























































































































Murder on Sanctity Key

somebody else had. That meant
there was an unknown murderer
loose on the island. I wasn't par-
ticularly afraid of Beno anymore—
he seemed harmless enough now—
but the thought of an armed killer
lurking around in the dark some-
where was not one I liked to con-
sider. I don't get paid for being the
Sanctity Key deputy (as maybe I
have already said) and despite
D2no's pleas I saw no reason I should
have free dealings with a person
who shot folks in the back of the
head with a shotgun. I said, “This
i3 a case for the sheriff, Beno. I'll
drive back to Potter Murch’s, he's
got a telephone, and call from there.”

Beno moaned. “You can't leave
me here with—"" He glanced toward
the corpse and shuddered. “He keeps
staring at me!”

‘“Maybe he thinks you killed him.”

Beno made noises like faulty
plumbing and I said I would be back
soon, and left.

Potter Murch's party was still go-
ing on. It usually was. Potter had
come to Sanctity Key about four
ycars before, and after living quietly
for a while he began to open up. He
tras in his middle forties, I'd guess,
plumpish, and bald. He was the
most completely bald man I had ever
ceen. He didn’t even have eyebrows.
He always claimed women had pulled
his hair out by the roots, and this
seemed possible, considering the
way Potter always had women
around. Sanctity Key was within
easy driving distance of both Tampa
to the north and Miami to the east,
and Potter must have kept an agent
in both cities to invite show girls
down to Sanctity Key. He had the

biggest house on the island and it.

was always full.

Potter was on the front porch
with a couple of blondes and I called
him aside. He took one look at me
and said, ‘“What you need is a
drink.” And ]I said yes, and we had a
drink. Then I told him what had
happened and that I had to call the
sheriff,

“Good!” Potter said. “This is a
gold letter day in the history of
Sanctity Key. We've got to cele-
brate!” And he began to yell for the
nigger boy to bring champagne and
for everybody to gather round. “It’s
not often that justice gets two birds
with one load of buckshot this way
—+that pest Roscoe Swinton and
Beno Hardwick at the same time!”

“Beno claims he didn’t do it,” I
said. .

- “We can only pray,” Potter said.
He lifted his glass and said, “Let us
pray,” and drank.

It was about this time that Lilac
McGinty came in, dragging some guy
with her. Lilac had been a burlesque
girl in her earlier days, much earlier,
and though she had fleshed up a bit
since then she still had all her youth-

(Continued from page )

ful inclinations, maybe more so. She
was number one on Beno Hardwick’s
petition list. The mere thought of
Lilac made Beno turn crimson with
shame, and he must have spent a lot
of time thinking of her, judging by
the number of petitions he had circu-
lated trying to get her flung off the
island. “What’s this?” Lilac said,
bearing down on us, and though
there were several persons speaking

at that time we had no trouble hear- -

ing Lilac. She must have cultivated
that voice in her burlesque days
when she wanted to be sure they
heard her in the last row gallery.
“What's this about poor old Beno ?”’

“He killed Roscoe Swinton for
stealing his roses,” Potter said, “and

they are going to send him to the

electric chair—we hope.”

For about four aghast seconds
Lijlac stared at him. Her bosom
heaved and her face clouded and the
storm gathered around her. Then it
broke in a tempest of tears and wails
of hurricane force. Almost every-
body rushed to her aid with drinks,
and she drank most of them and
calmed a little though she kept
whimpering, “Poor old Beno! Poor
old Beno! I hate to see him go!”

I said, “I didn’t know you and
Beno were such pals. I thought you
hated his guts.”

She looked at me, her eyes tear

wet and a glass in her trembling

hand. “Of course I hated the --- --

- mcea- . But he was so good for me.

He saved me so much trouble!”
“How ?” I asked.

"HE SAVED me from confessing
all my sins—Beno told every-
body everything I'd done. And more,
too, damn his scrawny soul!” She
emptied her drink and began to weep
afresh.

Well, one of Potter’s blondes came
over to get the straight of the story
from me, and we had a drink and
talked a while, but finally I remem-
bered that I ought to be phoning the
sheriff. Not that it did me any good.
The phone was out of order and had
been since the thunderstorm earlier
that night. There weren’t but four
phones on the island and they were
out of order most of the time. I con-
sidered a trip to the mainland, but
the blqnde said she wanted to go
swimming and Potter said that the
phone might be repaired almost any
time, maybe even before I could have
reached the mainland anyway, and
thq blqnde said she wanted to go
swimming. ‘“Roscoe’s already dead,”
Potter said. “So what’s the hurry ?”

Lilac McGinty kept sobbing, ‘Poer
old Beno.” Then she stopped sob-
bing and looked at me and said, “I
wonder if it hurts to be electrocuted,
the --- -- = =eaue, I think I'll start a
petition for ’em to boil him in oil.”

Well, the blonde and I went swim-
ming and some time later (it was a

little after two a.m.) I found the
phone was working and called the
sheriff. He and the coromer and a
couple of deputies (regular, paid
deputies) drove out; they stopped
by Potter Murch’s to inquire the
way and to have a drink, and then
Potter and I went with them to
Beno’s house. .

We stopped out front—and like it
had just been waiting for the cars
to stop, the scream began, the most
Gosh-awful howl that ever came out
of man or beast. And with the howl,
here came Beno out of his house.
His nightgown streamed out behind
him like the tail of a kite and those
whooping-crane legs of his were cov-
ering the five yards at a jump and
with every jump he was bellowing,
“Help! Help! Don’t! Help!” The
sheriff and one deputy lit out after
him, yelling for him to wait and be -
helped, but when Beno looked back
and saw them after him he turned
on new speed. He was practically
flying when he went out of sight
around the first turn in the road, the
sheriff and deputy after him.

