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you can have the protection of uniform
quality throughout the complete plumbing,
sanitation and heating systems by utilizing
Crane Service.

Crane Service brings to the equipping of
the skyscraper the resources and manufac*
turing experience necessary to meet all
requirements of such installations, however
extensive or unusual. And it assures for the
homebuilder in turn the completeness and
reliability which safeguard the investors in
a mammoth business or industrial structure.

CRANE
Plumbing.Sanitation

and Heating
Equipment

can be selected in all its details at any of the Orane
branches, exhibit rooms or offices. It permits of
filling the complete specifications for such systems
throughone reliable sourceof supply,with the aid
of large assortments and the mostapproveddesigns.

Visit the nearest Craneestablishment with
your architect and you willfind it art easy
matter to make full selections.

,CRANE PRODUCTS//
\ j^v^OHLD-WIOEUSE H

We are manufacturers of many thottsands of articles includ
ing Valves, Pipe Fittings and Steam Spectaltlcs made of brass,
iron, ferrostcet, cast staeland forged steel, tn all stzes, for alt
pressures, and all purposes; for butld-
ines of all kinds and sizes; and are distributors through the

trade, of pipe, heating and plumbing materials.

THERE IS A NEARBY CRANE BRANCH OR OFFICE* TO GIVE YOU CRANE SERVICE
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Do YOU DoAnyofThese
Embarrassingf Things ?

The man in this picture has reason to
be ill at case. He has attended an in
formal dinner in conventional full dress.
The Book of Etiquette would have told
him how to interpret the word "informal"
on the invitation—and would have re
vealed to him important things to know
regarding an informal social function.
The Book of Etiquette tells you what to
wear on all occasions.

i

She has just signed her name in the
hotel register, and glanced at the names
above. She sees, in these other signatures,
that she has made a mistake—that she
has registered incorrectly. Mistakes such
as these can often be very embarrassing
indeed. The Book of Etiquette prevents
them, as it covers the whole subject
of hotel etiquette completely and au
thoritatively.

Every one knows that table manners
are an index to breeding. The man in
this picture has taken olives with a fork,
and has just realized his error, as the
others have taken them with their fingers.
Too bad he didn't refer to his Book of
Etiquette! It tells all about table manners
—how to eat corn on the cob, lettuce,
asparagus, frozen pudding.

The Book ofEtiquette Sentfor FREEExamination
If you do not alread> own the famous two-volume set of the Book

of Etiquette, send for a set at once that you may examine it at our
expense. Don't be without it another week. It solves many little
problems that may be puzzling you. tellsyou the right thing to do, say,
write and wear on all occasions.

It costs you nothing to examine the Book of Etiquette. You are
not obligated to keep the set if you are not delighted with it. You be
the judge—just mail the coupon and let us send you the Book of Eti
quette for free examination. But do it NOW!

NELSON DOUBLEDAY, Inc., Dept. 1228, Oyster Bay, N. Y.

His friend has just introduced him to
the young woman. Instead of waiting
for her to offer her hand and make the
acknowledgment, he has extended his
hand first and mumbled confusedly some
thing about being " Glad to meet you."
By telling you how to make and acknowl
edge introductions, the Book of Etiquette
prevents a great many embarrassing
blunders.

\Vithout_ realizing his mistake, the man
in _this picture has followed the head
waiter, preceding the young woman. It
IS the wrong order of precedence, and he
discovers it to his embarrassment only
when he notices the entrance of another
couple. The Book of Etiquette tells
you about the mistakes that might be
made, when entering the theatre, the
street car, the drawing room. And it tells
you how to avoid these humiliating
blunders.

The gentleman at the right does not
know how to dance. Instead of doing
what he should, under the circumstances,
he is making himself conspicuous by
standing alone while the others dance.
The Book of Etiquette would have told
him how to avoid this embarrassment—
and would have told him also the com
plete etiquette of the dance and of danc
ing. It is a most fascinating chapter.

ITiNELSON DOUBLEDAY, Inc., Dept. 1228, Oyster Bay, N. Y.
I accejit your f

Book < '
of tiiu _ _
arc covered—wcdiling ctiijuenc; tlie cticiiiette of dn:3s, of si)l;c;c1i. of mimntta; ilancc.
party, tua ctKiuetic, etc. Within it;c S d;iy frfo poriotl I will either return the books
or keep them as my own atid swnd you Only $3-S0 in full payment. I need not keep
the set unless I am dcliglitcd with iL

ccept your free exammation offer. You may send mc the two-volume set of the
ol btiQuolte free for 5 <layB. During tliat time I \vill examine the buoks. read stonic
u eliaptera. examms; the illustrations. I understand that all phases of etiquette

Name. .

Address.

City State
• Cheek in this square If yoii wMntthese bonks with thf beautiful fulUlMthar binding

at $5,00, witJi s days' examination privilcsc.
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"To inculcate the principles of Charity,
Justicc, Brotherly lx>ve and Fidelity; to
promote the welfare and enhance the
happiness of its members; to ciuicken
the spirit of American patriotism; to
cultivate good fellowship. . .

—From Preamble to the Comtitidion,
Benevolent and Protictite Order of Elks

Important
Notice to Members

"pVERY member of the Order ii a
subscriber to The Elks Magazine

and is entitled to and should receive it
regularly each month.

In certain coies copies of the June
and July issues could not be delivered
because of wrong addresses.

Members arc urged to immediately
notify their Lodge Secretary of any
change in their mailing address, and the
Secretary is required by Grand Lodge
Ijiw to promptly report all such changes.
Only by this cooperation can the mem-
hers be assured of receiving their copies
of the Magnr.ine.
_Membership payment of the subscrip

tion price_ is only to be made through
and as directed by their subordinate
Ledges, and not to The Elks Magazine
direct.

For the convenience of Elks who are
traveling, ond for the general public.
The Elks Magazine is distributed by The
American News Company on the news
stands in railroad stations and hotels,
and on the trains.

The Elks Magazine

I
Volume One Js^agazine Number Three
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Automobile Dealers Needed
TNCREASING prosperity is

bringing about greater oppor
tunities for men in the automo
bile business.

This is your opportunity. The
])resent prosperity in the automo
bile field offers tremendous possi
bilities for establishing a perma
nent business with large profits.

The demandfor the most popu
lar makes of cars is increasing
daily and many manufacturers are
embarrassed for lack of distribu
tors. This condition, particularly

in towns and cities under 100,000
population was brought about by
the financial depression of 1920
and 1921 which disorganized the
small town field and caused many
dealers to go into other lines be
cause of lack of demand for cars
during that period. Those times
are now past, and automobile
manufacturers are busily engaged
in building up their distribution
systems to take care of the con
stantly increasing demand for cars
of every make and price.

Fortunes in Automobile Agencies
TF you are interested in establish

ing an agency or if you are al
ready the salesagent for one car and
want to enlarge your field by taking
on another which does not compete
in price with the one you now
have, fill out the coupon,check the
price car you want to sell and mail
it to the automobile Editor of The
Elks Magazine. He will have the

Automobile

automobile manufacturer designa
ted submit you a proposition either
in writing or through personal rep
resentation.

If the car you prefer to handle is
already represented, do not let that
prevent you from naming it, as
there are many territories which
are subject to division and read
justment. So write today.

iMagazine

Fill in This Coupon
and Mail Today

Check Price of Car
Here Desired

$500 to 8800

8800 to 81200

$1200 to 81600

81600 to 82500

Over 82500

Name

Address.

NaiDe of Cor
Preferred

in Pric<r Class

What carare you selling now (if any)

Department

50 East 42ud Street New York City
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Personalities and Appreciations
Did We Get One From You ?

Letters to the editor of apublication are of
j various kinds. There are those—signed Con

stant Reader, Pro Bono Publico—^which, usually,
bring woe or indignation in their train. There
are others, more amusing and often more pathetic,
which accompany manuscripts with the information
that this is a true story; it happened to my uncle."
Still others, from authors and artists whosebams need
re-shingling or whose Rolls-Royces need r^-tiring,
make heartrending, if sordid, appeals for cash. In
short, lettersto the editorare, as wehavesaid,various.

Some editors are simply showered with letters every
month, or everyweek, as the case may be. Letters of
blame or praise. After our first issue we received an
astounding number of the latter. And—let us be truth
ful—^a few of the former. We welcome them all. We
prefer praise. But wedo not shrink from its opposite.

All of you who showed your interest by writing us
letters are hereby publicly thanked. Our hope is that
you will write us whenever you feel like it—and that
you will feel like it every time you receive a new issue.

A great many newspaper editors, who evidenced the
fraternal spirit in writing kindly of our debut, also are
entitled to our sincere appreciation, expressed herewith.
May the number of their readers, to paraphrase the
Arab benediction, multiply as the grains of sand upon
the desert1

He Need Not Be Afraid
^NE of you wrote that our first number set such a

high standard he feared we would be unable to
maintain the quality in future issues. Our private
opinion is that the second number was far better than
the first, and that this one is far better than the second.
We know positively that the next will be immeasurably
superior to this one. We have inside information.
The magazineis goingto be better and better as months
go by. Remember what John Paul Jones shot back to
the British when they invited him to quit? Well that,'
vulgarly speaking, "is us."

Wait Until Saturday Night
'T^HE serial story which begins this month is not

recommended to sufferers from insomnia. It
kept us awake for hours after we had read it. And we
turned a flashlight into all the dark comers and thrashed
aroimd in all our clothes closets with a stick before
turning in for what remained of the night.

Anna McClure Sholl, the author of this story, has
created many other mysteries. Interesting thing about
Miss ShoU, by the way, is her painting. Up in the
moimtains a few years ago, on vacation, she decided to
do a landscape. It was her first attempt. She had
never taken lessons. And it was a good landscape.
There's a painting of hers hanging now in the gallery
of the National Arts Club in New York.

But Miss Sholl has not yet gone in for illustrating
her o\ra stories. This one is illustrated by Frederic
Dorr Steele, famous, among other reasons, as the man
who made the pictures for the early Sherlock Holmes
series.

We want you to have only the best.

0'

A Sudden Change in Temperature
. 'The Footstep," Miss Shell's serial, makes your
blood run cold, there's a story coming in September

that wiU make it run hot. Just to even things up. The
title is "Between the Eyes," and in all modesty we do
not hesitate to proclaim it one ofthe finest fight stones
ever written. It's by a man who knows the prize ring
as thoroughly as he knows the show ring—speaking, of
course, of dog shows. That ought to give you a clue.
His name is Albert Payson Terhune. His story, to put
it crisply, is a knockout. And the illustrations, by
Edward Ryan, are superb.

Other splendid stories coming soon are by Achmed
Abdullah, Lawrence Perry, Harold Titus and Rita
Weiman.

Parents and Teachers Please Note
/^UR big series of industrial articles by William
^ Almon Wolff, starting in this number, are clear,
straightforward word pictures, showing how every
phase of business reacts on every other phase. Good
reading, f And educational, too. They could be used
to advantage in Americanization work. Too often the
foreign-born are kept in ignorance, purposely or acci
dentally, of the scope and organization of the one
American institution which bears heaviest on their
destinies—^American business. These articles would
help them.

Haveyou a boyor girlstudying economics?

The Elks National Idea Bank
NE of the most important functions of this maga
zine is to provide a means of informing every

member of the community service rendered all over
the countryby individual Lodges, as an incentiveto like
activities in other localities.

We have ah-eady published considerable news telling
what many differentLodges have done and are doing.
We shall publish much more. It is interesting news.
But in addition to telling what is being done, we are
going to^tell how il is being done. That will be prac
tical and helpful—as well as interesting.

No man or single group of men can have a monopoly
on good ideas. But your magazine can collect ideas
and pool them for the common good. This is neces
sarily a somewhat slow process. But we have begun
to work on it. A little time, please, and your patience
will be rewarded.

The Editor

O

6
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Their Virtues Upon the Tablets of Love and Memory"
while we read them over, what '"virtue" inmiediately
rises out of thetn!

To forget such friends, to allow '"oblivion blindly to
scatter her poppy" over their memories, i.s one of those
luipunished crimes against ' the Holy Spirit of Man" of
which the world takes all too little note.

The ancients knew better. The Romans, in their
ancestor-worship, in the domestic religious ceremonies
which kept the virtues of dead kinsmen ever before the
>outh that had taken their places, did a wise and beau
tiful thing. ^Ve should all keep such ijrivate sanctuaries
in our hearts for the noble dead.

And the old Roman custom of placing statues of the
greatdeadabout their cities, in elevated positions, incul
cating the lesson that youth in looking upward might
be lifted." is one,alas, which we only travesty! In our
modern world we seem to have lok the art of sucU,
memorial monuments. We pass them by without,notice,
and too many of them are laughing-stocks.

J^UT here and there is a monument—such as that of
Alexander Hamilton in old Trinity <hurchyard in

New ^ork which no eye can escape, and >yhich none
should pass without a solemn tliought. however swift
and brief, of the mysterious greatness that dwells in the
soul of nian, and of the noble service one man can do for
liis. fellows. Horace boasted that in his verse lie had
built himself "a monunient more enduring than brass."
Such monuments, indestructible and deathlessly in
spiring, the Elks would raise to the memories of their
brothers, whose virtues, as tlie old poet said, "smell
sweet and blossom in the dust."

It is an inconceivable disloyalty to forget the brave
and kindly dead, but for those who so forget them it is
also as much a disaster as a disgrace. For the dead
brother loses nothing by it, but the living—how nuichi

faults of our brothers we write upon the
snnds." It juust liave been self-evident to any
one who has given even a nionient s thought to

that motto, worn as an anuilet on the Jieartofevery lUk,
that it liad a corollary. In fact, it was an luicomjjleted
sentence. It implied that forgelfulness of luiman weak
ness was not tlie only business of Klks, but that the Ii,lks
remember as vigorously as they forget. TJiis is how the
comjileted sentence runs: The Faults of our Brothers
we write upon the Sands, Iheir Virliws upon the Tablets
of Love and Memory.

There is nothing more important to humanity than
that the memory of good men should not perish from
the earth. Plutarch's ' Lives" has proN ed itself one of
the most valuable books e\ er written for this reason.
"Virtue," says Pliitarcli in his life of Pericles, ^b> the
bare statement of its actions, can so afFect men s mnids
as to create at once admiration of the things doneand
the desire to imitate the doers of them." And so,
he adds, ' we have thought lit to spend our tune and
pains in writing of the lives of famous persons.

Shakespeare's statement that t!ie ' good men do is
oft interred with their bones" is all too true; but tlie
Elks, as far as possible, make it their business and
pleasure to correct this injustice to the dead and this
incalculable injury to the living.

It is a religion with them to keep ever green, e\er
present and active in their minds, the dynamic goodness
and strength of (hose brothers whose faces they can see
no more, whose hands they cannot grasp again, but
whose brave souls and good hearts and imforgotten
smiles are still with them as vividly, through the power
of Love and Memory, as though their physical presence
had never passed away. The memory of a true friend,
of a true man, what an energizing thing it is! \\c all
have kept letters written to us by such, and as once in a



J. EDGAR MASTERS of Charleroi, Pennsylvania,
Lodge No. 494, elected Grand Exalted Ruler at the
Grand Lodge Meeting in Atlantic City, July 11th,1922
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Speech of Acceptance by
Grand Exalted Ruler Masters

Before the. Grand Lodge at Atlantic City, July 11th
WARMTH of your greeting leaves me somc-

I what confused and overwhelmed on this the day
JL of my first really great satisfying success in life.

But I assure you my embarrassment does not prevent mc
from being proud and happy, and deeply appreciative.
It is from a heart filled wilh these sentiments that I offer
you sincerest thanks for the signal honor you have done me.

This expression of my gratitude is more than simply a
pleasant act of courtesy. I have to thank you for more
than elevation to high place in our fraternity, ily greater
thanks arc due for the help and encouragement given mc
in thp past, and for the friendship and confidence shown
at this time. The very spirit of close fraternal association
prompts this e.xpression of my appreciation to you.

approach the duties and respon
sibilities of the_ ofTice of Grand Exalted Ruler without
some apprehension as to his capacity to fill that ofTice. I
confess to that feeling. Yet when I stop to realize that
nearly a million live, up-to-the-minute Americans are
ready and willing, j'es, even anxious to give me their
utmost support, I find that doubt vanishing and enter
upon the work with an assured belief that our Order will,
dunni^ the next twelve months, move just a little closer to
the ideal we so confidently claim it will reach.

I ^ with the most serious problems
• confront me in a somewhat active servicem I'.lkdom. I realize fullyhow great a task lies before me.
But, I believe, wilh your assistance it can be performed
with credit and lasting advantage to our Order. My
promise is that I will give the best of my time, the best ot

t-raining and experience, the best of my ability to the
faithful performance of my duties.
_ ilore than fifty years of consistent effort have placed us
m the forefront of Americnn fraternal organizations, and
navedemonstrated most happily that the Benevolent and
1rotectiye Order ofElks isestablished ona sound lounda-
tion. vve stand proudlyon our record. The growth which
has cpme to us has only strengthened our belief that to
practice charity, justice, brotherly Icve and fidelity is the
greatest thing in_ life. Cur success is bound up in these
paramount principles. Our obligation is to continue to
liveand teach them, thus showing that Elks believe in the
highest, not just high, ideals.

It is your great satisfaction to know that you have
nclped keep the standard of our organization to its proper
plane, that by your Elk life you ha\-e shown to those
about you that Elks believe in charity, teach charity,
practice charity, accept the doctrine of the Fatherhood
ot Ood and the brotherhood of man, have a reverence for
divine law cheerfully obey man's law, and stand always
lor that which is right and just for respected citizenship.

lo you principally belongs the credit for the marked
progress Llkdom has made. Faithful service in your
sut)ordmatc lodge has earnedfor you the right to take part
in the deliberations of this Grand body. You are now
Close to the heart of the Order. You are in touch. You
know why action is taken. You understand why some
things are left undone. You encourage by j'our presence
aM are an inspiration to greater effort on the part of the
otocers. But, above all, you add the influence of your
lite and character to the life of our Order. I know this

a positive one. I know you ser\'e worthily,
and mat your best energies are devoted to preparing our

useful citizenship and successful manhood.
^ Ims conservation of manhood, character and efficiency
is our chief aim, and means not only a better Elks or
ganization, it also means a better America. It is our
earnest desire that the Benevolent and Protective Order
of Elks bccome a determining factor in solving many of

the problems of .Americanism and j'Vmericanization which
confront our Nation. Our concern is to bring tWs object
to a successful conclusion, knowing that if we but accom
plish this we will have established our right to be called
the leading American Fraternity.

It is not my intention to weary you with extended re
marks regarding^ plans for next year. Details ot our aims
and purposes will reach you from time to time through
official circulars and through the columns of our new Elks
Magazine.

May I just say that the Benevolent and Protective Order
of Elks has achieved its position as the first American
fraternity because its leaders have been men of high pur
pose and broad vision, and because the membership at
large have always given hearty support to movements of
a humanitarian and constructive character. You may
be sure that the same sound policies which have assured
our growth and prosperity will be continued in force. It
follows that I shall expect your co-operation and con
fidence throughout the 3'car

Grand Exalted Ruler Mountain and his associates have
carried a constant burden and have had a solicitous feeling
for the welfare of our Order since the day they assumed
office one year ago. I regard it a privilege to pledge my
best efforts to further advance the great work they are
directing. It is a pleasure to me and it must be satis-
f3-ing generally to know that these gentlemen have never
shirked from the performance of any duty imposed upon
them. They have indeed measured up during the past
year. _A genera! plan has been agreed upon to put each
subordinate lodge in proper condition to perform the
service \\-hich Grand Lodge exacts of it. Effective organi
zation has been emphasized. Local needs have been
studied. District Deputy supervision has been made as
constructive as possible. The long needed National
Magazine is an established fact. All of you have read it.
It speaks for itself. The IvationalMemorial Headquarters
Commission has been in almost constant session through
out the year, has secured a site for our Memorial, and is
now prepared to erect on that site a great building com
mensurate with the dignity of our Order. No effort has
been spared to make the work of the New Membership
Committee and that of the Social and Community strong
and effective. It is not to be assumed that all problems
have been solved. Nevertheless, great progress has been
made. Co-operation in carr>-ing forward ideas for the
advancement otElkdom ismost important, andI am firmly
of the opinion that everything possible should be done at
this session to insure a successful consummation of the work
now in hand.

ARE writing the chapter of the greater glorv of
Elkdom. New members are coming to us in large

numbers. Undesirable persons arc being dropped from
our rolls. For the general good some lodge charters have
been taken away, while a sincere effort is being made to
raise the few weak lodges to the general standard, to make
them equal to the best. Welfare work is giving the subor
dinate lodge high standing in its home city. We are
looking away out beyond our own dooryard. We have
caught the spirit of service. We have accepted the oppor
tunities that are ours to make America a better place to
live in. We must grow in this work. Our pathway leads
straight on to the places of the millions yet to come. They
are beckoningus, they are demanding that we do our whole
duty. We shall not falter.

Let me again thank you for your generous expression of
confidencc. I assure you I will strive earnestly todeserve
your approval.
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/"OU are not afraid?"
I "Not in the least." ,

'' There's no telephone in the house."
"I'm glad of it."
"The dock's rotting away—and th?

water's very deep there. Just to warn you."
"Thanks. We're a careful pair—aren't

we, Beulah?"
"Yes, Cousin Caroline."
The villager looked from the young widow

to the young girl as if he were trying to
puzzle out their wish to live in the old Mo
hican hotel. The slender woman in black
showed in every line of her reserved, grief-
shadowed face her reasons for wanting to
live for a while on a lonely island in the
center of a lonely mountain lake from whose
early October beauty even the last enthu
siast had departed. But there were other
islands in the deep green water; and Jake
Simmons wondered why on earth Mrs.
Spencer Hartley had chosen the one with
the abandoned hotel on it—an enormous
dreary barrack—when she might have had
her choice of a number of snug little camps.
Two women alone in a great hotel long ago
given over to mildew and bats were as mis
placed to his way of thinking as Adirondack
deer on Fifth Avenue.

"Jim's got everything in the motor-boat
now, Ma'am, trunks—and everything."

'' The provisions? "
"They was took over yesterday. Can you

swim, Ma'am?" he added anxiously with
an appraising glance at the waters of the
lake, "though it's most too chilly now for
swimmir
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"My cousin can swim."
"Are you afraid we'll- drowm?" aoked

the young girl. Lithe and slender in figure,
she seemed fashioned to slip through any
tide; to run with any wave. "Are you sure
my canoe will be brought over tomorrow?
she added before he could answer her first
question.

"f^ERTAIN, Miss. Better look out for
' squalls, though. They corne up sud

den in this here lake; canoes is kind of
dangerous craft." ^

"The lake is very deep, isn t it?
"Some says a thousand feet, three hun

dred feet from the old Mohican dock
southwest. Black Reef is on the southeast,
and some thinks it's the top of a mountain
that got under water and couldn't get out."

'*What happened to the old Mohican?"
Beulah asked. "Why was it given up?"

"Never prospered, something queerabout
it—just naturally unlucky."

Caroline Hartley made a little gesture of
protest. "Never mind the history of the
place. Is the boatready? Shall we getin? "

She gave a sigh of relief as the boat
chugged its way swiftly toward the island.
After all, her romantic ambition was accom
plished—to go back to the hotel to whic'.i,

as a bride in her teens, her husband had
brought her ten years ago exactly in this
month of October and on this very day.
What beacons of promise then in the flaming
maples; in the pale gold of the incomparable
birches, thin, soaring white trees like tall
bridesmaids. No thought then that the
hotel was a gloomy, half-deserted place;
that the shadows of the great hills rising
abruptly from the lake cut off too much
sunshine.

The picture the old hotel made now was
much the same—only the gilt letters of its
name at the melancholy little dock were
tarnished and the sign swung uneasily in
the wind with a mournful creaking cadence.
Beulah's eyes were noting every detail.

"This is an adventure," she pronounced.
"Only you could have hit on anything so
delightful, so different!"

" A ND only you would fit into the adven-
ture," Caroline answered warmly.

"We can have such quiet happy days here
—if we don't freeze to death. I remember
three fireplaces downstairs. And didn't
some of the bedrooms have fireplaces?"
she asked Jake.

"You remember right. They's fireplaces
in those two big front bedrooms. Told my
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w]fe to fix 'em up for you, and we've stocked
you with firewood to last all winter; and
mostly the same with other things you
ordered. The pantry is full. Lamps are
filled. My wife is an Ai housekeeper. I
reckon you won't find nothin' wantin'—not
even a broom."

They were at the dock now; rather a
horrid place, Beulah thought, with elabo
rately built in pools of deep green water and
crazy frail bridges uniting floats that seemed
to be fast becoming rafts. The guide ex
plained that this old intricate dock had also
served for the hotel's bathing beach—
though "beach" there was none, the rock
going straight down to the treacherous
water. "I'll not swim there," Beulah re
marked, "it's a horrid, dank, shuddering
place—the open lake for me."

Jake nodded approvingly. "There's
some says that dock was the ruin of the
hotel. Two guests stayin' here—two men,
they was—and swimmers, too, slipped under
those floats and couldn't get out again.
Constructed like traps, I reckon."

Caroline Hartley shivered. "Mr. Sim
mons, you know too much local history.
Let's forget the past."

Beulah glanced sympathetically at her
cousin. No wonder she did not care to hear
of tragedies. She had had too great a
tragedy in her own life; and the girl wished
that she could make Caroline forget—even
for a few short hours—the circumstances of
her husband's death. Over a year had gone
sinc'i the August that had brought the terri
ble blow. Spencer Hartley, in town to see a
friend from the West, had stayed that night
of all nights at his club. The clubhouse
had burned down in a fire of such intensity
that the ashes of some of the bodies—
Spencer Hartley's among them—were min
gled inextricably with the ruins, beyond
tracing or recover}'.

Pourteen months had gone by since then,
months which had brought Beulah back
from school in Paris to consolc her cousin,
and Caroline, though only ten years older,
had assumed the role of mother to the
motherless girl, finding in this vicarious ma
ternity her only source of human comfort
since her husband's death. Between the
two women was a real comradeship cemented
by mutual sympathies and interests. Both
cared little for society. Both loved the out
door world and unelaborate living. Caro
line's wish to revisit the scene of an old joy
had been eagerly seconded by Beulah, who
could imagine no more fascinating spot than
a mountain lake in October.

'^HE guide had thrown open thegreat front
doors of the hotel, revealing the office

and lobby; a large deer's head, much moth-
eaten, still hung above the rough stone fire
place. Such cumbersome furniture as had
seemed not worth carting away still gave to
the place a curious, eerie air of being in
habited. an effect emphasized by the bell-
board—the letter-bo.xes with the room num
bers above them—and even an old register
lying open on the desk, while old time-tables
and lake steamer-sailings still patched the
wall in places.

"It's fascinating—it's perfectly fascinat
ing," Beulah exclaimed. "Two people in
a hotel meant to hold three hundred. Look
at the length of the corridor, Caroline.
What a place for a dance!"

"All them rooms is empty," said the
guide. "My wife says a few on the fourth
floor's locked—and no keys to be found—
but there's nothing but air m'em. Gosh! I
remember when this hotel was a blaze of
light at night, and the orchestry playin'—
and the nigger waiters in dress suits runnin'
around with trays in their hands. Them first
days was great days in the Mohican—and

yet the blamed place never paid. This way,
Ma'am, for the bedroom—elevator not
runnin'," he added with a smile.

T^HE black walnut balustrade of a broad
staircase curved grandly to the second

floor, with a landing halfway, dominated by
one of those Brobdingnagian mirrors which
Americans in the Seventies loved to affix in
hotels and private houses—and which, once
set up safely, were never to be moved again,
but remained through all fortunes of the
edifice. Caroline paused before it—remem
bering how often she had stood there in a
bygone time to be sure her skirt hung
straight, her new husband all unconscious
of her feminine anxieties, wondering why
she liked to walk do\vnstairs instead of
taking the elevator.

The two bedrooms the guide and his wife
had chosen struck the first note of comfort
in the great rambling place. Mrs. Simmons
had put some bright rag rugs on the hard
wood floor, and had put up sonio scrim cur
tains and brought in an easy chair or two.
When the guide lit the fires in the broad open
fireplaces Caroline felt she could almost
have rung the bell for a page to bring
icc-%^-ater.

"There you are. Ma'am. I've fixed up
the little writing-room off the lobby for a
kitchen. The oil-stove's there and every
thing you mentioned in the list. You might
use the table in the lobby to eat on. W'ould
you like me to stay and cook supper?"

"Oh, no!" Beulali exclaimed. "That's
our fun! You may not believe it; but I am
a very good cook."

"Sure thing!" J;ike assented; and then
to Caroline, "Remember, Ma'am, if you
should need anything day or night, hang this
yellow flag out this window by day, and this
lantern by night. I nailed this long stick to
the outside sill for just this purpose."



Beulah examined his preparations grave
ly. "How could you see our lantern
when probably you'd be fast asleep?" she
queried.

"Do you see that watchman's rattle on
the bureau?" Jake answered, pointing to the
implement. "S'wung with good muscle
such as you seem to have, Miss, it can be
heard a long distance, I assure you. Your
Cousin says she has a Colt revolver—just so
as to be on the safe side."

Caroline laughed. "I am so afraid of that
little revolver that I am sure any burglar
would sec I was more afraid of it than of
him."

"No burglars in this region." Jake com
mented. "We never
lock our doors. To

of doors to pace up
and down in the de- Rpjlected in the mirror on the
licious frosty air. stairs she saw a man's form
"Spencer was a per
fect playfellow. I never knew anyone who
could play or work with his intensity. I
often wonder how they manage to keep him
occupied in heaven. Beulah, darling, it is
wonderful to be here. But you should have
someone besideme. Did you see that good-
looking man who left the Pullman just
ahead of us? He must be staying in the
village."

"Let him stay there! It would spoil
everything to be discovered! Think. Cousin
Caroline, not even a telephone! We'll canoe
and we'll lie on warm rocks in the middle of
the day—and I'll teach you to swim, and at
night we can be so cosy with our wood
fires."

Silence fell on them after that—the spell,
perhaps, from the silent majestic mountains
deep blue under a full white moon. Far off
an owl hooted! A little lonely sound of
lapping water came from the old dock. The
evening wind in the pine wood back of the
hotel sighed and moaned like a rising tide
on some deserted coast.

"I can almost hear dance music," Caro
line said. ^"Old-time waltzes played onvio
lins. Let s go in—pretend we're the newest
comers in a fashionable hotel."

She turned the knob. Lamps had been
in the lobby and on the landing of the

stair. The wood fire blazing in the fireplace
beneath the deer's head, and throwing its
light on the old ofhce desk and the empty
letter-boxes, did much to create the illusion
of a placc still in activity. "I'll be bell
hop," said Beulah. "'Call for Mrs.
Hartley

Caroline smiled, resting her head with its
weight of dark hair against a chair back—and
looking at the old office as if thinking of the
time when she and her husband had stood

there and she had watched him register,
writing down her new name for the first
time. Suddenly she gave a start—an
exclamation. Beulah looked up from her
book inquiringly. "Hear a noise?"

"No, it was just my fancy. I thought I
saw the indicator move under 170!"

"Couldn't be— No electricity in the
house."

Caroline looked at her young cousin
admiringly. How cool and self-possessed
modern girls were—no nonsense, no old-
fashioned apprehensions of the unprotected
female. Really this was a good little test.
Herself she had felt not a tremor of fear.
A cmshing blow in life will often free from

all minor strains. Under theIjegis ofagreat misfortune there
is usually found a new freedom;
a liberation from lesser evils.

Yet the arrow had moved—
, was on the bias now, beneath

170. She looked at it intently.
Was it her imagination, or did it
quiver?

Beulah was regarding it, too.
• "The wind does it," she said.

"The wind shakes this old build
ing, and the vibration might
easily move a half-loose indica
tor. I wonder if 170 is one of the
locked-up rooms?"

"We'll see in the morning,"
said Caroline. "Where is that
novel I brought with me? It
opened very well."She^found it and
and the increasing I n

)r on the tumult of the lak?
n s form water told them that

the wind was gath-
ering volume and strength.

"Don't you love it?" Beu-
lah said. "Don't you just
love it? To be all alone in
this big place—all alone on
this island?"

" been looking for-
ward to this for months.

We'll stay until the snow flies
—or longer. With a case of
books coming up tomorrow we
won't be lonely."

"And if we are, we can go iHEn
over to the village." lf||fH

They both found themselves 'j Om
sleepy before another hour had
passed, so the lire was covered,
the lamps put out. and they as
cended the dimly lighted stair- His interu
case to their rooms. "We'll leave gazing ba
the lamp burning on the land
ing," Caroline said—"just for company."

"Shall we lock our doOrs?"
Caroline laughed. "Who is there to keep

out, Cherie? But if you feel nervous "
"Not a bit," Beulah assured her. "I

think I am only afraid of rats in this old
place."

"Best shut your door—even if you don't
lock it. There might be rats—and I'd
almost rather see a burglar."

"He would have plenty of hiding places,"
Beulah remarked lightly. "His choice of
two hundred rooms." Both glanced down
the long corridor at the double rows of doors
closed upon silent rooms. For the first time
her plan to visit again the hotel of her honey
moon and live witliin its walls, seemed fan
tastic to Caroline Hartley, and she almost
regretted that she had brought Beulah on
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such a strange and lonely adventure. But
the girl's bright face reflected none of her
own fears—and once within their com
fortable bedrooms, pleasantly warmed from
the fires dying now on the hearth, Caroline
forgot her apprehensions. A day of canoe
ing, an exploration of the premises, would
restore the enterprise to its old footing.

Caroline dropped to sleep almost as soon
as she had tucked herself into a ver^-- com
fortable bed; but Beulah was wide-awake
from the excitements of the day; and tossed
for some time before the unfamiliar sounds
lost their hold upon her.

CE\'ER.A.L hours later she found herself
^ suddenly wide-awake, sitting up in b2d
wth thedazed sensation ofthesleeper sharply
roused from slumber, and trying to regain
the lost threads of consciousness. At last
she realized where she was. The crack of
light under the door recalled to her mind
that they had left the lamp burning on the
landing, and the silence indicated that the
wind had gone down and the lake was quiet.
Greatly content to be in such an odd placc"
with no one near but her beloved Caroline'
she lay back on the pillow and stared into
the darkness, planning a hundred things for
the morning. She would take Caroline's cup
of cofl'ee up to her, and heat some water for
her bath. Poor dear! she needed some one
to pet her and take her out of the bl'̂ ak
isolation of grief in which she had been
living.

How silent the place was! Beulah, fre?h

there palpitating for
a moment, then, recover-

His intense dark eyes tvere ing herself, sat up in bed
gazingback at her rejlection and forced herself to

, . , , . listen. She thought ofthe signal lantern and of the watchman's
rattle; but it seemed impossible to reach
either before that advancing footstep had
attained its goal. It wasdrawing nearer and
nearer her door, and it seemed to her over
strained senses that she could hear some one
breathing heavily as if in a state of suspense
before a well-planned attack. She scarcely
knew wh'ch was the more dreadful, the slow
cautious tread or the infinitesimal pauses
when ail was silent and one strained one's
ears for the next footfall. Little by little it
advanced, then all at once she knew that it
had paused. It was just outside her un
locked door.

The eternity of a moment was made clear
to her then. Of a dozen courses of action
none appeared possible. Too late to get into
Caroline's room; too late to light a lamp.
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Bculah turned to look at the
bronzed voung man ivilh
the in}person<il, appraising
glance of the modern girl

Her clectric flashlight she remembered she
had left on her bureau—and now she didn't
know where the bureau stood. If she stirred
or cried out he might open the door—and
she could not bear that. Her benumbed
brain could not think that far or fashion a
plan of escape or defense. She stared ahead
of her—and just as a scream beyond her
power was rising in her throat, the footsteps
were resumed—they were moving away—
minutes or hours, she did not know, but at
last they were gone.

She crawled out of bed then—stole softly
toward the crack of light, waited breath
lessly a moment to be sure no footstep was
returning, then feeling for a bolt she remem-
b-'red was on the door, she shot it quickly;
then turned to travel about the room until
she found th.> bureau on which she had left
the flashlight.

