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Wo wish to cxpross our appreciation of tho many good things
said ahout the first issue of the "ARK", both fram those in
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the Buroau, and from outsiders too. Much of the crodit should N

go to our artist, Mr. Ed. Brady, and to Mre Fronk Linkenberg of A %

fhe Stato Office ot Louisville, for tho skilful mennor in which < g%

these drowings worc roproduced. g% >
S

Wo also toke this opportunity to thaonk our contributors -
for the articles, storiocs, and pooms which graced the pagos of ?;
our first issue, and trust that mérec than ever they will continue z;
to carry on tho good worke Wo aro, unfortunately, not ih a pos- >
ition to ®arry dotails of athletic and other activitios, for ZE
obvious roasons, but hope to remody this in the futuro. Our
Burcau is not a large one as you lmow, and our cliontcle changes
rapidly.

As on o ship, the Log Book is a chronicle of our joys, our
: M\\\ sorrows, and our daily activitics. If any of tho quips and sallys
offend you, pleasc remembor that no molice is intendeds The Log
Book will continuc the nows of overyday happenings, togother with
dds and ends of philosophy and poetry, and contributions to this
Poaturc will be welcomodes Don't be afraid of your literary style
:i;iﬁqfi:;;lpr lack of it. Wo work everything over to suit ourselves anyhow!

Toll us what you like in a magazine of this type. Let us
¥now what you want and we will ondoavor %o accommodate yous Better
still, sit dowm and write us a story or an article, but for the
love o! miko, keop away from the hobo stuffe Wo're all just about
fod up on that lino of tripe! And lot's bo original. Any onc of
tho mon in the Burcau has a story in his insides that would be £

o wow if put into print. Wo're willing to help. \\M*][]
5 {

We'ro on our way. Hore's wishing you all Bon Voyage - and
the best o' lucki

The Skipper,

Frank Perry.

Frank Porry Edwe Brady
Editors I1lustratdr.
limoographing work suporvised by o R i
Frank P. Linkonberg at State Office L S
Kentucky Emergency Reliof Administration . ot i _j~
Louisville, Kentucky. e e
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The unemployment problem is just as much a reality
here as elsewhere, and hundreds of local men and women
daily walk the streets valn] looking for work that
cannot be founde. Because thls condition, Transients
are discouraged from seoklng employment heree There are
few opportunities for a stranger to become absorbed into
the local life of Lexington.

r_,_-

We find that about 50% of those who register here
stay only 24 hours or less. To these mon we should like
to make p suggestion. Comp Roosevelt, located near Paducah
for young men between the ages of 15 and 21, is the best
thing yot. It has a splendid location, new buildings,
and 300 acres of grounds; with a swimming pool, tennis
courts, and other outdoor sportse You will have a chance
to learn & trade and equip yourselves for the future in
a good jobe It's o real opportunity, and worth looking
intoe Photographs in the lobby of the main office will
give you some idea of the surroundingse Some restrictions
and quall jcotions necessary for your own protection, of
coursee. Seo Miss Adams or Captain Wolfe about this.

For the oldor men thore's Camp Pakuneki, situated about
twonty miles from here on the Kontucky Rivers It's a Boy
Scout Camp, with a large mess hall and small cabins, way
out in the country, with plenty of time for fis hing, swimm-
ing, boating, and other sports. The genoral maintenance of
the camp and road takes up about 30 hours a week of your
time, and you will find a regular bunch of fellows out there.
During July, the comp will be moved to uomrgobown, where
the mon will build a couple of damse. Something to do with
the Fish Conservation people we understand, not a Boulder
Dam project! Good swinming and fishing, and plenty of out-
door sports tooe

Thore's always a chance in the administrative departments
the Bureau for men who possess a knowledge of office work
or thGWTlulED, carpentering, cooking, painting, and so
forth. You have only to tell your case worker of your qual-
ifications and she will be glad to helpe These men are classed
as specialists and roceive more paye You have to prove your-
self first, of courso, but it's worth looking intoe.

Why not look around bofore you pass on through?

The udltor% N
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The shrill blast of a whistle cchocd through the woodlands
of Camp Pakuneki. From all dirocetions the men came rumming, to
£al1l into 1line on o lovel spot behind the mess halls Sergeant
Smith's face was o study in grim lines

"lon," said tho Sorgeoant in an ovon voice, "I have news for

yous On tho Doctor's orders I have tondered my resignotion to
Captain Wolfo, and I cxpcct to De rolioved within o day or soO.
You have beon good workors; you have never complalnod oven though
you had good cause at times, as when the commissary supplies wero
dolayod, and whon the oponing days at camp were trying to all of
use I wish you all tho best of luck. Carry on, mone”

But not a man moved’ Each wns thinking of the times whon
Sorgoont Smith had helped out in the little things that moan so
much = o cigarctte here - a fow dimes thore - the choery remork
that rovives the spirit of tho downcast -~ the absolute fairnocss
of the Sergeant in all thingse.

They were thinking of the man who had carricd on through morec
than thirty ycars in the Marincs, tho man who could obey as well
as commande The man who could hold tho respect of a crowd of mon
gathored together frmn all parts of the country, from all vdlks in
life; mon of all agoes; and without the rostraining roegulations of
the army at his back, had wolded together an efficient unit that
rogardod ovorything as part of the day's work; to be endurcd without
complaint and without praise unless well deserveds Not a man in the
ranks but folt as though ho werc losing a friend and a counsclor.

"Barnaclo Bill" stopped forward ono pacc from the ranks and
saluted. "May I speak a no*.':i':ords on bohalf of the mon Sorgoant?”
he requosted. "Carry on," said Sergeant Smithe

7

e hate to sco you go Sergoant,” said "Barmaclo Bill."

shall miss that whistle of yours and the way you blow it. We uha71
miss the way you bawl us out - wo shall miss the sulphorous salutation
to tho laggard and the guy who trics to got in goods" Ho hositated,
turned, ond facod the mon. "What's the ﬂaatcr with Sergeant Smith,
fellows?" he called.

