


































































































convention co-chairmen were Attor-
neys John M. Poole and Jacob F. Fed-
erer, P.E.R.’S of Sheboygan Lodge.
Among the highlights of the social side
were the Elks Golf Tournament at the
Pine Hills Country Club, trap angd skeet
shooting, a huge spectacular outdoor
show provided by Sheboygan Lodge at
Shooting Park for visiting Elks, their
ladies and guests, a breakfast and
bridge party for ladies at the Pine Hills
Club, sightseeing tours, and the gigan-
tic parade which traversed the main
sections of the city on Saturday after-
noon and was applauded by thousands
of admiring spectators.

Exceptional in beauty and impres-
siveness were the Memorial Services
held on Saturday morning. The Madi-
son Elks Cardinal Quartette, which
sang at the two convention banquets
and was brought to Sheboygan under
the auspices of Marshfield Lodge No.
665, and the Milwaukee Elks Glee Club,
furnished the vocal ‘music. P.E.R.
J. M. Van Rooy, of Appleton Lodge,
gave the Elks’ Toast, assisted by Wil-
liam Arndt, Sheboygan. State Senator
G. W. Buchen, P.ER. of Sheboygan
Lodge, delivered the memorial address.

Dr. C. O. Fillinger of Marinette, who
served last year as Vice-President-at-
Large, was elected President. The list
of associate officers elected is as fol-
lows: Vice-Pres.-at-Large, Andrew W.
Parnell, Appleton; Vice-Pres.'s: N.E.,
Ray J. Fink, Menasha; N.W., William
A. Uthmeier, Marshfield; South, Thom-
as F. Millane, Milwaukee; Secy., Lou
Uecker, Two Rivers; Treas., William H.
Otto, Racine; Trustees: William F.
Schad, Milwaukee, Trustee-at-Large;
A. J. Geniesse, Green Bay, John F.
Kettenhofen, Green Bay, Ray C. Dwyer,
LaCrosse, Thomas F. McDonald, Marsh-
field. Ashland was chosen as the 1942
convention city.

PENNSYLVANIA

WITH a registered attendance of
nearly 4,000, a series of construc-
tive business sessions and splendid con-
tests, and an abundance of social activi-
ties, the 35th Annual Convention of the
Pennsylvania State Elks Association,
held at Pottsville on August 25-26-27-28,
was a preéminent success. Grand Ex-
alted Ruler John S. McClelland attended,
participating in the Memorial Services
and delivering a stirring address at the
Wednesday morning business meeting.
He had traveled directly from Boulder
where he spoke at the Colorado State
Elks Association Convention, and left
Pottsville shortly after noon on Wed-
nesday for Cedar Point where he deliv-
ered an address at the Convention of
the Ohio State Elks Association. He
attended the Northeast District Dinner
which, as is the annual custom, was
an informal get-together of Elks for
the renewal of friendship. About 100
were present.

The home of Pottsville Lodge No.
207 was the center of entertainment
during the entire week, with dancing
and floor shows every night and organ
recitals each afternoon and evening.
Remodeling work, begun in the early
Spring, had been pushed ahead at a
rapid pace so that the home would be
ready for the big event.

The first social event of the Conven-
tion took place Sunday night when the
annual dinner for Past State Presi-
dents was held at the Necho Allen
Hotel. Registration, business sessions,
tl}e convention banquets, the Monday
night banquet for the State President

32

and Grand Lodge and State Association
officers, the State President’s Ball, the
Student Aid Luncheon and the North-

east District Dinner were all held at

the Hotel. The Golf Tournament was
played off at the Schuylkill Country
Club and there was trapshooting at
the Pottsville Gun Club. The Ritual-
istic Contest was held at Moose Hall
and the Drill Team and Band Competi-
tion at the Veterans Memorial Stadium.
There were sightseeing tours through
numerous interesting plants and many
separate diversions for the ladies, in-
cluding a bridge-luncheon at the Schuyl-
kill Country Club.

Every distinguished Elk in the State
who could conveniently do so attended
the convention., Past Grand Exalted
Ruler Charles H. Grakelow, of Phila-
delphia Lodge, attended the Past Presi-
dent’s Dinner on Sunday evening, but
left for his home city the next day,
accompanied by Past Grand Esquire
Max Slepin, also of Philadelphia, to
attend the funeral of Mayor R. E.
Lambertson. Returning on Tuesday, he
took a prominent part in the rest of
the proceedings, as did Past Grand Ex-
alted Ruler J. Edgar Masters, Grand
Secretary, of Charleroi, Pa., Lodge.
Approximately 200 persons attended the
banquet in honor of State President
Wade K. Newell, of Uniontown. Among
those seated at the speakers’ table were
Grand Secretary Masters; Past Pres.’s
Max L. Lindheimer, Williamsport, F.
J. Schrader, Allegheny, Assistant to
the Grand Secretary, Dr. E, L. Davis,
Berwick, Howard R. Davis, Williams-
port, John F. Nugent, Braddock, Scott
E. Drum, Hazleton, Grover C. Shoe-
maker, Bloomsburg, and Edward D.
Smith, Lewistown; Vice-Pres. Wilbur
G. Warner, Lehighton, and P.D.D.
James G. Bohlender, Franklin. E.R.
George J. Dimmerling, of Pottsville
Lodge, and Mayor Claude A. Lord made
brief welcoming speeches. Past Pres.
Howard R. Davis, a former member
of the Grand Lodge Activities Commit-
tee, was the only other speaker. Toast-
master Dr. C. V. Hogan, Pottsville, pre-
sented Mr. Newell with a pair of book-
ends carved from anthracite, a gift
from the host lodge.