It was in her hand at last. At the risk
of waking Cousin Caroline she must enter
her room and lock her door. She could tell
her in the morning she had had a bad

dream and, feehng nervous, had locked the
doors.

She made her way softly to the door in
Caroline's room that opened on the corridor,
or rather on to a kind of gallery commanding
the great staircase and the big mirror on the
landing. A key was in the lock and she
turned it softly. Mrs. Hartley stirred in
her sleep but did not waken.

"T'M SO glad she didn't hear it," she
thought, "it would spoil it all for her

—just at the beginning of her stay."
The locked doorj gave her a feeling of

security—time to breathe freely and to
review the situatioji which already was
becoming, dreamlike, part and parcel of a
nightmare. Almost she believed now that
she had had a nightmare, and had been
very silh' because only half awake.

As this conviction grew on'her she began
to laugh at herself and her panic. Of course
she had been dreaming, and to make per
fectly sure, she drew back the bolt of the

11

JJsW^"^*,'.

door, opened it and looked out into the cor
ridor. It was as she expected, empty—but
her reassurance was only for an instant.
Then her eyes fell on something that stopped
the very blood in her veins—reflected in the
mirror she saw a man's form. She was
looking at his reflection and he was looking
at hers from a point of the stairs just below
the landing. She had just strength enough
to close the door and lock it.

They were not alone! This dreadful hotel
harboTed another tenant. Oh, why had they
not insisted on Jake Simmons and his wife
staying with them! If she and Caroline
were still alive in the morning she would
insist upon it. After all. it was too mad an
adventure—too strange! .'\ny evil character
hearing of it—hearing the talk of Caroline
Hartley's wealth might break into that
huge barrack or conceal himself in it only
too easily.

Had she seen a specter? She tried to
reconstruct the picture—that motionless
figure on the staircase, the intense dark eyes
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Our Duty to the Foreign Born
Teaching Them to Know the Real America Is Part

of Every Citizen^s Duty to the Nation

IF EVERY Elk lives up to the teaching
of his fraternity he is a George Wash
ington of this day. The spirit that op

posed tyranny at Lexington and Concord,
that flared its defiance at Bunker Hill, that
won the great battles of Trenton, Saratoga
and Ydrktown—that spirit is alive today.
It is alive because great fraternities like the
Elks devote their noble energies toward its
preservation. These endeavors for human
improvement by men who signed the Dec
laration, fought the Revolution to a glori
ous finish, and preserved the Union under
A.braham Lincoln, stand' as our incentive to
carry on. The realization of this is strong
in our Order of Elks. We have solemnly
devoted ourselves to go on with this great
work of making America secure to its citizens
in the principles of freedom. It is literally
true to say that every member of the Order
of Elks is sworn to devote himself to this
patriotic duty insofar as his abilities and
opportunities will permit.

Patriotic first of all, our Order is further
animated by the most beautiful and most
precious of all sentiments—the sentiment of
brotherhood, the sentiment that binds men
together in mutual esteem and appreciation
of each other's qualities. This is a world of
strife and endeavor. In our quest for success
and material gain we too often observe the
primitive rules of conflict. It is to escape for
a time these hostilities of the harsh world
outside that men. band together in fraterni
ties like ours, where they may forget the
striving for gain and meet together where all
competition is forgotten. This fraternity of
ours was created in order that men might
foregather for the purpose of keeping alive
and cultivating the brotherly instinct in men.
Yet not content with this. Elks, true to their
principles, are ever alert to spread the
principle of brotherhood and tolerance and
help far beyond the boundaries of their own
organization.

Our Order is therefore committed to the
purpose of promoting patriotism and a
spirit of helpfulness. I am going to outline
a great national endeavor which should
commend itself to a fraternity actuated by
such motives, andthe movement I amgoing
to describe needs such support as zealous
Elks may best supply. We have among us
13,000,000 who were born in other countries
and for that reason are called foreigners,
though more than halfof them are no longer
technically aliens.

•^ANY of these people originated under
conditions of poverty. Many of them

live here in our rich America in preciselythe
same conditions, with scarcely any improve
ment and with no incentive to improve. We
have permitted them to existhere among us
in that fashion, perhaps regretting their
estate, but not energetically given to aid
them in rising to a better state. It is time
we did so. It is especially the duty of Elks,
who have the safety of our country so close
at heart.

Senator Shortridge of Califoriua and
Congressman Johnson of Washington have
introduced bills in Congress which will

By Hon. James J. Davis
Secretory of Labor

enable the Department of Labor to under
take a vast helpful campaign in the interests
of these strangers among us who have not
vet learned what it is to become and be

"T KNOU^ the immigrant, the
J- alien," says Secretary Davis.

"I knotu his hopes, his ambitions,
his aspiration-^, his sojtows, be-
cause I have pas'^ed through them
all myself. America has been kind
to me and now I want to see it as
kind to all newcomers. I want to
see America guide each one of
them ivith the hand offriendship"

Americans. As you know, I was myself an
ahen about forty years ago, when I came
here as a boy of eight with four brothers and
a sister in the care of my mother. It is not
my purpose to lay before you here the story
of my life. Let me use it only as a proof that
I know the immigrant, the alien. I know
his hopes, his ambitions, his aspirations, his
sorrows, because 1 have passed through them
all myself. America has been kind to me and
now i want to see it as kind to all these new
comers. I want to see America gui 'e each
one of them with the hand of friendship.

This is a work which should have the
direction and centralized control of Govern
ment, but it is a work in which every citizen
should join with his own individual effort.
And I ask all Elks, bound as they are to
fraternal endeavors among mankind, to
reach out and embrace in their patriotic
work the duty of helping these forei^ born
out of poverty and ignorance into enlighten
ment and good citizenship. Can there be,
after all, more intensely patriotic service
than this of bringing light into the lives of
the poor, the oppressed and the benighted?

It is no mere sentiment that I am here
advancing. We have in mind an earnest and
practical effort toward the betterment of our
countr)\ Vi'e have been freely admitting
these newcomers. We have been giving
them a preliminar>' welcome and after that
we have been forgetting them. We have been
prone to consider that the first cold official
welcome represents our full duty toward
them. A\ e have left them to work cut
their own salvation without the slight'st
aid. W^e have left out of all reckoning the
hardships and discouragements that must
lie in their way. The truth is that the
function of admitting these newcomers is
but the merest beginning of our duties
toward them. We owe them an education
in our glorious history. We must teach
them our language, our habits, our customs.
We must open their minds to a proper
appreciation of what a privilege it is to be a
citizen of our country. We cannot go on per
mitting these wanderers from uiiappy
lands to remain in this rich country as un
happy as they were before. We must be
Samaritans to these people. We must be
more than Samaritans, we must be parents
to them. When nearly a tenth of our popu
lation remains in ignorance of the great
country all about them the rest of us must
take them in hand if we ourselves are to
wear the proud name of American citizen.

I suppose there is not a single one of us
who does not offer out of his heart the warm
est wishes for the advancement and material
success of these raw newcomers. But
translating good wishesinto helpful endeavor
is another matter. For that endeavor we
must be effectively organized, and now,
^vith the prospects of this new Government
activity soon to be authorized by Congress,
I feel sure that we are at last to extend
effective help where it has been so long
needed and so long missed.

XX^E MUSTfirst ofallmakeandkeeparos-
_* ' _ter of thesestrangers. All good Amer
ican citizens register themselves regularly for
the purpose of being counted and identi
fied when it comes to exercising the right
of the ballot. Just as these good citizens
register and cheerfully pay their country
a fee for the privilege of voting so we should
ask these newcomers to leave their names
with us so that we may know wliere they
are and be able to reach them wth our help
ful efforts. Let me say at once that this
enrolment is not at all for the purpose of
spyiiig upon these people. W'e want only
to help them. Yet we cannot ask Ameri
cans to pay the cost of the educational
system we need and want to set up for
the betterment of these strangers among
us. These newcomers themselves would
resent any taint of charity in what we offer
them. Hence we are going to ask them as
they enroll themselves to pa}' us a fee just
as citizens pay their own poU tax. By so
doing the newcomer will be made to realize
at the start the real value of what is to be
given him. It need not cost him much,
but any nominal amount will give him the
satisfaction of paying his way and con-
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tributing at least something toward his own
advancement.

With the Department of Labor authorized
to enter this great sen-ace, we shall lay out
a plan for using the public schools at night
or otherwise in "overtime," A\dth classes cf
aliens of all ages invited to school. In
their state of ignorance they are much like
children and will need first of all primar>'
education, in grammar, in the spoken lan
guage, in history, in the geography of our
country and in the nature of our institu
tions. We shall expect to show them the
wonders of our land by means of the motion
picture machine. We shall let them hear
our music, and see our pictures. The whole
glory of what lies before them and about
them will be laid open to their intelligence
by every educational means \\ithin our
power. Not content with this, we shall
ask churches, civic organizations, and all
manner of public spirited private agencies,
to work \\ath us in this great effort of Amer
icanization. Our own Order of Elks I
know will not be behind in joining such an
endeavor.

'L_r UMANITY, as we know with all too
painful accuracy, is far from perfect, and

it may be that we shall face disappointment
with some of our alien charges. A few of
them belong to the chronically discontented
class. No privilegeof citizenship.of any land
appeals to them. They remain flatly and
frankly undesirable. It is estimated by our
experts that there are from 5,000 to 25,000
really undesirable aliens among us. Let us
not be blind to_ this fact. Red forces are
really at work in America, energeticaUv at
work, everlastingly at it. The uneducated
alien, even whenhis instincts are of the best,
falls easy prey to the incessant propaganda
and influence put forth by these dangerous
outsiders. I use the wordoutsider advisedly
because these apostles of discontent live
by habit outside the pale of all humanity.
They are enemies of every country'. Even
the best intentioned alien will often yield
to their sinister appeals. Living in igno
rance of our country, even the better kind
of alien becomes discontented and embit
tered and a willing listener to any feature
of discontent. Hencc the education of these
neglected people will servea double purpose.
It will not only enlarge the chances for per
sonal advancement but in doing so it will
tend to reduce to a minimum the perilous
effect of Red propaganda. While our plan
for the enrolment of all aliens is not in
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tended by any manner of means as a system
of espionage it will nevertheless permit us to
discover those aliens who refuse to accept
the benefits of our Americanization. They
win perforce disclose themselves. And
there is no doubt about it, where they have
so confessed themselves as resisting every
influence to convert
them into good
Americans, they
must be sent else- TF/E HAVE b<
where. We must tinsnewcc
get rid ^ the rotten h^ve been
alien. That duty is . preliminary ivei
as imperative as the . 7-^7
improvement of the
deserving. Our . nave lejt c
Order must lend its hardsh.
great services to agements that t
this duty of puri- way. The truth
fication. We must tion ofadmitting
not only help Amer- j., bm i^q merest
Ka to take unto duties, toivard tJ
herself the desirable ^ „
but we must puree -i . .
our America ^f its remains m ignor
enemies. country all aboi

We have in effect of must taki
at present a rigor- if we ourselves
ous immigration re- proud name of j
striction law written

America at a time
of business depression and unemployment.
When so many good American citizens were
without profitable employment it would
have been a catastrophe to let in the millions
from other countries ruined by the war. They
would only have swelled the ranks of the
unemployed to disastrous proportions. It
was a grave emergency. We could not per
mit a wholesale inrush even from the best
elements of other countries. We were forced
to admit only a very few, and those most
carefully selected. The American people

HAVE been freely admit-
rV tingnewcomers toourland.
We have been giving them a

preliminary welcome and after
that wehave beenforgetting them
—ive have left out of all reckon-
ing the hardships and discour
agements that must lie in their
way. The truth is that the func
tion ofadmitting thesenewcomers
is but the merest beginning ofour
duties, toivard them . . . When
nearly a tenth of our population
remains in ignorance of the great
country all about them the rest
of us must take them in hand
if we ourselves are to wear the
proud name of American citizen

little know what terrific pressure has been
exerted to break down that immigration law
or evade it. As an illustration of just what
the Department of Labor has had to con
tend with in enforcing the necessary immi
gration laws for the protection of the United
States, a single case is typical of the thou

sands of such efforts

This case deals with
'.enfreely admit- a family of aliens
•mers to our land. were about to
giving them a deported. No
come and after thirteen

M of all reckon-
ps and discour- the Department's
•lust lie in their consent to permit
is that thefunc- this family to rc-
thesenewcomers main in the United
beginningofour States. Most of
em . . . When them, if not all, were
f our population w . ^ '̂izens.
ince ofthe great fY" ^ ^

,7 ' w ® * irom St at e m c n tsIt them the rest that in this
: them in hand effort to gain per-
are to wear the ma n en t residence
imerican citizen for this family of

clearly undesirable
ffa ."Mmw-f people a sum of

almost $4,000 was
expended. In other words, American cit
izens were spending this sum of money to
set aside or violate a law passed for their
own protection.

The family in question consisted of hus
band, wife and three children. They ar
rived at the port of New York November
1920. On examination it was found that the
father was afflicted with an incurable case
of hernia; the mother had a chronic valvular
disease of the heart, and the two younger
daughters were feeble-minded. Their dis
abilities were certain to make them depend
ents on charity, and these disabilities were
clearly in contradiction to the terms of the
law. In his testimony the father stated
at first that he was 61 years of age and the
feeble-minded twins were 10. A birth
certificate bore out this statement. Later
the father testified that he was only fortv-
two years of age and when he was told that
other informants had notified the Immigra
tion authorities that the two feeble-minded
children were only six and seven heconfessed
that the birth certificates were fraudulent

In spite of the fact that
these aliens were certified
as mentally and physically
debarred by law, this family

mi

\()

^ /T ^



August, 1922

was admitted under bond. It is cur duty
to keep out just such people who threaten
to poison our blood. Whatever our sym
pathies for them, we cannot have them
among us. The single case I have just
cited is but one of hundreds.

When America needs workers the coun
try will be ready enough to welcome the
desirable from any quarter. They will be
come our mechanics, our farmers, our ar
tisans. But if we
give them the Amer
icanization that is
their due their chil
dren may become
our business men,
our specialists and
professional men—
all a real adornment
to our citizenship.
They have done so
in the past, and so
long as room and
opportunity exists
we may wish to
carry out the dreams
of our fore'athers
and offer continued
asylum to the op
pressed. But I am
sure that George
Washington, if he
were alive today,
would be the first •BBHeeaewBSHBi^weM
to protest that the
safety of the America he did so much to
found is more precious than the personal
advancement of the unmistakably vicious
who unfortunately threaten to flood in
upon us.

After all, America cannot contain the
entire population of the world, least of all
its most undesirable inhabitants. We must
make America safe against them. But hav
ing done so we must make those we have
already admitted safe and proper citizens
for our country.

This we are at least prepared to do, as

I have just described, and I call upon every
good member of this fraternity to lend his
utmost practical support to a cause so im

portant to our country', and so well
within established Elk principles.
One of the finest sermons I ever
heard preached was on one of the
most telling of all lines in the Bible:
'•Run, speak to that man." The

burden of the ser
mon was this, that
while we may be in
terested in our fel-

J creatures we do

not especially cultivate them, we do not suf
ficiently make friends with them, and we do
not practically enough help them—in a word,
we do not "run, speak to that man." This
ne\v effort toward Americanization is
nothing more than the application of that

Biblical text to a
practical endeavor of
helpfulness on a na
tional scide. It is not
simply a question of
applauding this move
ment we are about to
launch, but every Elk
who lives up to the
tenets of his frater
nity must personally
exert himself, in the
interests of any of
these strangers who
happen to be about
him. Help them to
learn what America
reaUy is. Teach them.
Give them employ
ment where
you can.

Bring them
within the
influence of
our broth

erhood. But as the fraternity
itself will rule out of its member
ship any man who makes it clear
that he cannot or will not live
up to its principles, so it is the
duty of every Elk to see that
every newcomer to this country'
who win not or cannot live up to
its principles shall be ruled out
and sent where he belongs.

We want the American people
to be one great fraternity, a fra
ternity of men and women breath

T^VERY Elk who lives up to
the tenets of his fraternity

should personally exert himspif
in the interests of any of these
strangers. . . . Help them to
learn what America really is.
Teach them. Bring them ivithin
the influence of our brotherhood.
But as the fraternity itself will
rule out of its membership any
man who cannot or will not live
up to its high principles, so it is
the duty of every Elk to see that
every newcomer to this country
who will not or cannot live up
to its principles shall be ruled
out and sent where he belongs
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ing the spirit we Elks have written in the
ringing resolution on "Our Flag":

"Now, therefore. Be it Resolved, That the
Grand Lodge of the Benevolent and Pro
tective Order of Elks, in annual session
assembled, docs hereby pledge this Order
to use all lawful means to check and prevent
the extension of dangerous doctrines that
threaten our free institutions and our Flag,
and that no person shall be permitted to
join or remain in our Order who openly, or
covertly, directly or indirectly, gives aid,
comfort, or support to the doctrines, prac
tices or purposes of the Bolsheviki, Anar
chists, the I.W.W., or kindred organizations,
or who does not give undivided allegiance
to our Flag and the great principles of con
stitutional free government of which it is
the emblem."

"DUT even more important is it to im-
prove the worthy, the great mass of

immi^-ants who show a decided disposition
to raise themselves to the high standard of
living wc desire to maintain for every Ameri
can. This is largely a matter of assimilation
and amounts on our part to a continuous,
daily application of that text, "run, speak
to that man." We take hold of the immi
grant, tcach him and train him up to the
point where he is beginning to prove himself
a credit to our efforts. Then, just when he
shows himself anxious to explore the pos
sibilities of his new country in which we have
taught him to take pride, when he is eager
for all sorts of closer contacts with his
American brothers—we stop "speaking" to
him and there is nothing left for him but
social isolation among his kind. If we want
to make American Citizens of these strangers,
not let the second or third generation drift
into becoming citizens for more or less ma
terial reasons, we must make them feel that
they belong. It is bringing ble.?sings to the
benighted on the one hand, and it is adding
new wealth of intelligence to our America.
Could any purpose more heartily commend
itself to the patriotic Order of the Elks?
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Old A. Poem in A-tnericcin, by John P", A., W^eaver
SETTIN' ...and sewiti'. ..and fixin' supper...

and settin' . . .
And waitin' . . . and rockin' . . . and maybe
they come home late.

And Elsie runs rig!it out, when supper's over,
Every night it's the same, a dance or a movie.
And Fred goes out to the pool-room 'round the

corner,

And Jim's too tired to talk, just reads thepaper,
And then lays down and snores. . . . Well, Idon't

blame him;
At least he don't /?o wastin' it on liquor.
And never did. lie spends it on tliem kids,
And that's the most a man can do, at that,
When his wifedies, and all he has to help him
Is one ol', worn-out woman thekidscalls'" Gramma"
And don't think knows a thing ai>out what life is.

W^ell, I was that way onct . . . they got to learn
The same as me, with awful knocks and kicks.
It sure don't do no good to try and tell 'em.
Of course. I wisht tliey'd set around and cliat
About what's poin' on. . . . My, can't they see
That I ain't goin' to scold 'cm.^ But they can't.
I hear 'em whisperin' every now and then,
"Dear ol' Gramma—she wouldn't understand."
And when they do talk, it's like to a baby.

So there it is . . . settin' and rockin' and sewin'
And cookin' supper, and seltin'—that's what they

think.
Myl Don't I fool 'omi If they only knowed
The million things I'm doin' all the time!

Dccoralion hv W. II. French

All the ol' friends come back; they's Tom and
Katie,

^d all the ones when Frank and mefirst married-
And irank, lusself, that never goes away '
Even though I know he's dead for seven years,
—® • • • what does it matter at

all?
If only a grind-organ's playin' up the alley,
Or just a puir ofwind blows through the window.
And smells like Spring, or anything else in the

world,
Orthehot^potatomanisyellin', "Po-ta-toesl" . . .
Or I look out and watch the httle kids
nidin' the penny-a-ride merry-go-round,
Why a whole string ofthings starts happenin':
And Jim ain't a widower with two kids to look

after,
He's only my baby hisself ... or ain't even born

yet. . . .

I can he any years old thai £ want to. .. .

It's all just like a merry-go-round, at that;
'Round and 'round and 'round; younever get far
From where you started in, no matter how fast
You think you're goin'. . . . Well, it don't do no

good
To cry because the ride is slowin' down. . . .

"Pore ol' Gramma" . . . "She wouldn't under
stand" . . .

Settin', and rockin' . . . and fixin' supper . . . and
settin'. . . .
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And Now You Can Learn What Happened to

The Nine Who Vanished
I WATCHED the back of Ernest Dawk

till his eager stride carried him around
a bend in the road; Ernest Dawk,

martyr to mystery, mystery's willing slave
and devotee, tortured always by riddles he
could not solve, and yet supremely happy
while trying to solve them! A strange
malady, I thought, yet not without itscom-
pensati.ons, for in Dawk's face I had seen an
almost holy fervor as if he were a High
Priest of the Cult, of the Unknowable.

On the train going back to New York I
reviewed in my mind the queer problem
that had sent Dawk on his long search and
that still eluded him. Work and time had
worn many new patterns in my brain since
Dawk stated to me the case of the family
that disappeared and I was surj>rised to
find how vividly and clearly the facts leaped
from my brain cells and arrayed themselves
before me.

I am a criminal lawyer, and have known
strangemen andwomen, curious happenings
dark motives. But the case of the family
that vanished was the queerest that ever
came within my ken. In the train I ran over
the case as Dawk had put it to me.

I said to myself, here is a family of six,
middle-aged father and mother, grown-up
son and daughter, son's wife, daughter's
husband, all apparently people of some
intelligence, cultivation and wealth. They
keep three servants and pay rent for a pre
tentious country house. From the first their
conduct is out of the ordinary. They shun
their neighbors, have no visitors, and are
seldom seen by day. After they have lived
in this odd fashion for a year, one day their
house is found brightly lighted—and utterly
abandoned. In the midst of a meal this
strange family has been spirited away. Bits
of food are still on their forks, as if they laid
them down quietly and never took tliem up
again. There are no signs of confusion or
struggle. Nor is there in the house a single
scrap of evidence to tell who the people
were, where they came from, where they
went or what fate overtook them. From
nowhere they come, into nowhere they
vanish, nine full-grown human beings. And

By Richard Connell
Illustrated by Oscar F. Howard

this did not happen in the dark ages when
it might be attributed to demons, dragons
or monsters from the realms of sorcery, but
in the United States in my own time.

The thing got me. It gripped me hard.
My mind began to search for some logical
solution. I did not have Dawk's abnormal
curiosity, but I had a well developed curi
osity bump of my own. W^hen Dawk first
told me the story years before, it had fas
cinated me. I had to drive it from my
mind, force it down into my sub-conscious,
for I had work to do. Deliberately I had
refused to let my imagination play with the
fate of the missing nine. Now the mystery
fever attacked me, and I did not try to
resist it, for at last I had earned the leisure
to take a long holiday and to employ it as
I wished. And I must admit that I found
this mystery as fresh and intriguing as the
day I first heard Dawk's breathless voice
outlining it.

As I lay in my berth the wheels of the
train seemed to click, "What happened to
the nine who vanished? What happened to
them? What happened to them?" I could
not escape that insistent question. Then
and there I made up my mind how I would
use my vacation: I would try to find, if I
could, a solution to the problem.

Dawk had said that he had tried every
thing and only as a last resort had taken to
the slow method of going from door to door.
Probably he had tried everything he thought
of. But I had no faith in Dawk's method-
icalness. He was a hit-or-miss hunter, I
felt sure. Once, I recalled, he wanted to
find Louisburg Square in Boston. He
would not consult a map or ask a policeman.
He insisted on rambling until he ran across
it. That was the way his mind worked. I
reasoned that I, with a trained legal mind,
would attack any problem more scien
tifically than Dawk.

Meantime the car wheels were clicking
their e.\igent refrain, "What happened'to

them? What happened to them?" My
mind took up the refrain. A procession of
possibilities crossed my brain. I examined
with care an array of theories, some to be
discarded, some to be tested. What had
happened to the nine who vanished? I
tabulated certain theories that were plausi
ble; there were reasons for all of them and
also reasons why none of them was accurate.
Still they deserved consideration.

SOME poison, administered by an
• enemy, caused the nine to rush from

the house and to expire in some sequestered
spot, or to plunge into the sea.

B. The sudden appearance of an enemy
whom they feared causcd them to flee
in terror.

C. An enemy, perhaps a Yogi with a
m5'stic supernatural power, had found them
out at last, and by his will had forced them
to rush forth to some fate that swallowed
them; perhaps a frightful death in quick
sand, or in a whirlpool that never gives back
its victims.

D. The nine were a band of high-class
crooks with excellent reasons of their own
for keeping out of sight. Hearing that
detectives had learned of their hiding-place,
the crook band promptly fled without wait
ing to finish dinner or pack up. Perhaps •
they fled in an aeroplane, which plunged
them to death in the ocean or a lake.

E. Beneath the house might have been a
secret cave or chamber. This was suddenly
discovered by one of the servants during
dinner. They all rushed in to examine the
place, the doors closed automatically, bury
ing them alive.

F. Again, as a variation of the secret
chamber theory, one of them might have
been a chemist, experimenting with some
lethal gas. He called in the nine to witsness
an experiment and they all succumbed to
the death-dealing fumes.

G. The nine may have been religious
fanatics, members of some grim sect that
prescribed suicide in a body at a certain
hour. The hour came and the fanatics stole
from the house and destroyed themselves,
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but the newspaper morgues where the dead
stories are kept."

" Newspaper morgues? "
"Sure. Every paper has one. Buried

there, ready to be brought to life at a mo
ment's notice, are all the old scandals,
mysteries, sensations that have been prmted
for years."

"ReaUy?"
"Fact. Ten to one you'll find some

reference to the disappearance of your nine
vanishing friends, if you hvmt long enough."

"Great!" I exclaimed.
"I'll bet Dawk never thought of the

morgues," remarked Billy.
"If he ever heard of them," I said, "I'll

bet he didn't rest easy until he saw one."
"Tell you what we'll do," said Billy, all

business, "we'll go down to myshop andgo
through the morgue this very night. The
Daily Clarion hasone ofthebestmorgues in
town."

An hour later, amid an avalanche of
yellow envelopes, I was summoning up the

•ghosts of departed mysteries. Tales of dis-

perhaps by casting themselves into some
abandoned quarry or down a mine shaft
where their undiscovered skeletons still lie.

H. Some obscure disease may have driven
thprp all mad and sent them dashing from
the table to an imknown fate.

I. They were murdered and the ŝcene
set as it was foxmd to throw the police ofif
the track.

I had a crowd of other theories but these
seemed the most plausible. Yet in every
case I ran against a fact that stopped me
short: how could I know which theory was
correct until I had some means of testing
it? Before I could find out why the nine
vanished I had to find where they vanished
from. I had to have facts, definite concrete
facts. Could I get them where Ernest
Dawk had failed?

So excited was I over the prospects of a
hxmt for that eerie nine, that I co^d hardly
wait for my train to dive in vmder the city
and fetch up at the Grand Central Station.
Without deky I set in motion my wheels of
search.

"Brice," I said to my law partner, "I'm
going to take that long-deferred leave of
absence."

"How long?" he asked.
"I don't Imow. There's a job I've got to

do. It may lead to the ends of the earth."
He laughed.
"So that's your idea of a vacation!" he

said. "Well, good luck."
I explained the problem to him.
"Better call in Sherlock Holmes."
I went back to my rooms on Gramercy

Park, got into my dressing-gown, stuffed my
biggest calabash full of redolent perique,and
sat .down to analyze the mystery I had re
solved to penetrate. I tried to analyze it in
the most approved Sherlock Holmes manner.
It didn't work. That great detective always
had something to start with. I had nothing.
Perhaps the shrewd Hohnes had only the
stub of a scented cigarette, or a vendetta
mark cut on the window with a diamond.
That was enough for him. As a scientist
can reconstruct a prehistoric animal if
given a single bone, Holmes could recon
struct a crime from a daub of mud on the
door-mat. He would smell, taste and study
the mud and deduce from it that it came
from the shoe of a heavy man who wore an
eleven E with rubber heels, a man who
limped slightly and had a hasty temper,
sincfe he had recently kicked a black-and-
tan dog, a sea-faring man but lately come
from Bombay, a man who was left-handed,
stooped and was imfamiliar with London.
With this description of the putative miu--
derer in mind, aU Holmes needed to do was
to find a ship that had just come from Bom
bay and arrest the first big, limping, stoop
ing, hasty-tempered man who wore eleven E
shoes with rubber heels. But in this case I
had not so much as a daub of mud. Nor
had I a Dr. Watson to encourage me.

I REMEDIED this last lack by calling up
Billy Wharton, who could lead a life of

leisxure but who prefers the more exciting
existence of a big city reporter. He came
round to my place, stoked up his pipe,
listened to the meager facts I knew, knitted
his brow, and for a long time studied the ceil
ing. Suddenly his eyes lit up and he said:

"Have you tried the morgues?"
I stared at him.
"Morgues?" I said, a bit scornfully.

"These people have been dead fifteen years
or so, if they are dead at all. Besides, we
don't know the thing happened in New
York."

"Oh, I don't mean the city morgues,"
said Billy, "where the dead men are kept,

THIS is the sequel to ''The
Mart^toMystery"published

in the July issue. If by any
chance you omitted to read that
amusing story last month, read
it now. You will get more
fun out of the mysterious Nine
W^ho Vanished through knowing
a little about them in advance

appearances I found in profusion, but of my
own mystery I could find no trace. I re
ported this to Billy.
^ "There are nine other newspaper morgues
m town," he said.

I attacked the job energetically. I must
have read enough clippings to reach from
Paun Beach to Nome, Alaska, and I was
growing discouraged, when, in the seventh
morgue, I fished out a battered, time-worn
envelope, labeled"Missing." From a sheaf
of dog-eared clippings, one leaped out to
rneet my eye. It was a brief telegraphic
dispatch from San Francisco, and was
dated October 21, 1910. It read:

"The police of Carmel-by-the-Sea, who
have had their hands full of mysteries of
late, are investigating the sudden disap
pearance of a family of six persons living
in a large house on the lonely Palo Alto
road. With their three servants, they
vanished on October 19th, leaving no clue
to their destination. The house had been
rented in the name of Heber Quaintance.
Neighbors can tell nothing of the Quaintance
family."

That was all. But as I read it, I uttered
such a shout of joy that the old keeper of
the morgue jiimped from his chair. Eagerly
I runrunaged through the clippings in that
precious envelope. There was no follow-up
story from San Francisco, but I found a
second clipping, bearing the date line
Spartanburg, S. C., October 22, 19x3. It
read:

"Neighbors are puzzled by the strange
disappearance of a family that had rented
the old Abell mansion near here. The
family, Horace Quay, his wife, four other
adults, and three servants, have not been
seen since October 19th, when they aban
doned the house without notice. The owner,
Franklyn Abell, says they left it in perfect
order, so no action by the police is expected.
The Abell mansion is not far from the
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Bentham place which has figured in the
news lately as a haimted house."

Three times I read this clipping. Actu
ally, it made me a little dizzy. Here was
mystery indeed, double mystery. Could it
be pure coincidence? Were there two
families in the habit of vanishing? If so,
why had each chosen the nineteenth of Octo
ber to vanish, and why were the initials of
each"H. Q."? I recalled having read in
criminology that when a man takes an
assumed name he generally keeps the iiu-
tials of his real name. Thus, Heber Quain
tance of San Francisco becomes Horace
Quay of Spartanburg.

I WAS trembling with a species of buck
fever as I ran through the remaining clip

pings. I foimd a third, dated Des Moines,
Iowa, October 20, 1916. It read:

"A search is being made by the police
for the bodies of nine persons who until
yesterday occupied the Munson house in
Larch Park. These persons, strangers here,
were regarded as recluses. The house was
rented by a man who gave his name as
Hesketh Quarterton. A neighbor, noticing
that all the lights were on all day, inves
tigated. The family apparently made a
hasty departure in the middle of a meal, or
else were carried off. This is the latest of
a series of mysteries that have alarmed and
baffled the residents of Larch Park."

Hesketh Quarterton. H. Q.! What a
weird chain I was forging. There was one
other clipping, and I turned it over %vith the
tense fingers of a gambler turning over his
last card. It did not fail me. Under the
date line, Portland, Maine, October 21,
1919, I read:

"Arthur B. Hale, who owns a large house
in the outskirts, would like to know where his
tenants are. He rented the house to a
stranger, Harkness Quayle by name, ten
months ago. On October 19th, Mr. Quayle,
his wife, and family of four adults, vanished,
without saying good-by. The police scout
the theory of foul play, as there were no
signs of a struggle. There is evidence, how
ever, that they left, or perhaps fled, in a
great hurry. Mr. Hale is not worrying, as
the rent was paid, and the house left in
good order. The police are worrying, how
ever, as it adds another mystery to the
already long Ust of Portland mysteries that
started about a year ago and include two
murders, a prowling something with a
glowing face, and several haunted houses."

Harkness Quayle! H. Q. again. There
could be no question of coincidence now.
Portland being the nearest of the cities and
the place where the H. Q. family was most
recently, to Portland I went that very night.

From an examination of the Hale house I
gained practically nothing. It had been
remodeled since the family vanished from
it, its owner at that time had died, and I
gleaned not so much as a single Sherlock
Holmesian daub of mud to work on. I was
about to leave Portland, when I thought of
trying the newspaper morgue of the Port
land Pioneer.

In one way, it was a gold mine. It yielded
little that bore directly on the nine who
vanished. The case, somehow, had been
crowded out of the papers, and the Portland
reports added nothing to the clipping I had
already seen. But the files of the Pioneer
for the years 1918-1919 contained a suc
cession of mysteries such as most communi
ties do not experience in a hundred years.
Almost every issue of the paper had a new
bizarre story. The series of mysteries began
on November i, 1918, when the mayor of
the city opened his desk drawer and foimd
in it a human skull. The following week
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twenty of the leading citizens awoke to find
the word "BEWARE" painted on their
front doors in blood-red paint. Shortly
after the night watchman of the city library
resigned because, he said, the place was
haunted. Shadowy shapes, he alleged,
moved among the stacks of books, and moans
came from the cellar. A week later his suc
cessor quit the job for the same reason.
In January, residents in a lonely part of
town reported that late at night they had
met an evil thing in a black cioak with a
face that was not human, but that glowed
with a diabolic light. A dozen witnesses
were ready to swear that they had seen this
thing, which would approach them in some
dark spot, peer into their faces, mutter,
"You are not the one," and then turn and
dash away. A posse of men combed that
section for several nights, but could not find
the thing. Later it reappeared and con-

Cautiously I stole around to the dining-
room window, raised myself with in
finite care, and peered into the room

tinued its nocturnal prowlings in another
part of the city.

In February the body of a stabbed man
was found on the steps of the city hall.
Who he was, where he came from, and \\'ho
killed him were never discovered despite
energetic investigations by the police.
Exactly two months later another stabbed
man was found on the same spot. He, too,
was never identified, and to this day Port
land is speculating on how he met his end.

All through that year there were strange
happenings in Portland, but none, to my
mind, was stranger than the vanishing of the
Quayle family. As I read through the news
paper files, another fact struck me. Port
land in iQiQ was a city of mysteries; in
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1920 the mysteries ceased; life became tran
quil and normal again. Here was a daub of
mud for me to work on.

I hurried back to the quiet of my New
York study, and together. Billy Wharton
and I applied our analytical faculties to the
mass of data I had collected. Many a pips
was smoked over it.

"Look here," said Billy, jumping from
his chair. "By Jove, here is a peculiar
thing."

"What?" I shot at him.
"Why, this thing has happened in cycles."
"Cycles?"
"Yes. Look.- When did all these disap

pearances take place?"
•'October nineteenth," I answered. "I'd

already noticed that."
"What years?"
"In 1910, 1913, 1916, 1919," I told him.
"Seeit?" hecried. triumphantly. "Every



"Enough of this
bluffing," I said,
curtly. "Ihnowthat
I can hold you on a
charge of murder
in Portland until
the police come"

three ycap. Regular as clockwork. And
the thing is due to happen again this year'"

"On October nineteenth^"
"Precisely."
"It's a good theory," I admitted. Again

we lapsed mto silent thought. Then I had a
hunch.