MmmeQ T ~NTIT . &
HE'S ALRIGHT," come in o yell that could have been heard in
Tyronce

"Get tho hell out of here, you blank, blank, blankoty blanks,"
said Scrgoant Smith.
F.P

——fl gy
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Sergoant Smith, aftor two weoks sick furlough, is now back on
b at tho Contore Tho boys nll hope he can sce his way cloar to

back to Compe Best o' luck, Scrgeant!
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They call us “ronsionts as thoy pass us/by,
And little wo know of the future;

Transionts wo oll may be yet hoading the samo,
Dowm to the ond of tho Trails

Lifo, with it's treasures and sorrows loaves us
Horriod and haunted.

Like wroiths from tho tombs of the doad and forgotton
. Such arc wo of todays
Sloeping like ombers of burning coals undor the ashos
of life = forgotton and gonos
Crooping stoadily omward towards the goal of Death
Drifting ghosts of tho paste

Once across lifet!s pages we wroto o mossage thero
In scarlet and gold of fame;

But Death in his race with Timo across Lifo
Marked us aos his own;

Living as mon who have died and yet no place
To lay down and call it cndod .

Omvard wo drift in hell's darkost torture yet living
In drcams of the past;

Tho living world floats bofore us as we roach out
Cold clutching hands;

To miragos of facos passing unknown endlessly onward
Strango and unsceinge

Hoar us, the marching feot of ghosts fram tho past
Drifting along to oblivion;

The ondless wandering of mon without souls helpless
In the maclstrom of life;

Caught in tho swecp of the tide of ctornity
Drifting ghosts of thc past.

RS o




rom the dim past of half forgotton yesterdays, we seco
lont shapes of men who once were the powerful leadoers

i
fo and coammerco; but today are only the slowly drifting
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ghosts of former glorics, drifting aimlessly toward the defoat
of death.

With thoir passing we shall sco great changose Fow other
points within the momory of mankind will be as groat a change
as this carth will witncss in tho coming days; and thosc who
have the power and courage to facc this hardest test of humanity
can rightly be callod worthy of the titloc "MAN,"

The woakor and loss progressivo will be left bohind - classeod
again as in the Middle Ages - slaves to those who rule them. A
new type of Univorsc will comc into existenco; onoc of science
overshadowing supcrstition. Many and varied roligions will disappear,
and a now roligion, bascd on actual fact found to bo truc by
scicnce, will toke a firmer hold; casting aside as useloss what
we have all belioved beocausc someono told us soes Today, the trond
towards a thing being proven before it is acceopted will help this
chango.

Govermmont of nations will give way to one Universal Govermmont,
with a language wolding into ono the many fragmonts that at presont
oxiste Like tho puro metal that is poured from the crucible; so
will this now nation pour forth from the melting pot of humanity,
cloanor and strongor than the mess that ontored; the waste cast asido
nover to be uscd againe
Wor will be a thing of the past due to the welding of nationms,
brought about by the councils of the wamon of the world. Womon will
pPlay a much larger part in the now universec than over bofore, and

//\\ marriage as we know it todey will cease to oxist with the full eman-
7‘A§£:> * cipation’ of womankinde They will lead in the ficlds of science and
g{ ~ medicine, with an equal footing in the councils of mankind.

The humaon being will omorge from tho preosont chaos cloaner in
mind and body than over beforce Undor tho able dircction of medical
scionce, the unfit will be dostroyed, loaving only the clean to carry
on tho work of reproduction.
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What § No changes in the work of roproduction Li? No test tube
=
babies? Woll, well, - that's good nows!
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itom from "The Kentucky City" for June, 1934: "Installation

" in the Police Bureau of Rocords and Identification of a new systen
of fingerprinting of prisoners, known as the Harry Battloy Single
Print System has bogune Louisville is onc of the first cities in
ho Unitod States to install it."

o ok ok 3k ok o ok ok sk sk skoke ke

The Captain of the Police Force looked out of the window. A
truck, loaded with boxes and crates, had drawn up to the ontrance
of the station house, and the exprecssmon was busy unloading.

"Whetta ya got, Bill?" asked tho Police Captain. The oxpressman
peerod ot the labels. "Some stuff from New Scotland Yarde Looks like
& lot of finger printing dope to mee Goin' to finger print everybody
in town? Gosh, but those things arc hoaovy." Ho grunted as he lifted
a heavy cascs With the combined efforts of the entire police force,
the shipment was soon in the station house.

"Hoy, lend o hand here,"” called the Captain to his Lieutenant,
"let's look this over and sec what we hove. Hero!s a book "Why, Where,

" o

and How to Fingerprint." What does it say?"

Tho Lieutonant looked the shipment over. "Looks pretty good to
me, but wo aint got nobody to finger print much around here, We gotta
have somobody to practice on you know. Aint no good going devm to the
Jail house and finger printing them guys. We got the goods on them
anyhows, "

The officers went into a conferencoe. "Do you think we could get
the whole town to come around and bo finger printed?" said the Captain.
"Holy Smoke, that's an order," answored the Lieutenant. "Say, what
about those guys over in the Transient Bureau. Thoy would do to start
with, and we might pick up o couple of bums to pay for the trouble.
Suppose we go over there and see the bosse"