THE coroner and the other deputy
and Potter and I went on into Be-
no’s house. The corpse lay on the
floor where I had left it, staring ac-
cusingly at the chair in which Beno
had sat. The chair was upside down
now, and so was a table with the as-
sorted junk which had been on it
scattered about. We poked cautious-
ly about and found Beno’s shotgun
with one shell fired, nothing else of
importance. So we were guessing
about what had happened to Beno
when the sheriff came back, hauling
Beno with him. Beno had fallen into
the ditch trying to make the curve,
and he looked it. A water iris hung
over one shoulder and a tuft of
weeds grew out of his hair.

“Now,” the sheriff said, “tell us
what happened!”-

‘“He tried to grab me!” Beno said.

“Who tried to grab you?”

“Roscoe!”

The sheriff looked at the corpse
with the back of its head gone, and
then he looked at Beno. “I'm not
crazy!” Beno yelled. “I was just sit-
ting waiting for Johnny, and-—and
he, it kept looking at me, and finally
I just had to do something. I thought
maybe if I looked in his pockets I
might find—"

“Find what ?”’ the sheriff snapped.

“I don’t know. Something to prove
I wasn't guilty. So I looked, and
just as I found some papers, he—
he moved, and—"

The coroner began to laugh. “Rig-
or mortis,” he said. “The body was
stiffening. Naturally it would move
slightly.” He had bent over and now
he was taking some papers from
Roscoe’s pockets. He handed them
to the sheriff. .

We all gathered round while he
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ing to their whistles, Joe decided.
He remembered when he was a kid
twelve years old, he had been chased
by cops in Buffalo. “Just a crap
game,” he explained to her. “Noth-
ing criminal. Not Gallagher.”

“Gallagher, you are magnificent.
Oh, you are magnificent. You make
me brave. You make the world
brave where you walk. I know. I've
heard.” Her elbows leaned against
the fourth step of the stairs. The
smoke of her cigarette passed slowly
across her face. This was the time.
He placed his big hands under her
shoulders. He lifted her and held
her very close to him, their lips
together, and he thought, I make her
brave, while I keep thinking of to-
morrow and my heart is in my feet
so surely that it bleeds if I but lace
my shoes too tightly. “Darling
Marcia,” he said softly to her. In
his private thoughts he told himself:
the lights go out tomorrow, Galla-
gher, you dog. This is the thing
you want. You sit here taking what
you want, don’t count the cost of it
to her, the while you know you won't
be back, that maybe brother Charlie
won’t be back. You don’t tell her
this because you wouldn’t stick a
knife in baby flesh. She’s brave and
calm and happy now because she
doesn’t know any better.

‘“What’s the matter, Joe?”

“Nothing’s the matter, darling.
Not a thing. It's just that I love
you so the thing gets in my nose.
I have to stop to breathe.”

The tumult in and from the sky
had passed. The sirens ceased their
wailing. People came back into view
with small commotion.

Marcia looked at her watch. She
said, “Darling, I'll have to go.”

“Go? You have to go now?”

“Really. But wait for me, dear,
until I freshen a bit.” Her lip rouge
had been smeared. Attractively,
he thought. She looked so young
and gay and beautiful. ‘“And, dar-
ling,” Marcia said, ‘“see if you can't
steal the steps. I'm going to remem-
ber them. I love the steps. I love
you, too.”

WH'ILE she was gone he took the
compact he had bought her and
put ingide of it, beneath the disc of
rouge she would probably not re-
move at first, a little note inscribed
in tiny script. He signed it with a
row of X’s which he said were all
his love for her, and one of them,
one of the X's, marks the spot that
once was Gallagher, if he should not
appear for dinner Thursday night,
the seventeenth of January.

She returned. “I couldn’t steal
the steps,” he said. ‘“That man was
watching me. I stole you this.”

“Joe—how dear of you! You
knew I wanted it. I'll keep it al-
ways.” She opened it, smiled into
the little mirror, did not remove
the dise of rouge. She held his arm,
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Soldier of the King

(Continued from page 13)

tightly and happily as they left the
store. “It's been such a short day,
Joe. If I could only be with you
every day. But we’ll have dinner
tomorrow, together, just as we
planned. Oh, Joe.”

“You have to go home now? You
really do? I have a few hours left
before reporting back.”

“Yes, darling. I really have to go.”

“Well, we can drive, at least, I'll
get a cab. Should take an hour
to your place, anyhow.”

The cab stopped at his summons.
She put her strong gloved hands
on his coat’s lapels.and kissed him
tenderly and publicly. “Bye, darling.
For a little while. Dinner tomorrow.”

“But I'm going with you. I'll be
good. I'll ride back by myself.”

“Please, Joe.” She told the cabbie
something which Joe couldn’t hear.
He watched her ride away into the
traffic, smiling back at him, with one
hand waving, her dark eyes shin-
ing, loving him.

HE Spitfires dropped to twenty

thousand feet, then down to seven-
teen. They leveled off, full power
ahead, with all the horses kicking
in the cylinders. Joe watched his
instruments and listened to the
words of Nedley. He understood.
No chance of error now.

Charley said to Nedley, “One sug-
gestion, Captain—if I may. Galla-
gher’s the best of us. He does more
tricks with a plane and better tricks.
If it’s possible, let him pick up the
agent. He can do a better job than
I can, better job than you can.”

Joe said, “How big is he? It's
gonna be a squeeze.”

“Not so big, Joe. It’s not a man.
It's a woman. Except we’re not
supposed to know some things. We
just do what we’re told.”