J you noticed wherethis thing has happened? Each time in a
dilterent geographical section of the coun
try. If it happens again this year, there is
a good chance that the H. Q. dan will pick

S'lorkSt'y "
Billy nodded..
"We're narrowing the circle," he said.

O""?? another pipe, my seventh, I think,
u I another hunch, quite a Hohiaeshunch, too.

said, "here's another striking
thing. Wherever thevanishing nine go thev

you noticed that^"
I believe you're right," exclaimed Bujy.

You think the,^ that there is some relation
men?'" ^ stabbed

"I do."

'' And thething wth theglowing face that
terronzed Portland?

"Yes."
"But what and why?"
'̂That's what we're going to find out."

"How?
"I've a plan. It depends on hunches,

perhaps, but they re hunches founded on
reasomng.

Shoot," said Billy.
"Today is the nineteenth of October. If

our cyde theory is right, the H. Q. dan is
somewhere near New York making ready to
vanish. Also, wherever they are, there has

SlXT-I Findand you'll find t\ mysteries,
after." ^ uncanny family we're

happenines T<»n m' * other starthng
finSfyand ^

excitement. quivering with
]'Hardman Quayne," hesaid.

Eureka! I shouted. "Billy com?
There's not a second to be lost " '

ciutchermr™!*"™®"
demanded. 8™S to do?" he

Quaynes," I repliedRjsky business," said BUlv
crowd sounds sinister."

yoj^r eot a gun,"'I told him. "Have
produced an automatic.38.

demuLr he
s-id. Tomorrow would be too late. Our
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birds would have fiown. We'll get a look at
them, anyhow."

"I'm with you," said Billy. "If I don't
find out about this vanishing family, I'U
burst."

"VTOW that I think back over it, it was a
foolhardy thing Billy and I did. But I

was not in any frame of mind for weighing
my actions; the curiosity fever was running at
high temperature. We stopped my car down
the road from the Congerman house, a great
square old-fashioned mansion set in a dense
pine grove. It was ablaze with light from
cellar to garret. Cautiously Billy and I
approached it, keeping on tlie lawn among
the shrubbery. I stole around to the dining-
room window, raised myself with infinite
care, and peered into the room.

This is what I saw: at a long dining-table
sat the family of Hardman Quayne. They
were talking and laughing and apparently
enjoying themselves. If any ev0 shadow
hovered over them, they were seemingly not
worried by it. Indeed, as I watched them
I could not but notice that there wasnothing
sinister about their appearance. The head
of the house wasan interesting lookingman,
with something boyish about his face. The
others looked like ordinary, well-ofT, edu
cated Americans. They had, it appeared,
just finished dinner, and the}*" w-ere going
through some sort of ceremony that puzzled
me. They were setting the table again,
carefully placing bits of steak on forks,
standing off to survey the effect. Then it
dawned on me what they were doing. They
were setting the stage for another mysterious
disappearance.

Excitcment got the better of me. With
Billy at my heels I raced round to the front

{Continued on page 66)
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The Farmer's Business
—and YoursAMERICANS arc singularly prone

r\ to adopt and acccpt slogans and
general statements. They don't

examine; they don't take the trouble to
understand them. Particularly is this true
in matters concerning business and industry.
High tariff schedules used to be adopted
amid universal acclamations because it was
proclaimed that only so could American
labor be protected from the competition of
European industries paying starvation
wages. Later coldly dispassionate investi
gators revealed facts and figures tending to
show that everj^hing had not been said on
that score. There is no need to cite par
ticular instances; that condition, in that
particular field, no longer prevails, as the
struggle that is going on at this moment
over the new tariff plainly shows.

But the tendency persists. Ask the first
man you meet what he thinks about business.

"Well," he is likely to say, "I see steel
looks better. And steel's the barometer of
business."

True enough. It is. But don't ask hmi
why, unless you want to embarrass him, be
cause the chances are he doesn't know.

Consider the statement that agriculture
is the basic industry. No one will dispute
that; the statement is a truism.^ But is its
meaning understood? Are its implications
taken into due account? Is the national
life organized in harmony with that out
standing fact? Foryears every farmer mth
an outlook ranging beyond his own landhas
been ready to answer those questions \%^tn
a clamorous "No"l What is more, he has
given that answer at every opportunity.
With the result that he has been laughed at,
that the farmer's grievances have become
traditional subjects for ridicule and

Of late that tendency to laugh at the
farmer has, to some extent, abated. o
of those who used to laugh have taken to

By William Almou Wolff
Decorations by R. L. Lambdin

scolding, instead. And a new stock phrase
has come into use. You can hear a good
deal now about the menace of the Agri
cultural bloc. But if you go about, if you
sit in Pullman smoking compartments—
the great forums of America—and listen to

T\VRING the next twenty years,
-L/ either consciously or uncon'
sciously, the United States will
adopt fairly definite policies as
to agriculture and industry. We
are approaching that period
ivhich comes in the life of every
nation when we must determine
whether tve shall strive for
well-rounded, self-sustaining na
tional life in which there shall he
a fair balance between industry
and agriculture or whether, as
have so many natiojis hi the past,
we shall sacrifice our agriciuture
for the building of cities and ex
pectour food to befurnished not by
independent farmers but by men
and women of the peasant type.

Henry c. Wallace

Secretary of Agriculture

t pt
of c

the common talk, you won't hear many
explanations of the bloc that are based
upon sound understanding.

Some of these familiar and popular phrases
in American talk, that save their users so
much trouble, that provide so many con
versational short cuts, happen to be mutually
contradictory. Agriculture is not only an
industry, but the basic, the fundamental,
underl>-ingindustry. But a region described
as industrial is one, in the meaning of the
speaker, in which manufacturing prevails;
North Dakota will be described as an agri
cultural state, Massachusetts, for example,
as an industrial state. Grant the con
venience of this sort of rough and ready
classification; it still has a tendency to be
misleading.

No. The general readiness to acccpt as
true the statement that agriculture is the
greatest of all industries doesn't mean much.
It seems, sometimes, that another thing is
really much more signilicant—that is, the
prevailing figure of the farmer as he appears
in song and storj'̂ , in jest books, and in the
comic strips in the newspapers. Hayseed,
corntassel—don't those words evoke familiar

a images? Haven't you laughed at the picturc
of the gullible rural customer of the seller
of gold bricks? Or, perhaps, in sentimental
moments, yielded just a single tear to the
sentimental ballad about the dear old farni
on the Wabash or some other musically
named river?

A ND that sort of thinking and feeling
about the farmer .doesn't help much

when definite and extremely important prob
lems, affecting every phase of the national
life, come up to be solved. They are up for
solution now, so far as agriculture is con
cerned, and it might be as well for Americans
generally to forget the stock picture of the
farmer and devote a little thought to him
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as the controller of units of production in
an industry with a capital value of about
eighty billion dollars, which, in one recent
year—one, to be sure, of very high prices—
did a business of about t\\'enty-fiive billion
dollars.

Agriculture is abasic industry; the
trouble is that it lacks industrial organ

ization. In that respect agriculture is cen
turies behind steel, for example, or transpor
tation, or the great textile industries, or any
of its own offspring—including, remember,
such industrial giants as the packing and
milling industries. It labors, in this respect,
under some handicaps that are inherent;
some that, probably, can never be eliminated.
But it labors, too, under a great man}' that
needn't endure at all; that can be abolished
by the application of common sense and
the remedies common sense dictates.

A short time ago, two or three years ago,
an article like this, representing an attempt
to summarize, briefly, some of the more
striking and important facts about the
greatest of all American industries, and to
reveal its significance in the life of the coun
try as a whole, would have approached the
same goal toward which this one aims. But
it woiid have followed a somewhat different
road, and it would hardly have sounded so
gloomy a note as will be heard. That is
because everyone to whom 3'ou have to go,
just now, in an effort to obtain first-hand
information about agricultunil matters is
still affected by the shadow of the terrible
crisis through which the industry has passed.

There is, now, a very general feeling that
that crisis /las been passed; that the upward
turn has come. The feeling is infinitely
more cheerful than it was in January,
for instance, when the National Agricultural
Conference that was assembled in Wash
ington, at President Harding's instance, met
to seek remedies for a situation generally
admitted to be desperate. But in this con
nection cheerful is, emphatically, a word to

be used only in a relative sense, and agri-
culture, as an industry, won't be reallv
cheerful for some time, and it is, and will
remain, mighty grim and earnest in its de-
termmation to fortify itself against a re
currence of the coUapse of 1920

It IS well that that isso, too; well for the
co^try as a whole. Agriculture cannot
and does not suffer alone. It was the col
lapse of agricultural prices in 1920 that
began the depression from which'the coun
try IS now emerging. After all, when
farmers aren't m the market, when they
have to stop buying, the rest of the indus-
trul machine has to slow down; it is only
when farmers can and do buy freely that
demand balances or exceeds supply.

Mustn't that, after all, be so? About one-
third of the whole population of the country
'k Agriculture paysabout half the gross earnings of the railways
and, normally, buys nearly half of aU the
manufactured products sold. There are
practically sixanda halfmillion'farms- each
IS an independent, individual producing
umt_; each, even the smallest and least
effiaent, must be more or less constantly
a customer of the rest of the industrial
estabhshment.
_ Nov.', then, granting themagnitude ofthis
industry, how is it organized, and in what
respect does that_ organization differ from
ordmary modern industrial organization?

'^HE industrial organization of agriculture
^ IS as a matter of fact, in its infancv
That does notmean that there isnota hiffh
degree of organization and of efHciency as
well m the case of individual farms but
simply that agriculture, as a whole ' has
necessarily, lagged far behind other indus
tries. The reason for this has already been
stated. Making every allowance for the
far greater total production, what other in
dustry begins to show a total of producing
units comparable to the sixand a halfmillion
independent farms of America?
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v4 MANUFACTLRER employ-ing seven
thousand n orUers recently instituted fac
tory tours for employees. Men and woriicn
whose outlook has been limiip.d to the
operations they themselves perform thus
learn about departments they nai'er Icnew
existed. By acquiring a broadgauge view
of the plant as a ivhole they become more
valuable, as you can easily realize, not
alone to their employer but to themselves

Figures could be cited, but they are un
necessary. The automobile industry sug
gests itself. Here is one freely and even
fiercely competitive; there are many makers
of many cars. But it is almost possible
to remember them all offhand. The in
dustry knows, as an industry, and its com
ponent parts know, as individual producers,
its total productive capacity; each producer
can, moreover, make a pretty good guess at
both the total demand and the proportion
of it he may reasonably hope to supply.

The farmer has no such knowledge. As
to total productive capacity he does know
more than he used to know before the
modern development of crop reporting,
but, even so, a hundred absolutely uncon
trollable circumstances may transform the
whole situation in any given crop overnight.
Again, as to demand, he is nearly' helpless
when it comes to making estimates upon
which he might base his production. Even
total demand and total supply may bear
absolutely no relation to the marketing prob
lem of any individual farmer. Taking the
country as a whole there may be a distinct
shortage in a crop, but some farmers may
still be unable to dispose of their product in
that crop.

is this so? The answer is compara-
' » tively simple in one respect; enor

mously complex in another. The problem
is one of distribution. An industry such as
the manufacture of automobiles is served by
an efficient distributing machine—one part
of which, of course, is adequate credit. The
distribution of farm products, on the other
hand, has been, and, to a great extent still
is, wasteful and uneconomical, and the
farmer's employment of even the inadequate
and clumsy distributing machine at his
command has been hampered by poor credit
facilities. These are, of course, extremely
broad statements, and they will be amplified
and brought out in more detail later.

Industries, other than agriculture, con
trol, nearly always, the first stages, at least,
of distribution, and, in some cases, that
control continues down to the final stage of
retail selling. If you drive a car you have
probably bought Standard Oil gasol'ne from
a Standard Oil depot; you have almost cer
tainly bought it from a retail seller who has
himself dealt directly with that great pro
ducing organization.

The farmer, as a producer, faces problems
infmitel}' more varied than those of most of
his contemporaries. He produces raw ma
terial—cotton, tobacco, grains, sugar beets
and cane for example—which must be proc
essed before passing into the stage of meet
ing a direct demand by consumers. But he
also has to sell finished products, ready for
immediate use, and, moreover, often prod
ucts highly perishable, such as fruit, milk,
eggs and vegetables.

Certain things wholly beyond control,
things that no degree of intelligence, or fore-
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IN JUNE tve announced a series of im
portant articles on finance, trade and
industry and the forces ivhich cdiitrol
them. This is the beginning of that series.
By showing the interrelation of all com
merce and industry, through analysis of
their component units, these articles tvill
bring home the value to your own business
of studying all other business everywhere.
Transportationsystems will be covered next

sight, or skill or management can eliminate
do help to make the problem of agricultural
production and distribution on an economi
cally sound basis so difficult. The effect of
weather upon growing crops—a late frost,
a drought, a destructive storm—cannot be
foreseen, except to a limited extent. The
weatlier forecasts of the Department of
Agriculture have been of incalculable value
to the industry, it is true, but their value is
limited, after all; there are times when even
the most exact knowledge of what is coming
in the waj' of weather would not enable the
farmer to avert disaster.

AGAIN, blights and insect pests and epi-
demies of disease among animals com

plicate the problem of agricultural produc
tion. The boll ^\'eevil .devastates the cotton,
lands of Georgia and the Carolinas. Tenant
farmers, their crops ruined, simply pack up
and move on; many of them arc negroes,
with a tendency, anyway, to be irresponsible
—although the growth of efficiency and of
responsibility among negro farmers in the
last few years is one of the most promising
things the history of modern American agri
culture records. The residt is a cruel fi
nancial embarrassment for landowners,
a general decay of values, and a sudden and
dangerous enhancement of the tendency of
rural labor to move to\\-ard the cities—
a tendency serious enough e\-en when no
particular condition heightens it.

Now, great progress has been made in
fighting and eliminating these natural
hazards of agriculture. Nothing more bril
liant than the work of the Department of
Agriculture along these lines has ever been
done in tins or any other country. The
menace of the boll weevil is being rapidly
overcome through soil poisoning; methods
worked out in Washington are beingapplied
withgreat success to infected lands through
out the South. Other blights and pests are
constantly being studied by the experts,
Itoth in Washington and in the agricultural
colleges and experiment stations in the
various states. The weather forecast which
provides the city dweller with a topic for
jokes may mean the difference between suc
cessand bankruptcy to the fruit farmer who,
warned that a frost is coming, takes precau
tions, through oil heaters and smudges in
his orchards, to protect blossoms or tender
fruit.

But when all that can be done in the way
of prevention has been done certain risks
remain; the next step will have to be crop
insurance, and most progressive farmers arc
convinced that the government must take
a hand in providing it. The ruin of growing
crops involves the whole couiitrj^; it is con
tended that sound economic policy would
distribute the burden scientifically.

Still another sort of handicap, however,
affects agriculture now. It arises from in
complete industrial organization, and from
what such farmers as those who supply the

leadership of the greatest of the farm organ
izations, the American Farm Bureau Fed
eration, regard as discriminatory.

j\Iodcrn farming, like any other modern
business, demands credit. And American
farmers have long felt, and said, that under
the prevailing banking practice of this
country adequate credit upon reasonable
terms was denied them. They have said
that money was drained from the interior
banks, to be used in financing speculative
activity in New York and elsewhere. They
have complained of the eagerness of country
banks to send their money to New York,
for example, to be lent at high call money
rates, and have said, insistently, that call
money was used almost wholly to finance
stock market specxilation—or, as they arc
more likely to call it, gambling.

Now,it would take very much morespace
than is available here to go into this topic
in detail; to give the fiJI farmer view and
the opposite statenient, in rebuttal, of
bankers, and of the heads of the Federal
Reserve system. Moreover, some of these
points will come up more logically for dis
cussion in a later article on banking and
credits. All that can be done here is to
indicate a few of the points at issue, and to
hint at the remedies that have been adopted
and at more that farmers wish to have
adopted.

I'̂ HE farmer needs two sorts of credit. He
needs money sometimes for permanent

improvements, and for the increase of his
holdings; for newbuildings, for costlyimple
ments—har\-esters, tractors, and such things.
These loans are equivalent to those for which
ail established manufacturing concern has
recourse to bond issues, and the farmer
secures such money by mortgaging his
property. These are, in other ^ '̂ords, long-
term loans. The farmer has had some trou
ble about such loans; he has complained that
the interest rates have been too high, and
that tJiey have, in practice, been still further
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increased by bonuses and commissions that
have been demanded of him.

The banker, on the other hand, has had
something on his side. Farmers are not
always able to meet their long-time loans.
A farmer borrows mono}' to equip and ex
pand his plant, say. Then two or three bad
years, or a season of low prices, upset [his
calculations, and he cannot pay. He is
perfectly good; he will pay ultimately. But
that does not help the banker greatly in
meeting his own obligations; equally, it is,
practically, and ordijiarily, bad business for
him to foreclose.

' I ""HE federal farm loan policy has eased
-*• this situation; government issues of

bonds based upon farm lands provide for
long-term creditswithout imposing too great
a burden upon ordinary banking facilities.
But a considerable expansion of this source
of credit is required, and has, recently, been
provided to some extent, although not in
a measure fidly satisfactor}' to agricidture.

It is in short-term loans, however, that
the greatest difficulties arise.

Farmers Jiave to boiTOW for short periods
to meet the actual problem of financing
crops. They need money for planting and
cultivation, and all the long and expensive
work iiwolved in direct agi'icultural produc
tion. They must, in man}' cases, go to
heavy expense for fertil'zation of the soil.
They must pay for the labor involved in
planting, cultivation and harvesting. These
are all legitimate reasons for borrowing;
roughly equivalent costs are met out of
borrowed money in all business.

But in practicallj' every other sort of busi
ness the turnover period is much shorter
than it is in agriculture. A farmer must
borrow such money for nine months, at least,
if it is to be of real use to him; sixty and
ninety day loans, such as prevail generally
in business borrowing, do him no good. So,
again, the reluctance of bankers to engage

(Continued on page 66)
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Hints for a Lincoln Highwayman
On Painless Motor Camping and How to Achieve It

F\RANCIS'PARKMAN'S description of
the old Overland Trail of 1848 seems
to fit the same trail today in many

particidars. The historian told of campers
who started out with too much equipment
and others with too little. Some had to
throw away bureaus and other precious fur
niture with which they had loaded their
covered wagons; others had to depend on
their traveling neighbors for subsistence,
because they had ove^layed their hand in
the matter of "traveling light."

The Overland Trail is now a part of the
Lincoln Highway, the greatest and most
elongated camp-groimd in the world. If all
the mid-season campers along this great
motor road were collected in one place,
they would make an imposing force even in
these days of sizable armies; or, to use the
average New York Sunday editor's favorite
comparison, if all the tents along the Lincoln
Way were piled one on another, they would
make a canvas coliunn nineteen times the
hei^t of the Woolworth building, with
enough left over for several Singer build
ings.

Probably the same averages of camp sense
and camp folly obtain as in Parkman's day
along the trail. Some motor campers start
out with their machines overloaded, and
others seem to have forgotten all essentials.
History is repeating itself, but, just as in
early daj^s, a recognized code is being evolved
from all the successes and failures of the
trail. The long journey can be made easily
and inexpensively if one profits by the ex
perience of others.

Making a trip, say from New York to
San Francisco, over the Lincoln Highway, or
over any considerable part of that great
artery of motor travel, is intricate business,
particularly if one intends to carry camping
equipment and thereby become independent
of hotels.

"What kind of, a car shall I buy?" is
quite natxirally the first question asked.
Any automobile salesman can give you an
answer offhand. There are all lands of out
fits. There are transcontinental bimgalows,
moxmted on flivvers, with Pullman-style
beds, refrigerators and pantries—every
thing, almost, but the mortgage. There are
trailers, with all the comforts of a hotel
hooked on behind twelve-cylinder cars;
there are roadsters, minus fenders, paint
and springs, equipped with a starch-box full
ofextra cloliiingand a small wad of blankets.
Choice is, after all, a personal matter and
one in which the check-book figures to a
large degree.

Be Sure You Can Get Service
Any standard car will make the trip, but

breakdowns should not be left out of the
question, no matter how much money one
has invested in his transportation facilities.
Consequently a car that is backed by plenty
of service stations en route is a good, safe
bet. Heavy cars have an advantage over
light cars in the matter of speed on good
roads. Light cars have certain undeniable
advantages in sand, and sometimes in
mud. If one is going off the main road,
a car with plenty of clearance is almost a
necessity.

Before making the start, go to the nearest

By Arthur and John A. Chapman

service station of the particular brand of
car you own, tell the mechanics there that
you intend to go on a long journey, with
heavy equipment, and ask what you should
take along. Different types of machines
wear out most easily in different places; it
is good generalship to find out where your
•chariot is most likely to break down and to

TpLSEWHEKE in this i
Bozeman Bulger writes

tertainin^ly of that species of
vacationist whose chief enjoy
ment seems to be to mortify tne
flesh. In these Hints for a Lin
coln Highwayman, the authors,
both experienced motor nomads,
go deeper into the subject of
camping. You may not wish to
drivefrom coast to coast, or even,
perhaps, so much as touch the
fnng^ of the Lincoln Highway.
But ifyou areplanning a camp
ing trip in a car you willfind a
lot 6fpractically helpful sugges
tions in this article, no matter what
your route or your destination

issue

en-

take along the extra parts needed. Break
downcannot be foretold, buta Ford driver,
for mstance, knows that his car has a tem
peramental and highly mortal timer and
brake linings, which annoyingly wear out.
A connecting rod," with bearing, will come
in handy for ahnost any car—but any
motorist who has learned to steer around
tr^s .can teU pretty well what he needs in
thisline, andMs mechanic can hdp him out.

Don't Start If You Can't Stop
While on^e subject ofbrakes, it is well

for the tourist-camper from the lowlands
to remember that in the mountainous regions
traversed by the LincolnHighway there are
some bills which are at once steep and de
ceptive. Perhaps the rarefied air of the
Rocky Mountain plateau region renders the
steepness of such hills illusory. At any
rate, one should learn well the trick of
taking the strain off the brakes by going
into low or intermediate gear in descend
ing steep hills. The lives of all in the car
may depend on the driver's ability in this
one particular.

Where tent and full equipment are car
ried, a touring car is the best general type
to be selected. There is room for baggage
in the tonneau, whereas a roadster must be
specially equipped with a big locker to
accommodate the necessities. This state
ment applies to an all-summer trip. A
shorter trip can be made in comfort with a
roadster with the necessary paraphernalia
strapped on the back and to the running-
boards. But the touring body is imdeniably
handy. One can give hikers a lift, and the
five-passenger capacity is desirable in towns
where long stops are made and where one
has friends. In the matter of hikers, judg
ment is necessary. Have at least one husky

member of your party in the back seat—a
point of vantage in case trouble starts.
Most of the hikers will be found to be all
right, but there is no use running the thou
sandth chance, in case some harmless
looking young chap turns out to be a gradu
ate of a college in highway robbery. Carry
ing firearms for protection is a matter of
personal choice and habit. Only don't do
it in New York, unless you have a license.
The Sullivan law there is hard on the pistol
toter.

What route to take? Unless one has
prejudices—a desire to see friends in Buffalo
or in Kansas City, for instance—the Lincoln
Highway is best for the novice. Th3<^ ^oad
has a character of its own which quite fits
the character of motor campers. The Lin
coln Way hiows. It knows the tourist's
problei^ and is ready to satisfy his needs.
And, with 3,305mUes in prospect, the knowl
edge of where one is going adds immensely
to the comforts of travel. You can't get
lost on the Lincoln Way. That little white
post beside the road, with its neat, enamel
sign outlining a capital "L" on a back
ground of red, white and blue, is completely
reassuring, and never missing from a puz
zling crossroads. The Lincoln Highway,
being by all odds the most traveled long
thoroughfare, can be depended on to be in
condition if dependable conditions are
possible.

The auto camp does not begin to blossom
along the Lincoln Highway until one has
passed Chicago. At Dixon, HI., there is a
good camp, and from there on the munici
palities, generally speaking, provide places
where campers are taken care of. The term
"taken care of" is used in its widest sense,
however. In some places the communities
feel that they have done their duty by the
camping tourist if they provide a park where
he can put up his tent. Others not only
provide the space but police the camp
grounds, have a garbage-collecting system,
see to it that fresh water is available, and
even provide stoves and firewood. Such
cities go on the theory that if the tourist
can be persuaded to linger a day he is going
to spend just that much money in the
town. Somehotel-keepers rage, but they are
in a minority. The merchants find that
they derivea benefit, and the auto camp has
come to stay.

Clean Up As You Go
In the East, where the municipal camp

has not yet appeared, the tourist finds that
the fanner along the way is not asleep. He
puts up a sign informing the gasoline-
burmng wayfarer that camping accommo
dations are to be had for a small considera
tion. One of the stipulations is that the
camper clean up his camp debris, which is
fair enough under any and all conditions.
In the National Forests of the West, if one
doesn't do pretty effective camp policing he
is sharply spoken to by a businesslike
forest ranger, and if the camper is guilty of
goingaway and leaving his camp fire burning
ail sorts of disasters may very properly
befall him.

The Lincoln Way has an eye for tourist
trade in general. There is the Lincoln Way

{Conlinned on page 64)



August, 1922

Laurette Taylor
Soon to be seen as

Peg 0' My Heart on the screen

NE of those rare comedies that has a perennial and
direct appeal which has defied more or less mangling

translations into half a dozei. foreign languages and by-
its triumphant progress round the world proved how much
tve have in common with our fellows of the north, east,
south and ivest. After enacting the role of Peg i,J27 times
here and in London, Miss Taylor is now engaged in act
ing it for the l,l28tli time for presentation on the screen

O
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Gilda Grey, who is making her debut in the
Follies this year as one of the principals. In
this costume she leads the dazzling chorus of
Folly girls in singing a ditty pathetically
entitled "It s GettingDark on OldBroadway"

Mary Astor and Glenn Hunter in "Second
Fiddle," to ho released sometime in Septem-
her. Mr. Hunter, ivho earned the sobriquet
of the "Tarhington boy" by his fine bit of
charactcrization in "Clarence," is starring in
a series of six pictures of American boy life

rsoTMRAm* ur ABsx
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Louis Wolheini in "The Hairy Ape" the most
talked of play of the season, by Eugene O'Neill,
the most ta'.hecl of American playwright of our day

Marjorie Peterson—one of the youngest ami most promising of the"Den-
tshmons, having danced her way up through cabarets and motion picture
palaces is now premiere danseuse in the nciv Greenwich Village Follies
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Charles Cherry in Milne's "The Dover Road"
about to drink to the very good health of
his ttvo invohintary guests, an eloping couple
ivhom he has taken prisoner in order to
convince them of the folly of their project

Irene TP'ales—one of the Ziegfcld Follies beau'
ties in the truly wonderful costume she wears as
Miss Trust in Blunderland, the opening scene
of this most gorgeous of New York revues

Betty Compsonstarted her career on the vaudeville stage,
and has recently joined the Paramount ranks. Her new
est picture, "The Bondo.d Woman'' will soon be released

a?

Frank Reicher, in"From Morn to Midnight," starts
in a bank and ends, after twenty-fourf rensind hours,
in a Salvation Army hall beating a penitent drum-



Without clearly knowing how it happened,
she found herself plumed poweHiilly out
of the seat, swathed in rubber folds, and
cdrried lightly through the wild swirl of air
and water. An inexplicable recklessness
swept her. She softened herself in his grasp

3
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Vo Trespassing
A Story of Youth and Hate and Love and Treasure Trove

By Samuel Hopkins Adams
Illustrated by George Giguere

If you were in love with a girl—But if your nerves
were on edge and you thought you hated her—And
that she despised you—And if chance gave you an
advantage over her—And if you could make a small
fortune bypressing that advantage—And you needed
themoney badly—Wouldyou do as Gilbert Hayden did ?

ONE asset and one L'ability inac
curately balanced the existence of
young Mr. Gilbert Hayden. The

asset was several square rods of New Jersey.
The liability was a Ruined Life. He had
acquired the asset as an offset to the lia
bility, on his physician's advice.

•'You buy a lot somewhere," said wise
old Dr. Weston, who had practiced for
thirty years in Morristown, to which young
Hayden had removed his personal wreck
age, "and build yourself a shack on it with
your own hands. By the time it's done
you'll have sweated her out of your system."

"Who said anything about a her?" de
manded the patient with the exasperation
of badly frazzled nerves.

"When a young fool of twenty-four can't
sleep o' nights and drops fifteen pounds
weight and loses his appetite for anything
heartier than bootleg whiskey, there's usu
ally the flutter of a skirt somewhere.
Wouldn't she marry you?"
. "No; she wouldn't," growled the youth.

"That's lucky," opined the brutal doctor,
"for both of you."

Young Mr. Hayden deemed it most
unlucky for himself and highly reprehen
sible on the part of Miss Zelda Trefayne,
then singing with marked success a minor
but piquant part in that Broadway triumph
"The Musical Mixup." Early in the pre
vious spring Zelda had picked him up,
dusted him off, and finding him an amusing
and attractive human toy, petted him quite
as much as was good for either of them. But
when he developed matrimonial ambitions
she, being a sensible and honest individual,
was surprised and disconcerted.

"Who, me?" said she. "What do you
want to do that for? You're only a kid,
and I'm twenty-seven if I'm a day. When
I marry, it'll be real cash. In fact, I'm
looking him over now. Forget it, honey."
In lieu of taking this sound advice, Gil
bert pampered his wounded egotism with so
profound a fit of the sulks that his private
and positive diagnosis of a broken heart
seemed in a fair way to be justified until he
fell into the hands of Dr. Weston. As a
prescription for what ailed him, the parcel
of the Northern Jersey Development Com
pany's plot did not appear to its purchaser
any too promising, though it certainly had
the merit of being far enough from Broad
way and all its lures. In order to reach it
from Morristown you took a trolley to South
Wankus, a car to Stupp's Corners, a walk
around the shoulder of Parker's Ridge, a
bridge across Bullrush Marsh, a slushy tramp
of half a mile, and there you were! The
company's seductive prospectus described it
as "in the heart of a growing section." So
it was. The growth was mainly burdock, It
appeared to young Mr. Hayden that it was
particularly thick and hardy on Lot i6 M,
to which he could now read his Htle clear.

He attacked the burdock with sustained
fury and terrific slaughter. Having cleared
the land he built him a tool-shed and pro
ceeded with grim determination to grade
his property. His hands blistered with toil.
His nose peeled with the sun. His temper
got worse and w-orse. He hated everj-thing
and everybody and particularly Dr. Weston.
But he began to get an occasional night's
sleep into the deep weariness of which troub
lous dreams of Zelda did not penetrate, and
to take no small pride, comfort, and satis
faction in having a broken heart to nurse.
In his scheme of creation, now loftily sad
dened rather than blackly embittered,
women no longer existed, except as vague
shadows. At least, so he told himself.
There was only the sweetly sorrowful
memory of Zelda Trefayne.

One day he began to whistle at his work
The very next afternoon trouble arrived.

She sat on a rocky mound, with back-
tilted head, delightedly breathing the spring.
She was a golden-brown creature, brown of
skin, brown of garb, ruddy brown of way
ward hair, with russet gleams and dreams in
her tawny eyes. Her hat, a small and impu
dent affair, teetered airily on a willow as if
it might burst into song at any moment.
Her slender body, bent forward to let her
hands join about her knees, seemed to pul
sate to the urgency of the warm, sweet earth.

Young Mr. Hayden interrupted his wwk
long enough to give lier one glance of savage
gloom. Nobody had a right to look as
happy as that in a calamitous world of
broken hearts. What was she doing on his
property, anj'^way? Should he ask her?
No; why bother? After all she was only
a casual member of that insignificant sex
which Jio longer meant anything in his
existence, and the wrong color besides.
Zelda was a pastel in blue-and-gray. He
returned to his shoveling.

Fifteen minutes passed. The trespasser
said:

"Don't you ever stop to rest?"
The toiler said, "No."
That ended that. Ten minutes more

passed. The girl said:
"I wish you'd teU me what you're doing."
"Grading this lot."
"Yes; but why?"
"To build a bungalow on."
The deeper hues turned golden in her

eyes as she opened them very wde; she
began to chuckle. "That's funny," she
remarked. "That's very fumiy. You
don't really know how funny it is. Have
you been at it long?"

"A week."
"It's odd I haven't seen you. I come

nearly every afternoon."
"I work in the mornings."
"You're grading it beautifully for a lay

out," she continued persuasively. For some
mysterious reason this seemed to afford her

further amusement. "You must have been
working very hard."

"I haven't had any interruptions," he
pointed out, "up to now."

"Oh!" said the bro\vn girl. Then,
dolorously, "I believe you're getting tired
of having me around." She rose, captured
her hat, set it in place at a disturbing angle,
and strolled a few paces away to the side
of the mound where she seemed to be alter
nately examining a sign-board and con
sulting a document which she had taken
from her pocket. When she returned she
was undergoing some sort of inner struggle
which ended in her complete surrender to
amusement.

Now when one's eyes are full of sweat, and
one's nose is peeling from the sun, and one's
back muscles achc in chorus, and one's
palms are a series of blisters, to have a casual
girl stand on i mound overlooking one's
sufferings and laugh consumedly at them is
a trial to any temper; nor does it make
matters any better if the laugher is pretty
at any time and quite distracting when
mirth possesses her face. Worse, in fact,
(Not that it made any difference in Gilbert's
blighted life how pretty she was!)

He dropped his shovel, stood up straight
and glared the best glare he had in stock.
It worked. The girl sobered down.

"Good-bye," she said quite pleadingly.
But there was a suspicious twinkle some
where back of the apparent meekness.

"Good-bye," he barked.
"Come again?" she insinuated. As this

elicited no response she added: "I was
thinking of coming back tomorrow. Yes?
No? Oh, well; just as you say."

On the morrow she w^as there. The indig
nant delver was not. Something else was,
a sign-board planted conspicuously on the
very spot where she had been sitting. It
was freshly lettered and obviously of home
manufacture.

NO TRESPASSING

it announced to all and sundry. The girl,
regarding it with a kindling eye chose to
take a more personal application than was
necessarily implied.

"Just for liat," said she, and left the
conclusion of the threat to the unborn
future.

II

'^HE door of the oflice slammed. Doors
always slammed behind Nancy Nellis,

as if imbued by her mere touch with some of
her blithe and irresponsible young vigor.
She darted over to Dr. Weston, planted a
kiss on his left eyebrow, performed a series
of dance steps, and landed with a flying-
squirrel effect in the biggest chair.

"Behave yourself." protested the doctor.
"Don't you know you're an invalid?"

"Do I look it? I feel about five vcars



old. When are you going to buy me a
trowel and rake? I want to grub in my new
property."

"Wait a week. Did you see my other
patient?"

"That violet-eyed grouch! He's awful.
No boy has any right to eyes like that with
long, curly lashes to make 'em worse.
Girly stuff."

" He can't help his eyes. He came by 'em
honestly; I used to know his mother, years
ago."

"Oh, did you!" Hiss Nellis's own eyes
regarded him M-ith suspicion. "So that's it.
I wondered why the special interest in him.
Telling me to be nice and friendly with my
neighbor on the Development. Well, it
was all wasted. He's about as friendly as a
rattlesnake."

The physician chuckled. "I told you
his nerves were a little on edge."

"You told nie he needed a gentle stimulus.
As a gentle stimulus to violet-eyed nerve-
wrecks I thought I might do. But I don't."

"All that I hoped of you," said the doctor
with apparent innocence, "was that you
might give him a renewed interest in life by
making love to him a little."

"Me? I don't make love to men," said
Miss Nellis primly. " Sometimes they make
love to me," she added less primly.

"No! Do they?" marveled Dr. Weston.
"I wonder why. I don't suppose Gilbert
would, though."

"Let me inform you, Cousin Chester
Weston, that that sweet little pet of yours
is my slave this minute and he's going to
keep on being more so until I get good
and ready to release him."

"Thinic so?" answered the other. "You
like him that much already?"

"I think he's a smush," said the girl
disgustedly. "That curly-locks type make
me sick. They're always being spoiled by
fool girls, and it takes a girl who isn't a fool
to show them where they get off. I thought,"
she added calmly, "that as long as you're
going to bore me to a pulp with your silly
open-air treatment, I mi<;jht be the little
missionary and incidentally get some fun
out of it with your soft young friend."