"The Boss" was not much in favor of the idea, it seemeds "You see,
Captain, it's this way. This Bureau is a part of the Rehabilitation
Program, not a clearing house for police activitics. I don't see why
we should turn theso mon over to you to finger print. In most cases,
They are working men out of a job, and they come here only as a last
resorts There's about two million others just like them in this country,
ond that's o lot of peoplés Better let us handle this in our own WaY o
If we tarn it over to you, you'll be down hore every time something
happens, photographing and measuring, and getting the place a bad nane.
These follows arc'nt like old time bums; they're in a different class,
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THE LOW DOWN

they're working for what thoy get, and they doa't complaine There
isn't a crook in a carload as far'as I can see, and if there was,
and he's not wanted by the police, he's better off here trying to
got back on his feot than being chased all over theo country, driving
him back into crimcee So long, Captain. Hope you sec the pointe"

The officers wont back to the station house to figure out a
now anglee "That guy's tough," said the Captain. "Let's go down
and sec the Editor of the "ARK". Maybe ho can figure something outs"
Thoy found the Editor busy as usual, doing his best to guide public
opinion through tho cditorial columns, printing all tho news that's
fit to print, and leaving out all tho nows that would be detrimental
to the intorests of the "advortisers", as editors will, all tho world
over!

He listoned to their story. "So you want to practice on the
fellows in the Transiont Burecaus, Eh? Woll boys, that's 0.K. by mo,
but lot's analyzc tho situation. Wo have about five thousand citizons
from our Stato looking for work in othor States, and about the seme
number from other Statos looking for work heree I guess thore's aboub
two million mon jumping around the country right now, and thoy don't
stand a ghost of a chanco of getting a jobs"

"I've beon around somo of thesc Burcaus and talked to the none
They work just as hard for a dollar a weck as the CCC boys do for a
dollar o daye Day in md day out thoy go through the same routine,
no frionds excopt among their own kind, no home life or comforts,
they live according to rulos and regulations, and thoy eat and woar
what is given thome Thoy bohave themsclves on the whole about as well
as the rest of tho population, and you wont find many bums among thome
A b wont work thirty hours a weok for his keop and a dollar; he
can bum that nuch in an hour any cvoninge In my opinion thesc follows
desorve crodit for carrying on and not rocking the boat."

"As for thesc Bureous boing a havon for criminals, criminals
don't mix with thesc followse In the first placo, thosc men haven't
the inclination to steal, they would rather work for a living; but
if a mon doos go wrong, ho usually goes wrong in a big way through
dosperations The percentage of mon in this class is smell; the criminal
usually starts somothing before he over gots into a Transicnt Buroau.
They have a habit of chocking up on the men in a burcau, and it isn't
long boforo thoy have the low down on thome The rule scems to be that
a mon can stay as long as he bohaves himsclf, and I can't sco anything
wrong in that."

"Those mon are vietims of o condition over which they have no
control, and for which thoy arc not to blamo. The national rovonue
has dropned from cighty billion dollars to forty billion dollars,
and jobs aro scarcce Employed pcoplc are antagonistic towards Transionts

— 22 -=Cont 'd.
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being located in thoir midste The local unomployed are a sufficiont
menaco to tho stability of their jobse"

"What has beon dono so far for theso Transionts is only on
oxperimont; a blind groping for a solution to a problem that will
be with us for sanc timce Remembor, these Transients are classcd
as unattached mon, men without families, &nd they arc footloose
for that roasons Undér prosont conditions, thoy can't find work no
matter whore they go, and we should face that facte. They will not
stay at homo to live on friends and relatives, hence they take to
the road.”

"In my opinion, they should be put to work on public projocts
similar to the CCC, away from tho cities, at work of which they are
capable of doing, and bo paid in accordance to tho value of this
work to the community. To expect those men to do routine work around
a Transiont Conter for a dollar a wook and their keep, and be satisfied,
is asking too much of human naturce We arc & constructive people -
and must be constructively employocd to be contented.”

"After tho labor market has bocomé active, thoso Transionts
could be returnod tot heir home States, to their home towns, to their
own localitios. Tho National Reemployment Agencies could be used as
a barometer of labor conditions to control this factors"

"But what about the bums, the wont works, the drunkards, the
dope fiends, the petty thieves? Seems to mo they can't be classed
as workmen out of a job," said the Captain.

"You policomen can handle them in your own way," wont on the
Editore "The Burcous could easily be used as a siove to sort them out
and you would be welcome to theme But you wont find them out by
fingor printing thome There's no such thing as a criminal finger
print that I know ofe Finger printing may discover the criminal aftor
the crime is committed, but even hanging wont detor men from committing
a crimec unless you hang thom firste"

The officors looked at oach other and grinneds. "A big holp you
turned out to be," said tho Captain, rising. "Woll, wo gotta practice
on samebody with this now fingoer printing outfit. Come on, let's go,
Lieutonant. Wo'll start on tho follows thoy chuck out of the Bureaus,
first thing in the morning. So long, lMre Editor."

Note: Nothing like the above ever happencd! It's only a fantasy, bubt
naybe some progressive editor will read it, to the ond that intelligent
and constructive editorials may bé writton that will point to a
solution to the Transient problem, and also be in kecping with tho
spirit of the Now Deal.

-=F.P,
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Gay = as gypsies by day,
Dreamers all = at night;

Visions of Home and Mother,

Come with the camp fire's light,.

WANDERLUST

You are everything to me,
Imaginary = or real;

You come in the Springtime,
You leave me in the Fall,

You make me live like a gypsy,
Your soothing prescnce I feel;
Though = I cannot sce you,

Each Spring I hear your call,

TO AN OLD FLAME

To you = my thanks for guiding me
Through this world's bitter college
You were so good to kmow,

To you my dear = indeed I owe

all of my acquired knowledge

of Life, of Love, = and Woel

_TOMORROW

This depression shall not daunt mo,
Shall not chain me to "Hell!s" floor;
For I shall c¢limb, up back again,

To heights = I knew before.

I shall not losc my courage,
Though weaklings ‘round me whinoc;
I know that, perhaps tomorrow,
The sun = again will shinc,.

