











































































































What America is Reading

Spain. A young American named
Philip, whose uncle keeps an inn in
the Salzkammergut of Austria, has
reasons for visiting Paris, Munich,
Madrid and other European places,
and everywhere he encounters ad-
ventures, some of which are emotion-
al. In Paris, for instance, he falls in
love with a hoyden called Saskia,
who is a Ruthenian emigre living
with a Russian. In Munich Philip
stays at the Pension Lucrezia, man-
aged by Frau Meyer, and meets a
collection of middle-class people who
are helpless in the face of the new
rampant Nazi doctrines. In Spain
Philip runs into the backwash of the
war, and here horrible stories of
cruelties to the little people come to
his attention. He is something of a
philosopher; he recognizes the de-
moralization that comes to people
when they lose their self-esteem.
Thus this novel is about a wide va-
riety of human beings who are not
leaders but members of the human
race, pushed about by events not of
their own designing. These things
happen under the skies of Europe,
and, while we find no solution, nor see
any great change in Philip, we enjoy
reading this mature, well-built novel,
filled with characters that show what
a crazy-quilt all living is. (Harper
& Bros. $2.50)

RENE KRAUS wrote a good book
about Winston Churchill ; it was on
the best-seller lists for many months.
He now amplifies that information in
a new book, “The Men Around
Churchill”, which gives sketches of
thirteen British leaders in the
Churchill circle and a chapter about
King George VI. I don't expect this
book to have the popularity of the
first, but it is good to refer to, and
it should throw into relief the figures
of men whose names are often in the
news. Here are portrayed the enig-
matic Lord Halifax, who is no longer
an appeaser, because he thinks Hit-
ler’'s system is bondage; Anthony
Eden, the man who stood behind
Wavell; Sir Archibald Sinclair,
Churchill’s Man Friday; Sir Kingsley
Wood, whose change is called “the
toughening up of a softie”; Ernest
Bevin, the fire-eater who once fought
Churchill; Herbert Morrison, the La-
Guardia of England; Clement Attlee,
who does “the dirty work for Church-
ill” with clean hands; Albert Victor
Alexander, the lord who rules the
water; Arthur Greenwood, who also
came in by way of labor. Then the
soldiers—Sir John Greer Dill and
General Sir Archibald Wavell, and
the “eccentrics”—Lord Beaverbrook,
described as “a Canadian Yankee at
King George’s Court” and Sir Staf-
ford Cripps. The King is a modest
gentleman, “grateful for being over-
looked”. Mr. Kraus says that “to
many Englishmen the institution of
kingship is a condition of their own
well-being, an almost physical ne-

(Continued from page 12)

cessity”. Wendell Willkie called him
‘“earnest-minded”. (Lippincott, $3)

ILLTIAM ALLEN WHITE is the

best-known small-town editor in
the country, just because he doesn’t
let the country forget it. He is proba-
bly responsible for most of the Santa
Fe's passenger business out of Em-
poria, Kans,, for he gets around. But
he set his heart on running the Em-
poria Gazette when he was a young
moon-faced Kansan with baggy
pants, and he told his public he in-
tended to stay there, and he did. Yet
he has given presidents advice ever
since the days of McKinley, and may-
be they listened to him just because
he kept rooted in the midwestern
town and knew Kansas politics by
heart.

The story of how William Allen
White developed as a national figure
is a fine, upstanding American tale,
and Everett Rich, also of Emporia,
tells it in “William Allen White:
The Man from Emporia”. (Farrar &
Rinehart, $3). He says that when
White bought the Gazette in 1895
with $3,000 worth of borrowed
money, he was a provincial hayseed,
and what he wrote from day to day
was cocksure, illiberal, intolerant—
Jjust what we think a small-town edi-
tor would write. But White’s mind
didn’t stop, and he was always meet-
ing people who could tell him some-
thing new. He learned a lot from
Theodore Roosevelt, and he followed
Roosevelt into the progressive party
and out again; he became thoroughly
liberal, broke with party lines, sup-
ported social legislation and argued
for all the movements that would im-
prove human relations. He had a
basic faith in the common man that
must have come down from that
Abolitionist mother of his.

This then, is the book about an
upstanding American, a man who
has done a lot for his community,
who knows New York and Chicago
as well as he knows Emporia, and
yet always gets back on the train for
the home town. He has profit-shar-
ing plans for his employes, Christ-
mas parties and all that sort of thing,
and Emporia thinks he’s tops. And
so do we.

ASHINGTON, the capital of the

United States, in the days of
the Civil War—what a theme! Again
and again we return to this critical
period in American history and read
anew about Abraham Lincoln, Sew-
ard, Stanton, Grant, McClellan, and
Mary Lincoln. Margaret Leech has
found innumerable details of life
during the war .that other authors
have not yet mined from the inex-
haustible records and in “Reveille in
Washington, 1860-1865” she gives
the whole chronicle. This is how
Washington lived through the hard
days, what its people did in the war,
how the news was received and how

the leaders acted. But here, too, are
the citizens, the common people, sol-
diers, nurses, camp followers, clerks
and the wounded.

We know something about the
wounded from the journals of Walt
Whitman, but Miss Leech reveals
aspects of hospital life heretofore
ignored. Ambulances were used for
the first time in the Civil War, but
the appointments of hospitals left
much to be desired. Clara Barton
served usefully after the Second Bull
Run while most of the male nurses
were disgruntled and drunk. Louisa
M. Alcott served as a nurse in
Georgetown.

WI—IILE official Washington wor-
ried over the influx of runaway
slaves, and wondered how to make ef-
fective use of the large number of
Negroes available for enlistment in
colored regiments, the social side of
Washington enjoyed balls, private
theatricals, dinners and levees. No
capital can quite forego its usual
life; in fact these distractions help
it to bear its burdens. In the third
year of the war, writes Miss Leech,
the Union was drunk “in its crazy
pursuit of pleasure”. Washington,
which saw some of the worst side of
the war, had to let off steam. “For
dancing was the rage, and in crimson
velvet and purple moire antique, in
pink and green silk and white tarle-
tan, the ladies tossed their cataract
curls in the mazes of the polka and
the lancers.” And while this went on
a second draft was ordered. “Faintly,
through the rhythm of the orchestra
sounded the President’s call for
troops.”

The President is in the center of
all this, trying to get action on the
field, urging his generals to bring in
vietories, hopefully turning to Grant.
And center of her own court was
Madam President, the lady whose
charge accounts grew ever larger—
one store sent a bill for 300 pairs of
gloves ordered in four months. In
the summer of 1864 she owed
$27,000. ‘‘Her dress for the second
inauguration ball cost $2,000. She
was back on her unsteady pinnacle
of arrogance, while the clouds gath-
ered that would darken her brain and
send her stumbling out of the White
House, a sick and haunted woman.”

Miss Leech has made the whole
history alive. She has portrayed hu-
man beings as they were in their
daily activities. The reader recog-
nizes that life in this capital was far
from simple, even though it may
have been provincial. To the capital
came all the complaints, confused
orders, demands. Here every general,
every politician, every member of
Congress, deposited his troubles. The
aftermath of every victory and de-
feat brought exaltation or depres-
sion to Washington and affected the
nation’s spirit. This book tells us
what Washington was really like, in
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days when its citizens could hear the
rumble of the Confederacy’s guns.
(Harper & Bros., $3.50)

AN McGRATH of Boise, Idaho,
(Burley Lodge, No. 1384) is the
author, with Helen Addison Howard,
of “War Chief Joseph’, a biography
of an Indian strategist, which Caxton
Printers, Ltd., are publishing. . . .
“Salud! A South American Journal”,
is Margaret Culkin Banning’s lively

account of a South American trip, in
which she observed many things of
interest to women and found out
more about people than mountains
(Harper, $2.75). .. . There is excel-
lent information in “Aztecs of Mexi-
co,” by George C. Vaillant, associate
curator of Mexican Archaeology,
American Museum of Natural His-
tory, and the illustrations really tell
something about Aztec art, living
conditions, customs. A fine book for

those interested in exploring other
civilizations. (Doubleday, Doran, $4)
. ... Going South! Next stop, “Yu-
catan”, by Lawrence Dame, the re-
port of a trip into the Mayan lands,
with illustrations and plenty of dia-
logue. (Random House, $3). . . .
“The Corn is Green”, the play by
Emlyn Williams in which Ethel
Barrymore has been starring in New
York City, may be had in book form
now. (Random House, $2)

News of the State Associations

Several other prominent Louisiana Elks
attended the session, including Sidney
Freudenstein, New Orleans, a mem-
ber of the Grand Lodge Committee on
Credentials, Sidney A. Harp, Donald-
sonville, Pres. of the La. State Elks
Assn.,, and P.E.R.’s Clarence LaCroix
and Felix J. Marx, Baton Rouge.