“Some things are none of our
business,” Nedley said. The remark
was tightly spoken and intended to
censor Charlie.

Joe thought: man or woman,
what's the difference? If we make
it we won't get away alive. Sure
I'm scared, he thought. Scared as
hell. Loyal to the Empire. Loyal
as I can be and loyal enough to
fight a dozen Nazis. But a job like
this: they pick you out; they put
the X on you because you’re not
supposed to be afraid; you are a
very special guy to do a very special
job. Like a bombsight, like a car-
buretor, like anything that can be
used and if destroyed, all right, the
hell, they've got some more of you on
order. But they’re right, of course.
They're right. I brought myself to
them. They didn’t come to me. I
said, Look here; I'm it.

Except that I'm not brave enough.
The only empire I have ever known
is Gallagher. Everywhere I look
around and feel and touch is Galla-
gher. Oh, Marcia, baby, everybody’s
scared. You're warm and sleeping

in your bed or you’d be scared.
God bless you, Marcia.

‘“Hey, Charlie.” There were only
minutes now between this time and
what would come. “Hey, Charlie, do
you ever kiss your sister?”

“Do I ever what?”

““You ever kiss your sister,
Charlie ?”’

Charlie didn’t answer for a mo-
ment, then he said, “Yes, Joe.
Christmas, birthdays, holidays. And
this afternoon when I saw her for
a moment.,” Charlie’s voice was
strained and climbing all the time.
“After she'd left you, I kissed her,
Joe, and she kissed me and kissed
me then another time for you.”

“For me? For something special,
Charlie ?”

“Steady now,” said Nedley.

“Why, Charlie? Why for me?”

‘“Because she knows what you
are doing, what the two of us are
doing. Because she loves you. Let’s
not talk about it, Joe. Let’s do the
job. You go down and pick her
up, because you'll do it best. Yes,
Marcia. The agent, the spy, the
little lady in the snow. The little
girl who went to school in France
and speaks the purest French I've
ever heard.”

“Marcia! Good God, Charlie!”

“Good God and good Marcia. You
were not supposed to know. But
you've got to know. We’re in this
thing together.”

Dropping lower now and lower all
the time and they could see the white
spread of the earth as they moved
through the lace of tattered cloud
against the high wind’s blowing.
Joe could see it clearly now—this
cause and dedication. Courage, pur-
pose and the willingness to die were
things made possible by great oc-
casion, by the common will. They
were together. They were all to-
gether. Now that he’d joined; now
that he understood, it would be
easier to be brave—almost as brave
as Marcia, with her loving faith,
almost as brave as the boys who held
the sky up over England.

“Did she say anything for me,
Charlie? Besides goodbye ?”’

“She didn’t say goodbye. She
said good luck. She said she has
a date with you for tonight that she
intends to keep! She said don’t
stub your nose or anything like
that!” Charlie was shouting now.

Gallagher was in the ball game.
He was scared, a little bit. But
every soldier must be scared at
such a time as this.

Nedley said, “Now,” and dropped
the Spitfire’s nose. Joe counted slow-
ly, as he had been told to do. He
kicked her over in a dive. The wind
screamed madly in resistance to his
wings. The girl’s face was smiling
sweetly to him from the instrument
panel in the pit. He was praying
softly. He was going down. Then
he was laughing as he dove.






every time a batter throws them a
harsh look.”

Old Timer and the gents cluttered
up with social-consciousness care-
fully neglect to remember one im-
portant point. A sore arm is an
occupational hazard of baseball.
Pitchers always have had them—
but they are given wider publicity
today because strenuous efforts are
made to protect the heavy invest-
ment a star represents.

This business of paying for ex-
pensive operations performed by
the top-drawer surgeons of the
country, then retaining the patient
on the payroll for a year while he
recuperates, was unknown as recent-
ly as fifteen years ago. The Spartan
rule of the game held that a guy
had to show or scram. Men were
not carried and coddled in the hope
that their arms would regain vibrant
strength at some date in the misty
future.

Remember Ferdie Schupp? In
1916 he established the all-time
record by allowing .90 earned runs
a-game. He was a whale of a pitcher
and measured by modern standards
would be worth $100,000. In 1917,
the next year, Schupp’s arm went
dead. The Giants didn’t send him
to a recognized medical specialist
nor did they continue to pay his
modest salary. They gave him his
unconditional release.

_As recently as 1922 Herman

Pilette won twenty-three games for
the Tigers in his first full season
in the American League. That made
him a very jewel of a young pitcher
—while his arm was strong and
sturdy. But in 1923 Pilette de-
veloped a persistent ache in his
meal ticket. He was shipped sum-
marily back to the minors.
. Veteran Jack Scott had a sore arm
in ’22 and was released n mid-
season by the 3oston Braves. Six
weeks later, .efreshed by the rest
he needed, Scott left his North Caro-
lina farm and joined the Giants to
help them win the pennant. He did
all of that and pitched a shutout
against the Yankees in the World
Series.

It cannst be denied that pitchers
are mor-. susceptible to arm ailments
today. fhe condition is vastly ex-
aggerated, however. You hear more
about bursitis, chipped elbows and
torn muscles than your pappy did
simply because the victims are not
permitted to drop out of sight at
the first indication of a misery. Men
with remarkable longevity records
such as Johnson, Young, Alexander,
Quinn and Mathewson have had
modern counterparts in Hoyt,
Grimes, Grove, Ruffing, Jones, Pen-
nock, Lyons, Faber and Fitzsimmons.

The cause of the sore-arm epi-
demic is an open secret. It is, of
course, the lively ball, which has
changed radically all pitching tech-
nique.