- Wm. Schmidt
Lexington, Kye.
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THE Counci" &
OF THE MYSTERIOUS THREE

Tho Council of the Mysterious Throe has jurisdiction over
tho misdceds and complaints of the mon of the Burcau. If
you have a complaint to moke - put it in writing and turn
it over to Mre Stagge If you have beon accused, your side of
the question will bo hecard impartiallye The Council will
docide for or against you; affix a penalty or acquit youe.
All ponaltios arc subjoct to appeal to Captain Wolfoe.

The Council moots on Mondey, Wedncsdoay, and Friday at
3 PeolMe to hoar complaints and pass judgmente Judges will
be appointed cach month from tho mon in tho Buroaue

This mothod of proccdurc cnables any mombor of the Burcau
to stato his caso before an impartial jury, and climinatos
any suggestion that judgmont is disponsod arbitrarily and
without consideration of all the factse Thosc arc a fow of
tho cases tried recontly:

E.M, Accuscd of croating a disturbance in tho dining

room. Evidence showed that E.M. was late at moaltimo and
objected to losing his picce of cake for dosort. Thero simply
wasn't any morc and ho refused to beliove ite E.M. was proven
to have stayod lato at work without authority. Ponalty - to

bo on time for moals in futuro, and if unavoidably dotainod,

to bring note from official detaining him, after first notifying
tho Stewarde. Lator - chocked out for insubordination.

JeSe Accusod of wondering if ho could got awny with a

couple of shoets and scll theme Evidenco showed that tho
wondoring was donc aloud in the presonce of scveral witnossose
Ponalty - not to be allowed in sloeping quarters betwcen rising
and rotiring unloss accompanicd by guarde Lator = checkod out
of own accord.

HeH, Accused of using gonoral wash basin - Isoe.casos Refused
to submit to jurisdiction of court and statod that his attorney
would dofond his casc next sitting of courte Wo undorstand that
H,H. loft for Washington to take tho mattor up with the President

\
L.W, Accused of oxceceding his authority as foromane An
oxcocdingly mixed up argument that ended in LeW. being acquitted %
to the rolicf of ovoryono concorned, including his accuserid
Chockod out fow days latore

wnl P,
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We were sitting on the porch of the E1 Dorado, "Barnacle
’Bill" and I, dallying with ice cold rhum punches. From time to
g vime we could hear the dull echoes of drums from the mountains
%Lohind us, rolling across the miles with a weird cadence. Bill
shivered, although the night was worm, and looked apprechensively
over his shoulder into the shadows cast by the tropical moon.
"Haiti, the Island of Black Magic," mused "Barnacle Bill",.
"Strange things are happening up there in the mountains tonight.
It was just such a night as this, many ycars apo, that I first
came in contact with Voodoo mysteries, and to this day, I am not
sure if what I saw actually happencd."

He lapsed into silence, and his gaze wandered to the "ARK",
anchored below us in the quiet harbor. A shift of the night brecze
brought the throbbing of the drums louder and closer, to die away
with the falling wind.

"She was a beautiful girl," wont on Bill. "Her nome was a
musical one, Lolita; the daughter of a French planter and a negro
mother. By some queer chance, little of hor negro blood showed on
the surfacee Her dark cycs and oxquisite form enchanted me whon
I first saw her, standing in the patio of her father's hacienda
back in the hills. I waes therec on a business trip, scouting for
mahogany. From the very first we both felt that attraction for
oach other which could only be consumated by a mingling of our
passionate ombraces. For wecks I stayod thore."

"Onc night I gave hor a boautifully carved bracclet I had
picked up in Haitie. A marvelously proportioned green enameled
sorpent wound its sinuous length over the broad silver background
of the ornament, and her cycs dilated with emotion when she saw
it. With gasping breath and hcaving bosom she clasped the bracclet
on her forcarme. I was amazcd at the change in hor appearance, as
gathoring up the folds of hor dress, she disappearod into the
hacionda without a word. The night was still young as I rectircd
to my room, to ponder over the strange cffoct of the bracelet upon
Lolita, It was most uncanny."

"Shortly before midnight, I was aroused from my rcverie by a
movement at the edge of the palms that bordered the roadway in
front of the hacicnda. Moving noisclessly from shadow to shadow,

I sow Lolita, drossed in flowing robos of white, the bracelcet
glistoning in the moonlight as she turncd and looked backward beforoe
disappearing into the densc undergrowth beyond the road. Something
in her featurcs, plainly to be scen at this distance, caused me to
start from my scat. In place of the tropical languor of her dark
eyos, 1 saw the cyos of a demoni Buckling on my heavy rovolver, I
stumblod down the stairway and followed."
~=cont'd 11
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"Barnacle Bill" pauscd, thc faraway look in his oycs disappcarecd
as ho roached for his rhum punch and took a long drink. The palms
rustled in the breeze as the boom, boom, boom, of the drums came
cochoing down the mountainside. I waited for him to continue.

"I followed her for miles it scemed," he went on, "keeping in
the shadows as much as possible, Occasionally she looked backward,
but I was able to slip into the shadows of the rocks in time to
prevent discovery. Turning quickly into a marrow ravinc at the side
of the trail she disappeared from sight. I entered cautiously, At
the far end of the ravine I saw a low squat building of stono, with
narrow windows high up near the thatched roof. All was quiot as tho
graves"

"I stood thore for some time trying to come to a decision. Should
I go through with this strange adventure, or return to the hacienda?
After all, I kmoew little of Lolita, and had about decided to return,
when suddenly a piercing shriek came from the building, together
with the thudding boom,boom,boom, of Voodoo drums. A wild chorus of
voices, raised in a weird chant broke out. Throwing caution to
the winds, I made my way to the rear of the building, and scrambling
upon a sloping rock, I gazed through one of the narrow windows upon
a sight that almost froze my blood. A dozen naked black figures were
dencing wildly around a low altar of stone; their eyeballs rolling,
the perspiration flowing in streams over their bodies, their arms
flung upwards. At the foot of tho altar sat two old crones, black as
midnight, their doubled up fists and open palms alternately striking
the drums held between their kmees."