THE first business session opened
with 400 delegates, representing the
119 lodges of the State, in attendance.
State President Newell presided. Offi-
cers for the ensuing year were elected
and Erie was chosen as next year's
meeting place. The roster of State
officers, including those appointed later
by the new president, is as follows:
Pres., Wilbur G. Warner, Lehighton;
Vice-Pres.,, K. L. Shirk, Lancaster;
Secy., (reelected) William S. Gould,
Scranton; Treas., (reelected) Charles
S. Brown, Allegheny; Trustees: Dr.
Charles V. Hogan, Chairman, Potts-
ville, W. J. Vannucci, Williamsport, An-
thony J. Gerard, Knoxville, Thomas Z.
Minehart, Chambersburg, and W. C.
Kipp, Apollo, who was elected for a
five-year term; Tiler, A. J. Fleischauer,
Allegheny; Chaplain, the Rev. Leo F.
Duerr, Sunbury; Inner Guard, J. G.
Thumm, Shenandoah; Sergeant-at-
Arms, Dr. E. L. Davis, Berwick.

An impressive feature of the conven-
tion was the Student Aid Luncheon
given on Tuesday at 2:15 by the Potts-
ville Kiwanis Club for the 75 high
school students who came from ali
parts of Pennsylvania as guests of the
State Association, all of whom received
certificates of vocation. They were
addressed by Past Grand Exalted Ruler
Charles H. Grakelow. Six of the stu-
dents received scholarships from the

Association and three from individual
lodges. The formal presentations were
made by Mr. Grakelow at the after-
noon business session. In addition, sev-
eral groups among the vocational stu-
dents received from two to three hun-
dred dollars to aid them in their ad-
vanced studies.

URING the convention, the humani-
tarian and charitable activities of the

State Association were reviewed by
the retiring president who called at-
tention to the scholarship and essay
prizes, and to the sponsoring of Boy
Scout troops, drives for the protection
of children going to and coming from
school, the student aid program for
physically handicapped children, and
the development of Antlers organiza-
tions of which five were organized dur-
ing the past year—at Milton, Tama-
qua, Connellsville, Reading and Bangor.
Past Pres. Edward D. Smith, Chair-
man of the Membership Committee, re-
ported a net gain in Pennsylvania for
the lodge year of 2,062, and a total of
43,742 members.

The annual parade, the closing event
of the official program, traversed a
route covering two miles. It was a
pageant of color, with marching clubs,
drill teams, bands, bugle corps and
floats, and was splendidly handled by
Grand Marshal Major W. E. Gregory,
P.E.R. of Pottsville Lodge, and P.E.R.’S
Fred DeVecca and Harry Kotz, his
aides.

Ellwood City Lodge No. 1356, with a
score of 99.27, won the Ritualistic Con-
test over last year’s winner, Home-
stead Lodge No. 650, and was awarded
the gold trophy and a cash prize of
$50. Lancaster Lodge No. 134 won the
Drill Team championship for the sec-
ond consecutive year. W. C. Smith,
Hanover, a delegate to the convention,
was the winner of the Scott E, Drum
Golf Trophy. Allen Franz, of Myerstown,
won the gold trophy in the trapshoot.
Parade prizes were awarded as fol-
lows: Largest marching club, Berwick
first, Shamokin second; Best appearing
marching club, Bellefonte first, Lan-
caster second; Lodge traveling the
greatest distance, Erie first, Belle-
fonte second; Best Elk chorus, Wil-
liamsport; Best appearing band, Mount
Carmel High School; Largest band,
Lehighton; Best drum and bugle corps,
Tamaqua_High School first, St. Jo-
seph’s, Girardville, second, Sunbury
third; Best float, Berwick first, Hazle-
ton second, Mount Carmel third.

OHIO

W[TH Grand Exalted Ruler John S.

McClelland of Atlanta, Ga., as guest
of honor, and a registration of over 200
in excess of last year, the Ohio State
Elks Association held its Annual Con-
vention on August 25-26-27-28 at Cedar
Point on Lake Erie. The Convention
was called to order on Monday, August
25, at 8 p.m., with President E. B.
LeSueur, of Toledo, DPresiding. After a
short business session, memorial serv-
ices were held for Past State Presi-
dent William H. Reinhart, Sandusky,
and Third Vice-President Roy E. Bow-
ersock of Lima, who passed away dur-
ing the year.

Past Grand Exalted Ruler Dr. Ed-
ward J. McCormick, of Toledo, O., at-
tended the annual Convention Banquet
and Purple Ball on Wednesday eve-
ning and addressed the large gathering
of Elks and ladies. An entertaining
floor show was presented. The Grand












chimes in onme of the local churches
began “Auld Lang Syne”. Promptly on
the hour, a spotlight was turned upon
a large, waving American flag on the
balcony of the home, and the Eleven
O’Clock Toast was given by Past
Grand Esteemed Loyal Knight Milton
L. Anfenger, P.E.R. of Denver Lodge.

The State Ritualistic Contest, held
on Tuesday morning, was won by the
officers of Greeley Lodge No. 809 with
a score of 98 per cent. E.R. Timothy
H. Armstrong stated that the assist-
ance of P.E.R.’s Russell A. Hayden and
R. Bruce Miller, P.D.D., in preparing
the officers for the district contest and
later for the State competition, had
much to do with the team’s success.
Grand Junction and Colorado Springs
Lodges also participated. New State
officers were elected at the final busi-
ness session that afternoon and the
host lodge was selected for the 1942
convention, Grand Junction Lodge No.
575 being awarded the honor. The list
of officers for 1941-42, is as follows:
Pres., Frank W. Thurman, Boulder;
Vice-Pres.’s: Cent.,, Raymond Riede,
Denver; North, Albert R. Fine,
Greeley; South, Leslie J. Bush, Salida;
West, Leonard Glaser, Durango; Secy.,
Frank H. Buskirk, Montrose; Treas.,
W. R. Patterson, Greeley; Chaplain,
Dr. George L. Nuckolls, Gunnison;
Trustees: William Morley, Longmont,
Henry B. Zanella, Ouray, Wilbur M.
Alter, Victor, G. A. Franz, Jr., Ouray,
Frank J. Busch, Cripple Creek, Law-
rence E. Accola, Pueblo, O. J. Fisher,
Greeley, and A. Wayne Luellen, Grand
Junction.