Retiring President Ben Wilkes, of
Greenville Lodge, directed the conven-
tion proceedings. Mayor Walter Scott
welcomed the Association to Jackson
and in his talk called attention to the
fine work of Jackson Lodge No. 416 on
behalf of orphanages and other chari-
table institutions. The late U. S. Sena-
tor Byron P. (Pat) Harrison was eulo-
gized in a resolution citing his member-
ship in Guifport, Miss., Lodge, No. 978,
and his record as a faithful Elk of long
standing.

RHODE ISLAND

More than 100 delegates from the five
lodges of the State attended the annual
convention of the Rhode Island State
Elks Association, held at Newport on
June 22. Dr. Ambrose H. Lynch, of
Providence Lodge, was elected Presi-
dent. Also elected were: 1st Vice-

(Continued from page 32)

Pres., Alfred H. Chapman, Westerly;
2nd Vice-Pres., James A. Taylor, Woon-
socket; 3rd Vice-Pres., William W.
Woodcock, Pawtucket; 4th Vice-Pres.,
Albert J. Halleck, Newport; Secy.,
Charles W. Noonan, Providence; Treas.,
Dr. Edward C. Morin, Pawtucket;
Chairman of the Board of Trustees,
Thomas J. Flynn, Providence. The As-
sociation voted to hold the 1942 con-
vention in Westerly.

Past Grand Exalted Ruler John F.
Malley, of Springfield, Mass., Lodge,
was the principal speaker at the meet-
ing which was held in the home of
Newport Lodge No. 104. Talks were
also made by E. Mark Sullivan, Boston,
Chief Justice of the Grand Forum;
E.R. Thomas N. Kelly, Judge Mortimer
A. Sullivan and Attorney General John
H. Nolan, Newport; D.D. M. Walter
Flynn, Westerly, and P.D.D. Edward
H. Powell, Providence.

Alfred L. Gibson, a student at the
De La Salle Academy of Newport, was
announced the winner of the Elks Na-
tional Foundation Scholarship of $360
by selection of the Rhode Island State
Elks Association. A scholarship of $150
was awarded Miss Helen Lucek, a
graduate of Blackstone High School.

Both recipients were present, together
with several winners of scholarship
awards of previous years. Several im-
portant resolutions were adopted at the
business session.

HE convention was opened with a

sightseeing tour followed by a noon
luncheon at the LaForge Cottages. *
Mayor Herbert E. Macauley extended
the city’s official welcome and J. C.
Earle McLennan, President of the New-
port Chamber of Commerce, conveyed
greetings. Retiring State President
John H. Greene, Jr., of Newport, re-
sponded for the State Association.
P.E.R. Francis X. Flannery, of New-
port Lodge, presided. Among the many
distinguished visitors introduced were
Capt. Frank H. Roberts, inspector in
charge of ordnance at the Naval Tor-
pedo Station; Maj. John B. Gegan, rep-
resenting the commanding General of
the Harbor Defenses of Narragansett
Bay; Perry Belmont, former Minister
to Spain; P.D.D. John E. Mullen, Provi-
dence, Assistant Attorney General, and
Chief Justice Edmund W. Flynn of the
State Supreme Court. Supper in the
Rathskellar at the lodge home wound
up the convention activities.

Grand Exalted Ruler’'s Visits

beautiful setting in the Blue Ridge
Mountains of Virginia, where the
Order of Elks exemplifies in its finest
sense the practice of Brotherly Love,
a most inspiring meeting was held and
the Grand Exalted Ruler, meeting his
District Deputies in person, outlined
their program. At this conference,
Past Grand Exalted Ruler Rush L. Hol-
land of Colorado Springs, Colo., Lodge,
represented the Elks National Memo-
rial and Publication Commission and
Past Grand Exalted Ruler James T.
Hallinan, of Queens Borough, N. Y.,
Lodge, made a fine address and out-

he had no friend and no well-wisher,
and where there were none he could
understand, even as there were none
to understand him. He felt infinitely
small and tired, and the close, inti-
mate coolness of the house was
scant relief.

Mrs. Lambert did not come into
the ha}l to welcome him as she usu-
ally did. But as he started up the
stairs there were heavy footsteps
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lined the program of the Elks National
Defense and Public Relations Commis-
sion, while the achievements of the Elks
National Foundation Trustees were set
forth effectively by the Chairman, Past
Grand Exalted Ruler John F. Malley.
Past Grand Exalted Ruler Charles S.
Hart, of Mount Vernon, N. Y., Lodge,
introduced Captain Tom W. Hammond
of the Adjutant General's O@ﬁce g,t
Washington, D. C., who explained in
detail the procedure to be folloxyed by
the subordinate lodges in setting up
local units of the Elk Flying Cadets.
Past Grand Exalted Ruler David

The American Way
(Continued from page 7)

behind him, and then a low, familiar
voice saying, ‘“Oh, Tom.”

He turned and looked down at
Mr. Lambert. He said, “Yes, Uncle
George.” And then, for manners’
sake, he said, “Good afternoon,
Uncle George.”

Mr. Lambert was crumpling a
handkerchief with one hand, as if it
were a bit of paper he meant to
destroy. Mr. Lambert's eyes were

Sholtz, of Daytona Beach, Fla., Lodge,
also addressed the District Deputies,
and Grand Secretary Masters again
explained the details of his office. The
following Grand Lodge officials also at-
tended the conference: Wade H. Kep-
ner, of Wheeling, W. Va,, Lodge, Home
Member of the Board of Grand Trus-
tees, and Approving Member Robert
South Barrett, Alexandria, Va.; Grand
Treasurer George M. McLean, El Reno
Okla.; Grand Inner Guard Hugh Hicks
Jackson, Tenn., and Daniel J. Kelly
Knoxville, Tenn., a member of thé
Grand Forum.

worried and there were new, etched
lines in his forehead. Mr. Lambert
said, “Come here a minute, will you
Tom ?”’ '

He went back down the stairs,
thinking it was odd that Mr. Lam-
bert should be home so early. It was
but a little after three and Mr.
Lambert, even though he was a
banker, didn’t usually get home un-
til some time after four. And Mr.






airplane over France, and there was
the cruel-eyed pilot of the fighter
that was about to destroy it. Or the
cruel-eyed crew of the deadly anti-
aircraft unit that brought the bomb-
er down.

He came to the Schultz house and
the front garden was empty. He
walked past it and back, suddenly
feeling helpless, then feeling his rage
grow because of his helplessness.
The front door opened and Wilhelm
Schultz came out.

There was red before his eyes
when he rushed through the gate.
He heard his own voice as if it were
someone else’s voice, crying, “Hun!
Boche! Hitler! Dirty Hun! Oh,
you dirty, dirty Hun!” When he
pounded his fists against Wilhelm
Schultz’s chest he barely felt any
physical sensation.

He felt Wilhelm Schultz’ hands
pushing him off, and he heard, from
far away, a scared voice saying,
“Look here, Tom—what’s the idea,
Tom—what did I ever do to you?”
And then stronger hands had him
roughly by the shoulders and he was
dragged back.

HEN he was in a long bright liv-

ing room, sitting in a chair, and a
man with grey hair and a small
beard was anxiously watching him.
Soon Mr. Lambert came hurrying
into the room, his clothes mussed,
as if he had left home in a great
hurry.