"In the fitful light of blazing torches I saw Lolita, the dull
jvory of her naked body in strange contrast to the others. The glare
in her eyos fasinated me; they were rolling and bloodshot and her
lips were drawn back over her white teeth in a horrible manner. She
was approaching the altar from the side with the stealthy steps of
a tigress, and in her right hand she held a long keen knife. The
chanting increcased to a shrill cresendo as the drums throbbed and
roared, echoing from the walls in a pandemonium of gsound."

"Stretched upon the altar, bound hand and foot, was a young white
girl, Her golden curls tumbled about her shoulders, and as I looked
I could see that she too was naked. Upon her body had been drawm,
with some pigment or other, the symbol of the green serpent. A wild
look of terror was in her eyes as she followed the slowly lifting
hand of Lolita. At the other side of the altar an immense black negro
stood immobile, & wooden vessel held between both hands."

--conttd
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"I realized with a shock of fear and loathing that I had stumbled
upon a Voodoo sacrifice, and that beautiful, lovable Lolita was evidently
a High Priestess of the Cult: that murder would soon be committed before
my very eyese. But I could not move - I was spellbound with horror. I
watched Lolita raise her right hand, the bracelet sliding down her forearm.
The immense black, with a ghoulish look on his face, stooped down to
catch the blood of the human sacrifice."

"Scream after scream ripped from the throat of the victiml Louder and
louder came the roar and throb of the tom tomsl! Wilder and wilder raged
the chant of the frenzied and gyrating negroes} Closer and closer came
the keen knife to the breast of the shrieking girl} I could stand no more.
Thrusting my revolver through thé open window, I fired and fired again,
until the gun was empty. Turning, I ran from the building, down the ravine,
blindly and without direction. Suddenly I was falling, falling, through
space into darkness = a crash - and I knew no more."

"The sunlight was streaming into my room as I staggered weakly from
my chaire I looked with amazement through the window into the patio. There
stood Lolita, smiling up at me., She raised her
right arm and waved, the bracelet sliding dowm
her forearme. My Godl Had I been dreaming? I
shall nevér know, because that day I left for
the coast, despite the piteous pleadings of
Lolita for me to stay. There are some things
that are past understanding in this beautiful
island, and I could never forget the diabolical
look on Lolitats lovely face as she raised her
right arm to plunge the knife into her shrieking
victim.," He shudderedl

Slowly we finished our rhum punch, as the
rustling breezes in the palms carried once again
the sound of the Voodoo drums to our ears. Boom,
boom, boom, = dying away in the distance as the
tropical moon settled slowly over the shoulder
of the mountaine




We have seen Man o' Warl According to Frank Wilson, that
line should be in the center of this page = alonel To him,
Man o' War is the marvel horse of the agel The wonder horse
of the centuryl The non plus ultra of track record breakersl
The most magnificient morsel of horseflesh that ever graced
Kentucky's long list of thorobredsi

Frank Wilson has charge of the figures that show how much
each meal costs and whye. All day long he adds them up and
divides them down - but right along with all that brain work
he thinks, talks, and dreams horses. He knows every thorobred
by his first and last name. He even knows the nickname of Man
ot Was. It's "Red, just plain "Red".

We found that out when Miss Adams = always a good scout =
suggested that we slaves of the main office should run out in
her car and take a look at Man o! War. It was hot as blazes and
close to lunch time so we went = praying that Man o! War might
have no previous engagomentsi

Faraway Farm, the home of Men o' War, is six miles from
Lexington, located in the midst of a beautiful countrysides
We passed many famous breeding farms, including the Dixiana
Stables and the Shandon Farm. Yearlings and two year olds were
standing under the shade trees, thinking of future races to be
won, and switching flies away with long swinging tails. The
vhitewashed stables, the rock walls, and the immaculate white
painted fances were a joy to beholde No other countryside looks
so peaceful and prosperous as this blue grass section of Kentucky.

A sign, reading = Man ot War 2.9 Milese Then another = 1.6
Miles to Man ot War. A single sign, reading just Man o! War, and
we werc therees We turned in through the tall iron gates, up
the driveway, turned to the left and stoppcde Just a short
distance away was the barn whorein was installed Man o' War,
Frank held his breath all the way up the short lane leading to
the wonder horse = through the gateway = and into the barn. His
oyes glistoned as ho noted the name in polished letters of brass
on the stall door =~ MAN O' WAR.

Othors werc there before use. Cars from States as far away
as Canada and Oklahoma stood in the driveway. We mingled with
the crowd that gazed with awe on the splendid specimen of horse
lesh = now seventecon years old = that stood in the center of the
box stalle A light halter; held by an old time darky, allowed
-=conttd
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Men o! War the freedom of the stall. It was a picture that will
live forever in the eyes of the bcholders that day.

No wild uncontrollable stecd this = but a calm, intelligent,
reposcful thorobred, proud in bearing and sure of himself. The
winner of twonty races out of twenty onec, and that onc race cost
his jockey his ticket = ruled off the track for lifcl No one
Imows just how fast Man o! War can travel. He has beaten track
rccord after track record without over being fully let out, and
has three world rocords to his credit that have never beon beaton
in fiftecen years. He cannot be bought with money - Mr Riddle has
two things that money cannot buy = his wifc and Man o' War. But
Man o! War is insured for half a million and earns $125.000 yearly
in stud fecs.