"He won't be so soft," asserted Dr.
Weston grimly, "after a few more weeks of
work on his lot."

The girl began to chuckle very much as
she had chuckled at Gilbert Hayden's
toilful agony. "He hasn't been working on
his lot."

"The devil he hasn't!" Dr. Weston's
words snapped. "Don't tell me the young
slacker has been shirking."

"Not that, either. It's too good to keep.
Promise you won't tell? Solemn, silent,
strike-you-dead oath?"

The physician crossed his hands on his
chcst and closed his eyes solemnly.

"All right. He's working on my lot."
"Ko//r lot? What the "
"Grading it, and getting all the mean

little stones out, and fixing it so neat and
pretty for my garden. Only, he thinks it's
for his bungalow."

"How does he get that way? Has his
brain gone wrong?"

"Some mix-up over the numbering of the
parcels, I suppose. He's i6 M and I'm i6 N
and he got the wrong location; that's all."

"But surely he'll identify the signs sooner
or later."

"He might," agreed the girl placidly, "if I
hadn't changed 'em on him. That was after he
put up his hateful 'No Trespassing' boanl."

"Then you're not going to tell him?"
"Of course I meant to at first, until he

was .so snippy. Now I'm going to keep him
stringing along ju.st to leach him a lesson.

To the lone and
alarmed spectator
it seemed that some
one might well he
hilled or seriously
damaged, but that
the victim was more
likely to be f/iP son
of toil than the son
of ease

He can work himself to death for all I care
Nem7 - Miss

"On thi ^ '̂̂ P'̂ ^ence, this kind."On the practical side, it's grand: you
But wh' StM for nothing

come in?"

stand ni K
'"-TK boundary and laugh at him."
ac ^ sohtary sort of pastime."

had?f some one with me,hadn t I? Some of my suitors from town.
1hey re always lolling around Uncle's place
until I don t know what to do \rith them,
i ii run em over in the car and show 'em
the slave toiUng and say 'Isn't he funny?
Hesallmme.'"

Don't let him hear you," advised the
doctor withan unprofessional grin. "These
emotional neurotics are likely to have
flashes of violence."

.' l^ooh!" said Miss Nancy Nellis. "White
mice."
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ensuing fort-
" night Mr. Gilbert Hay-

den led the life of a side-show.
The brown girl was exhib
itor and ballyhoo. Over a
couple of corrugated rut&
which the Development

Company flatteringly termed a new road,
she drove her runabout on almost daily
tours of exhibition and exposition whereof
he was the un^\illing but helpless subject.
Whoever her companion chanced to be—
and he was usually young, male, and good-
looking—the effect was the same, inextin
guishable hilarity. It was perfectly evident
to young Mr. Hayden that he was getting
funnier and funnier all the time. He went
grimly on working.

As his muscles suppled and his hands
hardened the job bccame more endurable;
even his broken heart, of which he was
obliged to remind himself occasionally,
appeared to be participating in the general
improvement. Bad days follow good days,
however, in this streaky life of ours: there
came a heavy, moist, tepid May morning
when ail ambition oozed out of the Hayden
souJ. The mound of sleazy, fljiky rock which
he had begun to raise, took on the discourag-
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ing proportions and stability of Gibraltar.
What was the good of it all, anj'way? What
was the use of life? Dead, drab monotony.
Nothing to do but work. No companionship
but the birds. Curse that doctor! He would
almost have welcomed the brown girl with
her teasing laughter, as a break in the drear
stillness of the day. He hurled a rock at the
No Trespassing sign, and as he turned again
caught sight of the little car approaching.
The bro^vn girl was alone this time. Per
haps she'd speak to him, in which event he
woujd be polite, but not too eager. Perhaps
she'd only laugh at him. The car stopped.
The brown girl got out. Did she hesitate
and glance at him? At any rate, she didn't
laugh. That was something. ... No; she
was walking aimlessly across the landscape
awayfromhim. Oh, well! He swung his pick.
The rock slithered down around his feet.

Whence had the storm come? A puff of
hot wind, a rush of cold air,"a high, sustained
roar overhead as if spring itself had turned
Berserker, and the solid column of the rain
came charging across the flat. He saw the
brown girl running lightly ahead of it, sur
mount a fence, leap a ditch, gain the road
and reach her car in a gallant sprint, just
as the first drops overtook her. Meantime
he had taken refuge in his tool-house.
Something seemed to be wrong with her car;.

the engine wouldn't start. Through his
half open door he could see her desperately
manipulating the levers. She jumped out
and undertook to lift the hood, but the
savageryof the rain beat her back to shelter.
The roadway became a yellow smear, peri
lous to any wheel. He hoped that she would
not start now; debated as to whether he
should invite her into the shack and was still
in doubt when the whir of the conquered
engine was borne down-wind to him. The
runabout moved, gathered headway, seemed
to drift to leeward as a tremendous burst of
wind struck it, and slithered to the ditch's
edge where it precariously hung at a
threatening angle.

Catching up a rubber poncho Gilbert
dashed to the rescue. He jerked open the
door. The brown girl was huddled back in the
corner. Little sprays of water filled the air.

"Come out," invited Gilbert, brandishing
his poncho.

"I don't want to," she retorted.
" You're not safe here," he urged. '' You'll

tip over any minute. Come along to the
shack."

"I won't."
"What's the matter with the girl!" he

cried in despair.
"I j-j-ju5t don't want to go on forbidden

properly."
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"There! You're shivering. Don't be
such an idiot."

Suddenly she leaned forward. "I'll come,
if—if—"

"WeU? If ?"
"If you'll take down that horrid sign."
"What? Now? Dig it out in all this

storm?" yelled the outraged rescuer.
"If you want to get me into your shack,"

she returned obstinately.
Without clearly knoA\'inghow it happened

she found herself plucked powerfully out of
the seat, swathed in rubber folds, and car
ried lightly through the wild swirl of air and
water. An inexplicable recklessness swept
her. She softened herself in his grasp. Her
head drooped lower and lower until, as he
felt the sudden sweet warmth of a wet
check pressed to his own, he staggered and
almost dropped her in the very doorway.
Accidental, of course, and meaning nothing
to him, anyway, mere wTeck of disillusion
ment that he was! Yet her eyes seemed to
have taken on an inexplicable luster in the
dimness and her voice awoke strange echoes
within him as she said softly:

"Tomorrow, then. Will you dig it up
tomorrow? "

"What? The sign? I certainly will." He
was surprised at the conviction in his tone.

She chuckled. Not as she had chuckled
at him that first day, but a low, rippling,
contented, mothering sort of sound. "Honor
bright-and-bound? " she demanded.

"Honor bright-and-bound," he repeated
the unfamiliar oath.

"That's all right then. Let's see," she
mused. "You don't like girls, do you?"

Thus recalled to his wrongs he answered
gloomily: "No. Though I don't know
where you get it."

"It didn't take so much guessing. Well,
today we're just pals together. I'm a
fellow workman. I'll tell you all about
it."

Which she did to the effect that, not
having recuperated properly from a ton-
silitis operation she had been sent to her
uncle's country place a mile distant; had
persuaded him to buy her a plot of ground
of her own to play with, and was awaiting
Dr. Weston's permission to get busy on it.
She intended, she explained, to be a land
scape gardener. Wouldn't he give her a job
on his place? (With a threatening attack of
the chuckles again, the original kind) . . .
Maybe he would, if he coidd afford it. . . .
Oh, well; she wouldn't be dear. Not to
him, anyway. What did he do, anyway,
besides shovel dirt like a human steam-
scoop? . . . Half of every day he was a
designer; new advertising ideas and thr.t
sort of ^ing, out of which he would some
day derive vast wealth and glory, though
at present tlie debtor imiverse was holding
out on him. . . . Yes; but "iv/iy (this two
hours later) hadn't he called her attention
to the fact that the storm was all over and
the sun shining? . . . To tell the trutl^, he
hadn't noticed it hunself. Did she really
have to go? Sosoon? When was she coming
back? . . . Perhaps tomorrow. Perhaps
the day after. But—she felt that she ought
to warn him—she'd probably be a girl again
by then and not just a goocl fellow. Would
he mind? . . . Recalling with a sort of
scandalized inner panic (for what about his
irreparable broken heart?) that momentary
soft warmth against his cheek, he realized
that he wouldn't in the least mind and said
so with a fervor that brought a curious smile
to her face.

"I wish you'd tell me one thing, though,"
he said appealingly as he put her in the car.

She had the grace to blush a little. "The
{Continued on page 6s)
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Miss Mary K. Browne,former
national champion, runner-
up to Mrs. Mallory in the 1921
TFomcn's National Singles
Championships,andforyears
ranked among the first ten

Mrs. Molla Djur-
stedt Mallory, the
National Woman
Tennis Champion,
whose recent trip
to England to
play Mile. Lenglen
resulted in defeat

WHEN aperson raises the point of
temperament concerning a woman
athlete—and of all questions that

come up relative to this highly interesting
subject that of competitive mentality seems
most interesting to qualified observers of
the major sports^—the mind of the writer
turns to two incidents that were extremely
impressive at the time, and have ever since
lingered graphically in memory.

The first was at the West Side Tennis
Club, at Forest Hills, L. I., last summer,
•when Suzanne Lenglen, the world's champion
tennis player of her sex, withdrew in the
second set of her match against Molla
Bjursted Mallory, There was tempera
ment for you, temperament nourished and
fostered by the adulation of a Parisian public
who have seen in the girl not so much a
distinguished exponent of a great game as
a militant apostle of Gallic prestige, a symbol
and a sanction for the pride of her race.

Mile. Lenglen may be set down merely
as a yoxmg woman who, for various reasons,
has lost a sense of perspective. Happily,
it may be stated that sex was not involved at
all. This is put forth the more confidently,
inasmuch as in this era of {jhenomenal devel
opment of the woman in competitivesport the
Lenglen incident stands alone. Her reccnt de
feat of Mrs. Mallory at Wimbledon has done
much to make clear her status as a piaver.

For contrast the mind tunis to a great
golf course \vhere Dorothy Camj^bell Hurd
and Mrs. Gibson are playing for final honors
in an important chimipionship match.
They came to tJie seventeenth tee with Mrs.
Hurd one up after a struggle that had been
bitterly contested every foot of the way,
a contest where polite smiles and other man
ifestations of a mere friendly game of golf
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Miss Marian JJol-
lins, all around
sportswoman, and
present holder
of the Women's
National Amateur
Golf Championship

Miss Aileen Riggin,
one of the best divers
in America. Miss Rig-
gin, at the age offour
teen, won the world's
fancy dining title in
the Antwerp Olympics

Women in Sports
By Lawrence Perry

were lacking, where aU was grim, intense
concentration. '

Mrs. Hurd sliced her drive into the woods
^om that seventeenth tee, and two or three
SSid WhS I

K j , j • discovered it lay firmJvembedded maIjees' nest, wedged in amon^
the trP ^ Standing there amoni
Hurd smiled, and shook her head. Then
seizing a stick she lifted the ball neatly out

not m f 1 dropped badly, didnot, m fact, clear the woods. The lie of

Again Mrs. Kurd smiled. Taking her
stick m the left hand, her right arm around
a tree trunk for support, she deftly extri-
cated.the ball, but was unable to hit it in
tiie direction of the green. The lie now
however, was of a sort that gave her ade
quate opportunity not only to hit the ball
but by_ a brilliant shot to discount past
difficulties. Brilliant is precisely the word
wherewith to describe Mrs. Hurd's fourth
shot. The ball, as though it had eyes,
wmged Its way to the green, and stopped
withm four feet of the pin. She holed out

"i-i match in 83 (41-42)while her opponent w-ent around in 86
(40-46).

It is worth while considering these scores
xn contrast with those made in a match
played twenty-seven >'cars ago among the

leading women players at Meadow Brook.
Mrs. Brown, of Shinnecock, was the winner,
covering the eighteen holes in 132 strokes.
Miss Sargent, of Essex, finished second with
134, and the scores of the other dozen or so
contestants ran as high as 173. That win
ning score of Mrs. Brown's for the year
i8gs was beaten by at least ninety women
in the first round of the Women's Eastern
Golf Association Championship on the
links of the Westchcstcr-Biltmore Club this
year, where Miss Glenna Collett and Miss
Elizabeth Hardin tied at 81.

A reduction of fifty-one points in the play
of women tournament golfers in twenty-odd
years causes one to speculate what another
decade will see. There are some golfing
experts who believe that with increase in
power and in aggressiveness women players
will bridge the five strokes that now sep
arate the best women players from their
rivals of_ the opposite sex. Of all sports
played with a ball, it is in golf that woman,
in point of skill, dexterity and resourceful
ness has come closest to her brothers.

A S THE casestands now Francis Ouimet,
Chick Evans, and a few other of our

top-hole men players could give Miss Glenna
Collett or Miss Alexa Stirling about five
stTokes in eighteen holes, and have more
than average prospects of winning. Among
average players, a woman ranges from 95
to no, a man from 90 to 100.
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Mrs. Beamish, the Eng
lish tennis player ivho
has figured in the news
as one ofMrs. Mallory's
most dangerous oppo
nents, having rnore
than once defeated the
American champion

Miss Alexa Stirling,
dethroned as National
CoifChampion by Miss
Hollins last year, con
sidered by many ex
perts to be the best
all around woman
golfer this country
has so far produced

How Close Will They Come to Equaling
the Performances of Men?

In tennis the race is not so close. A ma.n
such as Tilden, geared to his best effort,
and in perfect playing form, should be able
to start at love-thirty and defeat the highest
ranking women. In fact, Tilden did just
that last summer in a private match in
Europe,Suzanne Lenglen beinghisopponent.

Comparatively speaking, aggressiveness
is the quality oftenest found lacking in
women on the golf course and the tennis
court. Those who delve deeply into sport
ing psychology say that this is because of
the accummulate<l ages in which aggressive
ness of the competitive sort was not a qual
ity either encouraged in women or devel
oped through their habits and pursuits.

Where women do markedly excel in all
their sports over the average man is in the
matter of patience. Any man, however
expert a golfer, in the position in the woods
in which Mrs. Hurd found herself would, hi
all probability, have sworn to himself, if not
aloud, and have pickedup his bail.

Of all women athletes Glenna Collett
probably leads in point of aggressive play.
She crashes at her game with most un-
maidenly vigor. Yet Alexa Stirling excels
with her irons, wherein the clement of pa
tience is likely to be more valuable. The
best of the women golfers are powerful.
You will hardly find a great woman golfer
whose legs are not big and strong,, not to
say columnar. Frail physique reacts to
vastly better advantage on the tennis court.

In point of continued abilit>' there is no
reason to suppose that the excellent woman
plaver wOl not find her game endurmg over
a period of time not less than that of the
man. Mrs. Caleb Fox, the great Phila
delphia golfer, o^^^ns to sixty-three, while
Mrs. Ronald H. Barlow, also of Philadel
phia has a son who was in the latewar.

Does the "competitive expression" be
come a woman? Probably not. The
uiid drang of contest hardens and sharpens
the eyes and, whisper it, tends to harden
the face as well. The male face that has
a fighting look isadmired, asit isadmirable.
The woman whose face has been drawn
through the physical effort and mental
turmoil of conflict on the field of sport loses
a certain softnessof lineament that admirers
of the sex time out of mind have exalted
in song, poem and tale—albeit their skins
are singularly clear.

WALTER MACE, the Yale trainer, who
had charge of the physical condition

of the 1921 American Davis CupTeam, says
that as a result of years of observation, he
does not recommend tournament tennis to a
girl who would like toshine inabeauty show.
The strain of competition shows all loo
clearly. Perhaps with competitive athletics
for women increasing and expanding as at
the present time, standards of pulchritude
for the fair sex will by natural processes be
emended, and the violet, the rose, the lily
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Miss Helen Wainwright, holder
of the National Junior 440-yard
championship and other titles
and one of our fastest feminine
swimmers irrespective of age

Miss Clenna CoUett, popularly
regarded as a future national
champion, tvinner of this year's
North and South and other tour
naments and rated, with Miss
Ilollins and Miss Stirling, as one
of our three best women golfers

and other symbols of beauty in women will
give place to hardier and more rugged
flowers hereinafter to be selected.

That athletics need not, as some fear,
injure our American domesticity, is glow
ingly exemplified by the home life of our
most distinguished exponent of lawn tennis,
Mrs. Molla Mallory, who never lets sport
obtrude upon her housekeeping, and whose
qualities as a home-maker are no less ex
alted than her athletic prowess When
she returned from her 1921 European trip,
in which she was defeated by Mile. Lenglen
for world's honors, she smilingly acknowl
edged some jocular reference to her defeat
by a member of her family, and calmly
resumed her housewifely duties. She did
not play in the indoor tennis tourneys last
winter because she was "too busy at
home."

May SUTTON BU^^DY, who was our
first tennis star fifteen years ago—a

pioneer American expert upon international
fields—came East from her California home
last year and played in various touraa-
ments, including tie women's charnpion-
ships. She is the mother of several children.

So far as health is concerned tennis and
golf may be recommended for women with
out reservation. So may riding and swim
ming, both of which divisions of sport have
proved highly beneficial.

In swimming and riding, as in golf,
women may be judged practically by the
same standards that are applied to men.
Indeed, in showing a horse in the riding
ring a woman usually shines to advantage
over her masculine rivals since she makes
a beautiful picture. In no epoch has riding

{Continued on page 54)
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Free Air—Or Nearly Free
Some Outdoor Books That Give It to You

By C. W. F.

spent six weeks in Plymouth Harbor, which
he called St. John's Harbor, and sailed
home witha fine cargo ofsassafras. Cham-
plain also explored Plymouth Harbor, and
so did the Dutch before the Pilgrims ever
turned then: faces towards these shores.

In 1614, our good old friend Captain
John Smith, on a trip north, called theCape

God of the Open Air
thy dwelling fair

Withflowers below, above withstarry lights
And set thine altars everywhere,—

On mountain heights,'
In woodlands dim with many a dream,
. , valleys bright with springs,on the curving capes of every stream:
Ihou who has taken to thyself the wings

Of morning, to abide
Upon the secret places of the sea,

^ islands, where the tideVisits the beauty of untrodden shores,
Waitmg for worshippers to come to thee

In thy great out-of-doors!
1o thee I turn, to thee I make my prayer,

God of the open air.
—From "Songs Out ofBoon," by Henry Van Dyke

^ I ^HIS is the season to be oflF, tramping
• I the road—learning the ways of the

A sea—^riding across moimtains in a
low saddle—camping in the desert!

That's all very well, as an opening remark,
isn't it, but what about the impoitant mat
ter of the well-stocked purse? No one can
get very far without that—least of all the
fellow who needs the "air" most!

And just here the great institution of book-
writing comes in strongly. Like a shelf in a
drugstore, all full of splendid tonics, invig-
orators and app«tite-provokers, along come
a row (about this time every year) of books
designed to send the worthy reader off into
the open, or, if that is not within the pos
sibilities, to give him a change of air, a keen
appetite for real things, and a feeling of
having the four winds of heaven blow upon
him.

Free air! Well, not absolidely free. But
for a few dollars, say, you can go off on
some of the most completely satisfying
fishing trips that could ever happen—with
a great angler, a man with an eye for beauty
and a sense of hvimor that is an excellent -
thing in even a fisherman. For about the
same amount you can get clean of the
crowde'd cities and find yourself on a decent
horse in some romantic corner of a Cali-
fornian desert, where there is not much
danger these days, and yet, just enough left
for the camper to sleep with "both ears h's-
tening." For a trifle more than the Western
trip, a man or woman may come from the
ends of the world and, through a mere book,
learn to know Cape Cod as few people have
ever known that strange, historic headland
of New England. Then, for almost a song,
away we go for long walks with a gorgeous
collie, taste a bit of farming life or dash
quickly "down East" to Gloucester Town
and ship on some staunch fishing schooner
sailing for the Grand Banks with a crew of
"regular fellows" aboard. If that isn't
"free air" of the best American brand, we
want to know about it. And these books
really give it to you! That's what we are so
enthusiastic about this month.

"Cape Cod and the Old Colony"
A Book by Albert Perry Brigham

Line up, please! The history fan—the
sharp on geography—the outdoor and
travel fiend—and just the plain "party who
likes to read." This book was made for you,
though it may seem a foolish thing to some
that one author should try to please so
many people.

Cape Cod is to America what Brittany is
to France and what Cornwall is to England.
Not to be familiar with it is to be a poor
American—to miss the splendid drama of
our early history—to have but little idea
how some of our national traditions came
to be traditions.

We approached the book with a vague
feeling that the Pilgrims were the first white
men to explore Cape Cod. But no! Twenty
years before the Leyden Pilgrims pushed
into Provincetown Harbor, there came one
Bartholomew Gosnold, navigator and ad
venturer, who gave the name of "Cape
Cod " to the land that enclosed that haven.

In 1603, Martin Pring, an English mer
chant wandering carelessly around the world,

Cape James" after his king, and gave to
the whole surrounding country the title of

N^ew England." Thus are some of our
^ c^ual historical facts upset.Then again, thebook pleasantly jolts us,

as, for instance, when the author says, "At
Provmcetown, the passengers of the May-
fl^er landed At Plymouth, a month later
they settled."

The whole wind-swept sandy arm of
Massachusetts is teemmg with American
history. Towns date back to 1637—streets
still keep their original names—the sea and
the sand-dunes, and the fogs and the winds
seem^ still to hold mysteriously the story of
man's struggle to gain a foothold in a new
country. So much for the historian, and
Professor Brigham has -covered his subject
absolutely. For the mind with a scientific
bend (or is it bent?) there is the glacial
formation of Cape Cod. Then the forests—
the cranberries—the apple trees—the flower-
starred moors—these give a sweet smell to
the book, and tellusmuch ofhow the people
lived and still live.

The sacred cod swims through several
pages, and there's the story of the old
whalers, the life-saving stations, and the
Portugee! In turn we get them, together
with a word about the modem art colony.

But the thmg that strikes us most is a
sudden feelmg of Yankee kinship which is
ours with the Cape's leagues of surf, the
endless wilderness of dune, forest and lake,
the unsullied purity of the air.

The mere reading of the book is worth a
dozen stupid week-ends inland.

The Van Dyke Cousins
It is hard to know just which one we

should speak of first. There are many
reasons for putting Dr. Henry Van Dyke
at the very beginning. Perhaps because we,
as a mass, know him better, have loved him
longer—and other nice things like that. His

contribution to the "free air" of this de
partment is, however, such a little book that
it should come at the very end, like a green-
colored period. But so long as we have
said this much, let us finish the matter up.

His book "Songs Out of Doors" is just
the right size to put in a pocket, a motor
tea-basket, or the saddle-bags of a real free-
airman. Some of the songs in this tiny
volume we have read before, but it is a poor
poem that can't be looked in the eye more
than once.

Here, in high verse, are things said that
will appeal to tliose who love the fields and
streams, the trees and the birds. Two of
these poems were wTitten while Dr. Van
Dyke was an undergraduate at Princeton—
fifty years ago. But, between us, if the
Doctor hadn't vainly stuck the old dates at
the end of each you never would have
guessed it. They certainly don't look a day
over •

And then there's'the other Van Dyke—
Professor John C. Van Dyke, who writes
such interesting and human books on
paintings and the great galleries of the
world—he's improved our minds a lot!

In "The Open Spaces" he talks of real
paintings in the great galleries of nature.
Canvases big as states—blots of color wide
as deserts and shadows made by mountain
ranges.

It is a big-hearted book for any one who
wants to know how it feels to get out in the
open spaces alone. The book is in fourteen
fine experiences with nature. Among them:

Sleeping out—"when there is a full moon
you occasionally get strings of ducks or
brant in sUhouette as they cross the moon's
disk, reminding you perhaps of some
Japanese print. ..."

Riding the ranges—"a cowboy riding to a
finish four horses a day would frequently go
eighty or a hundred miles. ..." "I ran
after them and saw the second wildest scene
of my life—mad cattle swimming a swollen
river at night, with flashes of lightning and
peals of thimder as accompaniment."

Desert days—"They who lived along its
edges were full of strange tales about it—
tales of its perils, of water-holes poisoned
with copper and salt, of weird mirages and
lost trails. . . . To explain one's being
on the desert just for the love of the open
spaces of earth and sky was to them no ex
planation at all."

Trailing in moccasins—"All animals have
the habit of watching the eye of the enemy,
whatever that enemy may be. It is proba
bly a universal habit that will apply to man
as well as beast or bird."

Mountain-forest trails—". . . trees in the
California groves at least four thousand
years old.... One never comes to know the
redwoods until he sleeps under them."

And so it goes—^just one thing after an
other, making you pull at your anchors
"until it hurts."

"His Dog''
By the Dog's novelist, Albert Payson Terhune

We cannot aL have the sea and the Sierras
and the Mohave Desert to fill our lungs with
free air, but there's mostly always a road

{Continued on page 5?)
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The King of Beasts

1

By Courtney Ryley Cooper
Illustrated by Herman Palmer

>

As the big, friendly bulldog came withm range, a foreleg
lashed out in angry sivcepingfashion, the claws driving
vicious circles through Vieair as they strove to strike ftesn

"MIERE is mockcry even in the life of
a jungle animal. Crook was, by
consent of natural history, a king of

beasts. But by nature, by breeding and by
the characteristics handed down to him by
a murderer father and an ill-mated mother,
he was something far different. His brain
was that of a traitor, of an ingrate and of
a skulking renegade; his whole make-up that
of the incorrigible and the trickster. But
the books called him a king of beasts; even
in cubhood his heavy head, the beginning of
a thick scruff about his neck, indicative of
a luxuriant mane to come; the thin haunches
and a clumsy ponderousness about the
shoulders, gave indication that in looks, at
least, he would be a magnificent specimen
of the Black Nubiaji—and Major Worthing-
ton of the Great Consolidated had hopes
that the inner nature might be made to
conform with the handsome exterior.

For in a circus, nothing is lost until all
is lost; the land of the white-tops is a de
termined place' where obstacles are only
deemed such after they have been found to
be insurmountable. So the earlier daj's of
Crook's existence were ones of constant
watchfulness on the part of Major Worth-
ington and of his daughter. For fair-
haired, bright-featured little Louise VVorth-
ington had found the wa}' niore than once to
bring a bad animal "out of it."

"I was just wondering," she said one day
when Crook was about four months old,
and she and her father stood before the close
woven screen of his cage, "if we could do
anything with him through Gyp. He's so
good natured and playful, you know."

"Might try it," came the answer of her
father. "Certainly, we've got to do some
thing."

"What does Ned say?"
"Rather thinks we'll never get it out of

him—right in his blood—a bred and born
criminal, and he can't ever be anything else.
That's the way he figures it."

"Ned knows animals, Father—better
than either one of us. Still, I'd like to try
Gyp "

"Well, I don't see any harm in it." Then,
as a young, clean-featured man, still in his
uniform of the performing arena, approached
from the big top connection—" Wainright!"

"Coming up!" The young man hurried

forward, smiled at Louise, then turned to
ward the older man. "What's doing, Major?

"Just looking at this lion cub. Think
there's a chance of doing anything with
him?" ,, , j

Ned Wainright shook his head and laioghed
boyishly. , . .

"Afraid not. Never saw a cub just like
him. Killed his brother a week ago—but
I guess you know about that. I tried to get
them apart and he scratched and bit like
a wildcat. Just plain bad, I guess. Usually
a cub at his age is as pla.vful as a kitten—
but not this one. He's got the murder in
stinct bred in him."

"Going to make a fine lion, though."
"In looks, yes."
"In every other way too—if we could

find some means of curing him of this
cussedness. Louise has an idea of putting
him in a cage with Gyp. Wight teach him
to play that waj*."

N%1 Wainright became studious.
"There's a lot in that. If we couJd start

the play spirit in him, there might be
a chance. But now "

Then the three were silent, looking
through the wire nettingat the ball of

fur hunched far back in a corner, his yellow
eyes gleaming maliciously, his sniall claws
extended, the loose skin of his lips drawn
tight to reveal the sharp rows of saber-like
teeth. Crook—so Ned Wainright, anunal
trainer of Major Worthington's circus, had
cfied him, within a week afterhe had been
born. Crook—the cognomen of an outlaw,
and to the three persons who now watched
him he seemed to deserve the name. At
last, Louise spoke:

"I've wondered whether there could be
any disease or malformation that could
cause him to act this way?"

But Wainright shook his head.
"Not unless it's something the veter-

inaries don't know anything about. I've
had him examined, and looked him over my-
sclf—his teeth, his claws; even dragged him
around to see if tliere was any rheumatism
in him but I can't find anythmg wong.
Digestion's aU right, lungs aregood; heart's
normal. Looks to me like it was all in his
brain, where it won't come out. He's just
a vicious cat and

25

But Louise had turned, and had called to
a giant, bench-legged bulldog, which had
just scrambled beneath the sidewalHng of
the menagerie tent and now was reconnoiter-
ing for a soft spot in the loose hay beneath
the hippopotamus den. But at the com
mand, he turned, and trotting awkwardl\',
came forward, to nuzzle the outstretched
hand of the girl. She petted him, patting
his heavy head and the great muscles of
his shoulders, then knelt, to talk to him.

"Think you'd like to live with a lion.
Gyp?" she asked. The big white dog
wagged his tail—and Louise laughed.
"Acts just as though he knew what I was
talking about."

Wainright nodded—toward the feline's
cage.

"So does the cat there- Crook was
hissing now, his hair standing along the
ridge of its back, his yellow eyes fastened
on the dog—"there'll be a fight the minute
we put them together. Hope Gyp has
enough sense not to kill the thing."

"Oh, he'll know, I'm sure."
"Hope so—" then to Major Worth-

ington—"whenever you're ready. Boss."
The show owmer turned and surveyed the

menagerie.
"Guess any time's all right. We'll shift

that Beauty lion into that short cage; that'll
leave Number 63 unoccupied. We can put
'em in there."

With the result that a half hour later,
Crook, hissing and clawing, was prodded
from the close-netted shifting den in which
he had been confined, hito the larger quar
ters of a full cage. As usual, he sought
a corner, to j'owl and spit at the three per
sons who watched him, then suddenly,
squatted, frightened, yet maliciously defiant,
he watched the door open to admit the wliite,
thick-headed form of the big bulldog.

For amoment, there was only appraisal,
the lion cub eyeing the intruder with

furtive, venomous glances, meanwhile seek
ing to pull himself fartlier back into the
corner. He hissed, then was silent, content
ing himself with watching the every move
ment of the dog, which as yet had not ad
vanced from the doorway.

In fact. Gyp seemed to be taking stock of
his surroundings. The ammonia odor cf
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cat beasts was strong about him, and he
sniffed curiously, the scruff of his back rising
for a moment with the instinctive hatred
of the canine for the feline; only to fall as
suddenly at the sound of a voice from with
out:

"Gj^! G)^! Stop that! YouVe got to
be friends! Understand that—^now go
make up with him!"

It was a command of the show lot, is
sued many times by the girl as the dog,
overenthusiastic to protect her as they
made their way to the cars at night, often
threatened and growled at some good friend.
More, it was a command which he readily
recognized, and he wagged his tail, starting
forward somewhat xmcertainly, then stop
ping to stare toward the girl in wondering
fashion. She only urged him on.

"That's right," came her call, "go on.
" YouVe got to be pals you know."

A GAIN the dog wagged his tail, and
barked, in short, protesting fashion—

agreeing with her, it seemed, yet reluctant
to obey the command. The girl stamped
her foot, and again called to him. This time
he obeyed his mistress, and started amiably
forward, toward the thing in the comer ^

A hissing, yowling thing which recognized
neither mistress nor master, command nor
apped. Crook, the inbred, waiting there,
his tiny, yet sharp claws ready for action,
his teeth bared, the skin now pulled down
in protecting fashion over his eyes until
they were mere slits in his roimded head.
His muscles padded—then as the big,
friendly bulldog came within range, a fore
leg lashed out in angry, sweeping fashion,
the claws driving vicious circles through the
air as they strove to strike flesh—and failed.

For the do^ had avoided the blow with
an agility wmch belied his size—^and now
was half crouched, his tail still wagging,
a few feet from the angered cub. He
barked—but out in front of the cage, the
girl made no protest; it was more the bark
of an amused thing, toying with something
he knew he must not harm, yet whiA baf
fled him for the moment—there was a note
of surprise in his call, a breaking yelp of
wonderment; yet nothing of the fierceness
which could be his upon demand, no hint
of attack or of enmity. The cat hissed
again and waited for the hated, white thing
to come nearer. But Gyp only remained
spraddled on his front legs, his head cocked
^ghtly, still barking. A sense of superior
ity crept into the malicious heart of Crook.
His fur raised, his claws peeping from behind
their hiding places in readiness for instant
action, he took a creeping step forward.
The dog did not move. Again the cat-
beast went nearer—^but still the dog waited
spraddled, his big mouth open, the tongue
hanging over his long teeth. Again—
again—then the leap!

And with it, the dog sprang also, to growl,
in half-earnest fashion, to evade the swift
striking daws, and then, like some over-
heavy pugilist suddenly endowed with the
speed of a lightweight, to strike the cat far
to one side with a big paw, timibling it off
balance and then, before it could regain its
poise, to seize it by the neck, strongly yet
gently, to shake it in almost playful fashion,
and finally, with a sudden, whirh'ng motion,
to throw it far from him, to the sideboards
of the cage, where it struck, rolled, then
lay, hissing, and yowling, but not moving
again to the attack. Outside the cage,
a laugh sounded, that of the girl.

"Well, there's one thing certain," came
at last, "that cub's found something he
can't bulldoze!"

"It was a good start," Ned Wainright

was talking as he moved closer to the bars.
' Looks like we might be able to do some-
t^g through that dog. Better not leave
them together too long at the start—might
bebest to work it upgradually. This way,
Crookll onlysulk. Best to let him find out
for sure that he's not the demon he thinlfg
he IS. We'll take Gyp out now, and try
It again tomorrow."

With the result that the hissing cat saw
the white beast removed—only, twenty-
four hours later, to see him return. This
timetheattack came again, with almost the
same tactics, and with precisely the same
result. Once more was the cat beaten at
Jts own game, and following this, Gyp, the
bulldog, moved cockily nearer his cage mate
and stood there barking in happy fashion'
waitmg for the pupil to come forth to be
taught another lesson. But^the lion cub
only crouched tighter inthecomer, andwith
one paw raised, hissed infrightened, desper
ate fashion. Gyp remained in the cage for
n^rly an hour before Wainright removed
him, but there was no further attack, and
a week later—r-

"You're a mind reader, Louise"; it was
Wamnght who intercepted the girl just at
the padroom entrance where she stood, a
s^en, be-tighted thing, awaiting the change
of music which would send her into the
arena and to the waiting "rosinbacks" or
ru^ horses, which formed her part of the
perform^ce. The drcus world isa working
world—Louise Worthington no different
from^e r^t, inspite ofthefact that it was
hCT fathers circus. Wainright concluded
^ mess&ge: "You were right about Gyp.
It s working!"

I'Re^y? They're becoming friends?"
I should say so! He's gotten that cat

started at playmg. The rest ought to be
easy now "

But the music changed then, and with
a httle wave of the hand which bade that
he wait for her, she hurried into the ring,
len nmutes later, she was out again, to
hurry mto the dressing-room, and then to
reap^, dressed in herstreet clothing.

They're actually playing?" she asked
as theystarted around thebig top together.
. j further—they're sleepingside by side. You've noticed in the last

Kw days how Gyp has been able togo up to
Crook without the cat trying to fight him?"

"Yes—and I seemed to feel that there
was less animosity on the cub's parf like
he'd sized Gyp up and decided he wasn't
so bad after aU."

'T^HAT'S the way I figured it too, and so
this afternoon, I just thought I'd try

them out. Fixedup a rubber ball with some
catnip on it and tossed it into the cage.
Gyp began to play with it, and then, like
I d figured, the catnip attracted, the cub.
Pretty soon he moved out of his comer and
pawed at the ball, whereupon Gyp barked
and knocked the thing across the cage, and
the romp was on. I let them play until
they got tired, and when the lion stretched
out. Gyp, like the goodoldpup he is,moved
right over beside him and lay down too.
So I just left them together—they're all
right now. I think "

But they had gained the menagerie con
nection now and turned within. Softly
they started to make their way to the cage,
the gkl slightly in the lead. But ten feet
further on, she halted.