AT THE end of the business session,
Elks and their ladies, several hun-
dred in all, were taken to the top of
Flagstaff Mountain, overlookingthe city,
where a buffalo barbecue was served.
About seven o’clock, when the sun had
sunk behind the hills and darkness was
beginning to settle over the valley be-
low, a beautiful memorial service was
held. The State Chaplain delivered an
impressive address. At the mention of
the cardinal principles of the Order, in
neon lights were flashed the words
Charity, Justice, Brotherly Love and
Fidelity, and “Thanatopsis” was re-
cited.

A registered attendance of 916 men
and 633 ladies broke all previous con-
vention records. Included in the num-
ber were visitors from 24 States. The
fine program, planned by Boulder
Lodge well in advance, was superbly
executed. The committee had let it be
known that special efforts would be

chance to fight a champion, even
though there was no championship
at stake. They figured now, while
I was green, while I was only one
year from the amateurs, the time
was ripe to bust me open like a paper
bag, to smash me down and finally
remove the threat of me. Later it
might be too late.

But I signed. I felt, 'way deep in-
side of me, that I could take the guy.
I signed the papers with a sweating
hand and figured I was pretty smart.
There was Dixie and Victor and
Frankie Carr and two other stooges

36

made for entertaining the ladies and
many affairs, including a tea..at the
Boulder Women’s Club, were given.

MAINE

HE Maine State Elks Association

opened its annual convention on Sat-
urday, September 13, with regis-
tration at the home of the host lodge,
Bath, Me., No. 934. The evening pro-
gram included dancing, enterta:inment
and a supper at the home. During the
convention session on Sunday, the
ladies were taken on a sightseeing tour.
The annual banquet was held at the
Bath Country Club. The prmcjpal
speakers at the banquet were Dwight
Stevens, Portland, Me., a membex_' of
the Grand Lodge State Associations
Committee, and John F. Burke, quton,
former Chairman of that Committee;
E. Mark Sullivan of Boston, Mass., for-
mer Chief Justice of the Grand Forum,
and Judge Daniel E. Crowley, of Bidde-
ford-Saco Lodge, John P. Carey, Bath,
Fred L. Sylvester, Lewiston, and Albert
C. Jones, Rockland, Past Pres.’s of the
Maine State Elks Assn. President Ern-
est C. Simpson, Secretary Edward R.
Twomey, and Chaplain Elmer W. Cobb
conducted a memorial service for mem-
bers of the 15 lodges in the Stz_a.te who
had died since the last convention, and
a special service was held by Past Pres.
Dwight Stevens and Mr. Cobb for the
late Lester C. Ayer, a Past President
of the Association and Past Grand Es-
teemed Loyal Knight of the Order.

Past Grand Exalted Ruler John F.
Malley, of Springfield, Mass., Lodge, ad-
dressed the convention and presente,d
the State Association with a Founder's
Certificate for its first $1,000 subscrip-
tion to the Elks National Foundation.
The Association subscribed to a second
$1,000 certificate, authorized the pur-
chase of a $50 defense bond _a.ud voted
to install a lighting system in the op-
erating room of the Children’s _I-I.ospxt'a.l
in Portland as part of its activities in
work for crippled children.

Portland was chosen as the 1942 con-
vention city and officers were elected as
follows: Pres., Dr. Joseph L. Brown,
Sanford; 1st Vice-Pres.,, Gordon W.
Drew, Augusta; 2nd Vice-Pres,, Arthur
J. Henry, Rumford; 3rd Vice-Pres,
Harold R. Keniston, Waterville; Secy.,
Edward R. Twomey, Portland, (secre-
tary since the organization of the State
Association) reelected and also elected
Treasurer; Ernest C. Simpson, Water-
ville, Trustee for three years, Philip
M. Israelson, Rumford, Trustee for two
years.

Call Me a Bum

(Continued from page 7)

in the room. I had three weeks to
get in shape.

Figured they could beat me. Beat
me, hell! I nearly chased the bum
into the grandstand. It wds a tough
fight. It was ten rounds and there
is no doubt that Dixie knew a lot
more tricks than me. The guy was
brilliant. He was sharp. He punched
me full of holes but I kept moving
through the rounds, I kept on punch-
ing, kept on charging, and I brought
the geezer out in Dixie. I broke his
sweet coordination just by walking
in and throwing punches all the

OKLAHOMA

TTENDANCE at the past three con-
ventions of the Oklahoma State
FElks Association was exceeded this year
when the Association convened at Bris-
tow. All but three of the 19 lodges
of the State were represented. The
Oriental Banquet on Saturday night,
honoring Past Grand Esquire George
M. McLean of El Reno, Okla., Lodge,
now Grand Treasurer of the Order, was
the social highlight of the convention.
J. P. Battenburg, of Oklahoma City,
delivered the principal address at the
banquet and also read the winning es-
says chosen from those submitted by
Oklahoma school children in the Elks
National Essay Contest on “What Un-
cle Sam Means to Me”. He also an-
nounced the winners who were award-
ed prizes by the State Association.
The banquet was followed by two
dances, one modern, the other an old
fashioned square dance. The champion-
ship drill team of Tulsa, Okla., Lodge,
No. 946, gave an outstanding exhibi-
tion. The Eleven O’Clock Toast was
recited by Special Deputy Floyd H.
Brown, P.E.R. of Oklahoma City Lodge.
At the final business session, called
to order on Sunday morning at eleven
o'clock, Third Vice-Pres. Robert G.
Maidt of Oklahoma City, Chairman of
the Ritualistic Contest, announced that
the contest had been won by Duncan
Lodge No. 1446. A report on the Ac-
tivities Contest was made by the
Chairman, Past State Pres. William
L. Fogg of El Reno. The winner of the
contest and the Meek Cup was El Reno
Lodge No. 743. State Secy. S. G. Bryan
and Treas. R. V. Miller reported final
payment by the Association on its Elks
National Foundation Certificate. The
Membership Committee reported an in-
crease in the State as a whole and the
institution of a new Lodge at Ada.
The following officers were elected:
Pres.,, D. H. Perry, Enid; 1st Vice-
Pres., John M. Collin, Shawnee; 2nd
Vice-Pres., Robert G. Maidt, Oklahomg
City; 3rd Vice-Pres., C. C. Armstrong,
Bartlesville; Secy., Hubert E. Mullikin,
Enid; Treas., R. V. Miller, Tulsa; Trus-
tees: H. J. Salz, Woodward, B. B. Bare-
foot, Oklahoma City, J. E. Kalb, Altus,
R. V. Tarrant, Bartlesville, and S. G,
Bryan, McAlester.