Fabulous fellows of the dear, dead
past lasted longer because they
didn’t have to pitch under constant
pressure. They worked more fre-
quently, perhaps, but they could
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afford to coast through opposing
batting orders which included, at
the most, two men capable of hit-
ting the dead ball for a home run.
In this mad world every humpty-
dumpty clutching a bat in his paws
holds the threat of a belt over the
fence with the jackrabbit ball pitch-
ers are given. The chances for a
home run are at least six times
greater than they were before the
first World War. Statistics prove it.

This year the sluggers in each of
the major leagues will produce more
than 750 homers, the average num-
ber of the last decade. But in 1907
the eight American League teams
hit 101 homers among them and the
National League managed to put to-
gether 126 the following season. For
the last 16 consecutive years ghe
Yankees alone have been hitting
more than 100 homers a season and
in the last six they have averaged
more than one a game. Hobblede-
hoys such as Foxx, DiMaggio, Green-
berg, Williams and Mize are hitting
more homers in any given season
than an entire team unloaded over
a stretch of 154 games a generation
ago.

ITTERS are not growing strong-

er and pitchers weaker. Power-
house drives have been made by a
combination of hopped-up ball and
outfield fences which are being short-
ened continually. Once it was possible
for a good pitcher to coast through
a game by bearing down only on
the one or two dangerous hitters
in the other side’s lineup. The great
Mathewson never was stingy with
hits, but he was as tight as an
auditor of expense accounts when
it came to giving runs. He once
pitched a fourteen-hit shutout with
the dead ball. If he were throwing
the enlarged golf ball in use today,
it's a mortal cinch two or three of
those hits would’ve been homers.

There is an old maxim in baseball
which holds that a man does not
learn how to pitch until he has had
a sore arm. Translated for the lay-
man, it means a pitcher does not
bother with trick deliveries, work-
ing on a hitter's weakness and other
fine points of the craft as long as
he has the vibrant strength in his
arm to blow the ball past the batter.
Once he loses the hop on his fast
ball, though, he must resort to
guile to remain on a bhig-league
payroll.

The finest pitcher in America, 22-
year-old Robert Feller, has a tre-
mendous future because he changed
his style voluntarily before he was
forced to adopt new tactics. At that,
the boy prodigy had a sore arm

four years ago, but his young mus-
cles were so pliant that he escaped,
fortunately, without disastrous
after-effects. Never again will Feller
pull the silly schoolboy stunt which
marked his first game against a big-
league team. In an exhibition game
with the Cardinals in 1936, Rapid
Robert pitched three innings—and
struck out eight of the nine men he
faced.

Leo Durocher, the present Brook-
lyn manager and then with the
Cardinals, played with Dean when
Dizzy was in his prime and, as an
American Leaguer, made feeble
efforts to hit the lightning that was
Lefty Grove's fire-ball. Durocher
told me that Feller, at eighteen,
was so much faster than Dean and
Grove that comparisons were ridicu-
lous. Feller now throws as many
curves as fast balls and saves his
Sunday pitch for those occasions
when it becomes necessary to pour
on the pressure. Barring unfore-
seen accidents—he has a mania for
driving cars at breakneck speed—
Feller should be slightly terrific for
fifteen years.

Every great pitcher but one who
achieved the prominence of a shin-
ing, constant star used a very good
fast ball for his springboard to suc-
cess. The notable exception is Carl
Hubbell, whose fast ball never was
better than mediocre. He knocked
around seven different leagues with
indifferent success until he came up
with his screwball, a freak pitch.
He seemed to be one latter-day ace
who escaped the sore-arm specter,
but the screwball proved to be his
Frankenstein monster. It finally
caught up with him and he made
the pilgrimage to the operating table
in 1938.

Enterprise and effective elbowing
gave Hubbell what are generally
known as fame and fortune. They
also left him with a permanent de-
formity., When you and I walk
naturally with our arms swinging
freely, the palms of our hands turn
in toward the body. Hubbell's left
palm is twisted grotesquely outward.
That's the result of throwing the
screwball with a violent snap of the
left wrist.

Try to contort your arm ten times
so that your palm faces the opposite
wall, the approximate finishing posi-
tion after Hubbell has delivered his
screwball. Your shoulder throbs as
if a jumping toothache were located
there, doesn’t it? Then your elbow
suddenly is numb and your wrist
feels as if you've been supporting

‘all the volumes of the Encyclopedia

Britannica for hours. Now you know
why Hubbell will be branded with
the mark of a pitcher for the rest of
his life.

Now you can understand why
Johns Hopkins Hospital, not the
Hall of Fame at Cooperstown, N. Y.,
is the ultimate shrine of pitchers.
And perhaps you can appreciate
what pitchers mean when they
grouse that there must be an easier
—if not a better—way of making
a living.






breed. In this, dogs are exactly like
people; they vary in intelligence
according to the individual. We've
seen honor students in all breeds and
likewise dumb clucks in all breeds.
Coupled in the betting with the
foregoing gquestion is the old one
which asks which breeds are savage.
Again the answer is: this varies with
the individual—just as it would
among people. There are some
breeds, perhaps a bit more reserved
than others, that are quicker to re-
sent familiar handling, especially on
the part of strangers, but this does
not necessarily mean that those
breeds are vicious. Then, too, many
a dog has turned anti-social because
of some early bitter experience with
men or because of some definite
sickness of mind or body. Brutal
treatment, neglect or continued con-
finement on a chain more often than
not will sour a dog’'s disposition,
and you can’t blame him at that.
Sometimes an excessively shy dog
may become dangerous.

But an impartial appraisal of Fido
shows him to possess a great many
of man’s virtues and few of his vices.