Mr. Lambert said, “I'm damned
sorry, Fred. We won’t talk now. It
was such a shock to him—I know
you understand. Over here we just
can’t realize how they feel. All I
can do is apologize for him, Fred.
I'll take him home now.”

Mr: Lambert’s hand, guiding him
to the car, was gentle. They rode
home in silence. All he felt was
weariness, and confusion, and bit-
terness.

They both came with him to his
room and saw that he went to bed.
The maid brought food, which he
tasted because they were trying to
be kind and he did not want to offend
them. Both of them moved about
abruptly, wastefully, as if they did
not know what to do.

Mr. Lambert said, “Good night,
Tom. We understand—believe me,
we do. We won’t bother you now.
Try to sleep. All I'll say is that the
Schultzes aren’t any more German,
the way you think of people being
German, than we are. Or you are.
That’s true, Tom. Now do your best
to rest.”

He heard the door close. He did
not remember what Mr. Lambert
had said—he did not even remember
his speaking. He had been too far
away to hear. He was thinking that
he had a job to do, and he had to
do it. It was the only way he could
show what was in him. It was the
only way he could perform a sacred
and inescapable duty.

Mr. and Mrs. Lambert were both
at the table when he came down-
stairs in the morning. They greeted
him cheerfully and he said, bowing
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a little, “Good morning, Aunt Kate.
Good morning, Uncle George.” He
sat down at his place and felt the
constraint in the room.

“I hope youre feeling better,
Tom,” Mr. Lambert said.

Tom said, “Yes, Uncle George,”
and ate a little of his breakfast. The
Lamberts seemed old and strange
and far away this morning. The
Lamberts were kind and good but
they did not understand. They
meant well, but they were stupid.
He glanced at them quickly and had
no emotion for either of them. It
was almost as if they did not exist
at all.

No one in the world really existed
now, except Wilhelm Schultz. Wil-
helm Schultz was to be the end, the
beginning, and the fulfillment.

Wilhelm Schultz was about to die,
and dying in some small measure
to pay for the death of the quiet,
handsome, smiling man who had
been his father.

“Tom,” Mr. Lambert said. ‘“About
yesterday. I don’t want to trouble
you now, but I do want to try to
make you understand that—well,
that in this country we don’t hold it
against anyone because he has a
German name and is of German
origin, no matter how strongly we
feel about the war. I wish you would
promise me to think about that,
Tom. And later on, when you”feel
like it, I'd like a talk with you.

“Yes, Uncle George,” he said. He
looked at Mrs. Lambert. Her eyes
were pools of worry and she looked
older than she had yesterday. He
smiled at Mrs. Lambert and she
smiled back at him. Now she did not
look so old any more.

HAT he was going to do would

hurt them a great deal, he
thought. Then he put that thought
aside, as a non-essential. They were
good, and they were nice to him, but
he could not let them stand in his
way. He remembered a thing his fa-
ther had told him once—‘‘Always do
what you feel you have to do, what
you are sure is right. You’ll never go
far wrong then.” His father, the gen-
tle, understanding man, whom peo-
ple like Wilhelm Schultz had killed.
“One thing more, Tom,” Mr. Lam-
bert said. “You don’t have to go to
school today. Not until you feel that
you want to. Stay out as long as

ou like.”
v He said, “Thank you,

He stood up. 1,
Uncle George, but I'll go today.

He looked at both of them and said,
“Goodbye Uncle George and Aunt
Kate.” The silence was heavy when
he left the room.

He put on his coat and gathered
his books. He left the house by the
front door and as he walked down
the street he thought he could feel
their eyes on his back. He walked
three blocks, to where he was safely
out of sight of the house. Then he
turned up the hill, away from the
school.

He sat on the hillside, hidden by
a tree, and carefully went over,
again and again, the plan he had

made during the night. It was very
simple. Very sure. He remembered
the time his father had taken him
to watch raw land being cleared for
a house. He remembered the black-
powder blasting, and the way the
fduses had been set. Anyone could
o it.

In the basement of the Lambert
house there was a cannister of black
powder and a coil of fuse. And there
was an old bicycle pump which was
the perfect instrument for his pur-
pose.

AFTER a time he heard the deep-
throated roar of a big car; that
was Mr. Lambert on his way to the
bank. He left the hill and went back
to the house by a route which led
him to a little-used gate near the
basement door. He had unlocked
that door before going to breakfast
this morning. There was not one
chance in a thousand of anyone visit-
ing the basement today.

He examined the rear of the house
carefully, staring at each window in
case someone should be looking out.
Then he opened the gate and ran
swiftly across the short space of
ground between it and the basement
door. A moment later he was inside,
the door closed firmly after him, and
the only sound was the loud beating
of his heart. .

For an hour he experimented with
the fuse, measuring and cutting
lengths and carefully checking the
time it took them to burn. At last
he was satisfied. He filled the pump
cylinder tight with black powder,
attached a fuse, and wrapped it in
newspaper. Then there was nothing
to do but wait the slow hoursg
through until. the school day wag
over. .

The hands on the }1tt1e pocket
watch he had been given for hig
birthday seemed hardly to move at
all. Half a dozen times he thought
the watch must have stopped but
when he held it to his ear it tickeqd
away cheerfully. Then he thought
it must be running slow, but the
noon strike of the city hall clock
showed it to be right.

He sat on a bench in a dark cor-
ner and shivered with the damp
chill of the basement. He wondered,
absently, what would happen to him.
He would be arrested, of course,
questioned, imprisoned. Probably
the sensible thing to do would be to
refuse to answer. They would be
like Mr. and Mrs. Lambert, only
much less gentle and kind. There
would be nothing he could say to
make them see. Then he put these
thoughts aside, as you put aside
minor matters when something of
immense importance must be attend-
ed to.

It was two o’clock when he left
the basement. He made his way to
the street without being seen from
the house. He felt the cylinder
against his body, and it warmed and
encouraged him. And now, the mo-
ment being so close, he felt excite-
ment rising in him, and a grim sense
of purpose that nothing could change.






shielding his face. Something hit
him hard and tumbled him back-
ward. There was a tremendous wall
of flame and a gigantic pain. After
that there was a sense of falling into
a pit, and blackness.

Now it was if he were rising, in-

finitely slowly, out of some deep, -

frightening place. Far above him
there was light, and as it grew there
was a sudden rush of pain that made
him cry out, then clench his teeth.
When he tried to move it was as if
his body had been harshly bound
with tight bands. Then the light
blinded him and he shut his eyes
hard against it. Far away a vague-
ly familiar voice said, “Tom,” and it
was a while before he realized that
it was his name and the voice was
calling to him. He opened his eyes
again carefully and saw distorted
shadows that slowly sharpened and
became distinct—as if he were look-
ing through field glasses which must
be focussed to fit his eyes. Another
voice said his name, and it too was
vaguely familiar—it was like a voice
out of another time, the deep past,
which he had difficulty remembering.
. Then it was all clear—the small
"white room with its single window,
the narrow, white-covered bed on
which he lay, and standing over him
Mr. and Mrs. Lambert.

Mr. Lambert smiled wanly and
sat on the edge of the bed. He said,
“How are you feeling, Tom ?”

There were thick bandages about
his face and chest and his right arm
was stiff and immovable in a plaster
cast. “I guess I'm all right.” .

“You are,”” Mr. Lambert said.
“And it's a miracle of the first wa-
ter. There's a broken bone in that
arm of yours—it happened when you
fell—and you’ve some nasty burns.
But you'll be good as ever in two
weeks. The doctor says he can’t
see why you weren’t killed—and Bill

Schultz too.”

where young people gathered; and
that what delighted the customers in
the taverns had no appeal whatever
in the fancy cocktail bars. The jitter-
bugs were attracted to their favorite
bands and what the band was playing
was a secondary consideration. If he
covered a metropolitan territory, he
learned to include a few reels and
come-all-ye's for the Irish places, a
few folksongs for the Swedes and
Norwegians, some grand opera for
the Italians, and only one hundred
percent Greek music for the Greeks!