It was decided to hold the 1942 con-
vention at Sapulpa. A Lodge of Sor-
row was held for deceased members of
the Association at which John M. Col-
lin gave a rendition of “The Vacant
Chair”. Bristow Lodge No. 1614 han-
dled the convention most successfully.

time, When things got very tough
for him, he butted me just like a
billy goat. He screamed that he was
robbed when the judges and the
referee all gave me the decision. But
I knew that I had licked him and had
licked him on the level.

I went into the showers and I felt
that I was Dempsey. Big-time guy.
I beat the champ. I didn’t have the
title, but I knew the way to get it.
I was happy. I was thinking of the
things I would tell Rita, how we’d
talk about it till the morning, or
until I was so tired I couldn’t open






























don’t die,” said Brant in a queer tone.
“Hang on.”

A man swung into the street up
near Tucker House, carrying a Win-
chester in readiness. In the sweep
of light from the saloon next door
Brant recognized the tall crown and
wide brim of Ben Tompkins’ white
Stetson. Brant rose and hastened
toward him, stopping about seventy
yards away in the yellow glow of a
solitary street light.

“Tompkins!” he roared. “Get back!
Get out of sight . . . into the hotel
before. . . .”

He had not finished as the other
sprang into the shadow of Tolson’s
wooden awning and swung the rifle to
his cheek. Brant got a violent jolt in
his left side and the wind was
knocked from him. He backed over
against the house wall to support
himself.

“Hold your fire! Hold on! Tomp-
kins, you fool! Wait!”

But the man was aiming carefully
now, making the rifle speak again,
the bullets cracking into the wall
about him. He felt a jar in his left
thigh and sank to his knees, gripped
by sudden, overwhelming nausea.
He knew now he had made a mistake
in calling out. So this was how it
ended. . . . In a whirling, flashing
panorama he saw his life rush by:
the Colonel, his herds, his men, Hank
Tyler, Gertrude, Ben Tompkins, buck-
ing him; Tim Hanford's daughter,
something he had missed or been
cheated of. And last, Lee Ormstung’s
long face; Lee who was eternally
waiting for some cue, while he
laughed and talked and drank and
rode. . . . The smoky-eyed slow
Norseman always waiting, waiting.

He had wiggled into the

Hasty steps thudded across the
dust as the other ran into range for a
last sure shot. The rifle lever clicked
and Brant heard the quick hard
breathing of the man; then the muf-
fled snap of the pin on an empty
chamber, and a violent curse.

A sudden racket and clamor of
voices farther up the street made the
steps retreat. Brant strained to his
feet, feeling the weight of the whole
earth upon his shoulders, needles of
excruciating pain stabbing through
him as he staggered to the hitchrail.

‘“Lee!” he called. “Lee Ormstung!”

ORMSTUNG threw off Ben Tomp-
kins’ white hat and tossed the ri-
fle aside. Drawing his revolver he ran
a few yards closer and fired simulta-
neously with Brant. Brant left the
rail and moved out toward him. His
second shot knocked Ormstung down,
but then the gun was empty and he
reeled in the wagon ruts while Lee
crawled back on the boardwalk and
took shelter behind a rain barrel.

He was face to face with it now, in

the middle of it. There had been the °

three of them: Brant, Ormstung and
Tompkins; and like a blundering,
stupid fool he had picked the wrong
man to fight. It was dark, but he
needed no light to see the Norse-
man’s face and shrewd eyes before
him. He could read it now; ironically
knew, now that his blood was run-
ning, what that hungry look in those
smoky-blue orbs had always meant.
Cattle? What did Ormstung care
about cattle ? Ambition for power and
dreams of Empire were what had
smouldered in him all these years,
hidden and tempered by slyness and
strength. He would take Brant’s seat

on the high horse; Colonel Joe was
old, and Ben Tompkins’ coming into
the picture had made the perfect set-
up; Garner had unwittingly stepped
in to help, like a fate’s handyman.
Play one against the other; make
everybody think that Tompkins is do-
ing the stealing to get back at Brant
. .. and wait in the background, you
crafty pokerface, while you dream of
power.... You never could tell what
was in some men . . . and he’d have
Tyler and the council in the hollow of
his hand. ...

Very neat, Lee. Very neat... but
not quite yet. . . .

It took him all eternity to load ...
but he had three shells in now; then
Brant’s empire reeled about him and
the street came up and hit him and he
rolled in the dust, the gun slipping
from his hand.

Still he could see Lee rise from the
barrel and support himself out to
stand against an awning upright,
slowly lifting his gun for aim. And
Brant somehow could not reach his,

There was a roar and a bullet
slammed into the dirt near his head.
Somebody came running down from
Tucker House and he heard Ben
Tompkins call out Lee Ormstung’s
name sharply; then two shots came
in close succession and Brant saw
Lee fold over forward and slowly, ter-
ribly slowly, roll off the boardwalk.

Presently, through a dull blackness
above, he heard many voices, and
sounds of feet approaching from all
sides, thumping the ground under
him. Ben Tompkins said, ‘‘The louse
took my hat from Tucker's hallway
. ..Iheard a racket and came out to
See. ., .” . .