The old darky was telling of the victories of Man o' War;
of his racing stride of twenty soven feet; of the time when John
P. Grier gave him the only race of his life; to be beaten in the
stretch by a look from Man of Var; and of how John P, Grier had
never raced sincc. Man o! War had broken the fighting heart of
John P, Grier in that racecl

Man o' War looked with flashing oycs on his audience, living
again the day of the race when you could have heard a pin drop a
the two thorobrods fought it out coming down the stretch; the
tonsed silence to be broken by the roars of the crowd as Man o
War camo under the wire = a winner once againl

Frank had joined in with the old darky, telling of this and
that incident. The two of thom, with eyes glistening and breath
coming fast, amid interruptions from each other, lived again the
many stirring cncounters of Men o' War on the race tracks of the
country. Thousands had cheered Man o! War in days gone by, and the
roar of the racec tracks was in the ears of both as victory after
victory was discussed with enthusiasml

The old ‘darky had recognized a blood brother in Frank; a true
lover of horses. He prosented the accolade to Frank; the supremo
gift that was denied the dozens of visitors that gaze upon Man o!
War daily. Swinging Man o' Var over with a word until he stood
close to the doorway of the stall, he said to Frank, "Yo! can stroke
him if yo! want to."

And Frank Wilson wouldn't take a years pay for that privilege
right nowl

-= FePo
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Tio havo docidcd thot tho Log Book nocds a few pearls of
poctry to pep it up, a fow witty wisecracks, ond some pregnant
philosophy for which we arc indebted to the folks whose namcs
are attached} We hope you wont stub your toc on them as you
omble through these pages, and if you can think up a fow gags
%o holp out thoy will be wolcome. But dont spring that one
about casting pearls etce = we thought of it firsti
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Wlo have been approached by soveral of the boys lately with
suggestions for new rules and also kicking about some of the old
ones, but we prefor to remain neutrall Ve expect to find Heaven
that way too, with certain times for harp playing, and flying
lossons, and hosannaing and so on = so why got cxcitodl
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The drunkard now supinely snoros, his load of alc sweats
Through his porcss
Yot vhen he wakos, the swine shall find,
A crapula remains bchinde
=Capte Wolfol

e sk s sk ok ok ok ok e sk skok sk ok ook dkokeok

We watchod a fellow leave tho dining room the other morninge
He was carrying a packe When ho came to our now scrocn doors he
pushed and he pushed but they wouldn't openi Laying his pack on
a chair he roturned once more to the attacke If George Bennott
hadn't stopped him, he would have barged right through the scroene
These arc the first screon doors wo have seon for somc time that
open into a roome Quite an ideal
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What in heck is o "Twit". Wo ovorheard some of the girls in
the park talking about Roy Tinker and one of them said something
about a "Twit"e Maybc Roy can give us the answers Vic have noticed
that he is pretty good when it come to giving the girls a run
around = at loast the little blonde always has heart palpitations
whon he is aboutl About to what?
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It wos pathoticl Thero stood our old friend Voodall before
a liquor dispensary the other ovening, gazing into the window at
the beautcous display of labelsl His tongue was way down on his

chest and his oyes were glistening. Just admiring tho labels 1

sk ok sk sk sk ok ok s sk ok ok sk sk skok s skek
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Miss Adams had the measles some time ago and was laid up
for soveral days, to the gricf of the guys who depend on her for
shoes and sockse She said the Doctor came twice, looked at hor,
said "Tut, tutl " = and sent a bill for fivo dollars. It pays to be
a Transient felleors = Ed Montfort never paid a dimol
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"Stars through o mist. Butterfly wings in a flower.
Lovo's first kisse. Music over water.

Moonlight on the snow. Youth'!s goldon thresholds
The ecstacy of pay dayl These are enchanted thingsi"

- Tavwer Jes Adamsi
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Ed Brady gocs into reotiroment for two days and emcrges with
this: A B C D GOLDFISH L M N O GOLDFISH S A R GOLDFISH C M ?
O0ICM What the helll
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Hereot's a real brain twister for you in your off moments. It
can bo donc so dont give upe An Irishman was given nine trees, to
plant in ten rows, with threc trecs in cach rowe He asked the
advice of Englishman who laughed two days later, a Welshman who
gave it up, and a Scot who didnttl This problem has nothing to
do with the man who had a dollar, bought a drum for cighty conts,
a pair of sticks for fifteon conts, and had a nickle lefte. He got
on a street car and the conductor put him off. Why? No, you dont
understond - A man had a dollar--=e-=e--} Carry on.
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The 0ld Guard are leaving fast those dayse Li Ming Darcy
is off for China or Cumberland Gap = we are not sure which,
"Doc" Milos has gone back Bast to the folks back home, Henry Garton
has left to marry a rich widow. Lece Vhitmoro has left for the
open spaces of the Great North West, and Glen Bledsoe has also
gonce Alox Soandusky, Lowell Kidd, and Clayton Harris haveo also
doscrtod the shipe But still the now recceruits pour over the side
to tako their placosl
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"A littlo work, much rest, our share of sorrowe
Laugh, sing and talk « all carecless of the morrow."

-=Sorgeant Adam He Smithi
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Jorry O!'Day has gone to campe. He appeared beforc Miss Adams
with a worried expression on his face before going and wanted to
know if he could have a pair of work gloves. "Whatever for?" asked
Miss Adams. "Well you see," said Jerry. "I got me a manicuro last
night." He proudly waved his hands around, and swelp me if Miss
Adams didn't faintl