"Look!"
For the cat evidently had just awakened,

and was finishing its fefine stretching. Then
slowly, it had begun to circle the dog, its
body moving sinuously, its eyes narrowed
again, its
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"Gyp! Gyp there! Quick !"
The^ man shouted it as he ran forward,

searching hastily for a feeding fork as he
went. The actions of the cat now were
apparent; the skin was drawn back from his
tee^ as he moved about the sleeping dog
until be could reach a point behind its back.
The muscles bimched, a baby attempt at
a roar .and he leaped!

CCRATCHING and clawing, his jaws
working swiftly, he settled in a lump

upon the bull-dog's neck—even before Wain
right could reach the bars with his hastily
summoned feeding fork, the bloodhad begxm
to spurt as the bigdog, twisting and writhing,
sought to free himself from the treacherous
beast which had attacked him in his sleep,
and struggled in vain. The cub wasfighting
for a death grip, his claws were driving
deep with everyblow; only the swift moving
feeding fork in the hands of Ned Wainright
interfered^ as it struck him again and again,
fin^y being forced against his chest, and
with ^e fi^ force of the trainer behind it,
breaking hishold. Then, while the weapon
was transferred to the girl, who, with swift
lunges of the steel spear drove the cat to
a comer, Wainright made the door of the
cage and seized a weaving, bleeding form
m his arms, to carry it forth—playful,
goodnatured Gyp, torn in a dozen places,
lusneck a circlet ofred. FaithfulGyp—a vic-
tim^of treachery. Hurriedly Wainright
^rried him to the cage where he kept his
firet-aid suppli^. There they bandaged
him, the girl solicitous and tender, the man
with S, determined gleam in his eyes as he
laved the lacerations and cauterized them—

the cut of a cat's clawis poisonous.
"That's feline nature for you!" came at

last, and the girllooked up.
"You mean "
" Crookplayed a game. He's not a lion—

he s a leopard in a lion's body. With a little
murderer thrown in. It's the same stunt
I ve seen leopards pull time after time;
pretend to be tame, pretend to be docile,
but mey're only waiting for their chance.

j ®what this cub did—^acted friendly,
and jumped his enemy from the back! I—"
he Mlted seriously—"I guess our theory

after all, Louise."
I m afraid not, Ned. And I wanted it

w, so much. It would have pleased
Father " ^

I haven't given upyet. Thatlion's going
rogetme, orI'll gethimbefore we'rethrough.

aagain-
He'll be on his guard now.'

T^OO much, in fact. For a week later,
when the cage door opened to admit a

scarred, heavy-jawed bulldog, it was a dif
ferent Ĝyp which entered, a Gyp which
recognized treachery and which meant to
take no chances. In vain the girl called to
mm; the dog only stood alert and growling,
^ hair bristling, his heavy undershot jaw
toll open, as though in readiness for the
first untoward move on the part of the
h^smg, rumbling thing which crouched in
the comer. But Crook made no move to
attack—his was the method of sneaking
ambush, not of the open struggle. Vainly
theman and girl strove to bring about some-
thmg ofa truce. Then with a littleshrug of
the shoulders Wainright opened the cage
door.

"Come on, Gyp," he ordered, "don't
blame you much. I guess it's up to me
from now on."

The dog backed to the door, still facing
his enemy. Crook remained crouched in

only chance
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A sudden whipping motion of one paw side-swiped the chair and knocked it out of Wainright's hand. . . . Six hundred pounds
of roaring, hissing monster rose in ponderous fierceness from its crouched position on thejlvorand bore down upon the trainer
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his corner. Then, as the canine leaped to
the ground, a third figure entered the
menagerie, that of Major Worthington.

"Can't get 'em together, eh?" he asked.
"No—Gyp isn't taking chances."
"What are we going to do? Have to

give up?"
But Ned Wainwright shook his head.
"I'm not ill a habit of giving up—in

anything, Majar," he answered -with a little
laugh—"either in lion-training or "

The Major .smiled.
"Well, I don't know how you're doing

with the cat," came at last. "But as—as
to this other—I've always sworn that I'd
never have an animal trainer in my family.
But—" he mouthed his cigar, turned on his
heel and then, as he started away, added
over his shoulder: "damme if I'm not be
ginning to like you."

T^HEN as he went on, a man and a girl
/orgot for the moment the crouching,

vengeful thing in the cage—forgot it in the
happiness of something greater. At last,
however, they turned again to tlie den, and
Wainright stood for a long moment con
sidering the beast within.

"I guess there's only one thing to do,"
he said at last, "and that's to wait until he's
fairly developed and then go at him—to
make or break. He's got it in him to be
a demon, and there's no gentleness nor
kindness that can pull him out of it. Not
that I intend to be cruel with him—but it's
a case of training, and of teaching him that
he has a master. Nothing else will do."

With the result that Crook went back to
his wire-netted cagc, where his paws, wth
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The weakened lion rolled awkwardly upon
his back to break the hold of the unseen
thing and thenit tvas that thebulldogceased
to guard himself by silence. A growl came,
hoarse, guttural. The lion roared anew—

their sharp talons, could not penetrate to
tear at the arms ofpassers-by, or lacerate the
hands of the men who fed him. Months
passed, and still he remained in the shifting
den, a sulky, morose thing of solitary vicious-
ness; his cubhood lacking the usual petting
and pampering which is the lot of the usual
circus cub: the menagerie workmen spoke
of him as they would speak of a snake.

The circus season closed; the menagerie
became a thing of "permanent" dens and
lassitude as the big show went into winter
quarters to await the time when snows would
fade and the gleam of a summer sun bring
the crowded curbings of the para'-'e route
once again. Month by month the winter
traveled by, into the warmer days ofspring,
with its accompanying clang of hammers
from the blacksmith shop, the whining whir
of the shaving machines, manufacturing
newstakesand ridgepoles forthe coming sea
son, the trumpeting of the elephants as they
went through their paces out in the winter
quarters yard, the thudding of hoofs from
the ring-barn, where Louise Worthington
waspracticing against the timewhen the big
top would be crowded again, the clowns frol
icking about the hippodrome track, and the
band playing its lilting music of the eques
trienne act. Then it was that Ned Wain-
right stood before the cage of Crook, now
more than two-thirds grown, watching the
lion for a moment, then, at last, turning to
give an order.

"Transfer him into the permanent den
opening on the arena," he commanded of
an assistant. "Then strap hini down and
put the mechanic on him. I'm going to
start training this afternoon.

With the result that in a few hours, while
Louise Worthington and her father watched
anxiously from outside the arena, a young
man, armed only with a stick and a kitchen
chair, took his place within, to await the
entrance of a fiend. As for that fiend him
self

JLTIS legs were pulled tight infour opposing
^ directions, where they had been noosed
and tautened by cautious animal men. About
his shoulders was a heavy, harness arrange
ment, with a swivel at its top, and leading
from this, through the bars and up through
the top of the arena, was a rope, running
through a pulley—the " mechanic" by which
the equestrian learns his act, the trapeze
performer is guarded against nasty tumbles
in the perfection of his performance—and the
refractory animal withheld painlessly from
tearing to pieces the man who seeks to com
mand him. For in animal training there
is animal psychology, and the teaching of
other things save the mere routine of an
act.

"There's just a chance that he was badly
scared some way when I didn't know about
it," Wainright said as he leaned against the
bars, awaiting the final adjustnient of the
mechanic straps. "If that's the case, this
ought to pull him out of it. I've had 'em
that way before—but I could always sense
the fear in them.

"Of course, if he is just scary, we'll get
along all right. He'll jump and tear at me
for awhile, but the mechanic'll hold him
off, and naturally, he'll expect me to come
at him and hurt him. When he finds that

{Couiiuncd on page 6q)
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If the Fool Ketcher tvas
allowed to run at large
—he^d gi't most of the
customers the first week

1
AO MAKE sure I got the

dictionarv and looked
up the word "Vacation.

It means, "The act of vacat
ing."

Determined to be thorough
I took the matter up with
one Captain Tom Roberts, the^
oldest fisliing, hunting and boating guide on
the Great South Bay. He has made a study
of applied exterior vacationing for fifty
years.

'"The act of vacating' is right," he de
cided, "and it applies mostly to the head.
It comes in two forms—there's two distinct
kinds of vacations:

" One is where a fellow quits work to take
a rest.

"The other is where a fellow leaves his
pleasure and comfort to have a little spell
of suffering."

To save his life Captain Tom couldn t
remember a single case of where a man
tried the first of these two plans. He gets
seven dollar.'̂ a day for letting them suffer
only five when tliey want to rest.

About daylight one morning last summer
Tom and myself, in a thirty-five foot power
boat, were rounding a treacherous point in
the Great South Bay. _We had just had
breakfast and were opening up the cockpit
screens that we had battened down during
the night to keep out mosquitoes.

This old guide witli whom I have fished
and hunted for the last fifteen years, sud
denlystopped, pricked up hisearsandpeered
into the misty distance.

"Ain't that a boat grounded on the east
sideof that point?" he asked, indicating for
me to get the glasses. "Looks like somebody
was in it, too. What,do ytu see there?"

Following his direction I
finally spotted the object,
made it out quite plainly.

"Yes," I reported. "It's
a woman—and there's a
man on the bank. Looks
as if he was trying to
pull the boat up on the
grass."

Captain Tom immedi
ately cut off the engine.
We drifted near enough to
be heard and still not go
aground on the submerged
bar.

"What's 3''cur trouble
over there?" he yelled, in a foghorn voice.

"Lost," called back the man on the bank.
"Aground, too."

Taking the smaller boat—a skiff—we
went over to them, carefully picking our
way.

If Summer Comes
By Bozeman Biilger

Sketches by Paul Reilly

In the boat a woman sat huddled, her
teeth chattering. The man was holding
on to the painter (bow line) for dear life.
On closer inspection we discovered a four
yearoldchild sittingon the floor of the boat,
leaning against its mother's knees and partly
covered by her raincoat and skirt.

For a moment the grizzled bayman re
garded this outfit in amazement.

"How'd this happen?" he
finally asked of the fidgety fellow
on the bank.

"Started across here yester
day afternoon and hit that bar.
Wind came up and blew us in
here. Propeller must've got
caught in the sand. Anyhow,
she stopped. Drifted in here-
stayed all night."

The faces of the woman and
child were blue wth cold and
spotted and swollen from hun
dreds of mosquito bites. The
man's was almost as bad. All
three were wet, their clothing
soaked. . .

" Didn't youknow^^•here youweregomg?
Captain Tom inquired. _ ,

"Sure. We are going on a fishing trip.
"I mean the water. Didn't you know the

channels?"
" Certauily not," the man explamed.

"We were just on a trip—looking for ad
venture.' He was irritatingly cheerful.

"And you started out in
the afternoon in this toy
boat with a woman and

f) a baby?"
M "Of course. We are out

to rough it. Might as well
get used to it first night."

"Well, I reck'n you
roughed it, all right. Why
didn't you throw out your
anchor or use your oars
when you hit- the bar and
the engine went dead?"

"That's the funny thing
about it," said the man.
"We forgot the anchor.

Naturally, didn't think we'd need oars in
a power boat."

The poor woman sighed heavily at this.
The child began to whimper.

"Had anything to eat?" asked Captain
Tom.
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"Not yet. We got coffee in
there, but I couldn't find any
wood to start a fire with. We
are none of your soft, city
campers."

"Lcmme get this thing
right." observed Tom, his eyes
narrowing. "You mean to tell

me that you started out for a long fishing
trip in this outfit?"

"A week, yes. I'm on my vacation."
" And you started without

oars or an anchor, and with
out anything to eat?"

"Oh, we've got bacon and
coffee and cornmeal. W'e've
got fishing lines and will
catch our other food as we

go-"
"Got any bait?"
"\\'Tiy, no," it occurred to

this brave adventurer, "but
guess we can buy some."

"Well," ordered the guide,
"you get in that boat and
throw me that painter—
that line tied to the front
of your outfit."

The man arose painfully
and did as directed. We
towed them over to the big
boat.

"Now, you git that lady
and that child in the cabin and take them
wet clothes off'n 'em," the guide ordered
as soon as we had them safely aboard.
"Wrap 'em up in blankets and then you
come out here in the cockpit."

In the meantime we had put our coffee
pot back on the alcohol stove.

"You got aright to kill yourself, I reck'n,"
Tom said to the man, "but you ain't got no
right to mistreat that woman and her baby.
It's just luck that baby hasn't died from
them mosquito bites. Here, take this cof
fee. . . . I'm going to take you over to
that shack on the point there," he said,
pointing to the east. "They've got beds
there and they've got food and bait. If you
want to have a fishing trip, and live, stay
there until you are through."

The man was quite humble by this
time. He looked in wonder and a

certain amount of scorn at our elaborate
preparations for keeping off mosquitoes and
for preparing food.

"You fellows are sort of dude fishermen,
I see," he said.

Captain Tom turned on him wrathfully,
then checked himself.

"Yes," he said dryly, "we aim to live
a long time yet."

Giving me the wheel the old guide—he is
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One man set up a reg
ular workshop in hishouseto make trout-flies

near seventy—^went into the cabm and
rubbed sweet butter on the faces of the
woman and child. They were suffering.
Later he gave some to the man.

Once they were landed the man offered
to pay for the service.

"I done it for the lady and the baby," said
Tom, declining the money. "Not for you.
What you need is a guardian—^maybe
a doctor."

We went on our way.
"That's the fourth one this week," Tom

told me. "The rescuin' of vacationists
will pick up right smart from now on."

DEFORE landing the man had given me
^ his name and address. He was the
auditor of a big corporation in Wall Street.

Later in the summer, I ran into a member
of that firm at a ball game at the Polo
Grounds. I inquired about the brave, rough
auditor.

" Say," he said in a tone of envy, "Jim has
told me about that trip a dozen times.
From what he says you folks must have
had a great time roughing it out
there on the bay. Must be the life.
He's going to start again next spring
—agoing to get himself a bigger
boat."

"He'll need it," I suggested.
"How's his wife and child?"

"Oh, I guess you know about her.
Jim tells me she is a natural bom
outdoor woman—can rough it just
like a man. Must be wonderful!"

"Why, the l3n[n' scoimdrell"
grunted Captain Tom, when I told
him of this accidental meeting.
"The woman out at the shade told
me that the man's wife was sick for
three weeks and that the baby was
laid up for a month. A doctor come
out and took them ashore."

Now, the thing I can't get into
my head is how summer will do that
to some folks. Tom says that
everybody has a little of the crazy
in him, and it always comes out lq
the spring—gets worse toward
August.

"If the fool ketcher was allowed
to run at large," he added, "there
ain't a summer resort or a water
front in the world that could live.
He'd get most of the customers the
first week."

According to this quaint old fellow
there's no need of worrying about
plain fools—tame vacationists. The
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worst theydoissit onthe porch, wear white "Right now, yes, sir. Cornmeal's pretty
breeches and look miserable. But fools good, though. Dad stirs some water and
like that man in the boat are* dangerous, salt in the meal and makes little balls out

^6 wraps this in thick paperWhen I was a little boy in a very small, or grass and puts it in the ashes, letting it
town they thought I was going to b6 sickly bake."
and it was decreed that I should live in the
woods—in the mountains. I did so, and
got well. I liked it so much that I have
continued to live outdoors a large part of
the time. I didn't know when I started,
though, that people deliberately lived in
tents and rustled their food as best they
could just for fun. I have learned a whole
lot about it, though, since I began to live
in a big city.

One summer I was living with Jim Bagley,
the noted sporting writer of his day, in a
camp on the edgeof a river in the Catskills.
Poor Jim is dead now.

Early one morning a boy ofsixteen, cross-
mg thenver ina comical looking rowboat,
came over to us. It was sizzling hot, even
at that hour. To our astonishment this
boy wore a coonskin cap, an exact replica
of the one you have seen on Daniel Boone
m the pictures.

The lad's lips were so swoUen from^the
bites of mosquitoes and black flies that he
could hardly talk.

"We caught your signal last night," he
T ' ^ answered it just as soon as1 could.

"Why, we saw three balls ofwhite smoke
go up from your campfire, andDadsentme
over. We knew what thatmeant, aU right."

Jun and I dicto't know what it meant,
but we conc^ed oiu- ignorance asbest we
could, meantime letting the boy talk. We
Imd just prepared breakfast and made him
sit down and eat with us. He glanced at
the china cup m wMch we gave him coffee
and cream, and looked at us quizzically.
He seemed glad to eat, though.

a good time, are you?" we asked,
sure. But mosquitoes have been

bad. The fish haven't been biting good,
but we've got commeal left."

" That all you have? "

TIM looked up, poising his knife and fork.
^ He coidd hardly believe what he had
heard.

"I'd certainly like to see that stuff when
it comesout," he said. "Young fellow, why
don't you use a frying-pan?"

"We did think of that, but Dad said we
were out to rough it—to enjoy the vacation
we must live like Indians. Dad knows all
about Indians."

" Yoimg fellow, let me teU you something.
Here's some pancake flour and bacon:
When the old man is out on the trail you
slip over here and cook yourself something
to eat. And say, here is a little canvas hat,
too small for me. You'll find that much
more comfortable and airy."

"Oh, no, sir," the boy mumbled. "Dad
says wehave to wear coonskin caps. Daniel
Boone and Kit Carson wore them."

"They did, did they? Well, you ask Dad
if he didn't know that old Daniel wore that

coonskin cap to keep
his head warm—not
to cool it."

The next day we
took a trip across
the river to see what
this was all about.
In the face of your
possible disbelief I
want to teU you that
we foimd the old
gentleman wearing a

heavy coonskin cap, tail hanging down his
neck, and ashes in his Van Dyke beard,
squatted over a pile of coals trying to bake
a com pone by rolling meal and water in
sheets of paper. The product resembled
fishing-bait or some patent kind of dog food.
How it tasted I never hope to know.

The old gentleman was a retired business
man, we learned. Foryears hehadread up
onhow torough it. Atconsiderable expense

to his mental andphysical well-being
this is the wayhe was doing it. He
must have been a Spartan soul, that
old fellow. He was doing every
thingthat hehad told the boyto do.

It developed that they had
noticed the smoke from our fire and
by referring to a leather-bound vol
ume on woodcraft had figured it out
that we hadgiven the distress signal
often sent up by the Mohawk
Indians!

_The old gentleman politely de-
(^ned our tender of mosquito net
ting to protect his little dog-tent,
in which they slept. No, sir.
That would suggest a tenderfoot.
Neither woidd he take any treat
ment for his sunburns.

How long the father and son s^-
fered, I never knew. One morning
we rowed across the river and they
had gone. On the spot they had
erected a pile of white stones—its
a hundred to one they called it a
"cairn." We took it apart and
foimd cached there one of the coon
skin caps, partly bumed.

Very likely that old gentleman at
tended one of the campfire cb'nners
in a New York hotel the next winter
and told of his e^loits—of what
a glorious privilege it is to live in the
great outdoors—^to commime with
nature and the spirits of the Mo-

Even if the Indian giiide
didn't look the part we
did, and that was enough
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hawk braves who have
gone to the happy hunt
ing-grounds.

It's an even bet that
he electrified his audi
ence with his narration of
having discovered and
translated- the message
from our signal fire.
Don't think I'm stretch
ing this. I've heard 'em
do it, time and time again.

The summer vacation
—that feel in the air
that makes one think of
the woods and wild flow
ers and fish and -worms
and -what not—affects
some men strangely.
There is a recurrence of
the same disease, in a
milder form, when the
tang of frost in the air
makes one want to grab
a gun and kill wild fowl
or wild beasts.

It is my belief that the
average city dweller does
not really wish to kill or
catch something—an
animal or a fish. He
mainly wants to look like
he's going to kill some
thing; wants to let his
beard grow and have a
snapshot of himself in
murderous looking garb.

Come to think of it,
vacations are mostly regulated and classified
by clothcs, anyway.

We boast of our civilization, enthusiasti
cally record its progress in the newspapers.
At heart, though, most of us would like to
be told that we look uncivilized. We would
like to be civilized mentally, but have the
physical appearance of a cave man—big
shoulders, hairy chest and all that sort of

thing.
In portraying the

magnificent specimens
of manhood our artists
never pick out a man
who sits at his desk
and solves the prob
lems of advancing civ
ilization, business and
so on. No, indeed.
He takes a man in

rough clothes, rugged face, big shoulders.
The catchiest poses are usually the ones
over a camp-fi.re, astride a cow pony, or the
hardy-looking hunter taking a big hooker of
liquor, with a rifle across his knees and a cou
ple of deer or a bear slung over his shoulder.
Isn't it so?

How much popularity do you think would
be gained for a painting of a man of intel
ligence and culture—a man among men—
having his nails manicured?

"pj OW often have you, yourself, felt that
self-conscious embarrassment when

you knew that some one was watching you
have your nails under treatment by a
pretty manicure?

Right there is the underlying germ of the
disease that becomes epidemic along about
now. The vacation has come, and it is the
one time to look rough-and-ready.

That's why that old gentleman wore the
coonskin cap on the hottest day I ever felt
in August. Though hardly rugged enough
to cast a respectable shadow, he had one
chance to look fierce. Nobody was going
to stop him from looking it, either. It is
easy enough to say that he was an old fool

Though hardly rugged enough to
cast a respectable shadow he had
seized his one chance to look fierce

and needed a guardian—which he did—but
he wouldn't have felt comfortable in a Pan
ama hat or a canvas hat, and eating his
meals regularly. His pleasure was in suf
fering so as to feel like a tough, hard-muscled,
imcouth child of nature. The suffering
probably did him good, at that.

Did you ever know a man to come in all
broken up from one of those fool trips and
admit that he was through for life—woidd
never go again?

No, you flidn't. They brag of their
hardships; will do it all over again at the
drop of the hat. Tom Roberts, the guide,
tells me that in fifty years of observing the
genus vacationist, he has never noted one
sign of improvement.

There arc some men who really believe
they can be Daniel Boone or Kit Carson
with from ten to twelve days' practice.
What they lack in practice they can make
up in clothes. There is only one time of
year in which a man can go around in those
clothcs and escape the insanity experts—
vacation time. And there you are. Let's
not be too hard on them. We arc liable to
do it ourselves any minute.

I went to a hospital not long ago to try
and cheer up a magazine editor just re
covering from a battle with saddle sores,
black fly bites and sunburn. I asked
him about this matter of inducing people
to take a rest once a year instead of a
vacation.

"Of course a man could have a sensible
vacation—rest, I mean," he said, groaning,
as I rearranged his pillows for him, "but
that's just why he doesn't do it. You don't
get the angle at all. You and Old Tom fish
and hunt most of the time and you don't
know what a vacation is. The average
man, you see, has been working hard all
j'ear, using his brain to conduct his business
in an intelligent manner. He wants to get
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away from that. So he
leaves his brain at home,
forgets his intelligence,
suffers tortures, and has
a corking good time. A
brain like yours never
gets busy. You and a
few other fellows I know
haven't got any more
sense than to go fishing
to catch fish."

"WTien are they going
to let you out of here?"
I inquired.

"Oh, in another -week.
And, say, I've got a great
idea—worked it out lying
here in bed. Why
wouldn't it be a dandy
scheme for some of the
rich philanthropists to
establish and endow a
hospital for convalescent
campers? It gets terri
bly lonesome here. If all
the suffering vacationists
could be corralled in one
big hospital, with ad
joining beds, what a time
they could have telling
of their hardships !
Wouldn't that be a pleas
ant, delightful finish to
a hard vacation?"

Now there is an idea.
I took the matter up

with a bachelor I happen
to know who is worth

twenty million dollars. At least I tried to
take it up with him and get his immediate
friends interested. No such luck. Every
one of them had gone to the great outdoors
to rough it. When they return the editor and
I have hopes of catching them in the
hospital—and in a receptive, reflective mood.

A WRITER—a humorist, at that—went
up to Nova Scotia last summer for two

weeks of fishing or whatever wild life hap
pened to come his way. He called it a vaca
tion. He spent over two hundred dollars
on his outfit—rig, the guides up there call it.

In additon to his rough, picturesque fish
ing costumes—one for each kmd of fish—
he had three pairs of riding-breeches. That
meant of course he rnust hire a horse. Oh,
yes, some men think riding goes with fishing.

{Conlimted on page 7^)

Heavy-soled shoes would make
too much noise for a rvary trout
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Annual Report to the Grand Lodge

Of the Grand Exalted Ruler
William W. Mountain

To tite Officers ani Members of the Gra^
Lodge Benevolent and Protective Order of Elks:
My Brothers: .,, , c

It gives megreat pleasure, at the close ot
my administration, toreport toyou thatthe
Benevolent and Protective Order of Elks of
the United States of America is m a good
healthy condition. . . ,i

The work of the District Deputies m ^
districts has produced splendid, definite
results. Through the state meetings, com
posed of all the District Deputies of the
state, aU Exalted Rulers and their Secre
taries, together with the zone members of
Grand Lodge committees, they have made a
determined eflfort to make each subordimte
lodge the real American dvic center of its
community. . . j i

There has been co-ordination and real
co-operation with the result that there has
been brought into theOrder a truerspmtof
fraternity, a greater respect for law and
order, more love and honor for the flag and
a better understanding of the greatness of
the Orderof Elks as an American institution
and of its value and influence for good m
every community.

The New Membership Committee has
done a good and successful work. The same
is true ofthe Social and Commumty Welfare
Committee. Less attention h^ been paid
to so-called "membership drives but,
largely through the work of these com
mittees in strengthening weak lodges, in
selective campaigns, in instruction and help
given by correspondence and circulars, a
good healthy growth has been maintamed,
and we come to the end of our year with a
large net gain in membership.

It is my opinion, however, that if the Dis
trict Deputies' national meeting is to be
continued and followed by their arrange
ments for state meetirifes of Exalted Rulers
and Secretaries, that the New Membership
Committee should be merged with the
Social and Community Welfare Committee;
that the new merged committee should
work imder the direction of the Grand
Exalted Ruler the same as the District
Deputies. I believe that then we yvdll have
a co-ordinated organization reaching from
the Grand Exalted Ruler's office through
each department of Grand Lodge activity
into the office of the Secretary of ea<A sub
ordinate lodge; that such an organization,
working in co-operation, can help and
strengthen weak lodges and keep a strong
growth in members carefully selected from
the best citizenship.

I also believe that this whole program can
be wonderfully strengthened and the whole
Order greatly helped if the lodges will do
away with all initiations and all ritualistic
work when the Grand Exalted Ruler and his
party visit the subordinate lodges, making
such visitation the occasion for a large open
civic meeting, inviting the ladies, the boys
and girls and their friends, and let them
more fully imderstand the work of the Order,
its ideals, its plans and its accomplishments.

I have been receiving thousands of com
pliments on the first issue oi The Elks Maga
zine, upon the character of the advertising,

the storiesand the quality of the whole work.
I know something of the almost impossible
tasks performed by those who had charge
of its development, underthe most efficient
leadership of Brother Joseph T. Fanning,
the Executive Director, and Brother Robert
W. Brown, Editor-in-Chief. Personally, I
think it is the greatest, most far-reaching
step by the Order, and that no one
can even begin to measure its influence for
good in the assistance it wiU give in every
department of the work of the Order.

I have watched very carefully this year
not only thegrowth anddevelopment ofour
ownOrder,but the growthand development
of other fraternities, and I am fully per
suaded that the time has come when we
should take the steps necessary to organi^
and take care ofour boys. I hope it may be
deemed wise by the Grand Lodge m its ses
sion at Atlantic City ^ ^fuc^a
necessary action to brmg about such a

Question of jurisdiction, especially in

Pertaps ^1

quired to make all investigations conce^g
questions of jurisdictional Imes between
lodges and report to the Gr^d Exalted
Ruler their findings, thus enabhng hun to
"^Maiy^^S^ow^ subordinate lodges h^e
taken necessary action to give a scholarship
to worthy poor boys who have worked thwrwarthrough high school. I smcerely hope
+Viit thp dav isnotfardistant when each of
Si? lodges Im select acommittee from its

membership, and that such con^ttee
will select a poor worthy boy froni its own
community each year and present him wi^th
rXlarship in some college or umversity.
Many lodges I know are too poor to do thi^
but I believe we can easily have a boyRepresenting each lodge, and, as the years go
b^ who would presume to measure the in
fluence of such a young army of P^operiy
trained young men, gomg out mto the
avenues of active life, and what codd be a
greater definite work for this great Order.

Dispensationsfor New Lodges
Granted

Dispensations, have been granted for
thirty-one new lodges, as follows:

No. 1425—Natick, Mass.
No. 1426—Gardner, Mass.
No. 1427—Monrovia, Calif.
No. 1428—Metropolis, 111.
No. 1429—Ketchikan, Alaska
No. 1430—Ventura, Calif.
No. 1431—GreybuU, Wyo.
No. 1432—^Lakewood, N. J.
No. 1433—^Herington, Kansas
No. 1434—McCook, Neb.
No. 1435—Arlington, Mass.
No. 1436—Hollister, Cah'f.
No. 1437—TUJamook, Oregon
No. 1438—Cleveland, Ohio
No. 1439—Herkimer, N. Y.
No. 1440—Gallup, N. M,

No. 1441—Rice Lake, Wis.
No. 1442—Madison, S. D.
No. 1443—Oxnard, Calif.
No. 1444—Ilion, N. Y.
No. 1445—Winchester, Mass
No. 1446—Duncan, Okla
No. 1447—Garrett, Ind. '
No. 1448—Caldwell, Idaho
No. 1449—Mexia, Texas
No. 1450—PuyaUup, Wash
No. 1451—Pratt, Kansas
No. 1452—Beckley, W. Va
No. 1453—Logan, Utah
No. 1454—Freehold, N. T.
No. 1455—^Ridgewood, N. J

All of these lodges have been in ♦ „
and are in a splendid, thriving con^tio
Dispensationsfor New Lodges Pe ^•

The following petitions for new loH
being carefully investigated and « are
through the regular channels for rp Soing
dation as prescribed by statute:

Spencer, Iowa
Glen Cove, N. Y.
Clarion, Pa.
Burbank, Calif.
Platteville, Wis.
Saranac Lake, N. Y
Weehawken, N. j.
Graham, Texas
Mamaroneck, N. Y
Corbin, Ky.

Texas
Webster, Mass.
Princeton, W. Va.

Plansfor New Homes Adt,
After carefid investigation of

plans, made by both mvself anrfr^ ^^ncial
of Grand Trustees, the following 1 ®^oard
been approved: ®Plans have

Boonton, N. J., Lodge No t.CatskiU, N. Y.,LodieNo
DuBois, Pa., Lodge No
Erie, Pa., Lodge No. 67
GreenvUle, Pa.,Lodge No
Greenwich, Conn., Lodge
Herkimer, N. Y., LodgfNo
Jersey Shore, Pa., Lodge No
Loveland, Colo., Lodge Nn ^°57.
Medford, Mass., Lodge No
Punxsutawney, Pa., Lodge
Phillipsburg, N. J., Lodgl nv>
Quincy, Mass.,LodgeNo
Salamanca, N. Y., Lodge No '
Quincy, 111., Lodge No. loo ' ^5-
Elizabeth, N. J., Lodge No" oSr.
Newark, N. J., Lodge No. 21
Kokomo, Ind., Lodge No. iqq
Decatur, Ind., Lodge No. 993."

Plans for New Homes Pending
The follo^dng lodges have plans for new

homes, which are now going through lie
regular channels for approval:

Beatrice, Neb., LodgeNo. 619.
Dover, N. H., Lodge No. 184.
Galena, 111., Lodge No. 882.
Louisville, Ky., Lodge No. 8.
Montclair, N. J., Lodge No. 891.
Omaha, Neb., Lodge No. 39.
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Park City, Utah, Lodge No. 734.
Queensbovough, N. Y., Lodge No. 878.
Salisbury, Md., Lodge No. 817.
Ventura, Calif., Lodge No. 1430.
West Palm Beach, Fla., Lodge No. 1352.
Worcester, Mass., Lodge No. 243.

Elks National Home
The report of the Grand Trustees will

show splendid work accomplished in making
the Elks National Home larger, more effi
cient and better able to take proper care of
its responsibilities.

Official Visits
The best that a Grand Exalted Ruler can

do in regard to official visits is to select such
cities and meetings as will enable him to meet
the largest number of members.

I have visited during the year the prin
cipal cities from California to New York
and from Minnesota to Louisiana, including
nine State Meetings, making sixt)'-four
official visits to lodges, State Associations
and State Meetings, in nearly all of which
many surrounding lodges were officially
represented.

I want to take this opportunity of thank
ing all the lodges for the splendid courtesies
shown me and for the great support and
co-operation they have all given me in the
work I have tried to accomplish.

National Headquarters Commission
Too much credit and praise cannot be

given the National Headquarters Commis
sion for the efficient, careful work they have
accomplished, both as to the national
memorial headquarters and The Elks Maga
zine. and I hope that every member will
carefully read their report to the Grand
Lodge.

I want to compHment the lodges of the
Order for the splendid, enthusiastic way in
which they supported the action of the
Grand Lodge in lcv>'ing the assessment for
the memorial headquarters and the maga
zine, and for their prompt payment of same,
which has enable "l the Commission to do
their work properly.

T^HE Order of Elks has a great future.
Its foundation is right, its cardinal

principles are right and its plans are right.

The foundation of our Order is God's only
law given for the conduct and right develop
ment of humanity—the law of love, the
Golden Rule—the command that we do
unto others as we would have them do unto
us. Man-made plans, the signing of peace
treaties, conferenc3S in Paris, in Versailles,
in Washington and in Genoa are all right,
but the only hope for real reorganization,
for real reconstruction in the world, for
real peace and happiness for humanity, is
obedience to the Golden Rule and the prac
tice of Charity, Justice, Brotherly Love and
Fidelity. These comprise the platform oi
the Order of Elks. The membership of
approximately a million of America's best
citizens have a great work and responsibility,
but are splendidly measuring up to it, and
we all have reason for great pride in our
membership in the Order.

Sincerely and fraternally yours,

Grand Exalted Ruler.

Toledo, Ohio, July 8th, 1922.

II III llll V V

Facts from the Annual Reports
Elks National Home

Order at Large has iit
last begun to realize and is

paying more attention to the
great work and need of theElks^
National Home at Bedford City, Va. Ideal
as to situation, with a general climate un
excelled. the health-giving tones of this
wonderful Blue Ridge country prolong the
lives of those intrusted to our care at
Bedford City.

The past year, because of unsettled eco
nomic conditions, and again because older
men have been displaced by younger, in
industrials, subordinate Lodges have had
more recourse to that haven, The Elks
National Home.

The limited capacity, viz., 132, has been
severely taxed the past year and permanent
improvements were made necessary by the
great increase in number of approved appli
cants. The Hospital SunParlor early in the
year was altered into a semi-dormitory of ten
beds capacity, but this work but partiall}''
relieved a large waiting-list. YourBoardof
Trustees were then obliged to finish up the
ground floor in Cottages A, B, C, allowing
10 additional rooms to these cottages, a total
of 30. Situated upon the side of a hill these
rooms are all rear first-floor rooms, sunny
and pleasant. A growing waiting-list, how
ever, necessitates the buildiiig at once of
another cottage, a duplicate of those now
erected and in use. This contemplated
necessity willaccommodate thirty-two more
brothers and should suffice for another year
at least. The residents have been remem
bered more than ever before this past year
by those outside. The receipt of books,
papers, magazines, and other gifts show
that the residents are not forgotten by
active Brother Elks of the working world.

There are Home residents thoughtful of
those whose sight is bad and who read to
them. Others visit the hospital and cheer
the sick and walk and talk with their less
fortunate brothers.

The past year the management has been

Of the Grand Secretary and
Board of Grand Trustees

able to decrease the expense of maintaining
the Home without lessening the standard of
food or apparel.

There are at present 152 residents whose
average ageis 74 years. Theaveragenumber
of members at the Home for theyear was 145-

The entire group of buildings have been
painted inside andout the past year, andall
masonry has been repaired with some re
placements. A new Dairy Building has
been completed and is now occupied. This
building contains an up-to-date automatic
ice plant of 3,000 pounds dailycapacity, and
also six large refrigerating rooms. A new
Auto Bus, i6-passenger capacity, was pur
chased the past year and is in operation.