“Looks like it takes a thief to kill

a thief,” somebody said.

little nook where Sander-
son’s hardware store and
Gimpy’s old closed-up sa-
loon joined. His gun hand
was taking careful shots at
the man on the other side
of the street. Oh, what a
high-riding blind fool he
had been. Why shouldn’t
this happen to him ? Hadn’t
he 'way deep down always
known it would end up like
this . . . shooting it out in
the street ? Gambling every-
thing he had worked for on
a little brass-cased lead
slug. He’d never grown,
really; everything was just
back where it started. . ..

He sat still against the
nook, waiting his chance,
playing possum as his ad-
versary moved steadily
down the other side of the
street. His vitality kept
ebbing from him and he
gritted his teeth and
cursed. He wasn’t finished
now . .. no, not now. He’d
never accept that. It was
the survival of the fittest
and he was still the biggest
man in the wvalley. The
biggest—or the smallest;
maybe the jump was not
SO0 great.

QUIET
PLEASE

*What did | tell you? . .. with a feather!*

TR

“No, no!” Ben’g‘ voice
protested sharply. T have
never believed that. Not a
chance. Tom Brant a thief ?
He was much too big for
that. There was nhothing
small about him \'yhatever

an say. - - °
yOl(lz‘re(;'trudey was close to
him, her arn'i:ss hf‘tmg'l‘ hin}
upward. ‘‘Tom: om!
Slr))eak to me!” Gertrude’s
arms never left him. )

Presently he was lying
more comfortable, and
hands were busy working
on him. He said, “Gertrude,
T've been a damned fool .
a damned fool. Sorry .. .

low. . .»
some men learn S0 SIOwW. . |
It was the greatest admis.

sion he ever made to an-
t ° ”
° l-‘l‘e]g.on’t talk now,” she
s;alI"iI'e preathed heavily,
“Maybe I should make Ben
Tompkins sheriff after all,”
h naged. .
eSI}le: togk his head in her
hands and he could feel her
cheek against his. There
was admiration and exas-
peration and fear and won-
der in her voice Oh,
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Tom,” she cried. Tom!













document broadcast every night and
usually elaborated on his column.
That evening Hagerty assembled his
players in a large room containing a
radio and they listened attentively
while the provincial pundit took their
record apart and described the
harrowing misfortunes Georgetown
would encounter on the morrow.

“Instead of an overconfident team,
our kids looked as if they were hun-
gry for their first victory,” Mr.
Hagerty confides. “They scored on
their first offensive play of the game
and walked off the field with a 26-6
decision.”

Standard equipment in every foot-
ball locker room is a bulletin board
prominently displayed so that the
players can’t miss it when they re-
port for practice. On the board are
newspaper and magazine articles fa-
vorable to the opposition and dis-
paraging the alma mater, with the
choice passages heavily underlined
and amplified in appropriate margi-
nal notes. An assistant coach usu-
ally selects and edits the material
used on the board, and his favorite
dish is a printed interview with a
rival coach who puts the blast on the
team by innuendo or indirection.

College coaches are not the mo-
rose gents they appear to be; they
cultivate deliberately a pessimistic
attitude toward their own teams be-
cause they have before them always
a picture of that bulletin board in
another locker room. Having made
good use of the gag themselves, they
have a psychopathic horror of issu-

ing a statement which may be held
against them in the future. A win-
ning team is much like a low license
plate: it’s nice to have, but it can be
too conspicuous when trouble looms,

When fuel for the bulletin board
is scarce, some coaches are not above
a bare-faced fraud worked in collu-
sion with the undergraduate editor
of the student paper. The coach,
hoping to induce a high fever of
indignation among his players, will
compose an interview supposed to be
with the coach of a coming oppo-
nent. The phony story rips the hide
off the home team, of course. The
editor has the story set up and print-
ed on newspaper stock. The piece
then is carefully torn with nice,
jagged edges to lend an authentic
note to the swindle and tacked on
the bulletin board. This trick has
been the genesis of a great many up-
sets which confound the customers.

Rockne never hesitated to deceive
his players in scandalous fashion if
he thought he could get away with
it. In 1922, the first year the Four
Horsemen rode, Rock took Notre
Dame to Georgia Tech with nine
sophomores in the starting lineup.
He had been giving the team the old
fire-and-fury treatment all season
and sensed a quick switch was need-
ed to give the boys a shot in the
arm. Just before they went out,
Rock got up and faced the squad
with lines of agony etched on his
face. Fumblingly, he pulled a tele-

gram from his pocket. .
“This is from a poor little boy in

the hospital at South Bend,” Rock
began on the tremolo of the organ.
“The doctors don’t know whether
he’ll live through the day. It reads:
‘Please ask my Daddy’s team to win
for me.’”

He sobbed convulsively. “It’s from
my little boy Billy.”

“The news shocked the team,”
Jim Crowley says, “because we had
seen little Billy the day before and
he was perfectly healthy. We mur-
dered Georgia Tech by a 35-7 score,
hoping to pull little Billy through
the crisis. The next day we returned
to South Bend and a mob met us at
the station. Right up there in the
foreground was little Billy, looking
like an ad for Carnation Milk. The
players could hardly walk, but we
won the ball game.”

Spirit—it’s wonderful. And it can
be whipped up in the most wonder-
fully wacky fashion. When Notre
Dame went to Princeton in 1924,
Rockne had such a sore throat that
he could not speak above a whisper.
The Master had a bright idea. The
teams occupied adjoining locker
rooms and since the day was very
warm, the windows in both rooms
were wide open. Notre Dame could
pear Princeton’s Bill Roper sound-
ing his “a” preparatory to pulling
out all the organ stops. A

“There’s the best fire-eater in the
world,” Rock told his men, pointing
to the next room. “Listen to him
and win with his fight talk.”

Notre Dame listened hard, and
won the game—12-0.

What America is Reading

no name ? Who had the most names ?