Today an experienced operator can
keep the record assortment in his
music-boxes so exquisitely balanced
and up-to-date that each one will
yield a maximum gross week after
week, and the coin meters are there
to remind him when his judgment
errs.

There are choice locations in the
larger cities where music-boxes gross

40

He turned his eyes away at the
mention of that name. He felt Mrs.
Lambert’s cool, small hand take his
hand and he heard her say, “Don’t
let anything worry you, Tom. Just
rest. Later on there’ll be plenty of
time to figure it all out.”

It would be good to rest, he
thought; to forget it all, as if it had
never been. Only that was obvious-
ly impossible. It had to be figured
out now. It couldn’t be evaded or
postponed. He closed his eyes again
and thought back. He saw, just be-
fore the flash of blinding light, Bill
Schultz running toward him. He
felt again Bill Schultz’ hand striking
his shoulder with all the force at his
command. He said, “It’s funny.
Just before it went off—" He paused,
then said, “Was he hurt :?"

“Not seriously — minor bprns;
He’s up and around. The fact is—'

R. LAMBERT left the room. He
was away a minute or two.
‘When he returned Bill Schultz and his
father followed him. One side of Bill
Schultz’ face was heavily banglaged.
He would have given anything he
had to be able to look away, to not
face them. You couldn’t let yourself
do that. It was a thing his father
had often talked to him about—you
had to face unpleasantness honestly,
no matter what it cost you. He
looked at them and made a small
smile that hurt his cheeks and lips.
He said, ‘“I guess you saved my life
__Bill. I guess I don’t know—don’t
know why you did. It’s all sort of
mixed up. And—well, I'm sorry.”
There was embarrassment on Bill
Schultz’ face. Tom thought iq was
a good face. That was surprising.
It was as if he had never seen Bill
Schultz’ face clearly before. It was
wide and patient and the eyes were
intelligent and gentle. Yes, it was
really a good face, and it was very

good to look at it.

Explosion in Vulgarity

(Continued from page 17)

as much as $25 or $50 per week, al-
though the average is reported to be
nearer $15, and in the outlying ter-
ritories it is likely to be less. But in
order to yield a net profit to the
operator a machine must take in not
less than $12 per week in the larger
cities, nor less than $7 per week on
the rural routes. If a machine falls
below that minimum, and cannot be
built up within a reasonable time, it
must be removed to a more profitable
location.

Each music-box represents an av-
erage investment of about $300. Ac-
cording to the accepted practice of
the trade, the operator writes off his
investment at the rate of 25 percent
yearly for depreciation, and actually
tries to replace his machines with
new models after they have seen four
years of service. The second-hand
machines are reconditioned and sold
to dealers in the Orient and South

Mr. Schultz said, “We understand,
Tom. All of us. We know how you
felt. Only we hope you don't feel
that way any more. You see, we
aren’t what you thought we were,
Tom. Not anything like that. It's
hard to explain.”

Bill Schultz said, “I hope you get
better quick, Tom.” Then Mr.
Schultz said something to Mr. Lam-
bert and he and his son left. At the
door Bill Schultz said, “Anyway,
you're getting out of school for a
while, Tom. You have all the luck.”

It hurt his face to laugh.

Mr, and Mrs. Lambert stood by the
bed and smiled down at him. Mr.
Lambert said, “Better now, Tom ?”’

“Yes,” he said. “Only—I don’t
exactly know what to say. The way
it is—well, I can't figure out what
came over me. It doesn’t seem as if
it could have happened now.”

“I can figure it out, Tom,” Mr.
Lambert said. “It’s clear enough.
And understandable enough. Now
—it’s all over now, isn’'t it, Tom ?”

He nodded, and it hurt his neck
and 'chest. But that kind of hurt
didn’t seem to matter. He lay still
looking up at Mr. and Mrs. Lambert:
He felt almost the way he had when
looking at Bill Schultz—as if he had
never seen their faces clearly be-
fore. They had fine faces. They
had faces like his parents—the same
kind of faces, even though the fea-
tures were entirely different. It
was odd he'd never felt so close to
them before. It was fine to feel so
close to them now, for the first time.

He thought about himself then
and that was odd too. Because it was
such a different self than it had been
before the accident. Remarkably
different. It was as if he had grown
a great deal older in g very short
space of time. Ag if something had
happened to make him wonder, in
amazement, at the kind of persoﬁ he
had been yesterday.

America. Despite w iti
this export trade hag I;a:enc:gg:zttmirllls,
$40,000 per month during 1940 sne
And he is under constant preésure
from both the manufacturers and his
location owners to buy new models
A restaurant proprietor who has
visited a rival establishment, or a
sod_a clerk just returned from’ a va-
cation out of town, will complain
that he has Seen a brand new I?ono-
graph that 18 six feet tall, or ﬁas an
all-over cabinet of translucent plas-
tic, or one that waves the Stars and
Stripes in a fan-driven breeze when
the box plays God Biless America.
;_[;};i }gg?gvg}lled opfrator promises to
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other aspirin. fers and takes an-
Music-boxes have -
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tremendously. In appearance—well,
that is entirely a matter of opinion.






the most convincing record of the
power of the nationwide coin-phono
network. The appearance of a rec-
ord in the “Going Strong" category
almost invariably forecasts a boost
in retail sales which will appear on
the chart weeks or months later.
Bing Crosby’s version of Sierra Sue,
for instance, became a music-box
favorite in the last week of July, and
had climbed to third place among the
retail best-sellers a month later. The
same thing happened in the cases of
such popular numbers as Six Lessons
from Madam LaZonga, Sunrise Ser-
enade, Beer-Barrel Polka, and Begin
the Beguine (which held its place
among music-box favorites for five
years). But the classic example of
juke-box magic concerns an obscure
bandleader and an unknown singe:r
who both took a long gamble.

Orrin Tucker's is a name to be
reckoned with today; but in the au-
tumn of 1939 he was an obscure or-
chestra leader in Chicago, with a
good band and a talented (but even
more obscure) little singer named
Bonnie Baker. Rummaging through
a pile of old sheet music, Tucker
found a battered copy of a ‘“cute”
number called OR, Johnny, OR!
which had been written by Abe Ol-
man and published with considerable
success in 1917. Deciding that with
a cute Bonnie Baker rendering of
such a cute number he might have
something, Orrin Tucker made a re-
cording of Oh, Johnny, Oh!

The rest was inevitable. From
obscurity Orrin Tucker and Bonnie
Baker were boosted almost overnight
onto the Hit Parade. They were
launched as a $10,000-a-week theatre
attraction, and they took their place
among the highest paid recording
artists. They'’re still 'way up there
on the crest of the wave.

The thing to be borne in mind
about these music-box successes is
that they are not the result of or-
ganized publicity or professional
song-plugging, but that they have
been achieved by something approxi-
mating a spontaneous popular vote.
They exemplify the potent force be-
hind the machines: the millions of
fingers that press down the selector
buttons, and the billions of nickels
that are dropped voluntarily into the
coin-chutes. The popular music that
rises supreme from the phonographs
is the music of the people’s choice.

It may seem incredible that any
such far-flung and devious business,
which had its earliest beginnings
close to the dark byways of the pre-
Repeal slot-machine trade, should
exist today so singularly free from
racketeering and rough-stuff. It is
true that only recently there have
been window-smashings in St. Louis,
which police attributed to the “juke-
box rackets’”; and that in another
region of the Middle West there are
rumors that a strong-arm combine
is trying to force operators to use
only non-trade-marked records made
under racket auspices. But these are
the exceptions.

In most states, and in the metro-
politan areas, the operators are or-
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ganized in their own closely knit
trade associations which were set up
in the earliest days of the game for
the expressed purpose of preventing
any repetition of the old slot-machine
evils, as well as for policing any cut-
throat competitive practices that
might militate against the business
as a whole. The operator may grum-
ble occasionally when he is forced to
adhere to the association rules for-
bidding “bumping” (which means
stealing another dealer’s locations),
but most of the time he thanks his
lucky stars for a strong organization
which keeps the rackets away.