The acreage totds 93; most of this is
cultivated and garden truck raised for Home
use. The orchard planted three years ago is
now bearing fruit. There is a daily average
milk production of 30 gallons. The farm
buildings and fences have been repainted
the past year, and a new tile silo built.
Next year new roadwa3''S must be built and
one or two resurfaced, at a total cost of not
over $5,000.

Increases in Membership
The following figures show the growth

of the Order's membership by years
since its organization, February 16, 1868:
1S68 to 1S78, an increase of 820; 1878to 1888,
increase of 8,132; 1888 to 1S98, mcrease of
36,120; 1S98 to 1908, increase of 246,201;
1909to 1910,increase of 26,389; 1910to 1911,
increase of 28,389; 1911 to 1912, increase of
24,349; 1912 to 1913, increase of 24,255;
1913 to 1914, increase of 20,198; 1914 to
1915, increase of 14,179; 19^5 to 1916, in
crease of 10,858; 1916 to 1917, increase of
21,174; 1917 to 1918, increase of 19,043;
1918 to 1919, increase of 33,789; iQiQ to
1920, increase of 118,156; 1920 to 1921,

the increase of 121,983; 1921 to 1922,increase of 44,996.

Lodges of More Than Three
Thousand

'"pHIS year's report shows that there are
altogether 174 Lodges with a member

ship of over 1,000. Of these, one has a
membership of over 10,000—Brooklyn, N.Y.,
No. 22, with 10,328 members.

Seven Lodges range between five and ten
thousand, namely: New Orleans, La., No.
30 8,110; Philadelphia. Pa., No. 2
7,392; Seattle, Wash., No. 92 6,120;
Milwaukee, Wis., No. 46 5.946; New
York, N. Y., No. i 5,577; Jersey City,
N. J., No. 2:1 5,504; Chicago, 111.,
No. 4 5-252.

There are five wth membership between
four and five thousand: Omaha, Neb., No.
39 4,853; Spokane, Wash., No. 228
4,635; Los Angeles, Cal., No. 99 4-376;
Detroit Mich., No. 34 4,237; Boston,
Mass., No. 10 4,066.

Five with membership between three and
four thousand: Minneapolis, Minn., No. 44

3,808; Portland Ore., No. 142
3,671; Newark, N. J., No. 21 3,53°;
Columbus. Ohio, No. 37 3>3ii! Cin
cinnati, Ohio, No. 5 3,156-

Charity Statistics Since 1880
The following tables are given for

the reason that many requests are
made for statistics showing the amount of
practical charity expended by Qur Order;
No record kept before the year 1880.
In the years 1880 to 1885 841,563.00;
from 1886 to 1890 $58,374.12; from
1891 to 1895 8158,558.61; from 1896
to 1900 8263,483.33; from 1901 to
1905 81,039,634.05; from 1906 to
igio 81,771,271.53; from 1911 to
1915 $2,800,283.85; from 1916 to 1920

S5,54I,i45-74- In 1921 82,044,218.-
97. The sum total expended over this
period from 1880 through 1921 is 813,718,-
S33-20-



Grand Lodge in Annual Convention
Features of the Atlantic City Meeting

several sessions continuing from
Tuesday until Thursday, July 11-13,_ in
clusive, were interesting and harmonious
and constructive. The attendance num
bered 1,615 members. It was a splendid-
appearing and highly representative body
of American manhood.

The Elks Magazine's hail and welcome
are extended to the newly elected and
the re-elected officers of the Grand
Lodge. It would seem that the higher
interests have been safeguarded with rare
wisdom. To administer the important
responsibilities, the following were chosen
by unanimous ballot to serve during the
ensuing year:

Grand Exalted Ruler—J. Edgar Masters,
Charleroi, Pa., No. 494.

Grand Esteemed Leading Knight—Frederick
A. Morris, Mc.kIco, Mo., No. 919.

Grand Esteemed Loyal Knight—Harry A.
Ticknor, Pasadena, Calif., No. 672.

Grand Esteemed Lecturing Knight—Fred O.
Nuetzel, Louisville, Ky., No. 8.

Grand Secretary—Fred C. Robinson, Du-
bugue, la.. No. 297.

Grand Treasurer—P. J. Brennan, Denison,
Tex., No. 238.

Grand Trustee (five-year term)—Robert A.
Scott, LintoiT, Ind., No. 866.

Grand Tiler—Clement Scott, Vancouver,
Wash., No. 823.

Grand Inner Guard—Albert E. Hill, Spartan-
burg, S. C., No. 637.

TN PRESENTING the name of J. Edgar
Masters of Charleroi, Pa.,for the office

of Grand Exalted Ruler, John K. Tener,
Past Grand Exalted Ruler and former Gov
ernor of Pennsylvania, said:

"Today, at this hour, at this moment, has
come to me the honor which I have ever
hoped and prayed might some day be mine
—that of presenting the name of the most
beloved member of my home lodge for the

highest officewithin your gift and the great
est office in any American fraternity.

I realize that to those members of this
Grand Lodge, who well know the brother
whom I shall name, no words of mine that
would describe his fitness or his service
could possibly enhance their already deter
mined and correct estimate of his splendid
qualities; hence, I desire to address the
more directly those of you who, for the first
time, come as the representatives of your
respective lodges to participate in the busi
ness of this Grand Lodge.

Pursuant to our laws and practices, the
election of officers is the early order of
business of the first day of the session,
hence, you are called upon within a short
time after taking your scats to select those
officers who shall serve you for the ensuing
year. Therefore, it is important that he
who presents a candidate for oflice, especially
for the high place of Grand Exalted Ruler,
should know whereof he speaks in order that
the information so given may truthfully and
dearly set out the qualifications of the
candidate.

Fortunately for me, it has been my
privilege to sit in the same Lodge room with
the brother whom I shall propose, for the
past more than score of years, and from the
day he took upon himself the obligation of
Elkhood.

Applying himself earnestly and with
ability, he graduated from the chairs of his
lodge to the Grand Lodge, where, with the
same earnestness and desire to serve his
capabilities were recognizcd—first, by ap
pointment as chairman of the Auditing
Committee, then by election to the officc of
Grand Trustee, and later, and quite recently,
he was seiected the C hairman of the Social
and Community Welfare Comjnittee. 1-Ie
has brought to every position of trust to
which he was called, a true sense of obliga
tion, which, coupled with applied ability of

the highest order, has wrought a comnlete
fulfilment of every duty assigned him

It was during his encumbency for five
years in the ofiice of Grand Trustee that he
gave in overflowing measure his greate-t
contribution in service .for the benefit of th..
Order as a whole.

WTiile a member of this important Board
he was for three successive years chosen bv
his associates as their chairman—an honor
distinctive and unmatched in all rerorrloH
history of our Order. As Chairman his
wise and guiding hand was recognized in
improved conditions at ourNational Home
both m the business management there and
in the fraternal and co-operative spirit
he engendered among our brothers there
He has safeguarded the financial intorpsts
of the Order by judicious economy in dis
bursement of expense funds and a wise in
vestment of our surplus.

In the community in which he lives his
good morals and sterling integrity have
never been questioned, his worship is in the
home shrine with loving wife and daughter
and all of his many and varied business
undertakings are resolved by the appUca-
tion of the virtues of uprightness and
decency.

In thought and deed, this brother lives
and personifies the eternal principles of our
Order, ever helpful to mankind and wholly
acceptable unto God.

Brothers, I present for your favorable
consideration for the ofiice of Grand Exalted
Ruler, BrotherJ. Edgar MastersofCharleroi
Lodge, No. 494."

The speech of acceptance of Grand Ex
alted Ruler Masters is published on another
page in this issue. Upon his installation on
July 13th, he spoke as follows:

"In assuming the office of Grand Exalted
Ruler it would be remiss of me if I failed to
again thank you from the bottom of my
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heart for the great honor youhaveconferred
upon me.

I am not unmindful of what I owe the
Order in return for the confidence^ placed
in me. The duties and responsibilities inci
dent to the ofTice shall not be lightly consid
ered. No startling innovations shall be
attempted, but I shall strive diligently to
see that the business of the Order is con
ducted every day on safe and sane princi
ples, with mistakes corrected as soon as dis
covered and efficiency made a part of the
daily program.

I congratulate you who have been chosen,
by this Grand Lodge to fill the several
offices necessary to the proper administra
tion of the affairs of the Orticr. Some of you
have been honored because of long and faith
ful scrvice, others because of enthusiastic
interest in Elkdom. My judgment is that
you win find your duties pleasant and
profitable.

I feel, while the work planned for us is well
organized, there are ever present opportuni
ties for progress and improvement. SoI ask
your loyal support and co-operation to the
end that we may give the Order what it has
a right to expect—eflicient supervision.

It is fine to see the goodly number present
at this last session. I have a message to send
through you to the great army of Elks back
home, who so loyally support your actions
here. I want you to tell them that the wel
fare, standing and integrity of the sub
ordinate Lodge will be first in my mind.
Let me know what I can do to help and be
of scrvice to your Lodge. I am yours to
command.

Just one word more. Whoever you are
and wherever you come from go back, home
determined to make this the best year your
Lodge ever had. Success, good fortune,
growth are yours if you but reach out for
them.

1 wish you a safe journey home. May the
coming year bring you and your lodges
great prosperity."

TN" spirited but friendly contest, Atlanta,
Ga., was selected as the next place of

annual meeting.
During the progress of deliberations, the

special Committee on Membership having

/

Officers and members of the Grand Lodge
• in session on the Steel Pier, Atlantic City

served its purpose and its term of activity
having expired, it was unanimously resolved
that any such special service hereafter to be
performed, be delegated to the regiJar Com
mittee on Social and Community Welfare,
which Committee, by direction of the
Grand Lodge, was appointed by the new
Grand Exalted Ruler before adjournment
of the Grand Lodge and constituted as
follows: Colonel John P. Sullivan, of New
Orleans (La.) Lodge No. 30; William T.
B>Tne of Albany (N. Y.) Lodge No. 49;
William H. Atwell, of Dallas (Tex.) Lodge
No. 71; W. C. Robertson, of Minneapolis
(Minn.) Lodge No. 44; Lee Meriwether, of
St. Louis (Mo.) Lodge No. g. Immediately
following adjournment of the Grand Lodge,
the Conunittee met and organized. Colonel
Sullivan was made Chairman, William T.
BjTne, Vice-Chairman, and W. C. Robert
son, Secretary. Plans were discussed and a
program outlined for the year's activities.

Upon assuming the gavel of authority,
Grand Exalted Ruler Masters announced
the appointment of Jefferson B. BrouTie,
Chief Justice of the Supreme Court of Flor
ida, to act as Pardon Commissioner. In so
announcing, Mr. Masters explained that the
appointment was made at this time because
of a necessity existing for prompt action
upon pending applications for pardon.

Grand Exalted Ruler Masters further an
nounced that he had appointed Roland W.
Brown, of Charleroi (Pa.) Lodge No. 494,
to act as Secretary to the Grand Exalted
Ruler during the year.

Judge John J. Carton, of Flint (Mich.)
Lodge 222, becomes the new Associate Jus
tice of the Grand Forum. This honor was
bestowed by Grand Exalted Rulei Mountain
during the first day of the session and was
confirmed unanimously by vote of the Grand
Lodge. Judge William J. Conway, of Wis
consin Rapi-'s (Wis.) Lodge No. 693, suc
ceeds to the Chief Justiceship of the Grand
Forum by virtue of rotation.

By vote of the Grand Lodge, Past Grand
E.xalted Ruler William W. Mountain was
added as a member of the Elks National
Memorial Headquarters Commission.

45

The Board of Grand Trustees elected as
its Chairman Charles J. F. McCue, of Cam
bridge (Mass.) Lodge No. 839; Vice-
Chairman, Robert A. Gordon, of Atlanta
(Ga.) Lodge No. 78; Approving Officer,
John Halpin, of Kansas City (Mo.) Lodge
No. 26; Secretary', Robert A. Scott, of Lin-
ton (Ind.) Lodge No. 866. Chairman Mc
Cue will also serve as member of the Board
for the Elks' National Home at Bedford City.

Great interest was manifested in the com
prehensive report of the Committee on Social
and Community Welfare. The magnificent
showing of wide-reaching, practical results
was generously applauded.

The Annual Parade was pictorially and
in every respect worthy of the occasion.
The elaborate and colorful display made by
Philadelphia Lodge No. 2 notably assisted'
to bring the spectacle to climax in a blaze
of glory, which is mentioned merely as a
matter of information and in no sense
of invidious distinction. A delegation of
United States Senators and members of
Congress, marching in the front ranks, was
the occasion for continuous applause. Gov
ernor Edwards of New Jersey was also ac
claimed along the route, and when he dis
mounted and joined Colonel Roosevelt at
the reviewing stand, there was a great deal
of enthusiasm.

At the conclusion of the lengthy spectacle,
Colonel Theodore Roosevelt was introduced
to speak from the platform of the reviewing
stand. The Colonel was warmly greeted,
and catching the spirit of the multitude,
responded with much zeal and credit to
himself. Some of the outstanding things
he said are quoted below:

It is our solemn duty now, as never before, to
throw our weight behind the law and the law-
enforcing bodies. . . .

A creed which takes as its thesis the belief that
man was put into this world to do as little work
as possible, is a doctrine which is as destructive
as bolshevism. . . .

A condition must be created where employee
and emi)loyer look on matters through the same
spectacles. . . .

There can be no lasting solution of labor prob
lems as long as the aims of both are so appar
ently contradictory. . , .

Before the law, the man with a million and the
man with a dollar stand the same. , . .
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If our country is to develop, if we are to fulfill
the splendid destiny that the future promises
we must take as our motto that useful workwili
be the prime aim of our existence. . . .

Per Capita Tax Assessed
By operation and authority of law, the

per capita tax covering the present Grand
Lodge year was fixed and assessed by reso
lution, upon motion of the Board of Grand
Trustees, to wit:

"Resolved, That in accordance with Section
15, Article III, of the Constitution, and Section
49 of the Grand Lodge Statutes, there ishereby
fixed and assessed upon each member of the
Order, annual dues in the amount of one dollar
and thirty-five cents for the ensuing year; that
of the amount so fixed and assessed, one dollar
for eachElk on its rollofmembership as of April
I. 1922, shall be paid by each subordinateLodge
on or before October 15, 1922, for the expense
of publishing and distributing the National
Journal, known as The Elks Magazine, and the
same is hereby appropriated for such purpose;
and of the amount so fixed and assessed, thirty-
five cents for each Elk on its roll of membership
as of April i, 1923, shall be paid by each subor
dinate I^dge on or before April i, 1923, to meet
the expenses of the Grand Lodge, including the
maintenance of the Elks National Home, and
the same is hereby appropriated for such
purpose."

Grand Lodge Statutes^ Amended,
Extended and Revised

Upon recommendation of the Committee
on Judiciary, Grand Lodge Statutes were
enacted as set forth herewith. Changes in
the law are indicated in italics.

Section X25 was amended to read as
follows:

"Section 125. The Secretary shall keep cor
rect mmutes of all sessions of the Lodge; cor
rect accounts between the Lodge and its mem
bers; assign to each member a number, and
place the same opposite his name on his visiting
card; keep a correct mailing list of the members-
furnish to the Excculivc Director of the Elk's
Magazine an accurate roll of the members of his
Lodge, with the home address of each member
indicated thereon, whenever required by the Execu
tive Director of the Elks' Magazine, andthereufler
the Secretary of each Subordinate Lodge shall each
month furnish to the Executive Director of the
Elks Magazine, the names and addresses of new
members initiated into the respective Lodges
together -with the names of such inembcrs as -ihall
have died, been dimitted, expelled, or dropped from
the roils, and the new address of each member
who shall have changed his address: receive all
moneys due the Lodge from any source what
ever, and all moneys due the Grand Lodge from
members of his Lodge as annual dues; pay the
same to the Treasurer at the earliest moment
practicable, and take his receipt therefor attend
to all correspondence, subject to the approval of
the Exalted Ruler; formally present all com
munications received by him to the Ix)dge first
submitting the same to the Exalted Ruler 'i^sue
all certificates pertainiDg to the business of*the
Lodge; mform persons elected to membership of
such fact, and notify rejected applicants. He
shaU notify the members of all committees of
tlieir appointments, together with the subject

given in their charge. He shall perform all such
dufe '"""l perSinto t£ei the OrJfr ^ S' f T fcy the laws

aU Secretary
age.^SS- rliS\Td

IIS Oflice semi-annuaUy at the^fiflt
"'HrshauT-d'ocSff^services as the S^may

ExS RXTn^aftS"tion, Section 48 was amenS to rcadf

ExauS'SlcfshalUe anSdistricts as the rcnr<.sfnw" ' t said
Exalted Ruler therein anfWV.'̂ i'̂ ^ Grand

Subordinate iX,'Grand ExaltSd 'SS^or
peputy or by a Past Ex-.It,>H p District

the purpose by the H r ,The Grind Exalied RuSr^^
installing officer A • to the

togcther\fra fSm orut'r'

ment'oi -Districi
that I will faUhfuliretc'Jfi^.r'''?'
tnct Deputy GranH p' f i duties of Dis-the bestT^,y Stfnre^r
and enforce the Con«iHt-nt? defend
Benevolent and Proteciivp Statutes of theUnited States of WrTi' ^Iks of the

obligatLnand'Susfng '̂hfsa^
:te:

to the Grand kxalled RulefS'v

familiarize himself with all rituffi"^!-^ Deputy to
vi5it each subordinate Udce n
when m session at least f district1st and April ist of once between October
appointed, and see that which he waspcffon^ed /'r «
shall examine all recor^k nf \ He
see that they are properly kept He sh'ln"^
on forms furnished by the GmnrI ^
such purpose, an official ren^t .^o^
made by h m, and shall fil,. t? ^'sit
Grand Exalted Ru er
Visits. He shaU also fileTSf r-^ ^"chRuler, at least sixty days p^to ^
of the Grand Lodge an inn? 1 convening
the condition of the various LodteSi/rT-"^

Rute dtlLSs fcT'S.Editedlodges in his district, institut?thl
the officers thereof anH ri.i: . '"stall
pemsations, and ?auSl? L ^^e dis-
Lodges the Rituals, books bknVproperty necessary and pro^r'tea'new
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He shall perform all other services that may be
enjoined upon him by the Grand E-valted Ruler,
or the Statutes of the Order.

"He shall be paid by the Grand Lodge for
actual traveling and subsistence expenses
curred by him in instituting a new Lodge. _A
District Deputy, who has fully complied with
the provisions of this section, unless prevented
from so doing by pood and suflicient cause, the
same to be established to the satisfaction of the
Grand Exalted Ruler and the approving
ber of the Board of Grand Trustees, shall be
allowed, for attending the sessions of the Grand
Lodge, the actual transportation paid, including
sleeping or parlor car fare, and in addition there
to ten dollars for each day necessarily engaged
in traveling and fifteen dollars for each day
necessarily spent inattendance; a)id such allow-
ance shall also be made for performance^ of other
sen'iccs and attending meetings when directed by
the Grand Exalted Ruler. He shall be paid by
each Subordinate Lodge visited \vithin his juris
diction, upon presentation of an itemized state
mentof the same, the actual traveling and sub
sistence expenses incurred by him in making
the official visit to such Lodge."

Upon recommendation of the Grand
Exalted Ruler, Section 82a was amended to
read:

"Section 82a. Whenever the complaint
charges an offense alleged to have been com
mitted by the Exalted Ruler, or in a case in
which the Exalted Ruler is a material witness,
the officer next in rank in the Lodge, who is not
a material witness in the case, shall exercise all
powers and perform allduties imposed bystatute
upon the Exalted Ruler relative to the appoint
ment of the Subordinate Forum.

''Whenever the Secretary or any member of the
Board of Trustees is the accuser, except in cases
provided in Section S4, the Exalted Ruler shall
appoint some member of the Lodge temporarily^ to
perform the duties of such officer in conncctwn
'̂ i-'ith the filing of papers, appointment 0} Subordi
nate Forum, and trial in that particular case.

'"Whenever the complaint charges an offense
alleged to have been committed by the Se^e-
tary, the complaint shall be filed with the Ex
alted Ruler, who shall immediately suspend
such ofTicer and designate some impartial mem
ber of theLodge to act as Temporary Secretarj'-.
The Temporary Secretarj' so designated shall
exercise all powers and perform all duties un-
posed by statute upon the Secretary relative to
the appointment and duties of the Subordinate
Forum."

To accommodate the growing require
ments of the Order, Section 56 was amended
as follows:

"Section 56. The Board of Grand Trustees
are hereby authorized and directed to s^ ^side
and provide for the use of the Grand Exalted
Ruler a contingent fund of Three piousand
Dollars (83,000) and for the use of the Grand
Secretary a contingent fund of Sixty-Jive Hun
dred Dollars (S6,5oo), and for the use of the
Board of Grand Trustees in the operation and
maintenance of the Elks National Home, a
contingent fund of Seventy-Jiw Hundred Dollars
(57.500)-"

Section 222 was corrected as follows;
"Section 222. The penalties which may be

imposed upon a Lodge are:
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(li) Fines, where expressly provided for by
Statute.

{b) Reprimand or censure.
(f) Suspension of its charter until the next

session of the Grand Lodge.
{d) Forfeiture of its charter."

Section igo was amended to read as
follows:

"Section igo. A dimit shall be granted at a
regular session, without fee, by a Lodge, whether
existing under dispensation or charter, to any
memberwho may apply therefor in writing,pro
vided that he is not in any manner indebted to
his Lodge and that charges of misconduct arc
not pending a<;ainst him; provided, furl/icr, that
oiy mcmhcr applying for a transfer dimit must
poy all of his dues in'full for the curraU Lodge
year and until Ihc next succccding April isl; but
no absolute dimit shall be granted unless the
membership card of the applicant has been
surrendered."

Section la-^a was amended to read as
follows:

"Section 143a. A member strickcn from the
roll for non-payment of dues, shall in the event
of the dissolution, surrender or forfeiture of the
charter of such Lodge, be permitted to make
application to the ]-odge in whose jurisdiction
he resides for admission therein, which applica
tion shall be made in pursuance of the laws
governing applications for afiiliation. Said peti
tion shall be accompanied by a certificate of
status similar to the certificate provided for in
Section 142 of the Statutes. The Grand Secre
tary shall receive for such certilicatc a fee of
two dollars plus the amount of applicant's dues
owing at the time he was stricken from the roll,

ill no case more than two years' dues."

Section 120 was amended to read as
follows:

"Section 120. Neither the Grand Exalted
Ruler nor the District Deputy shall preside at a
session of the Lodge except during ceremonies of
installation or initiation, while exemphfjang
standard work, or during elections. Any Past
Exalted Ruler may, on request of the Exalted
Ruler, made at or prior to any Lodge vieeling,
preside over such Lodge meeting. Any visiting
Exalted Ruler or Past Exalted Ruler may pre
side, and any other visiting officers maj' assist,
during the ceremony of initiation on request of
the Exalted Ruler."

LooJcing to the Future
'^riE Committee on Judiciary, to which

was referred the recommendation of
Grand Exalted Ruler Mountain in his
official circular No. 3 relative to Junior Elks
organization;—also the Resolution of the
California Elks State Association, relative to
investigating the present condition of the Big
Brother movement;—also the Resolution of
the Nebraska State Elks Association, relative
to Junior Elks organisations and a proposed
constitutional amendment permitting such
organization;—alsothe proposalsubmitted by
a Committee appointed by the New York
State Elks Association, suggesting that
each subordinate Lodge acquire and main
tain a recreation playground to be known
as "The Elks' Field"—recommended that
no legislation be enacted and that no con
stitutional amendment be submitted to the
subordinate Lodges at the pre.sent time.
In view of the vital and tremendous im
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portance of the subjects above indicated in
the foregoing, it was the judgment of the
Committee that all these matters be referred
to the incoming Committee on Good of the
Order ^^^th instructions to carefully con
sider the various propositions and to report
back to the next Grand Lodge session such
recommendations thereon as are deemed
wise and proper in the premises.

The Committee on Judiciary, to which was
referred the resolution of W. F. ilcKennev
of Portland Lodge Ko. 142, and George
Neuncr of Roseberg Lodge No. 326, relative
to the appointment by the Grand Exalted
Ruler of a Committee of live Grand Lodge
members, to investigate the conditions, the
advisability and feasibility of establishing
a branch Home of the Elks' National Home
at some suitable place on the Pacific Coast,
recommended, after discussion, that the
same be referred to the Board of Grand
Trustees, and the recommendation was
approved.

At the Grand Lodge Session of Sorrow
(Past Grand Exalted Ruler William J.
O'Brien presiding) farewell honors were paid
Past Grand Exalted Rulers Harry S.
Sanderson and John Galvin and all members
of the Grand Lodge departed during the
year. Musical selections were by the Choir
of Milwaukee Lodge.

With its business dispatched and amid
the best of fraternal camaraderie, the
Grand Lodge adjourned to meet the sec
ond Tuesday of July, 1923, in the city of
Atlanta, Ga.

You Are One of Us
If You Have Done These Things

Has it been your part, in any time of difliculty
or affliction, in huniiUty and gratefulnc-ss to

have given of your plenty to less favored nien.^
Has ever the unconnnunicutive night seen yon,

shamefaced and furtive under the sense of your
own sympathy, bearing your ofTering.s to those in
neecl.^ Has the dollar, the dime, the rent, the hand
clasp or consolation you Jiave imparted, so touclied
you as to have made the profit of it seem all your
own.^

Good friend, though your lapel may never know
our emblem, nor your lips the sounding phrases of
our ritual—you are one of us if you have done these
things.

For it is unpretentious benefaction of this charac
ter that has been the impelling motive of this Order
throughout the more than half century of its
existence.

In every time and on every occasion of want,
peril or disaster, since its inception this organiza
tion has been privileged to assist with its full share.
Beholden neither to Jew, Gentile, to Protestant nor
Catholic, its Lodge rooms are localized centers of
general comuuinity benefit.

Born of and animated by the principles of the
American Constitution, its avowed purpose is to
assist by precept, example and contribution in the
betterment of our national life.
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r^irr ofthe many designs for aNational Memorial
^ Building, submitted in competition to the
Elks National Memorial Headquarters Com
mission, as told below in their annual report
that of Egerton Swartwout, New York architect'
has won the award. '

Raised considerably above the broad boulevard
by sweepmg terraces, looking out over the lagoon
to the waters of Lake Michigan, this circular buQd-
ing will have a distinctive dignity and beauty sit
uated as it will be in the midst ofa city of towering
spires.

The exterior is to be of white marble with a
sculptured frieze encircUng the building at the base
of the colonnade. Life-size figures sculptured in
high reliel wiU form a greatcomposition setting forth
the ideals of the Order and the most important
passages in its history.

The lawns and terraces and the twointerior courts
one on either side of the central structure will be
laid out m formal and dignified style of landscape
treatment m keeping with the character of the
buildmg. Broad drives will provide well-planned
approaches from all sides. Long windows \vi\l give
access tothecolonnade, and from thatvantage point
one will be able to look out over the panorama of
park and lake and beautiful residences backed far
in the distance, by the towering buildings of' the
business district.

It is impossible at this time to give a full and

accurate description of the inside of the building,
as there are many details of arrangement that have
not yet been decided upon. The main features,
however, have already been definitely planned.

The high-arched doorway will open into a great
circular lobby. The effect of spaciousness is en
hanced by glimpses of long vistas of corridors open
ing off this lobby on axes radiating from the center
of the circle. Opposite the entrance, on the far
is the monumental reception-room of the Grand
Exalted Ruler, flanked by his private ofTicc, the con-
ferencc-room, and ante-rooms. The circular thcrne is
carried out in the private office and an exactly simi
lar room opening off the opposite side of the re
ception-room. The corridors in the long, low
wings on either side are probably to be lined with
offices in which the other Grand Lodge Officers,
their committees and the staff of the national pub
lication and their assistants will be accommodated.
Above these offices and in the basement are numer
ous rooms for which no specific use has yet been
designated.

Coming back to the great entrance hall, one
mounts a winding staircase to the great Memorial
Hall which is on a level with the outer colonnade.
This room, in form circular like the lobby directly
below it, will measure some seventy-five feet in
diameter and rise a clear seventy feet to the top oi
the dome. It is dedicated to the memory of the
members of the Order who fell in the Great War.

Annual Report of the National
Memorial Headquarters Commission

The Annual Report submitted by Chair
man John K. Tener of the Elks National
Memorial Headquarters Commission was
appreciatively received and unanimously
approved. It follows:

To the Officers and Members of the Grand
Lodge of the Benevolent and Protective Order
of Elks of the United Stales of America:

At THE session of the Grand Lodge held
at Los Angeles in 1921, a resolution was

adopted creating the National Memorial
Headquarters Commission. To that Com
mission was assigned two important func
tions; First, the selection and purchase of a
suitable site in the City of Chicago, upon

which there should be erected a National
Memorial Headquarters Building and to
cause to be prepared plans and specifica
tions for theconstruction ofthesaid building
thereon; second, to supervise andundertake,
on behalf of the Order, the publication and
distribution of a National Journal to be
known as The Elks Magazine, to be issued
monthly and mailed to the home address of
each member of the Order.

National MemorialHeadquarters
Building

Acting under the authority of the said
resolution, your Commission first addressed
itself to the selection and purchase of a

suitable site in the city whiS
were certain requisites for
to some extent limited tne g nf
in the city. But there were a numb^
available sites which were athe Commission and to each of whi^
most careful consideration was accorded.

After personal inspection aM the study
of all the features which 'A „T.<-:H«.rTj'ion.
thought should be taken .
before finally determining this
question, the Commission, b> unammo^
vote, selected and purchased the Pro^rt/
located at the intersection of Lake VeW
Avenue and Diversey n't^hlv
Lincoln Park and Lake Michigan and hav
mg a frontage on Lake View Avenue of 393
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feet and on Diversey Parkway of 250 feet,
at a cost of 8375,012. This property has
been conveyed bj'' proper deed to the Benev
olent and Protective Order of Elks of the
United States of America, and the purchase
money has been fully paid.

The Commission then undertook the task
to secure the jireparalion of the plans and
specifications for such a building as was
contemplated by the Order. Under tlie
advice of Colonel J. Hollis Wells, of the
firm of Clinton & Russell, Architects, New
York City, who had been engaged as Pro
fessional Advisor to the Commission, it was
determined to invite a limited nimiber of
architects, of national reputation, to par
ticipate in a competition, to be held under
the rules of the American Institute of Archi
tects. In this competition each architect
submitted a design and drawings for the
proposed building, showing its general
appearance and floor plan arrangement.
The design was required to embodv the
Memorial feature desired for the build
ing, and the floor plan arrangement was
required to provide the adminiifrative
offices for the conduct of the business of
the Order as provided in the Grand Lodge
resolutions.

In this competition seven of the foremost
architects of the United States competed,
each submitting a design of such excellence
that it could well have been adopted with
confident assurance that it would have met
the approval of the entire Order, but, after
careful consideration of all the designs and
drawings, the one submitted by Egerton
Swartwout, of New York City, was unani
mously selected, and contract with this
architect for the detailed plans and specifi
cations and architectural supervision is now
in course of preparation. The Commission
is advised that it will take several months
for these plans and specifications to be
prepared, and promptly upon their com
pletion, it is the purpose of the Commis
sion to invite bids for the construction of
the said building in accordance with said
plans, and it is anticipated that at the
next meeting of the Grand Lodge the
Commission will be able to report that the

National Memorial Headquarters Building
is well under way.

Under the authority conferred upon the
Commission by the resolution creating it,
an assessment was levied, as of October i,
1921, upon each subordinate Lodge ofSi.oo

rllEREAS. The Elks Magazine, (he
ojjicial organ of the Order, is

designed to he the medium of direct com
munication between it and its more than
800.000 members, and

Wlil'^REAS, the initial numbers
tvhich have been published and distrib
uted are of such excellence as to impress
the whole membership of the Order, and

WHEREAS, it is deemed appropriate
to give this expression of approval of the
type and character of the Magazine that
is being published on behalf of the Order,

/VOfK THEREFORE, BE IT RE
SOLVED,

1. That the members of the Grand
L(^ge of the Benevolent and Protective
Order of Elks, representing over l.^fOO
L^ges and a membership of more than
800.000, do hereby express their hearty
approval of The Elks Magazine, not only
as the official organ of the Order, and as
a medium of communication between the
Grand Lodge and the individual member,
but also as a literary Journal.

2. That they do hereby commend the
restriction of' the advertising pages to
advertisersof unquestioned reputation and
character and do urge Uie continuance
of this advertising policy.

3. That the Subordinate Lodges and
the individual members of the Order are
hereby requested to sustain and support
The Elks Magazine in every appropriate
way to insure its succcss as a fraternal
Journal and a business enterprise.

per capita of its membership, from which
assessment was realized 8762,029.10. While
the Commission wasgivenauthority to le-^'
an assessment of not more than Si.00 in
each calendar j'ear, no assessment has been
levied thus far during 1922, and none is
contemplated prior to April, 1923, when it
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is anticipated that an assessment of but
sixty-five cents per capita will be levied for
the calendar year of 1923.

The Elks Magazine
The Commission, in undertaking the pub

lication and distribution of the National
Journal provided for in the said resolution,
and of the t3'pe and character outlined in the
report submitted to the session of the Grand
Lodge at Los Angeles, soon realized the
tremendous undertaking and the great im
portance of the task which confronted it.
It involved the creation of an administrative
organization for the monthly pubHcation of
a high-class magazine, with a circulation of
over 800,000 for its initial number. This
was a unique experience in the history of
the publication world, and the* Commission
feels that the issuance of the first number
on June i, 1922, was a real accomplishment.

Two numbers of the Magazine have al
ready been issued and distributed to the
members of the Order, and an opportunity
has thus been given for each member to judge
for himself whether or not the reasonable
expectations of the Order have been met
by the character of the publication. From
ex"pressions that have been received it is
apparent that the Magazine is already filling
a long-felt need of the Order; and the Com
mission is confident tliat with maintenance
of the type and character displayed in the
initial numbers it will continue to serve the
useful purpose for which it was designed,
and thus merit the continued approval of
the entire membership.

From the brief experience already had in
the publication of the Magazine, it is an
ticipated that the volume of advertising
that will be attracted to its pages will enable
the Order to continue the publication of the
Magazine on the high plane upon which it
has been lodged, at an e.xpense not to exceed
Si.oo per year from each member of the
Order who receives it. Indeed, it is con
fidently anticipated that the revenue that
will be derived from the advertising pages
will, within a short time, go far toward
taking care of the general expenses of the
Grand Lodge.

' I ^HE army in the field provides
somethmg that looks like a

cheer leader's megaphone and
several lengths of stovepipe for
the purpose of providing heat for
eight men in a tent. It's a Sibley stove.

And although there are about fivehundred
words in explanation of the manner in which
a right-hand salute should be rendered, the
regiJations are silent about the method of
installing a Sibley stove.

The members of the fourth squad of _a
certain artillery regiment encamped in
November foxmd, however, that although
the post was thick with second lieutenants,
salutuig did not quite keep the temperature
up to the point at which one could read a
letter with his gloves off.

They were, therefore, given a.stove. And
it lay in rusty parts on the dirt floor of the
tent. Around this assortment of scrap-iron
they gathered in a shivering, voluble group.

From this group came a multitude of
words. Words expressive of opinions as to
the best way to put the stove up. The
speakers became so enthralled with the bril-

The Eighth Man
But it is safe to say that if the

one member of the squad who had
the instinctive wisdom to start
somctliing, perfect or imperfect
though the plan might be, had

not spoken, the stove wouldstill have been
in sections the next morning.

If everyone tried to overcome all obsta
cles and to iron out all crudenesses before
beginning anything, nothing ever would be
done. Many good ideas are lost because
their creators feel they are imperfect. But
the world has yet to find a man witli a per
fect idea, just as the earth has yet to yield
a mine of diamond rings set in platinum.
But there are diamond mines and deposits
of platinum, and there are rings combining
the jewel with the metal.