As we have said in others of these

sermons, the dog is the only animal
that will lay down his life for his
master and there have been many
instances when he has done this
for his own kind as well.

Another fine thing about dogs is
that their loyalty is given with no
calculation of gain, no thought of
self-interest and once given can only
be lost by brutal treatment—and
sometimes not even then.

When it comes to courage, there
isn’t a braver animal on earth. As
we've remarked before, Airedales,
and these weigh about 45 pounds,
are used in South Africa to success-
fully hunt and hold lions. Mr. Lion,
we'll note, weighs in around 450
to 500 pounds.

While we're extolling the dog’s
good points we’ll add that our four-
legged friend is pretty much of a
gentleman; few dogs will attack a

dog smaller in size and very few
males will fight the female—unless
cornered.

The dog’s a forgiving cuss, too.
Wallop him for a misdeed and two
minutes later if you speak a kind
word he’ll swarm all over you in
appreciation.

And so, to summarize the pooch’s
character we find that (a) in his
way and within his limitations, he
can and does reason; (b) his mental
abilities and disposition vary as
they do with people, there being no
breed markedly intelligent or stupid,
sweet-tempered or bad-tempered;
(¢) he’s the only animal that will
give his life for his master and do
it voluntarily; (d) he’s the only
animal that is loyal without thought
of gain; (e) he’s brave without
question; (f) he’s chivalrous; (g)
he’s forgiving; (h) he’s the only:
animal that possesses a sense of his’
master’s property rights and—well,!
you who own a good dog can very'
likely add a lot more to this.

Grand Exalted Ruler’'s Visit

fore leaving, he was presented with a
dozen Lenox service plates on behalf of
Atlanta, Decatur, East Point and Buck-
head Lodges.

On Tuesday, March 11, the Grand
Exalted Ruler and his party, which
included Col. Kelly and Reginald Cav-
anaugh and also D.D. Harry K. Reid,
Mrs. Reid, P.D.D. John F. Antwine and
Mrs. Antwine of Birmingham, Ala., who
accompanied Mr. Buch from Atlanta,
were met on the highway by a large
caravan of Elks with police escort, head-
ed by E.R. William B. McCollough, Dr.
H. A. Elkourie, Pres. of the Ala. State

Assn,, President Emeritus Clarence

. Tardy, State Secy.-Treas. P. G.
Buchanan, M. M. Walsh, Chairman of
Arrangements, and City Commissioner
James W. Morgan, all of Birmingkam
Lodge No. 79. Numerous Alabama
lodges and the State Association were
represented by past and present officers
and special committees. All of the of-
ficers and trustees of No. 79 were in the
welcoming delegation. At the Tutwiler
Hotel a luncheon was given by the State
Association, honoring the Grand Exalt-
ed Ruler for the State Crippled Chil-
dren’s Committee, the members of which
were all present. Prominent surgeons,
Public service executives and physicians
attended.

DR. ELKQURIE opened the meeting
—~ Wwith a tribute to Mr. Buch’s inspir-
Ing leadership and to the work of the
Elks Crippled Children’s Committee in
Alabama. The meeting was then turned
over to D.D. Harry K. Reid, Chairman
of that committee, who acted as Toast-
master. Mr, Reid introduced the visitors
and then gave a brief outline of the ac-
complishments, plans and objectives of
the Elks’ crippled children work in the
State. He reported that the lodges
had raised more than $2,000 from a
standing start on January 15 through
March 1, and that anticipated revenue
from the “365” memberships, or the
Penny-a-day plan, should reach $75,000
a year. Mr. Reid then introduced the
Grand Exalted Ruler who spoke on
crippled children work, and explained in
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detail the plan in operation in New
Jersey where he is Chairman-Di;'eqtor
of the Crippled Children's Commission.
After the meeting, an inspection tour
of the *“365" Crippled Children Clinic
was conducted and Grand Exalted Ruler
Buch furnished the funds for a party for
all the patients.

Initiation of the Grand Exalted Rul-
er’s class was effected by the officers of
Birmingham Lodge at six p.m. and Mr.
Buch spoke, directing the greater part
of his talk to the newly-made Elks. A
reception, banquet and dance at eight-
thirty, honoring Grand Exalted Ruler
Buch, was attended by several hundred
Elks and their ladies, including many
who had participated in the preceding
events, and other out of town guests.
Grand Exalted Ruler Buch delivered a
splendid address in which he stressed
the defense and charity activities of
the Order and in conclusion awarded the
“Joe Buch Plaque” to Sheffield Lodge
No. 1375 for having sold the most mem-
berships beyond quota in the Elks Crip-
pled Children’s Fund. E.R. Gilbert R.
Mayer accepted the beautiful plaque on
behalf of Sheffield lodge. E.R. William
B. McCollough then presented a hand-
some set of matched Bobby Jones golf
clubs to Mr. Buch on behalf of Birming-
ham Lodge and expressed the hope that
he would enjoy them on his swing
through Florida.

THE next visit made by Grand Exalt-
ed Ruler Buch was to Cullman, Ala.,
Lodge, reported in our last month’s is-
sue together with his visit to the grave
of Past Grand Exalted Ruler B. M. Allen
at Birmingham. On the morning of
March 12 the hotel men of Alabama
gave a testimonial breakfast for Mr.
Buch and his party at the Hotel Bank-
head, Birmingham, at which Mr. Reid,
District Deputy, and Mr. McCollough,
Exalted Ruler, were invited guests.
Coming into the State of Florida on
Thursday, March 13, the Grand Ex-
alted Ruler was given a rousing wel-
come at Tallahassee and was tendered
a banquet by Tallahassee Lodge No.
937. Among those present at the elab-

orate affair were Past Grand Esteemed
Leading Knight Lewis M. Lively, W. T.
Moore, Jr., Pres. of the Fla. State Elks
Assn,, E.R. J. R. Jinks, P.D.D. Irvin
Gates, all of Tallahassee Lodge, with
many other Past Exalted Rulers and
the lodge officers, Past State Pres. Alto
Adams of Fort Pierce Lodge, and a
number of leading officials of the State
of Florida.