Yesterday was pay daye. Retiring to chuck ourselves down on
our virtuous couch =~ we noticed a commotion in the hallway. It
wos none other than "Mr Zilch", smoking a huge cigare "The first
one in two weeoks," says he, Across his chest was a placard inscribed
"No ducks on this cigar". An admiring audience had paused to sniff
the aroma -~ and pass on
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Our Steward!s instructions to the cook overheard the other
daye. "For breakfast, stew plenty of peaches. Cook some corn nushe.
Use some of that stewed corn and the rest of the eggs and meake
some kind of an omelete. Fry all that bacon and some potatoes too."
All Nick needs is a break} ;
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> e m—an—————~—BECOUSE WE NOVE,
And breathe, and say a few complacent words,
With tongues that are afraid to say our thoughts,

e think we are alive. - But we are deadl

-~ Ed Bradyl
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Miss Atkins bounces along these days just as pert as can bel
The reason? Well, she can now drive her Hudson without hitting
anything more than once, and drove all the way to Paris and back =
yes, Paris, Ky. - and even turned around and backed up! That's
what perseverance will do for ya, girlsl
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Out at camp the other Sunday we rowed up the river about six
miles to locate a girlts camp. We found the camp but no girls, so
we rowed back again. We at least know where the camp is, but as far
as we are concerned it can stay therel Ve haven't met a girl yet we
would row six miles up and six miles down a river for in a hot sunl
It was Mac!s idea, but we think he is cured. At least he is half
boked}

ok 3k ok sfe oK 3k ok 3K 3k ok ofe sfe ok oK ok ok ok ok ok sk ok

18




THE L9046 3200%K

Did you notice a nice looking fellow out at camp the other
day carrying a pick and shovel, and wearing a Panama hat? 1le have
been told that it was Bob Swafford. Ve cant imagine what he was doing
unless he was fixin' to dig out a rabbit or a wild catl Surely he
wasn't on his way to work?
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"No earthly thrill is greater than the feel

Of fighting fish that strike at tempting bait;
No music sweeter than the song of reel

Or hurming line that has to wait."

== [e.Ae Dunbari
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Jim Weaver undertook a midnight ride from the Camp to the
Center one Sunday night after saying he wouldn't go for hell or
high water} The road out was rocky and muddy, and Jim got stuck
leaving camp, but we picked him up and started him off afresh,
He got as far as the top of the hill, just outside that little
white cabin under the pines, and stopped. Had to sleep in the
car all night = on guardl We are still wondering whyl
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McInvailla was in the Marines, and we thought Marines are
afraid of nothing. Mac said so} But "Doc" Miles dropped a crawdad
down Mac's shirt when he was rowing on the river one day = and
was there some excitementl A coupla farmers came running down the
bank with shot guns =« they thought the Indians were coming = and
"Doc" jumped overboard and hid under the boate Dont show Mac a
crawdad unless you want to start something. He aint afraid, they
just muss up his shirt}
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"Out from the hoary past to the unbidden future
rolling down the Ages, the Brotherhood of Man
continues stille. Kings and commoners, freemen
all, bound together with a cable tow and bearing
aloft = the Three Great Lightst

-=~ A.He Blastockl
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"Where spans the deep blue vault of heaven,
Star spangled, flashing gold;

Where sings the sea her old sweet song,
The tale is never old."

-~ Ethel Perrymani
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Our graduates are not forgetting use. The other day a postcard
arrived from "Jiggs", who is sojouring in the West - working
every day he sayse. Also one from Fons Congelli and Paul Donavan
who have been visiting the Worlds Fair, and are now on their way
to the Coast. They all seem to be prosperinge Best o' luckl

o3k sk o
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We awoke at 5 A.Me. the other morning and looked across the
room. In the morning light a figure was kneeling with bowed

head and clasped hands in an attitude of devout humility - in
silent prayer. We wondered what some of the sanctimonious ones
would have thought of that sight; those who class all Transients
as bums and outcastsi It's a mad world, my mastersl

"Midnight, when the dreary hoot owl sings,

Black bats, that flutter desolate through space,
Dark clouds, that lower in stormy seas,

Drear unlit marges where the ravens brood,
From all such dreadful things deliver me."

~-- Mary Ellen Atkins!

Our weekly trip out to Camp Pakuneki was full of incidents.
We found the camp had gone military with a vengeance. Salutes to
the right, salutes to the left. Sergeant Fred Perkins, D.E.M.L.
was in charge. The way "Red" Daugherty reads out the roll, turns
on his heel, salutes, and says "All present and accounted for, sir-r-r"
is a caution} For a minute we thought we were in the trenches,

and fixin! to go over the topl

Everybody dresses for meals at campe We used to eat in shorts
and undershirts, but now, every body puts on a shirt and pants
and shines their shoes and combs their hair - if they have anyl
The "Bunch" sure look a little more civilized = one week more
and they would have been in feathers and breechcloutsl But
somehow, they dont look naturall

Bob Swafford, the woodsman, located a bee tree on his first
day at campe It was located across the river on top of the bluff;
and on Sunday afternoon an expedition consisting of Swafford,
Hughes, and several others started out with axes and saws - but
the bees won the first bout by chasing them all over the hillsidel
They went back again after dark and returned with about sixty
pounds of honey and plenty of bee stingsl Cant keep Bob away from

sic ok sk 3k sk ol ok sk sl ok
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Well, pretty soon all the boys will be leaving Camp Pakuneki
for Georgetown. We understand they will build a couple of dams
on the Elkorn Creek to hold back the fish, and also will live in
a dance hall, Later, we heard that they will live in tents. Later,
we heard that they will build three dams to hold a lot of water and
will get paid at the rate of a dollar a day. Later we heard that
they aint gonna build no dams at all, but a flying field for the
Army. Later, that they will all live in pup tents and swimming suits.
As a matter of fact, we are not sure what it's all about. Maybe
it's just another rumort
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Miss Perryman had just finished reading the manuscript of
Voodoo Nightse. With popping eyes she burst into the sanctum and
inquired breathlessly, "What became of the child?" "What child?"
we countered in our bewildered fashion. "Why the child you left
on the altar, being stabbed." she said. We promised to rescue the
child in our next issue and all is welll
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They had a storm at camp not long ago, and half a sycamore
tree fell down just outside the Vhite House, Nobody was around =
they were either paddling up and down the river trying to get back
to camp = or they were in bed with their clothes on} But next day,
under the efficient handling of "Red" Daugherty, the whole mess
disappeared in the twinkling of an eye. All hands tore it limb from
limb and chucked it down a ravine. "And that!'s that," said "Red"
as he dusted off his lily white hands}

3K 3 5k 3K ok sk 3k o}

"Of all paths a man could strike into, there is at any
given moment, a best path for every man - a thing here and now
it were of all things wisest for him %o do."