Regular readers of detective sto-
ries may be able to answer these
questions; if not, they will find the
answers in Howard Haycraft's high-
ly entertaining ‘“Murder for Pleas-
ure: the Life and Times of the De-
tective Story’’, which tells so much
about that particular form of writ-
ing that it’s a whole entertainment
in itself.

This is the centenary of the de-
tective story, which critics date from
the publication of ‘““The Murders in
the Rue Morgue” by Edgar Allan
Poe in 1841. Poe wrote three detec-
tive stories and “The Gold Bug” is
not one of them. You can tell a de-
tective story because it has a trained
investigator in it, “for analysis and
deduction are the main devices by
waich a story becomes comprehen-
sible”. And in analyzing the stories
by A. Conan Doyle, Mary Roberts
Rinehart, Carolyn Wells, Dashiell
Hammett, S. S. Van Dine, Anne
Katherine Green and many other
authors, Mr. Haycraft tells us what
to look for, what to avoid and what
to approve.

It’s a strange business, how these
stories keep coming. They have
helped a great many readers to keep
awake, or to fall asleep—as they
wished. (Appleton-Century, $3)

50

(Continued from page 9)

The publishers are keeping us pro-
vided with a full grist of detective
and mystery stories. Here’s one with
a novel title—“The Chuckling Fin-
gers”. (Crime Club, $2) Mabel
Seeley, who wrote “The Listening
House”, is the author, and it de-
scribes the mystery at Fiddler’s
Fingers, an estate on Lake Superior
in Minnesota. Ann Gay clears up
this one. Another case of a husband’s
first wife creating a mystery on an
English estate is provided by Pa-
tricia Wentworth in “In the Bal-
ance”. (Lippincott, $2) And Ber-
muda, once the playground of New
Yorkers, and now buzzing with war
work of all kinds, is the scene for Q.
Patrick’s new mystery, “Return to
the Scene”, in which a wedding party
has its fun spoiled by the murder of
a sadistic bridegroom. (Simon &
Schuster, $2)

YOMING’S pioneer days are not

so far in the past that living
men can’t recall them, and thi?, makes
Dr. Will Frackelton’s reminiscences
in “Sagebrush Dentist” highly enter-
taining. Dr. Frackelton, who today
is one of Wyoming’s most useful and
eminent citizens, arrived in Sundance
in 1893 and got in solid with its peo-
ple by knocking out the town banker
in a boxing match. His real job, how-

ever, was fixing teeth, and this he did
all over the state, at one time travel-
Ing with an optician. He was bitten
by the gold bug and joined the rush
to the Klondike, but the dust he ac-
cumulated was for looking after the
miners’ teeth in Skagway. His Wy-
oming experiences are filled with ex-
citing and amusing episodes. He once
had a brush with the famous Hole-in-
the-Wall gang of bandits and man-
aged to give them the slip- At Cas-
per, Wyo,, a lady of the town known
as Poker Nell had him set two dia-
monds weighing 14 carat each in her
teeth; he did so by replacing her
natural teeth with Richmond crowns
—a_ porcelain-faced crown Wwith ga
gold backing. He also looked after
Lt)l'let teeth of Calamity Jane, Wll)lose

icturesque ity he remembers,
Colonel %V g‘l.‘og’)ltlil;?"‘Buﬂfalo Bill”,
used to come to Sheridan, Wyo., and
Dr. Frackelton once heard him bera.
ted to his face as a picture-book scout
by Frank Grouard, who had scouted
for General Crook and lived in Sheri-
dan. One of Doctor Frackelton’s ex-
Ploits was to save Fort Mackenzie
from demolition; it is now a veterans’
hospital. His book gives a capital
Picture of the energetic ways of the
early settlers and the beginning of
city life in Wyoming. (A. C. Mec-
Clurg & Co., $2.50)



















ducks of ’em all! We smacked four
of those big babies as easily as
breaking sticks. I was about to jump
out and pick them up when a flock
of brant headed our way. We got
five of them.

Along about ten o’clock the warm
sun melted the ice off our boats and
my companion departed to dig some
clams. I elected to remain in the
boat on the off-chance another shot
would be presented. We were still a
a few birds shy of a duck and brant
limit, but I had ’em when my gun-
ning partner returned. I still couldn’t
understand why we’d had such su-
perb shooting.

“The whole thing was so simple,”
replied my companion when I put
the question to him, “that I can’t
understand why you didn’t tumble
to the trick right from the begin-
ning. Listen, we had bright sunlight
at our backs, didn’t we ?”’

“Sure,” I replied.

“And we had the first ice of the

tal of the Confederate States of
America from 1861 to 1865, the hope
of the South and the despair of the
North for those four long, bloody,
heart-breaking years. The best com-
manders, the most immense armies
the Federal government could fur-
nish, hammered at Richmond, while
the South’s bravest hearts and keen-
est minds stood with their backs
often at the very walls of the city,
but would not let them pass.

Distressing as it is to those who
love the old—and who doesn’t, as a
firm foundation for the future ?—the
fire which in 1865 destroyed so much
of ante bellum Richmond is a helping
friend to the visitors who must see
the city in an all too brief time. As
so much was destroyed then and
since, through the natural process of
progress, Richmond has not the
wealth of old buildings that she
might have. In all the old parts of
the town, however, are quaint bits
out of the past still in existence, in
addition to the better-known points
of historical interest.

Near Richmond is Virginia Beach
—the finest of the Middle Atlantic
playgrounds. Surf bathing is possible
for seven months of the year, along
with excellent salt- and fresh-water
fishing, in season. No better hunting
grounds can be found than in this
vicinity, and the several golf courses
are of the very best. A winter,
spring, summer or fall vacation may
be spent here full of pleasure. Vir-
ginia Beach is in the center of Tide-
water’s historic shrines. Within a
radius of less than seventy miles are
the relics of the very earliest days of
the American Nation.

It’s not a very long step from the
coast to Pinehurst, North Carolina.
From its original conception in 1895,
Pinehurst has preserved a warm,
friendly little community, free from
pretense and formality. You’ll find
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season, didn’'t we?’ he continued.