EAVING Tallahassee the next morn-

ing, accompanied by State President
Moore and Mr. Jinks, the Grand Exalted
Ruler paid an official visit to Jackson-
ville Lodge No. 221. E.R. Alan C. Win-
ter, Jr., and Secy. Cecil B. Lowe, to-
gether with District Deputy C. G.
Campbell of Lake City Lodge and a
large Elk delegation, met the visitors.
The party proceeded to the lodge home
where a luncheon was given in Mr.
Buch’s honor.

On March 14 a large delegation from
Palatka, Fla., Lodge, No. 1232, and the
officers of Jacksonville Lodge escorted
the Grand Exalted Ruler and his party
to Palatka. En route they visited the
Jacksonville Air Base where an in-
spection of the Government’'s tremen-
dous national defense undertaking was
made through the courtesy of Lieuten-
ant Commander Dr. W. Lee Ashton who
was formerly house physician at the
Harry-Anna Crippled Children’s Home
at Umatilla conducted by the Elks of
Florida. Just outside Palatksa, Mr. Buch
and his party were met by E.R. W, D.
Farnell, Mayor J. W. Campbell and a
high school band and escorted to the
new home of the lodge where a large
reception was given in the Grand Ex-
alted Ruler’s honor. A visit to the Ra-
vine Gardens, noted for their azaleas
which were at that time in full bloom,
was made at 4 p.m. A banquet that eve-
ning at the Marian Hotel was followed
by a meeting in the lodge room. Grand
Treasurer Robert South Barrett, of
Alexandria, Va., assisted Grand Exalted
Ruler Buch in dedicating the new home
of which the Palatka members gre
justly proud. The lodge is active in ren-
dering community service and cooper-
























of a maiden or a weather-beaten
oldster, and they seem very shy,
miraculously produce a good old
United States silver quarter. It'll
work wonders in relieving excessive
modesty. Silver money will open a
lot of doors for you, a silver dollar
being much more potent than a
paper dollar. But don’t pass it out
too freely. Remember the annual
per capita income of the Indian is
less than $125.00 a year. They'll
spoil easily.

Some of the Indian pueblos have
got the money question down to a
ﬁnq science. At Acoma, for example,
which is on top of the steepest and
highest -pinnacle you ever climbed,
you g.rrive at the top dizzy from
exertion and puffing your lungs out,
to be greeted firmly with the infor-
mation that you can’t set foot in the
village for less than a dollar per
head. You pay it and are told with-
out sympathy that all the food and
water used by the Acomans for
hundreds of years has been carried
up the path you just climbed. You
are also told in a monotonous sing-
song that years ago they carried
up enough stone to build a huge
church which you can see—for 25¢
extra.

But nowhere in the Southwest is
the fine art of nicking the tourist
conducted on a more business-like
basis than at Taos. This beautiful
little pueblo has attracted many, too
many tourists, because it is near
the widely publicized artists’ and
writers’ colony in the city of Taos.
People go there for atmosphere
which, because they go there, no
longer exists. You can approach
the Taos pueblo without cost but
once you get in, it will cost you a
dollar to take pictures and 25c every
time you want an Indian to pose
for you. And if you don’t pay the
quarter, thinking you’ll get pictures
anyway, I can assure you that you
will come away only with some ex-
cellent shots of Indian squaw pos-
teriors. They don’t look so good
in an album.

Another of the seven wonders of
America is located out in this coun-
try. It was discovered only com-
paratively recently and is very little
known, but it certainly ranks in
importance along with Yosemite,
Niagara Falls, Yellowstone, the
giant California Redwoods, and
Greta Garbo. This is Carlsbad cav-
erns in southern New Mexico, and

gone, and so is the majestic forest.
High speed logging took care of that.
The patient horse is gone, too, and
so is the elder of the two anglers.
For you see that all happened 30
years ago this month, and time
marches on.

Design for Living. .
Do you crave to get away from it
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if there is anything left that will
take your breath away, here it is.
These are the largest caverns in the
world, and when I say large I mean
mammoth and even then you have
no idea how big they are. Tre-
mendous underground rooms popu-
lated by grotesque shapes created
by the slow, steady drip-drip of
water through limestone for millions
of years have been made doubly im-
pressive by the beaut.iful and com-
pletely disguised lighting system 1n-
stalled by the National Park service.
It takes several hours to gO
through the caverns and lunch is
served for you and several hur’l,dred
others in your party in a “room 750
feet below the surface. . .
When you go to Carlsbad in spring
or summer, arrange to arrive 1o the
afternoon before the morning you go
through the caverllllf. Ft‘lmcli1 a spl:g?n 1;0
stay for the night, which 1 -
tim%s difficult after 4 P. M. Then
drive out to the caverns before dusk
and see a spectacle which even Ceci
B. DeMille couldn’t produce. From
a cave leading off the mouth of the
cavern, hundreds then thousand}s;
then millions of bats fly out ea(ii
night in search of insects for food.
The flight begins at sunset and y:)iu
can see the bats circling for altitu te
deep in the cave. Gradl_xally they ?h -
tain the level of the hills above the
opening and fly off to the south in aﬁltl:
endless stxf‘eal?l. Theégutwar flig
ontinues for hours;
(t:urn before dawn to hang by th ir
feet, heads down, in great clusterst o
a section of the cavern known a8 he
Bat Cave. Three million bats fly o
each night to eat bugs, except _durlntg
the winter hibernation. The insec

don’t like it.