And he has his other worries. Be-
cause he is looked upon by the loca-
tion owners along his route as some-
thing of a man of property, he is
constantly being touched for loans.
The bartender’s wife is going to have
a baby, or the widow who owns the
ice-cream parlor needs $100 for the
down payment on a new car. He is
reminded, of course, that he can take
the full receipts, instead of 50 per-
cent, from the music-box until the
loan is paid off! What can a man
say? Competition for new locations
being what it is today, it is a safe
bet that the bartender or the poor
widow can encounter some other op-
erator who will be delighted to make
the loan—and acquire a new location.
So the coin-machine operator, who
had to become a connoisseur of pop-
ular music in order to ply his trade,
now turns small-time banker and
makes the loan. It’s just one of the
crazy headaches of a crazy game.

Right now the music-box industry
is confronted by two innovations
which might turn the whole trade
upside down, although the operators
declare that they are not worried.
One is the “Automatic Hostess” or
wired music-box, which recently had
its field trials in New York; and the
other is the coin-operated musical
film or “soundie”. .

In the first instance, the “music-
box” which is installed in the tavern
or restaurant is not a phonograph at
all, but an amplifier and a_ micro-
phone, both connected by telephone
wire to a centrally located record-
playing exchange. After inserting
a nickel in the slot, you are greeted
by the “hostess”, you request the
number you wish to hear and it is
played over the wire from one of the
turntables in the central studio.

The wired music-box has been a
howl and a money-maker during the
New York trials, although much of
its success is attributed to novelty.
Part of the fun has been in kidding
the “hostess”, which has led to a
good deal of barroom ribaldry, and
which the promoters are now trying
to discourage. For an extra nickel
the hostess will announce a “dedica-
tion” of the number according to
your specifications.

The trade points out that the wired
system will be practical only in the
larger cities, and that even there it
involves heavy expenses for equip-
ment and line charges. Moreover,
they say, it will never be popular
with proprietors who have been con-

ditioned to the richer profits of the
plain old coin-phonograph. Under
the wired system, the operator takes
the first $10 of the gross receipts for
expenses, and gives the location own-
er only 35 percent of the balance.
Thus, his machine would have to
gross about $35 per week in order
to yield him as much profit as he
would make on a gross of only $17.50
under his present arrangement.
. The operators pretend to be laugh-
ing-off the loudly trumpeted possibil-
ities of the coin-machine “soundies”.
. “If you like a record, you'll play
it as often as you feel like hearing
it,” says one of them. ‘And if some-
body else puts a nickel in the machine
and selqcts the same number, you
won’t mind hearing it again. That’s
the way it is with songs. But when
you've seen a movie once, you've had
your money’s worth, but you probab-
ly won’t spend money to see it a sec-
ond time. Even if you do, twice is
enough. If someone else puts a coin
in and you've got to take it a third
time, you’ll run for the nearest exit.”
Whether this new competition is
actually as unimportant as these
spokesmen believe, remains to be
seen. But talking to the operators
you gather the firm impression that
nothing is likely to supplant the pop-
ular and seemingly perennial juke.
And there’s that hated term again.
It is almost impossible to avoid. The
industry may talk in terms of coin-
operated, electrical phonographs; the
dealers may call them music-boxes,
and The Billboard, for headline terse-
ness, may use the word “phonos”.
But to the millions of customers who
keep the records playing, the glori-
fied instruments are still ‘“‘jukes”.
. Nevertheless, the entrepreneurs of
nickel-music definitely do not like it.
Mention it in their presence and
they’'ll politely correct you, or pre-
tend not to know what you mean, or
simply boil over with rage. This atti-
tude was demonstrated for the record
only recently. Robert Yoder, Chicago
Daily News columnist, published a
generous appreciation of the coln-
phonographs and their music. In-
deed, it made such pleasant reading
that The Billboard reprinted the col-
umn in its entirety for the edification
of the trade. But not without add-
ing this explanatory footnote:
w.Mr. Yoder used the term
‘juke-box” in his column. We
have substituted the more fa-
vorable term “music-box”.
Of_course, one must remember that
the jukes are very young and tre-
mendously successful, and try to
overlook such things if at times they
Seem to put on airs. They’ve grown
big and gaudy and are inclined to
wear their fine raiment like the lit-
tle girl from across the tracks who
now has the biggest mansion on the
lakefront drive. So forget it. Just
_cl'ose your eyes and remember that
it’s music they’re making. Only if
your ears are painfully acute will you
catch a metallic undertone. Those
are nickels, billions of nickels, and,
so far as the operators are concerned,
they’re already “in the bag”. .






more than a trace of worry in them.

“But why should you do that?
You’ve got your car back now and it
wouldn’t do any good to get me in to
trouble.” Suddenly she showed him
the dimples again. ‘“You’re angry,
of course—but you'll forget that too.
Because you're just like that nice
Mr. Higgins who went to school with
Joe. That’s who I thought you were
when you and that policeman
knocked. Mr. Higgins and the law-
yer.”

Lanahan raised his brows. “What
do you want a lawyer for?”

“I don’t. Joe does.” She looked
extremely solemn now. “Because he’s
in trouble, you see. Oh, not for any-
thing he did—he’s not mixed up in it
personally at all. It all happened be-
cause he was in Mr. King’s office last
week, waiting to see about a job,
when those—those gangsters came
in. They had some crooked organi-
zation for contractors and they
wanted Mr. King to join it and pay
them a lot of money. But he
wouldn’t; instead he got mad and
tried to throw them out. And one
of them punched him and Mr. King
fell down and hurt his head. The
paper said his skull was fractured.
.He’s very sick. And Joe was the only
one who saw them, and heard what
they were talking about before the
fight. He’s the only good witness
there is.”

A vague memory stirred in Lana-
han.
“Then why is this Joe hiding out
here now?”’

“Because,” she said indignantly,
“the police want to put him in jail.
A material witness—is that what
they call it? Just when he has a
chance at a good job and is to see
the man about it tomorrow morning.
And if he’s in jail of course he can’t
see the man and of course he won't
get the job. The police say they have
to lock him up to be sure he’s safe,
because the men who hurt Mr. King
might try to harm Joe or keep him
from testifying against them. As if
they could frighten him

and how he was trying to hide from
them until he could find out about
the job. Then when I left Madge’s I
suppose those men were watching,
and followed me in their car—maybe
because they thought I was Joe’s
wife.”

She shivered slightly. “I took a
cab because it was raining, and they
stopped it in the park and scared off
my driver with a gun. But I got out
the other door while they were fuss-
ing and ran and ran—I dropped my
handbag somewhere in the trees.
Then I thought I'd lost them and
came out again to the road hoping
I'd get a lift, and you came along,
and he hit you, and—"’

“Yeah.” Lanahan felt conscious of
the throb in his skull again. “I re-
member that. Why didn’t you tell
me what it was all about when I
picked you up?”

“Because I thought it might be all
a trick—that you might be in with
them, trying to find where Joe was.
When I saw your gun—"

“Cops carry guns,” Lanahan said.
“Even cops in plain clothes.”

“Oh!” For an instant she covered
her mouth with a palm. “I didn’t
know you were a policeman—truly I
didn’t. Not till now. When I saw
you come in with that other man I
thought you brought him to have me
arrested. That’s why I sent him off.”

Lanahan scowled at her. “You
mean this Shaughnessy didn’t go to
the Automat?”

“Maybe he did,” she said quickly.
“Could you help Joe at all, Mr, Lana-
han? Fix it, I mean, so that they
wouldn’t have to lock him up? This
job means a lot to him and Madge.
If he doesn’t get it—"

“I’'m not the D.A.,” Lanahan said.
“I'm not even working on this case.
I don’t know anything about it at all,
outside of bumping into Craigin on
the way up here.”

Somebody rapped on the door. She
got up watching Lanahan rather
gravely. ‘“Why, then—" she said,
and stopped a moment, thoughtful.