Whether it be an invention, a plan, a
movement, or a kindly deed, the secret of
its success lies in getting it under way.
Next time you have the germ of an idea—
though it be rough, or small, even—do not
toss it away into silence. It may look like
a pebble at first glance, but if j'ou polish it
up with action, you'll be proud of it.

liance of their suggestions as to remain phys
ically passive, forgetful for the moment, that
the idea was to get the tent warm. That is,
seven out of the eight did. They speculated
upon the advantages of laying a brick foun
dation, of wrapping the pipe with asbestos
where it emerged from the tent top, upon
the hkelihood of fmding any asbestos in
camp, upon a practicable substitute in case
they did not. This continued for a cold, a
very cold, half-hour. Then the eighth man
spoke:

"Right or wTong, let's put this thing
together. We'll never think her up."

Within a little over thirty-five minutes
there was a fire in that stove. It was a
tough job when it came to the actual doing,
for the joints" were bent and rusty and
crimped, and man^' a knuckle was scraped
before black smoke blew from the spindly
stack.



rr^HERE is I'
I nothing that ^ ^

•*• sets two men
•more immediately ^*4^1

e)i rapport than the
right kind of hand-
shake. With the I
various wong kinds
we arc all familiar, •• ••.. ,
and those who keep •
a war>- eye in the . ^
battle of life, taking - . .v
note, as we are all - -
compelled to do, of
those subtle indica
tions by which ex-
periencc judges
character with the

instinct, do
attach great impor- ^
tance to this index
to the fellow-man on j
whom they set eyes I
for the first time, or j
with whom they
have habitually to
associate. The eyes
t hem selves scarcely
tell more than this
digital contact. We all know the man
whose hand is like a dead fish, the man who
grud^ngly allows his hand nervelessly to
rest in ours, as though he feared we were
after his money, or as though he were
afraid, rightly enough, that he risked giving
us too much of himself, allowing us to come
too near to the discovery of the coldness of
his heart and the narrowness of his soul.
Well we know the slippery fingers that seem
to elude our grasp like a snake, the fingers
that barely touch ours with their tips, glad,
as it were, that this little social ceremony is
over, and their hands safe back again in
their owner's possession. Condescension,
superiority and worse have been im-
memorially associated with this method of
shaking hands. Great gentlemen past and
present have invariably thus ackno-vledged
the existence of their "inferiors" or de
pendents—as though, as Tom Hood put it,
they were "washing their hands with in
visible soap, in imperceptible water." One
finger, or two at most, was all that Major
J^endennis vouchsafed to his nephew. Tp
shake hands at all with those socially
"beneath" us is still looked upon in some
quarters as something like a revolutionary
eccentricity, and "the horny hand" of toil
is too often ignored by those for whom it has
become horny. But, so far as that goes,
the time has come when, as Halleck wrote,
that horny hand

"Would shake hands with a kinguponhis throne,
And tJiink it kinrJne.S5 to his majesty."

The Elks Magazine

Richard LeGallienne on The Right Hand
How much meaning there is in the right
kind of handshake is well expressed in
Tennyson's line:

"The larger heart, the kindlier hand."

They invariably go together, and our great
est authority on human nature, whose name
it need scarcely be said is William Shake
speare, is constantly laying stress throughout
his plays on the significance of the gener
ously outstretched hand.

"Still in thy right hand carry gentle peicc
To silence envious tongues,"

says Cardinal Wolsey in his great parting
speech in "Henry VIII.'' Again says King
Henry in "Henry IV":

"a hand

Open as day for melting charity."

Says Ferdinand in "The Tempest": "Here's
my hand"; and Miranda answers, "And
mine, with mine heart in't."

"Give me your hands, if we be friends,"
saysP«f/fein".A.MidsummerNight'sDre:im";
and in early English times "handfast" was
the appropriate name for a betrothal, as in
these beautiful lines of Beaumont and
Fletcher:

"Here in Heaven's eye, and all love's sacred
powers,

I knit this holy handfast, and with this hand,
The heart that owes this hand."

The origin of handshaking is buried far in
the mists of the past. Possibly its meaning
at first was not entirely fraternal. Among

the Norsemen, for example, enemies nego
tiating a truce would come forward with
outstretched hands as a sign that they held
no weapons. Buffalo Bill used to tell similar
stories of the practice among the gun-
fighters of his time. But even here, among
enemies, there was a ccrtain suggestion of
fraternity.

A MONG merchants from time immemo-
rial the striking or the shaking of hands

has bsen the symbol of the closing a bargain
or making a contract. At such times in Hol
land they still strike hands, and it was even
so in the days of Solomon. "A man void of
understanding," said the wise king among
his proverbs, "striketh hands, and becometh
surety in the presence of his friends." "To
shake hands on a bargain" is still a phrase
used by us all. The origin of the curious
old phrase "hand and seal" which we stiU
employ in legal documents is worth record
ing in this connection. "When writing was
limited," says an authority, "to a few clerks,
documents were authenticated by the im
pression of the hand dipped in ink, and then
the seal was duly appended"—an early
application of the Bertillon method. Says
Hubert in "Kmg John":

"Here is your hand and seal for what I did."

In feudal times the vassal put his hands in
the hands of his overlord on taking the oath
of fidelity and homage.

So much to illustrate how in all times tlie
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of Fellowship Decoration by Charles S. Bigeloiv

hand has been the symbol of loyalty and fair
dealing. Honest hand, honest heart. When
Daniel Webster spoke his famous eulogy of
Adams and Jefferson, he said: "Sink or
swim, live or die, survive or perish, I give my
hand and heart to this vote."

Hand and heart together. That is the Elk
doctrinc. The Elks practice no mystic
handshake, no peculiar intertwining of
fingersof which no one but themselvesknows
the secret. The handshake they believe in
and stand by is the strong freely given and
taken handclasp of sincere good-will, that
handclasp to which St. Paul gave the name
of The Right Hand of Fellowship. "When,"
says he, in the Epistle to the Galatians,
"James, Cephas and John, who seemed to be
pillars, perccived the grace that was given
unto me, they gave to me and Barnabas the
right hand of fellowship." That Right Hand
of Fellowship the Elk Jiot only extends to his
brother Elks, but to all his brothers among
mankind, whoever or whatever they be,
fortunate or unfortunate, rich or poor. But
it is particularly to the unfortunate brother
that the Elk's good right hand shoots out,
communicating to him that reanimating
electric shock of human brotherhood which
saj's far better than words that a friend is
with him who knows all there is to know
about it, knows the cruelty of circunistance,
and the bitterness of the heart, but knows
also that not the worst but the best is yet to
come, that there is nothing wrong that can
not come right, and that all that is needed

is for men to pull together to make a world
in which pain and worry will one day be
got under control, and become rarer every
day.

It is the well-founded belief of certain
learned Elks that the first Elk was the Good
Samaritan, and if you read that story you
can easily imagine the fine resurrecting
handshake which that first Elk applied, so
to speak, as first aid, to the unfortunate
traveler who had fallen among thieves. The
surprise, and the thrill of it to the poor
robbed and beaten devil, left there to die, not
merely by the original robbers, who, after
all, had to earn their living and were nothing
like so bad as the Levites and other superior
persons who passed by on the other side.
Good were the oil and wine to the unhappy
man. good the comfort and cheer of the inn
to which the Samaritan carried the traveler,
but even better, we may well believe, to his
outraged soul was the friendly face, the
hearty voice, the brotherly handgrasp of
that chance-found friend, whose face would,
I think, be better worth looking on than that
of any man's face on record. What a smile
the man must have had!

"XXJITH the first handshake the spirit of
' ' brotherhood began on this earth. It

was the embryo of all those secret brother
hoods and leagues and fraternities which even
in the far past and in the crudest civiliza
tions, were already in existence among
men for mutual protection against tyr
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anny and the silent
dissemination of
good-will and help
fulness in the gen
eral life of the world.
We find it in the
religious orders, for
the protection of the
spiritual life; we find
it in commerce in
such powerful or
ganizations as the
Hanseatic league,
and the trade and
craft guilds of the
thirteenth century
in which democracv
had its rise. We
find it in war. with
the Crusaders, and
in such military-re
ligious orders as the
Knights of Saint
John, the Knights of
Malta, the Hospi
tallers. the Burial
confraternities of
France and Italy,
and various associa
tions for the protec

tion of pilgrims to holy cities and shrines.

Yet, long before medieval times, in
Judea, as in Athens, there existed little

groups, frequently persecuted and misun
derstood, dedicated to the service of the
commonweal, silently, persistently and
courageously leavening the whole lump. It
was not, however, until the coming of
Christianity that the organization of broth
erly feeling became part of the social con
sciousness of the world. Not until the
Crusades did fraternalism, in its modern
meaning, become a power in ci\'ilization.
The social evolution resultant on the Cru
sades, apart from their romantic drama,
has had little acknowledgment, but Bishop
Squibbs has done them a more understand
ing justice. Speaking to some Oxford
students, he said that they represented
"the first great effort of medieval_ life to
go beyond the pursuit of selfish and isolated
ambitions."

The brotherhood of the Elks is in the
direct line of succession to those early
brotherhoods which first endeavored to
concentrate and organize that spirit of
fraternity in man, which even yet burns in
di.sparate sparks here and there about the
world, waiting for some tremendous breath
of the spirit to blow upon them till they
unite in one universal flame. That seeming
miracle will happen, that breath of the
spirit will blow. Make no doubt of it.

(Continued on page 63)
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All See, Some Understand—a Few Act
A Story of Three Men and the Coldest Night of Winter

—and Its Application to Every Elk
was when thp Flatiron Bnilding

I in New York was listed among the
wonders of the world. But as time

has passed, and man has stacked steel and
stone together to such heights as to dwarf it,
the book-shaped edifice splitting Broadway
and Fifth Avenue at Twenty-third Street
has come to be taken as a matter of course—
an ordinary skyscraper pointed out only as
an illustration of what people thought
marvelous two decades ago.

The wind which whips and whistles
around the edges of the Flatiron Building,
however, is an element which still impresses
itself upon the minds of New Yorkers.
Many a shriek of feminine dismay has been
evoked by its suddenness and power; and on
winter nights, when dry, hard snow blows
over polished black asphalt, the comer
where the Flatiron stands is a spot to hurry
by—aided by a blast of cutting air that
seems to burn the face like live steam.

There is but one refuge from this wind;
on the Twenty-second Street side, the
shortest side of the triangle on which the
building rises. Through a grating near the
side of the building blows a forced draught
of hot, oily-smelling air, pushed out from
the engine-room somewhere in the bowels
of the structure by a fan.

The men who deep in the parks in sum
mer know this place for a spot of warmth
in a limitless stretch of frozen sidewalks.
Never a hard winter ni^t passes but they
are huddled over the grating. If the day is
cold the regulars will haunt it all day, in
order to hold their places.

Fifty yards down the side street where is
this oasis of heat lived two young men in a
small apartment. There was nothing mag
nificent about the place, but on nights when
the winter wind lifted unwary derbies from
heads and sent them rolling for blocks, the
apartment, with its sizzling radiator and its
glowing lamp was a good place to reach.
They were quite aware of this, and aware,
too, in a detached sort of a manner, of the
grating and those who clustered over it.

One night last winter, when it was un
bearably cold, they were about to unlock the
downstairs door when one of them ^d:

"I wonder if there's anybody over that
grating tonight."

He backed out into the middle of the
street, in order to get a view of the base of the
Flatiron Building.

"Yep, there is, all right."
By this time the other young man had

the door unlocked, and as he thought of the
warmth upstairs and of the contrast of
some one taking refuge from the weather
over that grating, he said, absent-mindedly:

"That's tough, a night b'ke this."
That was all. He hdd the door open for

his companion to follow, but the other did
not. Instead, he stood a moment outside
the door; and then, after a bnef period of
irresolution, ran down the street.

Only one of the faithful was standing on
the gpiting. The fact that he was standing
was indicative of the cold, for on norm^
winter nights, by WTapping the legs and feet
in newspapers and resting the upper part
of the body only over the grating, iJie expe
rienced derelict could sleep in passable
comfort.

"Will half a dollar get you a bed?" asked
the young man.

"Will it. Boss!" said the man over the
grating, andhewas off toward a lodging house
before the coin was in his pocket—but not
before he had voiced very heartfelt thanks.

This incident is interesting in that on

Here Uastory of three men;
the man who saw and un

derstood, the man who, being
awakened to the situation, acted
—and the man on the grating.
Now everySocialand Community
Welfare Committee of every Elks
Lodge sees and understands and
acts. But no committee can he
expected to see everything. It is
incumbent upon the individual
laymember toserve in the capac
ity of eyes for his committee—
and also, as judgment may dic
tate, not alone to see and un
derstand, hut to act himself

analysis it shows in action, two kinds of
men: the man who thin^ but is not in-
stinctivdy moved to action; and the man
who, once a good idea is given him, puts it
into practice. , , ,

If only one of these two young chaps had
passed bythe man on the grating, he would
have shivered there all night. The first,
who discovered him,would not havethought
quickly enough to contrast hisown security
of comfort with the unfortunate s lack of it.
And the other, the onewhounderstood but
made nomove, would have gone to bed with
out having achieved anything ofmore value
than a sympathetic thought. It was lucky
for the man in the shabby clothes that the
two were together, that the complementary
forces of life, imagination and action, actu
ally and embodied, came near hun side
by side.

T^HE appUcation of the analysis of this
A incident has a directbearing upon bemg

an Elk. If we each look at ourselves, we
frequently find that we areone or the other
ofthese two yoimg men. We see andunder
stand, yetdo nothing, orelse we act only on
a suggestion from outside. Yet if we are to
become the best sorts of members in the
Order, we must make a positive, consaous
effort to be not just one of these t)T5es,
but both. ...

Blindness in the world is as^ singular an
afiiiction, comparatively, as it is awful.
We all see; a few of us understand; and a
few of that few take initiative spontane
ously. But unless we are willing to admit
that man will be always what he has been,
and is, that the first rough casting cannot
be turned down and polished on the lathe,
we all of us can become a combination of the
man who sees and sympathizes and does
somethmg about it,

This triad of characteristics is identified
with the Order of Elks, and a specific in
stance of it came about this same last winter

during which happened the incident of getting
the man off that grating and into a bed.

In a Western city there fell, at one time
during the season, a preternatural amount
of snow. Street transit was stuck tight, and
when the drifts were scooped up from side
walk and street the city was a network of
narrow white lanes between banks of snow
head-high. One had to look from a second-
story window to see people on the opposite
sidewalk. In time this snow thawed, and
when the disintegration of the white barri
cade began it came with such uncommon
suddenness that the dty became a temporary
Venice; and one effect was that the children
of the poor were kept from school. They
had no rubbers, and they could not slosh
through the rushing, shallow canals of ice-
water and sit all day in soppy shoes and
escape pneumonia.

Everybody knew about the snowfall,
everybody knew about the thaw, and every
newspaper reader in the city knew about the
schoolchildren—for the story was carried in
the dailies—even though he might have no
family of his own.

A LL saw, a few understood, and a few
of that few did something about it.

These last were the Elks. The local lodge
took action in the form of buying immedi
ately six hundred pairs of rubbers for distri
bution among the schoolchildren who had
none. This did not waterproof the feet of
every youngster in the schools; it took care
of exactlysix hundred. But other orpniza-
tions, awakened by the service, fell in line;
and within a very short time there were more
rubbers for schoolchUdren than there was
water to wet them in.

This is an instance which shows that the
words Benevolent and Protective are not
words hitched on the front of the Order's
name just to look pretty. They come first
in the name, they come first in the signifi
cance of the Order. They are words that
donotsit backgrandlvin the dictionary, but
get out and work. They buy rubbers, if
rubbers are needed; they pay for build
boys' camps; theygetoutandhustle inbehalf
of any organization that wants to do a good
job; they go into court and stand legally
responsible for youngsters who otherwise
would go to reformatories, and make men
of these boys by trusting them—these are a
little handful of random examples of the
habits of the Elk.

The order is a composite of the two young
men, who, together, saw and understood the
pHght of that poor devil shivering at the
base of the office building the coldest night
m winter, and who got him a better place.
And if the Order is to be more for all
bodies and creations either grow stronger
or weaker, drift downhUl or stride up—
every member of the Order must take it
upon himself as a personal responsibility to
become a composite of those two youngmen.

A LL see, a few understand, a few of this
few do something about it. Let s

changeJ that by remodeling ourselves, by
. adding to the house of our characters the

wing we need, until it can be said that every
Elk sees and understands and does some
thing about it.
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Working in the Common Cause
Some Thoughts on Certain Phases of Relief Work

and Other War Activities at Home

IN EVERY war censorship prevents or
delays the revelation of some occur-
rcnces known to a good many people.

But this censorship is not, by any means,
always official. Self-imposed restrictions
limit what is told by practically every writer
in time of war. The motives for such ret
icence are varied, of course. Loyalty, the
effort to avoid giving aid or comfort to the
enemy is one; respect for sincere, though
clumsy or ineffective, effort, is another; a
general feeling that it is well to avoid the
striking of any discordant note is still
another.

So, quite naturally, after every war there
comes a flood of "revelations." Sir Philip
Gibbs, in his books, tells, quietly and ef
fectively, of mistakes, avoidable mistakes,
of British leaders—not because he is a muck-
raker, but because he feels that understand
ing of these mistakes is a necessary part of
preparation against the possibility, remote
though it be, of a new war. Similarly
George Patullo has, of late, been telling
the unvarnished truth about the relations
between the American and Allied High
Commands in France.

Patullo has told things lie would have sub
mitted to torture to avoid telling in 1918.
And, like Sir Philip Gibbs, he is as far as a
man may be from being a muckraker. He
has told his story now for definite reasons.
One is that sentimentalism, such as did, to
a great extent, prevail here during the war
itself, does not foster the sort of public opin
ion that leads to wise decisions. The other
is that his country has never fully under
stood the quality of General John J. Persh-
ing—which is extremely annoying to those
who, like Pat\Ulo, imderstand it very well
indeed. And this particular war news re
veals Pershing as a man who stood out
against almost incredible pressure, in the
interest of the boys he led; a general to
whom are due the thanks of those who, ex
cept for him, would probably be mourning
to-day three or four hundred thousand more
American dead than did actually pay the
supreme penalty in France.

SO FAR as itis now possible to look ahead
one can see no prospect of American par

ticipation in another war. Yet that was
equally true in 1914—and within four years
the greatest American army that had ever
been assembled was imder arms three
thousand miles from home. That is why
it seems to me that it is not too soon to enter
a plea for a certain sort of preparedness.

It would have been impossible, for many
reasons, to write, during the war, or very
soon after its close, what I want to write
here. It would have been-ungracious; what
is more, it would have been useless.

One of the magnificent things about
America's war effort was the eager rush of
the whole country to do its part. The ef
fort was never limited to the boys who of
fered themselves for service in the front line.
Behind them, anxious to help, were men and
women passionate in their devotion to the
common cause, either as individuals, or as
members of organizations that thrust them
selves forward the moment the emergency

By William Almon WolfE

was upon us. That was, as I said, magnifi
cent; it was a splendid and an inspiring
thing to see. But it was a magnificence
dimmed, much too often, by the futility of
the means employed to a great end.

This is what, three and four years ago, I
felt, but, for all sorts of reasons, could not
and would not say: Time and again the
value of services offered and rendered was

^T^HIS is a statement of views,
J- based upon experience, from
a trained observer. What the
Elks were able to do in the war
matters little, relatively. But if,
in the way the things they did
were done, there is, as Mr. Wolff
feels so strongly, a lesson that
may in some future crisis be of
value, thefacts should hesetforth

reduced or wiped out altogether by selfish
desire to obtain recognition and credit; by
unwilhngness ofthisindividual or that organ
ization to be subordinated; by insistence
upon impossible conditions.

It isn't necessary, it would be invidious,
it would be worse than useless, to give par
ticulars; to cite instances, ilen supremely
fitted to do important work declined to do
it because they could not bring themselves
to accept subordinate positions. Organiza
tions sulked because they could not have
a particular field to themselves; wasted time
in political intrigue to keep another organ
ization out. Religious prejudice was al
lowed to hamper cooperation essential to
securing certain ends. Not very often did
thesethings happen; not, certainly, in a ma
jority of cases. But they happened often
enough to discourage and dishearten a good
many of those who, all the time, knew what
was going on.

Again, if the true tale of the publicity
work that was done during the war were told
it would shock some people. It seemed to
me, sometimes, that individuals, organiza
tions, whole communities were more inter
ested in securing favorable publicity for
their efforts than in the efforts themselves.
The number of press agents employed by
organizations engaged in war work, and the
aggregate of tlieir salaries, if the figures could
be assembled, would be astonishing—except
to those who, like myself, were, so to speak,
exposed to them.

"OW let it be xmderstood that much of
this publicity work was legitimate

enough. Publicity is one of the best ways
there is to raise money. The trouble was that
so much of this organized publicity work was
intended to establish the organization that
paid for it in the public favor that it might
draw upon that favor after the war. Again,
this was legitimate enough, in one sense; in
the sense that, almost without exception,
these were fine, worthy, useful organizations.

The trouble is that that is not the way to

achieve one hundred per cent, usefulness in
time of war. That can be done; it can be
done very simply; it was done, supremely
well, by one great organization—of which
I do not happen to be a member—the Be
nevolent and Protective Order of Elks.
Other organizations did well, too; I don't
question that. But it happens that for four
years I have been citing the accomplish
ment of the Elks as the outstanding example
of the way war work ought to be done, and,
being, after all, a witer, and not a speaker,
I want to set down just why it is that I
feel so.

No one who wasn't directly in touch with
war publicity has the slightest idea of the
pressure that was brought to bear upon
everyone who, directly or indirectly, had
anything at all to do with the apportion
ment of space in newspapers and magazines.
Editors and writers alike were besieged.
One's telephone was a nuisance. Press
agents tracked one down; found out where
one ate one's hurried meals, and dropped in.

I came in for my share of the pressure;
so, certainly, did the editorial staff of Col
lier's Weekly, for which, at that time, I was
writing a good many articles connected
with America's war effort at home. And
it struck us, one day, that something shoiald
be printed about the Salvation Army.

OW the Salvation Army did have a pub-
licity man, but he was much too busy

wth his routine work of supplying actud
news to help me much when I went to him.
It wasn't easy to get anything from the Sal
vation Army, anyway. It wasn't that these
people were reticent, or afflicted by false
modesty; the chief trouble was that they
were too busy doing things to talk about
them. But bit by bit facts were extracted.
Including one that started me on a new trail.

I had been wondering how the Salvation
Army, which, notoriously, wasa poor organ
ization, had managed to keep going so long,
doing a tremendous lot of expensive work,
wthout any public appeal for money. And
some one said, quite casually, that, of
course, the Elks had helped.

Well, by going back and forth between the
Elks and the Sdvation Army, I pieced that
story together—how, all over the country.
Elk lodges had got behind the Salvation
Army and found the money, and how, in
cidentally, that was an old, though untold,
story. You who are Elks know it, of
course; anyone who paid me the compliment
of reading what I wTOte in Collier's also
knows it.

And that, as you who are Elks also know,
is by no means the whole story of what the
Elks did. The two great base hospitals
in France; the superb structure in Boston;
last, and certainly, not least, the work of the
revolving fund created by the Elks in help
ing the work of the Federal Board for Voca
tional Education to get under way—these
things are a definite, and a splendid, part
of the history of the war.

But it would be possible, it seems to me,
to write a whole book about what the Elks
did in the war and still to miss the point

{Continued on page 60)
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among women been so popiUaras today. Many
men learned to ride as a result of experiences in
the war, and passed the sport on to wives and
daughters. Families who before the war had
been unable to afford the luxury cf hunters,
hackneys and the like, went in for riding when
fortune turned. Visit the riding academies of
any city you may care to select forinvestigation
and you will obtain all necessary evidence
affirming the reported growth of the sport of
equestrianism They are crowded with be
ginners. Also with expert riders.
^d m the field when you see Mrs. Lida
Fleitman Eloodgood—who by the way is the
author of a standard book on all that pertains
to horseback riding—going cross-country heil-
for-leather at Meadow Brook, Piping Rock or
Westbury, or watch Miss Elizabeth Hauck
takmg the jumps in North Jersey, or Mrs
Penn Smith, or Miss Joan Michler, orany num
ber of accomplished American horsewomen,
conviction will be established that in the saddle
the woman askslittle or ifothing of the man

^ Gul^che, ofPhuadelphia, probably our greatest woman
distance swimmer—in fact, a great distance
swunmer irrespective cf sex—is now in Europe

intention is to sw5n
e ^ sununer yetto be selected. Just what her equipment for

Sth ^ ^ may be judged by the fact that in the^th annual nuleage contest ofthePhiladelphia
Turngemeinde which ended last March, Ida

^ "5 hours, covering246H miles, a world's record
So great an impulse has the cause of cports

for women e^nenced in England, that the
chances are Miss Gutsche wiU have eveiy fZ
tho^ti?i^"v^ disposal by the British au-

f Vl- ^ -o many years agothat Miss Rose Pitnoff of New York croS Se
ocean with the determination t? aSpfeh
the Channel feat and was prevented by the
If thT PhiUdSnhf,^^ the 4terIt tne Philadelphia swunmer succeeds in her
self-apTOuited task she will have the honor Sbemg the first woimn to make ie jSurie?

Tenms, golf, nding and swimming—^these
si^rts have been treated herein as actftiuS^
which girls and women may enter frSv^n^
without fear as to injurious results, iwL of
course, barrmg accidents. But there

mams of their brothers excluave do-

proud of itswomen athletes but ?n nationthe games will tendT gfce ^r^^klfc
women an extraordinary imm^^ S I
the world. Dr. Harrv throughoutof the National Wo^eSfxr^^^^
ciation will go with the Athletic Asso-but as Physicia^ wherefor^
the most careful conSnint ?
vision will be exercised tL
invading forces, which wiU £
women from Florida, New VSrk Npw
Ilhnois, South CaroUna nw ' j T Jersey,
Zone, will be Miss FlnrAiH ® Canalmary Hall, who hold^mA^- Rose-60-yard and IOC-yard lo^Ss ^he

subject is Joseph A D'A^io 5°"
of the New Jersey Static Physical director
ark. He hi " N'""
the actual achievements of
their mental and hot in
suit of his long exDpSl ^actions. As a re-
warning to all Plants t^ nfi f^^^this solemn
upon moderation." ' teachers: "Insist

lentary scho^^the ele-
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Women in Sports
(Contmucd from page jj)

groujps of muscles increase in size, but they do
not increase proportionately in strength. In
a recent test Mr. D'Angola found that only five
per cent- of the young women in the Normal
S(±ool were able to climb a fifteen-foot pole
Avith ease—while the greatest delight of the
average young girl is to shinny up a p>ole or
a rope.^ And ^e does this with simian ease.
For this physiological reason track athletics
among girls have not been pushed to too great
a degrM by directors of physical education who
are aUve to their responsibilities. Since pre
historic times women have not been the equals
of men in physical strengthand endurance, and
for this rea^n careful preparation over at least
one^ generation should be observed before com
petitive sports such as track, basketball, soccer
and baseball are permitted free rein.

Occasion^y the exceptional girl is found who
may betrained anddeveloped"for special events
in competiticn, but any conscientious physical
cducator will affirm that even she must be
watched no less closely than hei weaker sister.

"I approve cf track athletics for women,"
says Mr. D'Angola, "\vith the proviso that they
be indulged in moderation and under the super
vision of a competent director who has had
experience in teaching women. Certificates
from reliable phj^icians showing that partici
pants in competitive games are periodically
examined should be insisted upon by the di
rector and, as well, he should demand that the
girlathletes beregularly interviewed by a woman
director who is more interested in the health of
the individual than in the points which the
school scores in some meet. Then, and only
then, may the physical director feel that his
position is clear."

Not so long ago the writer witnessed a track
meet for women. ^ In one event a girl plainly
physically unqualified was entered. She prac
ticallyfaintedat theendofonerace, wasrevived
and then entered in another event. This was
outrageous. If such thmgs are countenanced
at v^ous schools throughout the country
there is bound to be a tremendous reaction which
may ^weep away the good as well as the bad.
On the oUier hand, if girls are entered in good
physical condition, and are permitted to indulge
only in events which have ijeen modified scien
tifically, then there can be but one result—the
betterment of the race.

Walter Camp, who has done so much for the
cause of physical well-being among women, as
among men, insists upon adequate preparation
and proper supervision of all girls who indulge
in competitive sport.

"Even greater care should be exercised in
respect to these things in cases of girls than of
iwys," sa5rs Mr. Camp. "Boys have genera
tions of athletes behindthem, whereas the mod
em girl is beginning to take her plunge into
strenuous sports without any historical sanction.
The development has been astoUnding, but there
may be no question if we, as a race, are to be
benefited from this new phase there must be
rigid supervision.

JF you were a baseball club
owner, a magnate, to use the

popular term, and if in spite of
alt your work and all yourplan
ning the breaks were against you,
and your team had forged up
within striking distance of the
pennant only to be turned back—
And then, if someone offered to
buy youT ball club, would you
relinquish it, with its worries and
disappointments, in exchange for
wecuth and a life of idleness?
This is theme of a ^eat baseball
story by Lawrence Ferry. fFatch
for it in the September issue.

"The one problem, outside of this training
and preparation, which will require the greatest
study during the next decade, is that of the
influences of competition upon women. Any one
who has been as close to athletics as I have been,
I mean intercollegiate athletics, does not have
to be told that a great many boys, and men, too,
have to be educated to stancl competition. WiA
the verj^ deficient background that exists in
sports for girls we can not begin to generalize as
to just how far competition is desirable, and just
how the nervous systems of our girls will answer
to what may come in the form cf bitter, intense
rivalry. Two things, tlius, should now engage
the attention of all who are interested in pro
mulgating competitive sports for women and at
the same time safeguarding their health; the
gradual preparation for athletic sports and the
accumulation of data as to the effect of com
petition."

As showing what girls and women have done
in track, cs compared to men, the following few
figures will be of interest. (These are the
American records for women.)

100-yard rxm: 12 seconds; Mary Thornton of
Lake Erie College and Mary C. Morgan, Bryn
Mawr College. Men; gVs seconds; Charles
Paddock, University of Southern California.

220-yard run; 30V5 seconds; Francesca King,
Wykeham Rise School. Men, 21V5 seconds;
Charles Paddock, University of Southern
California.

100-yard hurdles (two feet high; eight in
number): 15-/5 seconds; Mary Morgan, Bryn
Mawr College. Men, 120 yard hurdles (low),
IS seconds.

Running high jump: 4 feet 9 inches; Miss
Horer, St. Mary's Ilall. ISIen, 6 feet 4 inches;
D. Y. Alberts, Chicago Athletic Association.

Running broad jump: 16 feet inches;
Maude Devereux, Skidmore School for Arts.
Men, 23 feet inches; E. O. Gourdin, Harvard.

Hop, step, jump: 33 feet 6 inches; Ellen V.
Hayes, Sweet Briar College. Men, 46 feet 3
inches; Kauffman Geist, N. Y. City.

Discus throw: 98 feet 2 inches; Nell Carroll,
Florida State School for Women. Men, 144
feet; Gus Pope, Multonomah A. C.

Javelin throw: 98 feet inches; Rhea Reidel,
Sargent School. Men, 189 feet 2)4 inches;
Milton Angier, Chicago.

The records for women quoted above are the
American records, but for the men the figures
are selected from the record of the last meet of
the Amateur Athletic Union, and are not neces
sarily the best performances in our track and
field annals.

The women's colleges have taken no step in
the direction of intercollege meets, though
students are demanding it wdth ever increasing
vigor. The nearest we have approached this
was the basketball game between alumnre of
Vassar and Smith in New York last winter, as
one of. the features of the Vassar drive for funds.

It is believed that athletic spirit will be much
more p>ointedly emphasized at our educational
institutions for women when athletes of one
college meet teams of another after the manner
of the men's colleges; but under present condi
tions, when so little is known as to the mental
and physical reactions of women in strenuous
sport, educators are inclined to proceed with
great deliberation. At the same time, in Aaew
of the emphasis placed upon intercollegiate sport
as.it now exists, the proselyting of athletes,
practical hiring of others, the time and attention
taken from the work of the curriculum, those
who guide and control the destinies of Smith,
Vassar, Bryn Mawr and other institutions for
women, are in all probability none too sure that
they wish to place themselves in the position
of some day coming face to face with the very
acute problems in relations to athletics that
afflict the authorities in our men's colleges and
universities.

In the meantime those who hold a brief for
Vassar vs. Smith, Bryn Mawr vs. Wellesley and
so on, may find some outlet for their pent-up
sporting spirit in the announcement that Miss
Laura Bennett, sturdy and indomitable Amer
ican woman fighter, is training for her forth
coming bout with Mile. Le Mar, the French,
champion.
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The Footstep
{Coniimicdfrom page is)

that the placc was not quite "canny." For
she was almost ready to believe that she had
seen a ghost, or at least some spectcr of an over
strained imagination. But this day would set
many'fears at rest. She made up her mind, like
the thorough young person she v.-as, to leave not
even a coal-bin unvisited. Things known were
seldom things feared.

Caroline was of the same mind. Beulah's
pallor worried her a little, and she felt that a
tour of the place would do much to laj' these
une.xpected fears—no doubt the result of her
dream—and put them both in possession of the

: premises.
A bunch of keys was found hanging on a nail

in the clerk's desk; and while Caroline was
examining them, Beulah turned over the pages
of the old register.

" Reall}' these are very valuable historical
documents," the girl said gravely. "Think of
a murder case—and the person being able to
prove an alibi bj' the record in a hotel register
that on such a night he was two hundred miles
away from the scene of the crime. Why—this
is funny. Ix)ok here. Look at this name '

Caroline looked over Beulah's shoulder.
"Henry Brj-ant—New York City," she read.
"Do you know a Henry Bryant?"

"Never knew anyone of that name," Beulah
answered.' "It isn't the name, it's the date
didn't this hotel close in 1912—Just^the year
after you were here, Cousin Caroline?"

"I think it did."
"Well, look at this date, T'cbtuary, 1921.

Why shcuhl a man register in a deserted hotel?'
" Ajoke, I suppose," Carolinereplied. " Some

prowler climbed through a window, probably,
and seeing the regi.ster and having a fountam
pen in his pocket—what made you jump?

"That arrow at 170 again."
Caroline went behind the desk, opened the

glass door that protected the bell-board and
examined the brass indicators. "This one arrow
swings easily," she said, "the rest arc rather
stiff. Any vibration of the hotel sets 170going
How Spencer would have enjoyed remodeling
this old place; making it look light and gay and
young again. Some architects arc made, but he
was born. Now to our investigations. It will
take some time to go over all the hotel." _

The dining-room was the first room visited;
a great gloomy place, against wliose shuttered
windows the evergreens pressed closcly. .'V few
tables still stood about; and a solitary music
rack, forgotten or unwanted, stood in the little
gallery where the orchestra had been placed to
play during dinners, or for dancing. Two enor
mous marble-topped black walnut sideboards
occupied opposite ends of the long room.

"I shall have bright painted furniture,"
Caroline remarked. " And I shall cut down some
of those trees and let in light and air."

The pantries, kitchens and the laundries
beneath, in the basement which they next visited,
had the dark look always in places where much
work has been and ceased. " Really it makes one
believe in the total depravity of matter," Caro
line said. "I am beginning to feel it wih take
a fortune to make this placeover. Everything in
it is too big and heaxy and pretentious; typical
of the period when all those dreadful rows of
brownstone houses were going up in New York
as advertisements of prosperity. Now for the
bedrooms. After these acres of unreclaimed hotel
I needn't fear any small stuffy ones."

The bedrooms were, indeed, on a scale with
the rest of the hotel; large, with high narrow
windows; and tall doors whose transoms were
big enough to turn into window sashes. The
extremely high ceilings destroyed all look of
comfort in them; and the tall pine trees outside
filled them with a greenish twilight that might
have been pleasant in the heat of summer; but
was now gloomy in the extreme. Most of these
rooms were empty, but in some enormous black
walnut beds still stood mournfully in the
shadows.

"Let's find Room 170," Beulah suggested,
and following the number to the fourth floor,
they came at last to two rooms side by side, one
without a number, the other marked 170. Both
doors were without transoms and securely
locked. Beulah stooped down and looked into

the keyhole. "Key is on the inside," she said.
"I can't see anything."

