25
when she and her brother, Henry
Ward Beecher, saw the rioting by
pro-slavery men in Cincinnati and
it left an indelible impression on her.
That year she went with her father,
Lyman Beecher, president of Lane
Theological Seminary of Cincinnati,
to Ripley, Ohio, to attend a synod.
They stayed with the Rev. John Ran-
kin, who is famous in history for
the number of slaves he helped es-
cape from Kentucky to Ohio via the
“Underground Railroad”. Here Ran-
kin told her the story of Eliza Harris,
who had come across the ice only a
short time before, and when Harriet
began writing “Uncle Tom’s Cabin”
she developed that anecdote and
made it famous. Harriet lived
through all the exciting days of the
Civil War and helped feed the ex-
citement, and even after the war she
and her family were in the news.

Cleve F. Adams writes hard-boiled,
fast and furious mystery stories;
his “Sabotage” kept readers awake
nights. His latest is “Decoy”, and
in that the action goes forward with
airplane speed. It’s about airplanes,
too, for Adams doesn’'t bother with
old-fashioned murders. Here is a
price war between two airplane com-

panies, a suspicion of foul play by
foreign agents, and some snappy
work by Rex McBride. (Dutton, $2)

Here’s a thrilling spy story—the
first good one in years: “Drink to
Yesterday”, which deals with the ex-
citing adventures of a British spy in
Germany during the last world war.
The authors call themselves Manning
Coles and actually are Adelaide Man-
ning, who worked in the British War
Office, and Cyril Henry Coles, who
has had all sorts of occupations, be-
sides putting in two years in the in-
fantry and three years in the intel-
ligence service. Good equipment for
writing spy stuff. There is a touch
of horror in the tale. (Knopf, $2)

This is the time of year when many
people take gardening seriously, but
not so Laurence McKinney, who
writes “Garden Clubs and Spades”
and Helen E. Hokinson, who has
drawn some amusing pictures about
gardening as a disease. “It’s some-
thing from California,” says one ma-
tron to another. “I'm not sure if it's
a cactus or a redwood.” There was
a woman with a special flair for gar-
dens. She had a hyphenate garden,
made up of all the hyphenated plants,
such as forget-me-nots and snow-on-
the-mountain. She had a rolling
stone garden, in which everything
moved—the flowers were all ram-
blers, climbers and creepers. Her
Walter Winchell garden was full of
scallions. There's a good essay on
the garden hose in this work. “A
garden hose may be defined as a
small body of water completely sur-
rounded by rubber.” says this au-
thority. (Dutton, $1)
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port on the use of desoxycorticoster-
one for P. O. Shock.

And after that I kept on looking,
through seven more years, but there
was not one word more about Dennis
Neale. And by his absence I knew
him. Because the A. M. A. does not
report when a doctor cracks up and
disappears.

After that it was pretty easy, in
spite of getting no help from Hygeia.
Or the 4. M. A. Journal, or The New
York Times. I fancied myself as sort
of a master sleuth, or perhaps more
on the lines of an international spy,
and I'm afraid I asked a lot of ques-
. tions that were clumsy and obvious,
and even unnecessary. But I got the
story, bit by bit, and I pieced it to-
gether like a quilt, and it was really
short and simple:

ENNIS Neale was a golden exam-
.Ple of what a young doctor could
be if he was brilliant, a hard worker,
had money of his own and, besides
that, got all the breaks. He was as
Interested in laboratory work as he
was in his practice, and he was work-
Ing hard on the use of desoxycort-
lcosterone in cases of Post-Operative
Shock. He was doing pretty well,
but he hadn’t exactly proved his
theories when his wife got sick and
had to bhave an operation. It wasn’t
too serious, and it was very success-
ful. She should have been fine. Ex-
cept that she died—of Post-Opera-
tive Shock.
Just before she died, when they
had practically given up hope, Den-
nis Neale, nearly out of his mind
With worry, suggested that they try
his new treatment. They were des-
berate. They didn’t want to, but they
tried it. She died.
ennis Neale disappeared. It was
generally believed that he had killed
himself,
The treatment was experimented
on for two more years by different
beople. It was found to be most
:ugcessful. .It—or eschatin, some-
t Ing very like it—is in general use
l\?daY- The only reason it killed Mrs.
eale was that she had a cardiac
condition. She was dying anyway.
NThat was the story of Dennis
Neale, and by the time I'd discovered
1t I felt like Columbus.
8uppose the natural thing to do
Z"ils Just to walk up to Ned Lane and
hel him he was Dennis Neale and
ope it would click—the most nat-
}lral thing, as well as tie most tact-
€88, the stupidest and the worst. I
now, because I tried it.
€ Just stood a long, long time, his
eyes Wandering all over and his
t lrzla,nds twisting and his face so pitiful
I at I felt as though I'd hit him be-
OW the belt, and was doing it again
and again. Then, with an awful ef-
fort, he said “Ned Lane,” and he
Smiled that smile he'd taught him-
Self, and I've never seen anything
like it in my life. It went right
throqgh me to my marrow. No, there
wasn’t any use trying to break that
door down by hitting it with the flat
of my hand. You had to get on the
other side first, and then open it.
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The neatest trick of the week, I must
say.