“Why then—"' the smile came back—
“why then I guess it can’t be helped.
Can it?”

“Not by me,” Lanahan said.

She looked funny, Lanahan
thought—Ilike she was up to some-
thing here, While he was trying to
figure that out she walked around
him and opened the door. In a mo-
ment her voice came, pleased and
welcoming, .

“That nice Mr. Higgins! Joe's go-
ing to be glad to see you; he just
went downstairs to call you up. Did
you find out about the lawyer ?”

A very tall young man with a
stringy build came in and eyed Lana-
han uncertainly.

“This is Mr. Lanahan,” Hilda said.
“He's from police headquarters; he’s
waiting for Joe, too. This time I
think they’re actually going to lock
him up. Didn’t you bring the lawyer

with you?”

“Who?”’ the young man asked
vaguely. “The lawyer? Well, I
didn’t think—"

“But you have to get him—you
have to get him right now. He’d
know some way to stop them from
locking Joe up. When he hasn’t done
anything at all! I think that’s a
shame.”

“Maybe I'd better,” the young man
said. ‘T'll go round for him now.
Tell Joe.” He nodded to Lanahan,
backed to the door, nodded again,
and went out.

A couple of minutes later Craigin
came back. He'd had no luck. Joe
Shaughnessy was nowhere about. At
a quarter to two, at two o’clock, he
was still among the missing. Craigin
got rather uneasy then, glancing
every couple of minutes at his watch.

“Don’t like this much,” he told
Lanahan, at two fifteen. “Where’'d
he be, this late ? Sure you don’t know
where he’s at, lady ?”

Hilda shook her head. He might
have gone for a stroll before his
coffee. Or maybe Mr. Craigin had
missed him in the automat.

Craigin grunted. “A beanpole like

him ? Six feet three or four?

that way, no matter what
they did!”

“A hero, I guess,” Lana-
han said sourly. “He gets
the job and he marries you.
That it?”

“Me?”’ She had a clear
laugh, no way forced. “My
goodness, Joe isn't my boy
friend. He’s married to my
sister, Madge—that’s who
I called on your phone to-
night. Because I think that
man in the park was one
the police wanted — the
very one who punched Mr.

King. Joe says he must
have been.”

Lanahan lit himself a
cigarette.

“So you don’'t know the
guy who socked me?”

“No. Nothing more than
that. I had supper at
Madge’s house tonight, and
she told me about the po-
lice wanting to lock up Joe,

’McKiernan, what would you do if | gave you a two-dollar raise?"

Not unless he chopped his
legs off.”

No club smashed Lana-
han then; but he felt for
an instant as if one had,
That nice Mr. Higgins, lean
and stringy—Hilda would
not look at him. She re-
mained very bright and
cheerful. Oh, he’d be back
soon. He'd — Mr. Higgins,
Lanahan thought; a man
he’d never seen before. But
who was as tall as Joe
Shaughnessy, whom he’d
never seen either. And
who had looked bewildered
and uncertain when she
talked about the lawyer and
rushed him out as soon as
he came in. Mr, Higgins—

“Ah,” Craigin muttered,
“he shouldn’t be mopin’
around. Not now it’s mur-
der. If these punks . . .”

“Now it’'s what?” Hilda
asked, low and shakily.
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“Neo.” She shook her head ve-
hemently. “I never—”

“You never heard of him,” the
stocky man said. “Sure. Only we're
not gonna take your word for that.”

There was a click from the bed-
room as Fons turned on those lights;
after a moment he came out, keep-
ing behind Lanahan, and crossed to
the tiny kitchen.

“Me,” the stocky man said, in his
harsh, flat voice, “I'd talk, sister.
Before we have to make you. Where's
Shaughnessy ?”

She shook her head mutely—badly
scared, Lanahan saw, but not giving
way to that sScare all the same. Then,
as Fons came out of the kitchen, a
buzzer came on insistently. The
stocky man didn’t move his eyes to
it; he just took one quick step back,
flattening himself against the wall
three feet to the right of the door-
way.

“All right,” he said. “Press the but-
ton out there, Fons; let the visitor up.
Igot a hunch it might be the guy we’re
waitin’ for. Mightn't it, sister ?”

She shook her head dumbly again;
but Lanahan saw the sick fear flar-
ing in her eyes. He felt funny him-
self, clumsy and stiff, curiously
empty, but he wasn’t conscious of
any fear at all. Shaughnessy-—on
the stairs now, in a moment at the
door. And Lanahan the cop, Lana-
han with a gun in his pocket that
Fons hadn’t had time to locate—
Lanahan was the only man that
could give this Shaughnessy a break.

He couldn’t see much hope for the
break; but he never thought of not
making it. To Lanahan it was a re-
action as uncomplicated as hunger.
So he tensed the muscles in his
calves and thighs, looking as fright-
ened as he could to fool the stocky
man, and hoping for a chance—a sec-
ond, maybe, for the stocky man to
take his eyes off him—when they
had to open the door.

He had one quick thought about
the girl: poison, of course. Dyna-
mite. Like he’d known. Yet he wasn't
angry with her at all. All he did was
move his shoulder closer to her side.
One quick shove when he jumped,
and she’d be out of line, on the
couch. A nice kid. Neat. Clean.
Smarter than you’d think at first,
And nervy enough to—

The hall carpet muffled any foot-
steps, so completely that the three

prehensive. He was late. He'd en-
tered near the bar and thought a
brandy would be just the thing to
fortify him for this milestone in his
life. The bar was separated from
the restaurant by a partition. He
sipped the brandy slowly. He peeked
through the partition and he saw
that they were seated at a table.
They were laughing. There wasg
Something they found funny. She
was 8o lovely, like a college kid. Oh,
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hard raps on the door seemed to
spring forth out of air. Fons, at the
knob, made a little noise breathing;
then he pulled it quickly back, him-
self behind it, and the stocky man
did what Lanahan had been praying
he’d do. His head turned to the
opening door, and his gun turned
too; and in that instant Lanahan
knocked Hilda Shea over the couch
with a lunge of his shoulder, drop-
ping in the same movement all his
bony length sideways and down.

He fired from the floor—blindly,
around a chair, at the stocky man,
He knew he missed. Fons screamed
something behind him, and the chair
split miraculously apart not an inch
from his cheek, white packing and a
]:»rokeq spring snapped out almost
into his eyes, That was the stocky
man’s try—close for a snap shot, not
three inches off.

Then Lanahan fired again, at the
place where the stocky man should
be, and somebody else, from the
dmmay, fired too, And through the
chair rungs Lanahan saw more and
more of the stocky man’s legs—his
knees, his waist, his chest and his
face—as he slid down gently against
the wall to face him. The stocky man
Evasd snarling curses, but his

and was empty; it hung limp and
shattered in lggy la; g P
.And someone—not Fons—said be-
hind Lanahan, “Easy now, leggo the

gun. Just let it lay and take your
hand off it.”

Lanahan let it lay. He'd never
been so glad to do anything in his
life. There were two men now just
inside the door, big men in police
uniforms, and gawky Joe Shaugh-
nessy was nowhere around at all,

The thing that surprised Lanahan
most was that after it was all over,
after the policemen had gone off
with Fons and the stocky man, after
all the explanations had been made
and all the neighbors had gone back
to bed, Hilda Shea got kind of silly.

She babbled on in an excited voice
how lucky it was that the policemen
who had been in the squad car at the
corner when they entered the house
F1d picked out the coupé by its
license plates as one that had been
reported stolen, and come right in
after them as soon as they saw that.
They’d even picked out the right
bell too, second floor front, because
that was where the lights had turned

Iron Man
(Continued from page 11)

well, she wasn't much more than a
college kid. Just twenty-three.

Margaret was hatless and her
black hair shone in the amber light.
Her hands were white and gently
expressive. She laughed with happi-
ness when talking and she looked so
very dear to him he failed to sip his
braqdy for a moment.