“Righto.”

“And the ducks were flying toward
us this morning with the sun in their
eyes, weren’t they ?”

“Sure, but....”

“Well,” he continued, “just be-
cause you could see them plainly
doesn’t mean they could see us in
all that ice glare and sun dazzle. In
addition, those birds were unsuspect-
ing because no one—at least this sea-
son—had shot at them from an ice
hide. Our two boats are painted
dead white; we were wearing a cou-
ple of Sally’s old nightgowns which
blended us in with the white boats
and to a sun-dazzled duck we were
just another large chunk of drifting
ice or perhaps a frosted bit of debris,
aground in shallow water.”

I complimented him on his nim-
ble-witted strategy and we began to
pick up. .

“Shucks,’’ was his reply, “it wasn’t
so much. The trouble with most

Vacations Unlimited
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no “resort” atmosphere at Pinehurst ;
it is casual, leisurely and peaceful.
However, this has not meant the cur-
tailing of conveniences; as a matter
of fact, the village has all the con-
veniences which are usually found
only in a city many times its size.
Around the village green are the
movie theater, the public library and
modern little shops and stores, in a
setting of winding roads, flowering
shrubs and the long-leaf pines so

characteristic of the Sand Hill sec--

tion of the Carolinas. The hotels and
the many winter residences are sup-
plied with all the customary public
utilities. The Pinehurst Country Club
is the real center of the social and
sporting life of the community. Here
is a stunning clubhouse with broad
porches and open terraces where you
can relax in sunny contentment;
there’s an informal grill for luncheon
and tea, an ideal place for golf post-
mortems, a spacious dance hall and
card rooms for a sociable game of
ract.
cor}&ts one goes south through the
Great Smokies there unfolds a coun-
try in which all the beauty that na-
ture can bestow has been poured out
—mountains 6,000 feet high, covered
with enchanting woods, romantic
valleys, peaceful meadows, glittering
lakes, wild rocks, roaring waterfalls,
friendly little towns and hamlets.
Amidst this blissful scenery at the
wooded slopes of Sunset Mountain,
looking down upon Asheville, far re-
moved from the surge of crowds, in
the crystal-clear, brlslg mountain air
is Grove Park Inn, which calls itself
the finest hotel in the Smoky Moun-
tain region. It is unusual outside and
inside, more like a country home
than a hotel. Grove Park Inn offers
you all the comfort you may desire.
It is a haven of rest and relaxation,
although everything is provided in
the way of recreation and activity: a

duck hunters these days is that few
of ’em ever use their noodles. If
they can’t climb into a tailor-made
concrete blind, with some guide to
wet-nurse them around, they’re lost.

T wouldn’t give you a dime for that

kind of shooting. How much fun
would it be catching trout in a
hatchery pond ?

I admitted not much.

“Well, the same goes for duck
shooting. It doesn’t take any savvy
to kill birds when everything’s in
your favor, And if you ask me, it
isn’t much fun. Fun comes when you
out-fox ducks when conditions look
bad, as they did this morning.”

“Don’t rub it in.”

“I ain’t trying to rub it in,” he
replleq, as we splashed shoreward,
dragging our heavily laden boats,
“‘I'm just trying to tell you that
nothing is worth a damn if it comes
easy, including ducks.”

I didn’t give him an argument on
that bit of philosophy.

stable of fine horses, clay tennis
courts, four 18-hole golf courses, a
Swimming pool and, for the children,
a well-equipped playground.

Farthest south of our resorts for
this month is Sea Island, Georgia.
F}upged by palms and pines, off Geor-
gla's southern coast, lies a chain of
islands noted for unique beauty and
stimulating year-’round climate. Pre-
historic Indians found these islands
happy hunting grounds. Spanish con-
quistadores and grey-robed padres
Planted their standards there. Colo-
nial plantations flourished with fields
of famous Sea Island cotton.

Today these Golden Isles are
sought as an jdeal all-year playland.
All the islands are privately owned
except Saint Simons, with Sea Island
at its seaward tip. Connected to the
mainland by a motor causeway, Sea
Island combines the intriguing at-
mosphere of island isolation with
fasy accessibility. Golf takes on a
new thrill over the Sea Island Club’s
Superb course where there's an in-
teresting contrast between inland
and seaside golf.

An outstanding southern skeet
center, the Sea Island Gun Club has
two complete fields and an attractive
clubhouse where informal club shoots
and tournaments are often held. From
November to March, many sports-
men enjoy hunting on the 65,000-
acre Hunting Preserve.

Anglers may swing their lines
from drops in front of The Cloister
or fish from bateaux on the Hampton
River for trout, whiting and sheeps-
head. Surf'-casters find sport in land-
Ing a fighting channel-bass or drum,
and deep-sea partes go for mackerel,
blues, snapper, ¢~'y'a and tarpon.

And that is as far south as we will
g0 this month. Next time, perhaps,
we can describe the loveliness of
Elorlda, whose resorts are the finest
in the world,




A Money-Making Opportuni

for Men of Character

EXCLUSIVE FRANCHISE FOR
AN INVENTION EXPECTED TO REPLACE

A MULTI-MILLION-DOLLAR INDUSTRY

Costly Work Formerly
“Sent Out” by Business Men
Now Done by Themselves
at a Fraction of the Expense

This is a call for men everywhere to handle
exclusive agency for one of the most
unique business inventions of the day.

Forty years ago_the horse and buggy business was supreme—today
almost extinct. Twenty years ago the phonograph industry ran into
many millions—today practically a relic, Only a comparatively few
foresighted men saw the fortunes ahead in the automobile and the
radio. Yet irresistible waves of public buying swept these men to
fortune, and sent the buggy and the phonograph into the discard. So
are great successes made by men able to detect the shift in public favor
from one industry to another.