i ¢ is far

time you've trotted this
Ya'fo%d New Mexico and Arlzglﬁa
and likely, if you're smart, seen the
cliff dwellings 1n M

Grand Canyon, descending to the

bottom by a mule you never learn to

and visited a few churches and
g:ll:g’ums, and Frijoles Canyon a.n(1
Tesuque, and Bishop’s Lodge, an
bought souvenirs until your pocket-
book is so thin you can't feel it ; at this
point you are ready for a change.
Well, it’s right there in New Mexico
for you. It’s Santa Fe. Yessir, Santa
Fe is the tonic for the unnerved tour-
ist. When you begin to get the Na-
vajo shakes, drive on to Santa Fe,
stop at Fred Harvey's exquisite La

Rod and Gun
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all, pal, and lead the simple life?
Up with the birds every morning and
luiled to sleep each night by the
dulcet hooting of owls? And do it in
a country noted for its excellent
hunting and even better fishing?
Don'’t shove, boys, let’s be little gen-
tlemen! It's as simple as A.B.C, and
here’s how to realize your dream:
The Province of Ontario is leasing

Fonda, walk into one of the many
rooms where they serve excellent
drinks, and come out a new man.

And a new man you'll need to be,
because if you have timed it right,
the Labor Day weekend, you are just
under the wire for the Santa Fe
Fiesta, the oldest community celebra-
tion in the United States. It's been
going on since 1712 and in this time
the natives have got the technique of
raising hell down to such a science
that it's practically refined—if you
can refine pure abandon. Costume
dress is practically mandatory. The
women dress like Navajo women and
the men dress in whatever is left
over. But it doesn’t hurt after the
third bend of the elbow, nothing
hurts after that until the morning of
the fourth day and then it’s all over
so it doesn’t matter. ’

During this intervening period
of semi-consciousness and extreme
pleasure you may have done any
number of things which are just as
well remembered somewhat dimly
You may have ridden around the
plaza on a burro—lots of people do
Or you may have taken a tyrp or;
the ancient hand-operated merry-go-
round which gives the Indian kids
the thrill of a lifetime. Or maybe
you got mixed up in a Navajo squaw
dance where you were asked to dance
by a lady Indian and released only
upon the customary presentation of
a gift. Then there is the parade in
which you could have taken part, and
a seemingly endless succession of
dances at any one of which maybe
you got first prize. Or perhaps may-
be you just sat under the stars in the
romantic La Placita, reading words
of love in the flashing eyes of a dark
New Mexican beauty while trouba-
dors strummed and sang. Maybe
yor111‘ 1:lid, you hope. )

ese are the thin ou thj .

as the world begins tgscc}:me ggg]i{ ix.f
to focus on the morning of the fourth
day. And then, suddenly, you realize
that your quest on the trail of the
Santa Fe is ended; you have arrived
There are cathedrals, and shops and
museums in this city of pleasure
scads of them. But somehow with
the Fiesta over, your thoughts begin
to turn to the facade of the public
library back in Oshkosh. A mighty
nice piece of work, you think, and it
would look pretty good right now.
Well, when you get to this point you
don’t need me any more. If you've
got any money left, go on home.

2,000,000 of its 14,000,000 acres of
crown lands to individuals, sports-
men’s clubs and commercial camp
owners this year. These lands are
tax free and located in some of the
finest hunting and fishing territory
of that province, including the Nipi-
gon, famous for its big squaretails,
Lake-of-the-Woods, Rainy River, Al-
goma, Timiskaning, Thunder Bay,






are familiar with the Coch-y-Bondhu,
Poole’s Long Hackle or the Little
Chap? All of ’em hackle flies and
all fish killers. Or the Zulu, Grouse
and Claret or Oak Fly?

Scan the list of salmon flies and
some lulus are uncovered. Ever hear
of the Coiner? And how about the
Silver Erriff, Grey Monkey and Mur-
ray Doune? We never used ’em, but
those flies have caught fish for gener-
ations. So have the Candlestick
Maker, Golden Eagle, Little Inky
Boy, Penpergwm Pet and the Toppy.
. Your reporter is becoming increas-
ingly confused over this scientific
angling trend. Trout fishing—or any
other kind of fishing, for that matter
—no longer is a simple matter of
$6.75 worth of gear and a day off.
No, sir! Angling now is a science,
with occult overtones. i

According to some piscatorial sa-
vants, no angler should sally forth
without first having his horoscope
cast. Profound delving—still accord-
ing to these angling Yogis—has re-
vealed that all true fishermen are in-

fluenced by three signs of the zodiac
—Taurus, the bull; Capricornus, the
goat and Pisces, the fishes. .

Anglers coming under the influ-
ence of Pisces are, of course, nat-
urally lucky. Those guys never miss.
Those born under Capricornus, _of
which your reporter is a distin-
guished member, never catch any-
thing. Piscatorial goats, so to speak.
" Patient investigation has disclosed
that many anglers are born when
Taurus the bull is in the ascendant.
While this previously unrevealed fact
cannot be explained, it does disclose
why so many fishermen are given to
falsehood. .

Then we have an ever-growing
number of fishing fans who operate
with piscatorial scratch-sheets of one
kind or another, some of which reveal
tide phases, lunar pull and the exact
time those speckled beauties are
scheduled to go on the feed. Ob-
viously, there is no sense fishing
when fish aren’t feeding; better to
remain in camp and continue that
stud game.