%hey ran me ragged for the next
few months, there at Governor’s, so I
didn't get a chance to do anything
about Ned until spring. Besides that,
I hadn’t thought of what to do. But
along about the first real spring day,
when you feel a little silly and you
don’'t know why, and things don’t
matter as much as they have all win-
ter and you can't see why they
should, I got an idea. I thought it
was a pip. I thought it would put
Ned Lane right back on his feet. If
it worked. . ,

Why did I want to do it? I don’t
know. I had plenty of other things
to think about. But I'd made Ned
my problem; I'd spent an awful lot
of time on him already. Besides, it
was doing something different.

HE only trouble was I couldn’t do
Tit alone, I had to have help, and
that involved telling other people
about it. The first person I told, of
course, was Dick Mead. .

I didn’t know how he was going
to take it. I knew he was inter-
ested in Ned too, but he’d told me
before to let well enough alone. ,I
thought that was the angle he’d
take with me—the poor bloke’s
happy, let him stay that way. I didn’t
expect him to say what he did. He
said, “You're nuts. It’s playing with
ﬁre.\,;Vh 7”7 I said

“ ?” T said.

“Didi’t I tell you how the Gover-
nor felt about him? He’d be wild if
he heard.” . .

“But he won’t hear,” I said. Dgck
raised one eyebrow. It was a trick
he had—very insulting. .

“How long have you been here?
he said. “Six months? And you
think you can pull a monkey-shine
like that without the Governor
hearing ?” . .

“Tt’s not a monkey-shine,”’ I segd,
“it’s a scientific experiment. Applied
Psychology. And Idon’t mind telling
the Governor so myself. And be-
sides,” I added, ‘“the Governor's
away.”

Dgck began to grin. “All right,” he
said, “T'll help you. And I'll get more
help for you. There are a couple of
nurses I've intimidated; we'll ring

hem in on it.”
¢ It was the next afternoon. We had
a “patient” in a room on the fourth
floor, her head all wrapped up in
bandages. We had a nurse on the
left side of the bed, wrapping the
sphygmomanometer around the left
arm. On the right side I was attach-
ing a Murphy Drip, and Dick Mead
was checking her respiration. We
were as pretty a picture of The Hos-
pital at Work as I've ever seen. We
might have been a still from a movie.

We should have been a still. By
that I mean that when we started
talking we spoiled it just a little.

“No doubt about it,” Dick said.
“Post-Operative Shock all right.”
His voice was about ten tones too
loud and as convincing as a shark’s
smile. To make it worse, the minute
he finished speaking we all whipped

around to look at the audience.

The audience was over by the win-
dow, trying to get it up, his broom
leaning against the wall. Dick had
called him in from where he was
sweeping the hall and asked him to
open the window—we needed air. It
wouldn't seem to open. Possibly be-
cause Dick had nailed it shut.

Well, we all swung around, in spite
of ourselves, and looked at him. That
spoils it, I thought, that finishes it.
What a bunch of hams. But he didn’t
even notice us, he didn’t even look
up.

“Shock, all right,” Dick said, even
louder than before, and the nurse
got the giggles. She began to cough
and Dick and I both began to talk to
cover it up. A regular symphony. I
almost got the giggles myself. We
were all so busy trying not to laugh
that we didn’t even see Ned start for
the door until he was there.

“Ned!” Dick yelled. “Where are
you going ?”

“Carpenter,” Ned said dreamily.
“Can’t get it up. Call the carpenter.”

“He’s out for the afternoon,” Dick
said. “Please do it yourself, Ned.
Come on back and try again.” Ned
look unconvinced. “Golly, I'm hot,”
Dick said. “Patient needs air, too.”
Considering that we had, among the
other equipment we’d stacked up, a
tank of oxygen, I thought that
wasn’t very convincing. But it con-
vinced Ned. He wandered back to
the window and started working on
it again. Then, seeing how close we
were to losing our audience, we really
went into our lines, and I must say
we did a job on them. Zanuck would
have hired us on the spot.

“Temperature?’ I said to the
nurse.

“Temperature 97.2.”

uwas 79y

“Was 97.8 half an hour ago.”

Ned Lane turned around from the
window and looked at us.

“Blood pressure 7’ I said. We were
sort of singing our lines, like a rondo.

“Blood pressure 120 over 65.”

“Was ?"

“Was 145 over 70.”

We were good, I must say.

‘‘Respiration?”’ I said to Dick.

‘“Respiration very shallow,” Dick
said. He’d forgotten his lines but it
didn’t matter. Ned Lane had left the
window, he moved half way across
the room, towards the bed.

“Pulse ?” I said.

“Oh-oh,” said Dick Mead. That
was the wrong answer altogether,
and I looked up. The Governor him-
self had just opened the door and
walked in the room.

“Good morning, Dr. Murdock,” I
salig. Little Willie Innocence him-
self.

“It’s afternoon,” said Dr. Mur-
dock. “I didn’t know there was a
case in here. I didn’t see it on the
admittance sheets, either. You ought
to watch those things, Doctor. Reg-
ulations. Important.”

I was, in a fuzzy sort of way, pre-
pared for this. “It’s an inside case,”
I said glibly. “One of the nurses.
Blood pressure, nurse ?”
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