Now another change is taking place. Aa ol established industry—an integral
and important part ol the nation's structure—in which millions of dollars change hands
every year—is in thousands of cases being replaced by a truly astonishing, simple inven-
tion which does the work better—more reliably—AKlD AT A COST O AS LOW
AS 29, OF WHAT IS ORDINARILY PAID! It has not required very long for men
who have taken over tl:ac rights to chis valuable invention to do a remarkable business
and show carnings which in these times are almost unheard of for the average man.

Not a “Gadget’’—

EARNINGS

One man in California earned over $1,600 per month for three
months—close to $5,000 in 90 days’ time. Another writes
from Delaware—"‘Since I have been operating (just a little
less than a month of actual selling) and not the full day at
that, because I have been getting organized and had to spend
at least half the day in the office; counting what I have sold
outright and on trial, I have made just a little in excess of one
thousand dollars profic for one month.” A man working small
city in N. Y. State made $10,805 in 9 months. Texas man
nets over $300 in less than a week’s time. Space does not per-
mit mentioning here more than these few random cases. How-
ever, they are sufficient to indicate that the worthwhile future
in this business is coupled with immediate earnings for the
right kind of man. One man with us has already made over
a thousand sales on which his earnings ran from $5 to $60
sale and more. A great deal of this business was repeat
usiness. Yet he had never done anything like this before
coming with us. That is the kind of opportunity this business
offers. The fact that this business has attracted to it such
business men as former bankers, executives of businesses—
men who demand only the highest of opportunity and
income—gives a fairly good picture ofm kind of business this
is. Our door is open, however, to the young man looking for
the right field inwhich to make his start and develophis future.

No Money Need Be Risked

Not a “Knick-Knack’ —

but a valuable, proved device which
has been sold successfully by busi-
ness novices as well as seasoned
veterans.

Make no mistake—this is no novelty—no flimsy creation
which the inventor hopes to put on the market. You

bably have scen nothing like it yet—perhaps never
g:amc of the existence of such a device—yet it has already
been used by corporations of outstanding prominence—by
dealers of great cor%orztions—by their branches—by doc-
tors, newspapers, publishers—schools—hospitals, etc., etc.,
and by the ds of small business men. You don't have to
convince 2 man that he should use an electric bulb to light
his office instead of a gas lamp. Nor do you have to sell
the same business man the idea that some day he may need
something like this invencion. The need is a{ready chere—
the money is usually being spent right at chat very
moment — and the desirabilicy of saving the greatest
part of this expensc is obvious immediately.

Some of the Savings
You Can Show

You walk into an office and put down before your

a letter from a sales organizacion showing that chey did
work in their own office for $11 which formerly could have
cost them over $200. A building supply corporation pays
our man $70, whercas the bill could have been for $1,600!
An automobile dealer pays our representative $15, whereas
the expensc could have been over $1,000. A deparement
store has cxpense of $88.60, possible cost if done outside
the business being well over $2,000. And so on. We could
not possibly list all cases here. These are just a few of
the many actual cases which we place in your hands to
work with. Praccically every line of business and every
section of the country is cm‘)rcsen:cd by these ficld reports
which hammer across dazzling, convincing moncy-saving
opportunitics which hardly any business man can fail to
underscand.

Profits Typical of
the Young, Growing Industry

Going into this business is not like sclling something
offered in every grocery, drug or department store. For
instance, when you take a $7.50 order, $5.83 can be your
share. On $1,500 worth of business, your share can
$1,167.00. The very least you get as your part of every
dollar’s worth of business you do is 67 cents—on ten
dollars® worth $6.70, on a hundred dollars’ worth $67.00
—in other words two thirds of cvery order you get is
yours. Not only on the first order—but on repeat orders
—and you have the opportunity of earning aa even larger
percentage.

This Business Has
Nothing to Do With
House to House Canvassing

Nor do you have to know anything about high-pressure
sclling. **Selling" is unnecessary in the ordinary sense of
the word. Instcad of hammering away ac the customer
and trying to “‘force” a sale, you make a dignified,
business-like call, leave the installation—whatever size
the customer says he will accept—at our risk, let the
customer sell himself after the device is in and working.
This docs away with the need for pressure on the cus-
tomer—it climinaces the handicap of trying to get the
money before the customer has really convinced himself
100%. You simply tell what you offer, showing proof of
success in that customer’s particular line of business.
Then leave the invention wichout a dollar down. It
starts working ac once. In a few short days, the installa-
tion should actually produce enough money to pay
for the deal, with profits above the investment coming in
at the same time. You then call back, collect your money.
Nothing is so convincing as our offer to let results speak
for themselves without risk to the customer! While others
fail to get even a hearing, our men are making sales
ruoning into the hundreds. They have received the acten-
tion of the largest firms in the country, and sold to the
1, h - by thc 'I. d

in trying this business out. You can measure the possi-
bilities and not be out a dollar. I{ you are looking for a
business that is nor overcrowded—a business that is just
coming into its own—on the_upgrade, instead of the
downgrade—2 business that offers the buyer relief from
a burdensome, but unavoidable expense—a business that
has a prospect practicall?' in every office, store, or factory
into which you can set foot—rcgardless of size—that is a
necessity but does not have any price cutting to contend
with as other necessitics do—that because you control
the sales in exclusive territory is your own business—
that pays more on some individual sales than many men maks
in a week and somesimes in a monsh's time—if such a busincss
looks as if it is worth investigating, ger in fouch with us
ar once for the righes in your territory—don'c delay—
because the chances are that if you do wait, someone clse
will have written to us in the meantime—and if it curns
out that you were the better man—we'd both be sorry.
So for convenience, use the coupon below—but send it right
away—or wire if you wish. But do it now. 55

F. E. ARMSTRONG, President
Dept. 4076-M, Mobile, Ala.

r—--_-——--

FOR EXCLUSIVE
! R“S TERRITORY PROPOSITION !

' F. E. ARMSTRONG, Pres., Dept. 40/6-M, Mobile, Ala. l
Without obligation to me, send me full infor-
I mation on your proposition. I

Name.. ...

Street or Route..