- AeCa Staggx

EE TR

Well, it seems as though Miss Perkins cant get caught up
on her job enough to quitl! We never saw such a consciencious gal
in all our lives. Morning, noon, and night that typewriter of
hers goes clickety clackety blip blip blip. Well, we like to see
her around, and so does Sergeant Smithe. She's his case worker you
know, Long may she stick around.

1

has had an addition built

Tle have heard that Dick Glancy
into the icebox so that he can pecel potatoes in comfortl
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Another uproar in the dining room this morningl It seems that
some bloke wanted more milk in his oatmeal. It really was a good
breakfast = oatmeal, stewed apples, sausage, bread and coffee,
and only one man kicked. But the entire roomful of men were
bawled out and told "this is not a hotel and the sooner you men
realize it the better." No peace in our family it seems!
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Thile we are still in the dining room, it seems we have a
lovely lady from Louisville who makes up the menus. Was she
responsible for the motor oil and toast we had the other morning
for breakfast? It wasn't really motor oil = it just looked that
waye. Lady, lady, have a hearti
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"Ignorance, always a devil, is a father of devils,

When it has power and fire and hate to play with;

And goes dowmn with the noise of its own house falling,
Always too late to save itself - because it has no eyes."

~-- Horace L. Lyttlel
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McInvailla pulled a fast one the other day. He was sitting
on the Court House steps watching the bicycles peddling by. "I
once had a Graham car, and a fellow on a bicycle passed me going
over thirty five miles an hourl " It seems the bicycle was going
the other wayl Afterwards, Mac spent the entire evening leering
at the frying size chickens and thinking about Duke U. and his
Graham car. Whatta lifel
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Captain Wolfe must be looking prosperous these days = anyhow
he was approached in Versailles by a nice looking lady with
a request for a nickle --- "for the local bread line"., Just an
alibi Captaini It's the uniform that gets 'em every timel
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Miss Adams, who is sometimes sceptical regarding requests
for clothing, has to be shown. Jerry 0'Day wanted a pair of pants
the other day and arrived at the office in a suit of white overalls.
"Where's your old pants?" she inquired. "I've got ‘'em on under
these overalls," says Jerry. "Pull off those overalls and let's
see," ordered Miss Adems. Was Jerry's faee redl
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"Perhaps this healing thing called kindness - is but God."

-- Hallie Perkinsl
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Around the World
inthe Alk.

Athoy boys, we'll sail the chon Seas, Land of magic, calling your bluff

Through the spray, on the ocear 's breeze, Mysties plentiful, doing their stuff,
Cast off from shore, the anchor's awe gh, Everything showing the tinge of the East,
On deck the watches, the ship's underwa There Hindus,Budhist, Mohammedans mecte

-

We're cruising around the terrestial ball, We sail at dawn for beautiful Ceylon,

Stopping at all the main ports of call; Colombo appears on the horizon,
Around the globe we'll circumvent, Precious stones of every description,
To where the Occident meets the Orient. Passing the tea ranch of Sir Tommy Liptone
Land Hol Bermuda's hove in sight, We're leaving this garden of Iden behind,
Beautiful playground of the social elite, Singapore's next that crosses our mind,
ritish cruisers, yachts in the Bay, Scores of 'ricksha's,boys that are fleet,
Vacation spot of the tourist at play. Speaking all dialects, out on the street.
Next port of call is in the Azores, Manila next in the Philipine Isles,
The scenery different, Portugese shores, In Uncle Sam's custody fer a while,
Dusky natives, bum boats by the score, Copra plantations, tropical palms,
Spires of cathedrals on yonder shores. Beautiful Manila's majestical calm.
Heaving in sight, Gibraltar and Spain, Hush! Feel the wind, barometer falls,
Haughty rock towering o'er bounding main, Quick breaks the storm, dark as a pall,
The mighty fortress, otqndnng so high, Force so mighty, havoc in path,

Mocking the wealmess of ships standing by. The mighty typhoon, harbinger of death.

A1l hands on deck, look what's ahead, Now down south in southern seas,
Crossroads of the world, old Port Said,’ Onward bound to the East Indies,

Then you go ashore and make your rounds, Tn Timor Sea'!s beauteous calm,

Beware, and keep out of the Arab's towm. Scenery of paradise,acts like a charm.
Into the Red Sea's parching heat, Hoist the Jolly Roger King Neptune's here
The ancient scene of Pharoh's defeat, Comes aboard with his court, hear us chec
Into Aden, Arabia, the port of old, It's a great tribunal, a great domal in,
Where in days gone by, slaves were sold. We're made his subjects, he departs agair
Cross Arabian S hit a monsoon, Past Hawaii, the gem of the world,
Mystic India and Lcm ay soon, Great Panama Canal, our flag's unfurled,
Rainy season, squalls day and night, North we go to God's chosen land,

And Now Bombay,with Green Hotel lights. Freedom and Liberty on every hand.

Hark to the cheers, from those on shore,
From around the world we're home once more,
The ARK'S made fast, the Log is closed,

The old ship rambles, when she goes}

-~ Henry Smith
Lexington,
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"In vision lies our one hope against

v/

chaos; vision which will give our country
one mind and one will., America is halfway
across it's abyss. Some of us may turn back;
some of us will fall; but some of us will
go on. We must find in ourselves and in
our leaders, the vision and sympathy we need
to complete the harmony of a united state."

- Will Durante
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