What puzzles your reporter, how-
ever, is how those scientific charts
can be plotted so many months in
advance, and without consulting the
fish.

In addition to these angling form
players, we have another _scientl_ﬁc
group of rod and reelers which fishes
by calendar. These calendars are
studded with fish, ranging from pure
white to deepest black, not to men-
tion some whose mammies and pap-
pies were careless, to say the least.
By passing up periods on the calen-
dar indicated by little white fishies
—which mean poor sport—and con-
centrating on more auspicious pe-
riods indicated by little black fishies
—which mean grand sport—the cal-
endar fisherman never goes wrong
more than 50 percent of the time.

Personally, we always go fishing
when the calendar indicates the worst
possible conditions. There aren’t
any scientific anglers abroad on such
occasions and it gives a non-scien-
tific fisherman plenty of opportunity
to catch fish.

What America is Reading

a fathqr confessor, a loan bank, an
authority on the weather. Men who
needed a drink during prohibition
came to him with orders on his bond-
ed whiskey; men who needed to be
cured of the drink habit came to him
for his formula. Young men who had
sowed wild oats and women eager to
cheat nature consulted him; in re-
turn he gave them something to
settle nerves or cure a cold, accord-
Ing to the need. He knew every-
body’s secrets and gave the best ad-
vice he could. He often had to run
to the phone while filling a prescrip-
tion or sell a 2-cent stamp in the
middle of a busy day. Mr. Nixon
tells the story of the woman who
came in every other day to buy a
2-cent stamp. “You do a lot of writ-
ing,” remarked the druggist. “Yes,”
she said, “I want to be fair. I buy
my drugs from the other drug store
and my stamps from you.” “That’s
fine,” said the druggist, “but would
it m_ake any difference to you if you
did it the other way around ?” This
frank book is published by Prentice-
Hall at $2.50.

_ “Whistle Stop,” by Maritta Wolff,
is a first novel that is going to create
a lot of talk, especially among liter-
ary critics, and much of the com-
ment will be favorable. For although
it deals with the humdrum, and at
times coarse, lives of the members
of an ordinary family in a small
town, it is completely authentic;
every character is comprehensible
and takes his place in your imagina-
tion. The family gets by without
much money. The mother toils away
at household duties, is something of
a slattern and has never been able
to control the manners of her chil-
dren. The oldest daughter, Mary,
whose child, Dorothy, lives in the
household, is the sweetheart of a ho-
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tel man who is also a sort of sgnall-
time gangster. One of the sons 1S ag
overbearing foreman of _railroa:

shops who has been making 'f‘zee
with the company’s gasoline. AR-
other, the most interesting of the
men, is a good-natured vagabond.
Two adolescent girls, twins, have op-
posite characteristics; one 'enjt‘zﬂs
association with a fast town girl, %
other is wary of the advances O

boys. An adolescent boy 1S badlg
plagued by all that goes on aroun

him. The author accomplishes the
difficult feat of making these shabby
characters real and the whole stori
exciting. The author wrote this boo

while a senior in the University o

Michigan and won the Avery Hop-
wood prize for 1940 W.lth'lt. If she
could do this as a beginning, she is
bound to be heard from with
stronger work. ( Random House)

RICH Maria Remarque wrote ""All
Quiet on the Western Front”, a
book that told the truth abput the way
the ordinary German sold_ler,wa:s se_n?
to be butchered. Hitler didn’t like it;
the book was burned and Remarque
became a fugitive. He is now in the
United States earning coplous royal-
ties from Hollywood, which, we hope,
will heal his wounds. He ot}ght to
know how it feels to be exiled, to
become a man without a gountry.
His new novel, “Flotsam”, is about
the rootless people, the men and
women who have been shoved out of
Germany, who are not wanted in
Austria, who move restlessly be-
tween Vienna, Prague, Zurich, Berne
and Paris. Ludwig Kern has a Jew-
ish father and a Protestant mother
—s0 not even the Jewish agency In
Zurich can help him. He has a hope-
less attitude toward life; sometimes
he meets men who are mean and

bitter; sometimes he meets officials
who are kind, or want to be. Josef
Steiner is more crafty. The girl,
Ruth Holland, becomes the chief
concern of Kern’s life because she
is weak and defenseless. Of all ages
are the refugees who move fitfully
across Europe; men and women who
can’t get the right to work, who are
put in jail for vagrancy and then
sent over the border into a country
that has no use for them. Remar-
que’s story-telling is episodic and
doesn’t have the bitterness and vio-
lence you meet in Jan Valtin’s “Out
of the Night”, but maybe that is
why it makes much greater demands
on our feelings and seems quite plau-
gible.. (Little, Brown & Co., $2.50)

The biography that General Sir
Archibald Wav_ell has written about
Allenby, the victor of Mesopotamia
in the last war, isan important work,
for its describes not only Allenby but
gives a clear idea of Wavell’s views
on military affairs. Thus “Allenby:
a Study in Greatness” comes at an
opportune moment. General Wavell
was associated with Allenby through
many years; he knows a great deal
about Allenby’s record in France and
defends his memory against the
charge that he was wasteful of hu-
man life. Best of all he studied his
methods in the Near East and, no
doubt, profited by them. The book
describes Allenby’s career through
the victory of Megiddo, which ended
the battle in Palestine. It shows how
carefully Allenby prepared for even-
tualities, how he made use of sur-
prise, how he was able to use cavalry,
how he was a stickler for rules yet
invariably forgave men afterward.
This precise study of a military lead-
er reminds us that the old days of
glorification are over. (Oxford Uni-
versity Press, $3.50)