Nice kids, the two of them. And
Joe looked—why, the boy looked
logical, right where he sat. If they

on; and they’d come prepared for
trouble because the coupé was a
stolen car. But then, Hilda Shea
said, policemen were awfully smart;
they always did the right thing.

Lanahan looked down then curi-
ously, into the shining blue eyes.

“Even me ?”’ he asked.

“Of course,” she said.
ve 1

'ﬁe blue eyes shone more than
ever; to Lanahan’s dismay he saw
now that they shone with tears. It
was nothing, she told him; only
she’d been so worried and so fright-
ened and so upset all that mgh.t—.-

Lanahan gave her a handkerchief;
Lanahan sat down on the couch be-
side her to jolly her out of that. It
was four o’clock then, three hours
and a half since he’d met her, but
somehow it seemed much longer. A
lot had happened in that time, and
kind of dazedly Lanahan went over
it all in his mind: the way he’d been
slugged, the way his car had been
stolen, the way a witness the D. A.
wanted had slipped away undgr his
nose. And then, just to top it off,
the way he’d damn’ near .been killed.
Lanahan reflected to himself that
that would make up a record even
for Craigin.

Not that he blamed Hilda Shea for
any of it; if he perceived a connec-
tion it assumed no importance in his
mind. Everything was fine now, he
said. The muggs were in jail and
they couldn’t harm Joe, and there
was no reason now why the _D. A.
wouldn’t let him be free until the
trial. So— Lo

“So,” Hilda Shea said, blinking
away the tears that had only made
her prettier. “I'm silly, of course—
but I'm not going to be any more.
Ten past four! You never did get
your coffee, Mr. Lanahan. Would
you like some now ?” .

Well, Mr. Lanahan said, he
wouldn’t mind. When it came, it was
pretty bad coffee, but he didn’t at-
tach too much importance to_that.
Because she could learn, Mr. Lana-
han thought, she could pick it up
easy, if she had someone around to
drop her a hint once in a while. Not
now, of course—not tonight. But
next Tuesday or next Wednesday or
next Thursday— .

They’d have a lot of time together
then. "Even before he asked Mr.
Lanahan had no doubt of that at all.

~

“You were

didn’t look so natural, and if they
only didn’t talk so much—
Patsy turned toward the bar,
looked in the mirror there. He didn’t
look like any college boy. His face
was red from weather and the liquid
he put in his stomach. His face was
fat. He moved down the bar a bit,

.to look at them through the parti-

tion door, to look at Joe, then at him-
self again, He hadn’t thought of it
like that before. If only Joe and







blood off with his hand. He liked the
taste of it. His lower lip had blown
up to the thickness of a lemon.

McDermott called his number once
again and Patsy swept the end, his
blockers running hard ahead of him
and picking off the Dodgers as they
came. Patsy ran with hard knees
high. He got away from one man,
swiveled, headed for the sidelines,
switched the ball into his left arm
so his right hand would be free in his
defense. He went for twenty yards,
for thirty yards, then Joe came driv-
ing at him, trapped him. Patsy
slashed with one big hand, but Joe
slipped under it and hit him square-
ly, knocked him out of bounds. The
bodies tumbled, then attained their
feet again, and Patsy, eager to dis-
play his strength, ran back into the
play, full out, to show the great size
of his energy. Joe ran along with
him, and Patsy knew Joe had no
right to run along with him. Joe
should be through, washed up. Those
twenty-minute kids cannot stand up
in such a test as this.

But there was not much time for
thinking things. The rhythm of the
play was deep in Patsy. He was roll-
ing. He was gaining every time he
packed the ball away. McDermott
called the signals. McDermott gave
it to him every time and Patsy wel-
comed it, he wanted more, he knew
that Margaret watched with wise
eyes from the stands. He made six
yards, another five, but every time a
body hit him, the lump of flesh was
Joe and Joe was bleeding at the
mouth and Joe said, “Patsy, don’'t
be so aggressive. What’s the matter
with your other bums? Give them
a chance.”

Patsy rolled wide on the next one,
then dropped back and threw a long
pass to Maccini who took it on the
twenty, ran for seven yards before
the Brooklyns got him down.

Now was Patsy’s time. For seven
yards. For seven yards
Patsy was a worthy bet to

Patsy stood back, trying for the
extra point. He called upon the
poise gained in the ten years he had
labored with the pros. The ball came
back. The pass was perfect. Maccini
held the ball and Patsy booted it.
He dropped it clear between the bars
to put the Giants in the lead, and told
himself, “That’s right, pal. You
didn’t fold,” and looked across at Joe
whose failure, earlier, had meant the
margin of his team’s defeat.

The clock said there were not so
many minutes left. There’d be a host
of forlorn passes, there’d be frantic
running here and there, but now the
Giants were solid, tied together by
his leadership, and Patsy told him-
self the game was nicely packed into
the record books, and thank you very
much.

_He kicked off for the Giants. He
kicked it deep and right to Joe and
Joe came up the field, the ghostlike
measure of his stride a pretty thing
to see. Patsy lay back and watched
his teammates pile at Joe. He
watched Joe shed them from his
silken pants, come up the field, come
up for thirty, forty, fifty yards right
to the center of the field. Patsy
swore and moved into position,
gauged the distance, threw himself
and crushed the young man in the
dirt. Joe got up and said, “I thought
that you'd gone home, a nice old
man like you.”

The nice old man walked back and
held his aching ribs together with
his hands and waited for the Dodger
play. It came, a sweep, off to the
left, with Joe and Schwartzler run-
ning tandem, Schwartzler in the van
and clearing out the Giant end. Then
Joe, qlone, and driving hard, and
watching Patsy very, very carefully,
femtmg' with arms and hips, and
calculating all the time, and Pats
went at him and missed, and Joe had
gone another twenty yards before
somebody pulled him down.

Schwartzler carried then and he
was pretty good. He went for five,
and then, for none, and Joe, who had
been in there fifty-seven minutes,
tried again and captured yards the
Giants didn't want to give away. The
pressure didn’'t stop and they were
on the Giant twenty-five, relentless,
pushing, fighting all the time and
every time that Patsy wiped his face
and found the sight to see, the sight
was Joe, the kid was moving, clawing
at the yards and making them and
finally there wasn’t far to go. There
only were three yards to go and
Patsy threw his body at the line and
he came back with Joe’s hot cleats
propelling him across the line. The
score was Brooklyn, 12, the Giants,
7. Patsy pulled himself erect, or tried
to pull himself erect. The hands that
did the job were Joe’s, and Joe said,
“Patsy, boy—you’ll have to change
your habits.” Patsy reached ’'way
back to throw a punch at him, then
thought, the hell with it and threw
his helmet on the grass and stood
there sick inside himself while Joe
quite calmly kicked the extra point.
This time he didn’t miss.

The shower helped a lot. It burned
his open cuts, but then the ice of it
broke through the dullness that pos-
sessed him and he sat there pulling
on his sox and then his pants and
listening to the melancholy Giants
in the dressing room.

He walked outside, where Mar-
garet would be waiting for him, in
the little room next to the dressing
room. He pulled himself together,
inhaled deeply on his big cigar.

She was waiting there. She only
lacked some school books for her
arms. She laughed and talked with
Joe. Joe had a little patch beneath
one eye, his cheeks were crimson
from the shower and from pleasure
and he stood there kicking one leg
freely as a colt, as though the ball
game hadn't started. Patsy said,
“Oh, God!”

go through a roomful of
cops. “Lemme have it,
Maec,” he said, and McDer-
mott, in the huddle, said,
“Just who the hell else
would get it ?”

A quick reverse and Pat-
sy went for three yards.
There was no Joe there.
For Joe was somewhere on
his back, and Patsy laughed
and tried again and went
up to the one-yard line. Joe
hit him in the middle and
his breath went out of him
and he lay for a moment
with his mouth wide open
and he didn’t know what
happened to Joe. He didn’t
care. Not now. A single yard
was all he had to gain. He
gathered in his energy and
spent it in a crushing drive.
The opposition folded. He
wasover. That wassix points
and the Giant fans made
noise as great as Brooklyn
made back in the opening
quarter of the game.

“You . .

- You, ah . . . did put it there, didn't you?"

They saw him. Margaret
kissed him lightly on the
forehead. She said, ‘“Patsy,
you were wonderful. They
couldn’t expect you to car-
ry the whole game by your-
self.”

“The man’s a murderer,”
said Joe. “He tried to kill
me seven times. I counted
them. Patsy, boy, you were
a sight to see. Come on. I
want a steak. I want two
steaks. I want to eat one
and I want to put the other
on my eye.” The boy was
full of life and happiness
and Patsy said, ‘“The hell
with you. The hell with
steak. You don’'t mind, do
you, kid?’ To Margargt,
he said, “Look, baby, I'm
too tired. Too tired. You
go with Joe. Just lemme
have a little kiss. G’bye.”

He felt the need of some-
thing stronger than a young
girl’s damp and birdlike
kiss upon his forehead. He
walked back into the club-
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tomobiles. If your children go off
on their bicycles for a picnic on one
of the coral beaches, you don’t have
to werry about them, they’ll return
home brown and unmenaced.

As there is ne poverty to speak of,
there is no secial unrest. Strikes are
unknown.

There is no criminal class, no
gangs, no racketeers, no underworld,
no kidnapping—because there is no
possibility of hiding or escaping. The
only way to reach or leave the is-
lands is by ship or airplane; all ar-
rivals and departures of which are
under constant surveillance. There
are no large cities to facilitate con-
cealment. All of the inhabitants are
known to one another in their re-
spective neighborhoods. The private
possession of firearms is rigidly pro-
hibited. The police are exceptional-
ly able, are literally everywhere =t
all times and are highly respected by
everyone.

Life is indeed serene in these is-
lands. There is every reason to be-
lieve- that this favorable situation
will continue and will become more
favorable. Bermuda, which never
has leaned toward the left, will con-
tinue toward the right. The adven-
tures and misadventures of other
countries which have dabbled in
regimentation, communism, fascism
and other isms, have ceused Bermu-
da to be more than ever content with
its own, old-fashioned, conservative,
but successful and continuously
prosperous scheme of living.

Bermuda has never been the ob-
ject of a military or naval attack,
nor is it likely to be, with the two
greatest navies in the world protect-
ing it.

To many visitors the beaches with
their surf-bathing are the chief at-
traction, and to some a light mahog-
any tan is the best evidence of an
enjoyable heoliday with which to
arouse the admiration of working
partners at home. Bermuda does not
stint in water or bright light. The
experienced traveler or the solitary
admirer will take them both in that
strict moderation which the ancient
Greeks, under similarly pleasing at-
mospheric conditions, so persistently
advised. The very fortunate, how-
ever, especially those in good com-
pany, sometimes forget their lesser
blessings and take them too much
for granted. But the sun must be
heeded, for in his might he does not
spare the skin of the careless or
those too deeply engrossed in their
own affairs.

The absence of automobiles and
the resulting leisurely locomotion in
Bermuda make the place essentially
restful to travelers from the Ameri-
can Continent, and a haven to the
many with wearied nerves. At the
same time, the facilities for most
forms of out-of-doors sports, togeth-
er with the moderate temperature,
offer a healthy outlet for exuberant
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energy, and the island is becoming
more and more of a resort for ama-
teur athletes and young people.
There are numerous sights you
can’t afford to miss, no matter how
short your stay. For a real thrill,
take a trip to the Government
Aquarium. Tkcre you may don a
diving helmet and stroll along the
sea floor for fifty feet, taking notes
as you walk of various forms of
marine plant life, the rainbow color-

ing of tropical fish and the lacy pat- .

terns of coral formations—ten min-
utes of this for only ten shillings!
After this under-water jaunt, visit
the Aquarium proper, where you’ll
find yourself just a pane of glass
away from such tropical monsters
as the gre.n moray, shark and octo-
pus, as well as the milder rockfish,
seahorsc, eel and many other species.
Sightseers’ delight are the beautiful
Sea Cardens located on the coral
reefs ..__1 reached by small steamers.
Just ¢TI the reefs you transfer to a

. glass-bottomed boat which makes its

way over the gardens—giving you
ample opportunity to examine at
close range the marine growths pe-
culiar to Bermuda waters and the
fish which cruise about them. Island
caves are a favorite point of interest
to visitors. Effectively presented
with under-water and overhead
lighting, their weird, fantastic, crys-
tal-like formations are well worth
a day of exploring. Then you’ll want
to devote a day to doing the Islands
by train—you’ll be fascinated by
the miniature railway!—stopping en
route perhaps at some quaint inn
for luncheon. .

If you’re history-minded, browse
around the rooms of the Historical
Societies and get to know Bermuda‘s
exciting background. You may be
surprised to learn many interesting
stories about the early relationship
between this colony and America.

Spend a day roaming through the
winding streets and byways of old
St. George, taking time to spend a
few minutes in St. Peter’s Church,
one of the oldest churches in
the Western Hemisphere. Notice the
old-fashioned candle lamps and
the history-telling marble scrolls on
the walls. If you're lucky, you may
see the rare old silver communion
service, dating from 1684.

A lazy and lovely way to acquire
knowledge of Bermuda is to hire a
sailboat for a few hours, lounge un-
der the sail and listen to your native
pilot let himself go on Island history,
current events and life in general.
If you like to sail as well as listen,
make a day of it. Take a box lunch
to eat on one of the tiny, wooded
islands which dot Little Sound.

Devote one day to going through
the Parliament Buildings in Hamil-
ton—Ilistening in, possibly, to a ses-
sion of Bermuda Legislature. Ber-
muda is the oldest self-governing
colony in the British Empire, and its

Parliament follows the procedure of
that of the oldest, England.

Bermuda is a garden lover’s Eden.
All of you who were interested in
our Southern Garden Tours should
find this Island perfect.

Many Americans who have visited
Bermuda in recent years ask the
question, “What is happening at
Bermuda ?” It may be said in utmost
truth, “Bermuda is cooperating fully
with the democratic war efforts. But
nothing has been done and nothing
will be done to destroy the funda-
mental charm which made you love
the island life.”

Already the people of Bermuda
are planning for the time when
their island home will recover world
leadership in the travel trade. Ber-
mudians know that this balmy para-
dise can be a great economic asset to
England both during and after the
war, and they are determined to
protect their only peace-time indus-
try, the tourist trade. .

‘With the same rare foresight,
Bermudians are safeguarding their
land against certain unnecessary
modern ills, such as the billboard,
night club and the private motor
car. It is a safe prediction that the
reward for this wisdom will be an
even greater American and Ca.nadlan
tourist trade when the war is won.

And here is a word to those of
you who are wise enough to visit
this lovely spot in the Atlantic:

Don’t forget to carry a flashlight
with you when bicycling after dark.
It's as important in Bermuda traffic
as car headlights in your home town.
The penalty for disregarding the
law is the same, too—a ticket!

Don’t wear short shorts— (moder-
ate-length models are approved)—
or backless halters. Don’t cycle on
the right side of the street, becausp
the right side is wrong. Bermuda is
British, so keep to the left.

Don’t hurry and hustle. You're
miles away from a subway, so take
advantage of the far-from-the-mad-
ding-crowd atmosphere—revel in the
peacefulness of Bermuda.

Don’t get panicky about the Amer-
ican-British currency problem. Ber-
muda merchants are most consider-
ate and although merchandise is
usually marked in sterling—dollars
at bank rates are readily quoted.

Don’t try to acquire a dusky tan
your first day at the beach. There’s
a touch of tropical heat in Bermuda
sun which can, if you won’t listen to
reason, give you a bad burn.

Don’t forget to keep your sun
glasses close to you—at least until
you've become used to bright sun-
light on startlingly white coral.

Don’t miss a single thing the Is-
lands have to offer. Shed all your
city cares. Don’t think about any-
thing but pink and white sand, blue
water and having a wonderful time.
... AND don't forget you'll come
back to Bermuda—you always do!





