"I meant to bring that bunch hangmg by the
clerk's desk," Caroline lamented. "But came
off without them."

"Let me go down and get it, Caroline.
"That's a good child."
Beulah hurried away. The hotel had ceased to

affcct her nerves now, and she had fully decided
to regardthe last night's occurrences as a dream,
or at most a trick of the imagination. "When she
reached the desk she found that the keys \\-ere
not on the nail in the clerk's little cage. "Caro
line must have them with her after all, or per
haps she had dropped them on the way upstairs."

She went quickly back again to the fourth
landing, her feet making loud echoes on the
bare floors—echoes that seemed to_be repeated
from variousparts of the house. "No keysdown
there," she called out as she turned into the
corridor where she had left her cousin and
then stopped. The corridor was empty; and no
voice answered hers. Only the long rows of
closed doors met her gaze.

"Of course she's in one of the rooms," Beulah
reassured herself—and walked on calling "Caro
line! Caroline!" and fighting down that rising
wave of terror, now all the more choking be
cause of the broad daylight which Hooded the
place.

Halfwaydown the corridorshe stopped short
to listen for some betraying sound which would
locatc her cousin, when, to her horror, she heard
in the hall below the stealthy footstep of her
midnight fright—the same.fIow, cautious move
ment. -Her cousin! Oh, where was her cousin!

She looked wildly about, repressing an in
voluntary cry! To call Caroline's name now
might bring the intruder into view, confident
that she was alone and helpless. Perhaps he had
already killed her cousin.

Anything was better than to stand there
listening to that menacing footstep, so she began
to move cautiously from door to door, opening
them as she went, to see if Caroline was in any
of these rooms. Could she have fainted or fallen
out of a window in trying to open it, the sash
giving waysuddenly? Her imagination wrought
to fever heat by that dreadful sound btlow ran
forward to every tragic possibilit}'.

To think of her cousin's safety was to for^:ct
herself for a moment. Slowly she advanced.
Door after door she opened, but only emptiness
met her gaze; or some drear>- dccrepit piece of
furniture. Whenever she paused inevitabh" she
heard that cautious footstep on the floor below.
To listen to it was to turn numb and cold, to
endure an icy bath of fear—so she would move
on again. She almost screamed aloud when a
door openedand she beheld Caroline at the end
of a flight of steps which,presumably, led to the
garrets. "I've been exploring," her cousin said
cheerfully. "Lots of nice old junk up there—
funny things an interior decorator would turn to
good account. Why,Beulah,howwhiteyouare!"'

J'N Dayton, Ohio, about a quar
ter century ago, Orville and

Wilbur Wright constructed the
first practical airplane, the ma
chine from iihich all planes are
descended today. For years
thereafter, the United States led
the ivorld in the development of
heavier-than-airflying machines.
Yet today we in. America are
far behind Europe—particularly
in the j^ld of commercial avia
tion. What is the reason? In
the next issue Evan David
anstvers this question. His
article is based on exhaustive in
vestigations and you ivill find
it chock full of interestingfacts
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"I couldn't find you. I thought you had fallen
out of a window. I called—and you didn't
answer!"

"Beloved, you mustn't take me too seriously.
I should be mothering you—and you are mother-
ing me!"

"You are my second mother. I can't let you
out of my sight," she said with a little smile—
then she paused to listen for the footstep, but
there was not a sound. "I thought I heard Jake
Simmons once," she put forth, hoping that her
cousin would answer that she, too, had thought
she heard footsteps; but she only remarked;

"He'll probably lae over this morning."
Beulah felt too miserable for a moment to

respond. A new apprehension was seizing her.
W'hat if she was hearing and seeing things shut
from the senses of others about her? The thought
was dreadful. She felt impatient of these cir
cumstances which were destroying all her
buoyancy. "The next time," she thought, "I'll
go out to meet those footsteps with Caroline's
Colt. I'll not be a coward."

She felt all at once so brave again that she
ran down ahead of her cousin to the next cor
ridor. Its great length was empty even of shad
ows; and now a ver>^ real pounding on the front
door told them that Jake was below—probably
with letters.

He came in breezily. Had they slept well?
Beulah owned up to nightmares. "I thought I
heard strange noises. The hotel was full of
noises—some sounded like footsteps."

"Sure 3-0U"heard them—owls and loose timber
—cracking of trees; mebbc mice in the old placc.
Don't get frightened, ^liss. I know everybody
within twenty-five miles, and thcy's honest as
God made 'em."

Caroline was examining her mail. Beulah saw
her frown over one letter—put it aside without
opening it. Jake seemed waiting to say some
thing he couldn't quite get out. At last he
ventured. "It ain't none of my business—but a
5'oung man was askin' me yesterday if this Mo
hican hotel was open—told him it was open but
not runnin', so to speak. He said he was up for
I'.is vacation—3'oung Doctor—Doctor Andrew
Farrell, and he wondered if you'd rent him a
room in the hotel."

Caroline glanced at Beulah. "I believe that
must be the stranger who came yesterday—that
good-looking boyish person."

"Oh, he's no boj-—and no fool," commented
Jake. "Sails, swims, canoes, plays tennis, golf,
rides. I didn't know as it would be agreeable
to you ladies to have him—might make time
pass plcasanter for the young lady," he added
with a smile and a glance at Beulah.

"I don't think I want to begin hotel keeping
at once," Caroline answered. "On the other
hand, we may have started out with too inde
pendent a spirit. This place is enormous for two
women. And perhaps we ought not to be alone
here at night. Would you and your wife be
willing to come and take care of us if this Dr.
Farrell had a room here?"'

Beulah listened anxiously for Jake's answer.
She wanted him to say yes more than she had
ever wanted anything, and yet she was afraid
that Caroline was doing this just for her—sacri
ficing the privacy she had longed for because she
saw that her cousin was nervous.

"W'ell, yes, I reckon we could come," Jake
answered. "Reckon it might take some time cff
your hands—give vou more time to be out o'
doors. Couldn't arrive before tomorrow, though
—nohow."

"Why not?" Caroline asked.
"Got to drive to Hackettsville to see a man

who wants to delude me into buyin' his farm.
"Hackettsville is about fifty miles away, isn't

it?"
"Yes'm. But miles is long in this state. They

say it was measured off by this_ method
ran a hound to death and called it a mile. Shall
I tell Dr. Farrell he can come, Mrs. Hartley? '

"No, don't tell him anything, except that he
may come over and introduce himself to us. I
think I know his family. There are Farrells on
Washington Square. I've known them for
years. He may be related to them."

Beulah walked down with Jake to the boat
landing to inspect her canoe which he had
brought in tow of his own rowboat. It was called
the Zephyr, and its graceful outlines and bril
liant new surface took her mind for a moment
from her fears. double paddle claimed her

{Continued on page j6)



5$

The Footstep
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attention, and Jake watching her handle it,
knew from every movement that she was an
expert canoeist.

"Mustn't let ansrthing bother you up here "
he saidkindly. "You look sort0'as ifyou'd bst
sleep. That ain't right, youknow. Ain'tnothing
to hurt you a mite in the old Mohican."

BeulaJi hesitated, regarding the brown face
Mid deep, friendly blue eyes with a sudden
impulse to tell Jake just whatshehad heardand
seen, and to ask his advice. He was a man
naturally meant for bewildered, or nervous
woman^d to appeal to—this lean, muscular
quiet villager who had afl the philosophic cahn
ofa person who lives dose to nature; and helps
his neighbors m emergency; and takes storm or
fair with equal mdifference.

uul ^ so sure I^d dream," she remarked,but I don't want Cousm Caroline to know
lh&l#

"You mean you was wideawake and heard
noises—rate, mebbe—or the wind shakin' the
old place."

" No, not rats—a footetep; somebody walking
m the haU just outside our bedrooms: a verv
cautious, slow footetep." ^

;'0h, you was dre^'," said Jake earnestly.
K ^ wideawake that I got up andbolted the dooi—-and went mto Mrs. Hartley's
room and locked her door." •

Jake looked at her curiously. "Ef you heard
a fMtetep it was spooks. I was through everv
nook and comer of that there hotel an hour
afore you arrived."

"You were not in room 170!"
He started. "Now what do you know about

room 170? he asked.
"I know it's one of the two rooms which have

no trai^ff^. Both these rooms are locked and
we ^n't fed the key. I think you said you
couldn't, either." ^

"No, I tried every one on that bunch that
hangs in the clerk's desk."
» there now," Beulah said.
"Cousm Carohne sent me down for it this
morning, and it was gone."

Ja^e emitted a whistle-^n enigmatic com
ment, for his face told nothing. "WeH olocksmith^r we'U breakT^the door of '70
and we'U take a searchfor those keys "

"Why did you look so—surprised, when T
spoke of Room 170?" Beulah challenged

Jake smUed "WeU, there's some dai^i fooLs
m^e vmage that thinks Room 170 is haunted

^ the window—though how they know that room from any
other, beate me.

locked^or unloVked." It'̂ the room"tS twoS
had who was drowned under the olddock Yp^
right under the vep. pktform we're a standin'
on They laid the two ^dies outin that room-
and they was there a night orso. None of the
hotel help would watch, so Horace RobinsoJ
and me undertook to sit up-the managemSit
locked up 170 after that—for it got around
TXrliQ<* ixrac ftii* nii-mVvAv r-.n__ _ • . OUIlCl

'Very dark hair—^very pale skin. He stared
at me. I shall never forget those eyes. It was
woyfe because I only saw his reflection."

Those drowned men were both fair," Jake
saidsolemriy, as if he meant to rule them out
aM keep themout. "Couldn't be oneof them!
Wtot on iearth, now, couldyouseein that mirror
m the dead of night?"

I ^w something that hasmade me nervous
ever smce. I didn't want my cousin to know
berause sheis sohappy here. I'll not teU her—
Dut 1 am so gladshe is planning to have other
people come •"

yoimg doctor IS kind o' lonesome,
. would enjoy your company," Jake said

a quizzical look in his
"f j U—like Mm, orI'll eatmyhat."

laughed ^
"wif^ assented Jake heartUy.
ta^ed six-footer; we

^nf ?• ^Sht while he was
fennw o of one sort or another. I

T ^ and a real man
him 5 him ina hundred. With
you U sleep like seven tops—and won't see
notW more in mirrors." " see
shiver » little
this momina footstep again
Wd^S^ fh the fourth floor. I

.«V ^ beneath."
bS^ the fellow?"

af«f<r . circumstance. "I was too
my coushT^^sT'̂ '̂ ^
tivZ'''' ^gardeen." Jake said reflec-
SSd of. w ^ the hotel to be
Roins tn better, I'm
overf" 170—and give it the once

"AUmht! WiUyougonow?"
flow to the fourth

the '^'"rfuUy, and led
linreiS adjommg room; but Beulahtogered to e.\amine thedust onthewindow sill

""/bit ofg-y doth « r„ «othSar™7„erthS
ded. She removed it carefuUy before

(JarniiriA i« fVia.
iwnovea It carefully before

WqndM why Mr. Otto Bergthal didn't remove

' She had bought the hotel from a German-^encan, the last owner before the property
^°teF had

P^sed tlu'ough several ownerships
chanS ThpJr speculation, and thenbecame discouraged
S^on ^^ther amystS^
?uddensuddenly and seUingsuddenly I ^ways thought he used the place

j meetmgs during the war; but tlwueh
nothingwasproved—Md now he lives on Main street snug as you

?i?oV nobody ever hears aword of German
youf "f"

^°tel room it isn't bad. I'm glad

1 P nervous women, Mr. Sim-
W hLr bravely! butper-
in thi?^r? f **? ® without protection
SinSlL® ®n»Pty place. With you and Mrs.
if w??5^ Doctor, perhaps—

different matter."

cook rooming soas toCOOK lunch for you, and tonight nothing'il

the hotel was Vmjpty '̂''7ut-1^^^^
,°ther rooms was shut

.^you don't. There is'always'somenatS
emlanation, but mthis case it might be wSe
than a mere harmless ghost "

"Tell me more about it. Mebbe we can figeer
out just what it was City people aren't Sd
to country noises and often make mistaken "

She glanced toward^e hotel before repW
to Y sure that Carohne was indoors reaSg
her letters, and there would be no chance of he?
oyerh^nng Beul^ told her story simply and
directly, and Jake showed no surprise or ?oLem
until she came to the point where she reSS
her seeing a man's figure reflected in the deSs
of the mirror. aepcns

"Gosh-all-hemlock!" he exclaimed. "You
was dr^min' sure, Miss. You couldn't see a

did"hr loTiiE" "t"
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hurt you. Just lock your doors and keep to
yourselves, so to speak."

"We thankfully will," Caroline answered
laughing, "and we're not at all nervous now.
First nights in new placcs are not always con
ducive to sleep."

When she and Beulah were alone again she
asked the young girl if the new arrangement
would be satisfactory.

"I want it if you do," Beulah answered.
"After all, it's a bit more human than tiying to
face two hundred empty rooms alone."

"And I want it," Caroline said, "because
Digby Kent is threatening again. You call him
'the villain of the piece,' Beulah. The term ap
peals to me! I never liked the man, not even
when Spencer was living and Digby came to
dinner constantly. He always professed gr^t
friendship for Spencer; and Spencer trusted him
enough to appoint him his executor. That ou^ht
to be enough for me—but, somehow I dislike
him."

Beulah made no comment. She deemed^ it
best not to revive memories of the tragedy which
had yielded not even a charred body to Caroline's
frantic widowhood. From the depths of the
shockand the grief she had risen but slowly,and
now that Beulah had her on the surface she
meant to hold her there. Of Digby Kent she
had her own not very high opinion, believing him
possessed of "mean eyes" and mentally ac
cusing him of being in pursuit of Cousin Caro
line's millions. He had wanted to marry her be- ,
fore she married Spencer Hartley; and being
Hartley's executor—Kent was a clever financier
—Caroline was again obliged to see him whether
she wanted to or not.

"Can't he let you alone even up here?
Beulah said impatiently. "Why did you give
him our address? "

"I had to—business affairs, of course. He
says he is bringing me some papers to sign."

"Just an excuse," Beulah .commented pet
tishly. "Don't ask him to stay in the hotel,
Cousin Caroline."

"I certainly won't. If he remainshe'll have to-
hunt quarters in the village. Oh, don't let's think
of him. It's time we were out of doors."

They forgot everything but the delight of
perfect motion as the Zephyr glided through the
deep green water, Caroline stretched in the
bottom leaning against the brace, Beulah
perched on the bow, her strong arms wielding
the double-ended paddle with, her cousin
thought, consummate grace and power. They
explored the shore for some miles, stopping in
an enchanting little bay to eat the sandwiches
they had brought with them; then skimming
on past immense rocks whose mountainous
bases weresubmerged in the depths of the lake;
under leaning pine trees and along shores lined
with birches so tall and thin and graceful that
they seemed a creation of El Greco.

"This lake has its own mysterious secrets,
Caroline 'said. "One fancies processions of
Indians under those solemn pines—their faces
turned to the North Country. I am sure on
Midsummer nightonecould seephantomcanoes
gliding—andhear the dip of paddles. Ah! here's
a real canoe. I think it must be the Doctor.'

A young man about twenty-five years of age,
with a bronzed face, and eyes as blue as corn
flowers, was paddling his canoe across an adja
cent little bay. Seeing them he changed his
course and came gliding along as if to bow and
chat a little were the order of a sunny day on a
lonely lake when canoeists met by chance.
Beulah turned to look at him with the impersonal
appraising glance of the modem girl.

"Are we far from Eagle Point?".she asked
"About three milet.," he amwered. "But it

would be rough returning." He hesitated, "Is
this Mrs. Hartley? ' ,.

"I am Mrs. Hartley," Carolinereplied.
"My cousin, Mrs. David Farrell, knows you,

I think."
"Why, surely. Andyou are—DoctorFarrell?'
"Yes."
"And you were lookingfor a summer hotel?'

She laughed. ,
He blushed. "I heard people were camping

out in the old Mohican. I wasn t sure the privi
legeswereopen to others."

"They are not—to every one, Caroline
answered. "I've bought the Mohican."

" Really? Queer old place, he commented,
as if rather taken aback by this news.

{CoMinued on page5^)
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To Fair-Minded Men
—to those who give a hearing to men

who try to please them

By V. K. Cassady, B. S., M. S., Chief Chemist

I am asking here for a simple test
of a unique shaving cream.

I spent a lifetime to qualify to make
it. I consulted i,ooo men to learn just
what they wanted. I made up and
discarded 130 formulas before I at
tained this perfection.

Now I ask you to try it—free. And
if you have something you are equally
proud of, I'll do the same for you.

No ordinary soap

We are makers of Palmolive Soap.
It is based on palm and olive oils—
the premier cosmetics since the days
of Cleopatra.

To millions of women it has brought
new beauty—skins like velvet, soft,
clear, clcan.

The makers desired to combine that
blend in a shaving cream for men.
But they insisted that wc first create
the best shaving soap in existence.

What men wanted
We first learned what men wanted,

by 1,000 interviews. Then, step by
step, we met those wants in scientific

ways. In 18 months we made and
tested 130 formulas.

They wanted abundant soap. We
made a soap which multiplies itself in
lather 250 times.

They wanted enduring lather. We
made a lather which maintains its
creamy fullness for ten minutes on the
face.

They wanted quick results. Within
one minute, with our soap, the beard
absorbs 15% of water. And that's
enough to make a tough beard cut like
wax.

They wanted the skin left soft and
velvety, free from irritation.' The palm
and olive oils do that, as in Palmolive
Soap.

We've won the men
This shaving cream has won. Its

sudden success has seemed like a fable.
And every user has been M'on from some
former favorite.

Now we ask your verdict. We have
done this to please men like you. In
mutual fairness try it and tell us what
you think.

Stop now and cut the coupon.

THE PALMOLIVE COMPANY
MILW.-^UK-EE, U.S.A.

PALMOLIVE
SHAVING CREAM

Cayyiialit 1922—Tho ralmallvo Co. 1011

Just Make This Test
At Our Expense

Send the coupon for this ten-shave tube.
Compare results with the best shaving soap
you know.

Then decide for yourself. We will accept
your choice.

Multiplies Itself in
Lather 2^0 Times

A tiny bit—just one-half inch—
suffices for a shave. One tube sup
plies over a hundred shaves. A
pea-size bit makes a lather ball as
big as a potato.

Softens the Beard One Minute
Within one minute the bsard absorbs 15%

of water. And that's enough. The homiest
beard may then be cut like wax.

Leaves the Skin Soft
and J'elvety

No lotion required. This
blend of palm and olive oils
soothe.s all irritation. The
after effects are delightful.

LW
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10 Shaves FREE
Simply insert your n.nme and address and mail to

The Palmolive Company. Dept. B-361
Milwaukee. U. S. A.
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"I seeyou haven't succumbed to its charms,"
Caroline challenged.

"It's on a wonderful island," he admitted.
" Would you care to camp out, top?" she asked.

"Tomorrow Jake Simmons and his wife are
coming to take care of us. In a hotel meant for
three hundred, a dozen people would scarcely
make the place seem inhabited."

"I should like it better than anything in the
world," he answered heartily and bojislily.
"When I get back people will ask me where I
stayed. I'll tell them at the old Mohican, and
then they'll inform me it was closed nine years
ago."

"I have a wild plan for opening it. Suppose
I begin \vith one guest. Only you must be sure
to speak well of it afterwards."

He laughed. "I hope the experiment won't
run you off the whole enterprise! I always
wanted to buy a hotel myself—andfillit with the
kind of clerks and bell-boys one dreams of in
Utopia."

"And the guests?"
"Oh, the guests—they're the rub! A hotel

can't pick and choose."
"This hotel mil," Caroline laughed.
"Well,I hope you'll thinkyou've made a good

beginning," he returned.
He scarcely glanced at Beulah, who turned

the canoe toward the hotel, and after he had
skimmed away from them with a meditative air
as if she were trying to make up her mind about
something. "What are you thinking, dear?"
Caroline asked.

"I am wondering whether he's coming be
cause of you—or to be with me," she added
frankly.

" Do you like the Doctor? He comes ofa good
family at least."

"He'll be good fun to play witli."
And now evening was closing in—the chilly

green-lighted evening of a bright October day.
The lake darkened, the wind rippled in and
Beulah sent the canoe more swiftly. "We don't
want to be in the open stretch if a blow comes "
she said. '

About three hundred feet away from the
dock Caroline saw her pause in her paddling
and fix round eyes of inquiry ahead of her.
"What are you looking at, Beulah?"

"I thought I saw some one standing on our
dock. Yes, there's some one there."

"Jake."
"Can't be! You remember he's in Hacketts-

vUle."
"Don't tell me Digby Kent's arrived. I

couldn't bear it."
"He's moving away. He's gone."
"I don't like that," Caroline said. "We don't

want trespassers. We must put up signs. What's
the matter, dear?" she added as the canoe
lurched.

"Maybe it wasn't a trespasser," Beulah said.
" You know the dock has a bad name."

" Do you want it to be a ghost?"
"Yes, I do, I do. I don't believe in ghosts—

but a ghost can't make a noise. You couldn't
hear the footsteps of a ghost."

Caroline laughed. "Why, you're nervcis

The Footstep
{ContinuedJrom page5<5)

sweetheart, and no wonder! An inconsiderate
brings you to a decaying old barrack

which has wonderful memories for her—rnone
for you. You didn't have a honejTnoon here, you
see! I hope youwill some day."

Beulah was paddling firmly again. "I amnot
inghtened, really, I amsureit was just a chance
visitor."

"Hiey approached it through the deep, quiet
water which seemed to surround the dock like
an atiMsphere—a somewhat menacing atmos-
phere,^ (^rolme thought looking down into the

depth. Batswere flying—an owlcried.
13 before you left,^eulah? Carohne inquired, a note of anxiety
in her voice. •

«Wewent away at one."Mrs. Sii^ons has probably been over,"
Caroline said, thinking it best to lay no cm-
ph^is on the strange fact of this unexpected

was very thoughtful of ler to
rmemter it might be hard to find the matches
m tne dark."

She left herbox here. We have none ofthese
t^ugh we're stocked upwiththe

ordinary kind, Beul^ commented. She was
K ^ conversation

dS^Ht h® sound she
Sd rrfrn / anything in the world,
of the Sf cu T distant quarter

®- She made as much noise as she
kept her backtoed to the mrror on the landmg. She felt

nwous when C^oUne left her for a moment at

jc£d her
mv ^ melodrama I come withColt—pearl-handled to show I am a
Eutiton tvf'f laughed. "Here, we'U
EokfriP tlS u ' straggler on our island

uncurtained windows
comes in

'•arebit to perfection

her feS"^ t dispeUedSoYh'pr ^ enough to be
nighfs rest biB "
xvih 'I?! ^ ascend the stairs
bTths toT"® water for their
HnS'hnrl A Colt on Caro-
W, r 1 5 m"' locked in to begin a
fee had ^IfI through before Caro-
tMt J f she crept into bed wiUi
bv Is f k ^ imparted
a^d Snd " "P

Not a bit. I like it."
lie awake and keep guard over

w overcame her, and she was fast^leep before her cousm had undressed. Caro-
Zl ^ of satisfac-

u ® I am glad she's off. She
and ba^ed^°"^ tonight with everything bolted
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After her bath Caroline did not feel like going
to bed; so drawing her curtains and getting
into a loose robe, she put her lamp on a table
near the blazing wood fire, drew her chair be
fore it and settled down to a magazine which had
been claiming her attention for some days. An
article "Are women capable of impersonal
action?" drew her in spite of its sillj' title, and
she began it to find out what the writer—a man
—thought of the sex he was either defending or
maligning.

"Really I think Digby Kent must have
written this," she e.xclaimed as she got deeper
into it. "Preposterous! Human nature is
equally distributed between the two sexes. As
well write an article called " Can women sneeze?"
Fill a room with pepper—and sex distinctions
will not interfere with the normal result!"

She threw the magazine down impatiently,
clasped her hands behind her head and gave her
self up to long-ago memories of the magical time
when Spencer was here with her. Their coming
to the hotel, wondering if their happiness would
betray them in spite of the well-used luggage
and the designedly well-worn clothes; their
first stroll through the brilliant October woods,
the fallen leaves and the pine-needles a thick
carpet beneath their feet. She remembered the
scarlet maples blown by the wind, and the
glimpses of the whitecaps on the dark green
lake; then the little summer house, and his
repeating the lines of Kipling:

"She is not any common earth.
Water or wood or air.
But Merlin's isle of pilamory
Where you and I will fare."

Ah! this had been an "island of glamory"
filled with all the intensity of life and happiness
stretched to the frontiers of pain by its utter
completeness. He had thought of everything—
remembered all her wishes—slight thinp, £uch
as the floating of crimson leaves in still pools
left by the lake—that was the wish to play
"baby" games; the longing to climb a moun
tain and see beyond the world; the desire to
hear a mandolin from a drifting canoe; and to
sleep one night at a camp far down the lake, to
sit on its shores by a roaring fire, and see a big
blundering moon come up like a red Jack o'
Lantern behind the dark blue mountains.

Heavenly days—never to come again. Here
was the laJce. Here were the islands! but he;
in what world did he wander? Listening, per
haps, to celesti; Isounds and hungry for her voice.

She hoped Beulah would have such a love
story—bright, intense child, with her look of a
Botticelli page or angel, slim and alert; and
quite equipped for either earth or heaven. She
should have all earth could offer of a fine, strong
love story, a love story in the open interwoven,
as Caroline's own had been, with threads of
prose quite as charming as the poetry.

It was intensely still. The little evening wind
had soon spent itself, so not a leaf seemed stir
ring, not a ripple reached the dock. She found
herself listenmg to the silence, and then she
found herself listening to something else.

{To be continued)

Free Air—Or Nearly Free
(Contimudfrom page34)

ment, so thatyou never forget thatthehero goes
on all fours. And ifyouhave anykindof a little
Ki-yi ofyour own, thebook will make you aspire
to a closer friendship with him, and that, of
course, will lead to the openroadfor both. Be-
ween ourselves, we think connecting this

volume, pleasant asit is,with thegeneral scheme
of thismonth's book talk, has been rather neat!

We Meet the Pike Family
When the editor of this magazine gave toyour

book reviewer a volume called "The Book ofTHE Pi^j" by Mr. O. W. Smith, we took it
smilinglj^ and said that we would be delighted to
review the book in our very best manner, and
^sured him that it was just thething to go into
this month s list of "free air" boo^. Neverfor

running swiftly by everydoor, and,at least,we
canwalk. If we have a dog to takeus walking
—betteryet! And half the fun then is in being
chums with our dog. Mr. Terhune writes a book
to help us to that end.

The dog in it has the educated heart of few
human beings, and the humans are so poor a lot
that we don't have to bother much with them
"Chum," the collie, abounds in noble impulses
and fine discriminations, making a man of his
poor-white-trash sort of master, and culminates
with a glorious act of courage, falls senseless and
awakes to find a lady's arms around his lordly
neck! What man or dog could ask for more!

The author brings to the story a comprehen
sive knowledge and a nice, sensible feeling for
dogs. He doesn't spill over with canine senti-

a moment did the editor suspect the tumult that
took place within us. Afeeling of incompetence
amounting almost to paralysis accompanied the
acceptance of the volume. Fish! Pike! A
whole book on angling! .\nd we had never
caught a minnow! Camping and sailing and
climbing and hiking all had been ours. But a
fish was only a thing to be served with a good
sauce MarguBry.

However, we went home and dutifully began
the book. And that was the end of us for the
day. Little by little, page by page, we became
an enthusiastic angler, a connoisseur on pike,
pickerel and muskellunge. Little pools and
ponds turned from mere beauty spots into gamy
pickerel holes. We traveled the Great Lakes

{Continued on page 60)
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Spike Kennelly
didn't want to fight again yet. His
pockets were full. He was basking
in that feminine adulation which is
lavished on every champion. Life was
mellow. He hated to risk his title so
soon. He was just beginning to feel
used to it.

But the wife of the fighter Spike had
just dethroned was a fighter herself.
Not with her fists, but with her sharp
brain, she forced this brute into a
return battle with the man he had
unscrupulously fouled.

And then, Spike suddenly found out—

But you must read the whole story—
"Between the Byes"—one of the finest
ring stories ever written. It's by
Albert Payson Terhune. He wrote
it specially for you. You'll find it in
the September issue.

None But the Best

for The Elks Magazine
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From the Angus MacDonall cover to the last page
the September issue will be the best yet published
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Free Air—Or Nearly Free
{Conilnuedfrom page58)

fishing. Take pickerels,for instance. We never
knew before that pickerel fishing was for the
poet-angler, but it seems that unless you can
creel sometl^gbesides a few littlefish when you
angle for pickerel you are not really Uie man

The Elks Magazine

and rivers of the north, we fished and fished
under all sorts of trees and waded out into the
deep waters, and we even broke through the ice
and"got 'em" that way. We could notput^e
book down.

Now the point is, if Mr. Smith's "Book of the
Pike" can do that to the veriest greenhorn on
fishing, what mxist his contribution to ichthyic
literature mean to a real disciple of Mr. Walton?

Pickerel, pike and muskellunge—these form,
according to Mr. Smith, one great fish family,
with residences from Florida to the Upper St.
Lawrence, and even Alaska.

Can you imagine a person who had never met
and scarcely ever had heard of pikebefore being

'introduced intimately to them and discovering
certain facial differences, so to speak, by wWch
one could tell the branches of the family apart?
For instance, a pickerel has both cheeks (we
never knew a fish had cheeks before) and
covers coveredwith scales. A great pike has his
cheeks all covered with scales, but the lower
half of his gill-covers is bare, while the muskel
lunge—the boss of the tribe—^has the upper
halves of both cheeks and gill-covers seated,
while they are naked below. Here, indeed, is
news.

Mr. Smithis himself so enthusiastic an angler
that he carries you right along from one member
of the pikefamilyto another. Hesays:" Pound
for pound, I cannot see much difference in the
game qualities of the great pike and the muskel
lunge,thoughI cannot imagine whatanglers Nvill
do to me for confessing such heresy. To my
notion, in cold water a great pike is every whit
as gamy as a muskellunge.'̂ Evidently Mr.
Smith is upsetting somebody's preconceived
ideas.

Asto the edibilityof the members of thispike
family, there also seems to be a diversity of
opinion, most anglers giving the muskellunge
high rank, but Mr. Smith cannot see why the
muskellunge shouldberegarded as" good eating"
and a great pike of the same size"poor eating."
"The habits and food of the two fish.are prac
tically the same—almost anything from a tin
can to a member of its own family." So that he
caimot discover much difference between the
two fish as a dinner course.

All this is very well. But those chapters of the
book which really captured us most were those
that led us little by little into the great sport of

BOOKS REVIEWED

Songs Out ofDoors, by Hemy Van Dyke (Scrib-
ner's).

The Open Spaces, by Professor John C. Van
Dyke (Scribner's).

His Dog, by Albert Payson Terhune (E. P.
Dutton Co.).

Cape Cod and The Old Colony, by Albert Perry
Brigham (G.P. Putnam's Sons).

by James B. ConnoUy (Scribner's).
The Book ofthe Pike, byO. W. Smith (Stewart

& Kidd).

who should go after these little chaps. In the
first place, pickerel is essentially a river fish
and nota lover ofoverdeep water or very cold
stjeana. Therefore, inweedy rushy spots you

and smoke and dream and cast for pickerel.
Rckerel tackle should beof themost delicate—
the lightest one-piece tournament split bamboo
perhaps—then outyou getona projecting log or
tn^ ofa tree and go towork. It sounds pretty
attractive to us, writing here in a hot oflSce. It

up visions of a vine-tangled river bank:
stiU, simmer au-; hardly a ripple on the sur'
f^e of the water; and the lure you have cast

bright yeUow and green in the sun-

We have looked at "flies" through the
wndows of the sportsmen's shops, but never
before did we know that they had such fasci-
nat^ su^ flamboyant tiUes as "SUver

"R?^ir ? Cock,"
cjf Coac^an," etc., etc. How can a man
fhltl "'Sht be playing with toysthat havesuchglorious names as these?

A fishei^n with whom we talked of this
fl « 1-"® he l^rned more about fliesand fly-fisW for pickerel from Mr. Smith in

these few chapters than he had learned inyears
of practical fishing. '

One of the things that this famous angler-
author does not believe in is hunting at night for
pike with an artificial light raised above the
bow of the boat. The fish has no chance, he
says, against the spearsman, and the method is
outlawed in many states. Mr. Smith says that
spearing is cruel and wasteful and, despite the
romance and appeal to the sensational that
night spearing has, the practice must cease.

Perhaps one of the most rernarkable results or
reading Mr. Smith's book, beside that, of course,
ofmaking plans to buy a complete set of tackl^
is the astounding amount of philosophy and
knowledge not only of fish but of human nature
that goes into the sport.

Take, for instance, the author's advice to the
fisherman to always "cast to something.
Therein seems to lie the secret of fishing success
and, when one thinks of it, the secret of almost
any other kind of success. Perhaps, after all,
we are all casting about without a proper sense
ofdirection, without a proper knowledge of what
lies in the deeps or shallows into which we throw
our line and our lures. • • 1

Waste of effort—lack of direction or airn.
One of the most terrible things in the world and
one for which we payhorribly. _If) ^ book
on pike, we learn this one bit of wisdom, to
"cast to something," shaU we not all be
gainers whether we ever sit on a vine-tangled
bank under a willow tree and angle for pickerel
or not?

For the fishing "fan," for the new devotee,
for the beginning camper, we recommend this
book. It's fuU of sporting instinct It teUs
you why, for instance, the taking of heavy fish
ona light tackle is somuch better than the other
way around. It makes you want to go out even
now, when all weather indications are against
it, and fish through the ice for great pike and

' it gives you some pointers on the fine art of
pike cooking which the chef of the Ritz might
do wellto adopt.

Just One More
"TIDE RIPS"—by James B. Connolly

Here's where the Grand Banks have their
innings! Mr. Connolly, ^
the fishing banks as a deep
against which he flings aseries of little dram^
sentient —sea-born — honest-to-goodness salt
water tales. Try one!

Working in the Common Cause
{Continuedfrom page 5j)

had membership and a specific capacity for
commission, ingettmg behind theUmversities of Virginia and

Oregon, which wpe organizing base hospitals,
followed that pohcy. The universities had the
men and thecapacity forspecial andenormously
importantservice; the ElkssuppUed the money

So It went allalong theUne. TheElks didn't
find It necessary or useful to initiate projects-
theygotbehind existing ones that needed money
and backing, andsupplied both. They brought
sound busing methods and judgment to their
work, and imposed soimd business methods
upon those who got the money.

The plan under which the Federal Board for
Vocational Education has worked has averted
^me of the grimmest tragedies that seemed
likely to grow out of the war. One doesn't
have to be very old to remember the pitiful
tragic figures of men maimed and utterly in
capacitated as the result of the Civil War
dragging out empty, useless lives. They had
pensions—but could a pension atone for the
futility of their lives?

The men who, o\ving to injuries in this war
cannot go back to the work they used to do face
a wholly different sort of future. They have
been, or are being, or will be, trained to do new
work; they \vill be made whole, in a new, fine
sense, so far as that may be. That is the func
tion and the purpose of vocational training.
But, except for the Elks, that purpose would, in
a great number of cases, have been defeated.

Government departments must work under

cleanly—because the point, to me, is not what
was done, but how it was done. That is the
thing about the Elk effort that is nearly, if not
quite, unique. And that is what ought to be
studied by every man and woman, and every
organization, sincerely eager, in case of the hap
pilyalmost unthinkable eventofanother war, to
play a really usefulpart in winning it.

What the Elks did, so far as I can judge,was
to get down instantly, upon the outbreak of
war, to fundamentals. Here was an organiza
tion with certain assets and certain limitations.
It had a great membership. It had, scattered
all over the country, fine and well located build
ings. It commanded, by virtue of the size of
its membership, a good dealof money that could
be made quickly and readily available. Very
well—how could these assets be best used?

Now one error that was commonly made by
organizations quite as well intentioned as the
Elks was this—they were disposed to insist that
whateverthey didshouldbedoneby themselves
as an organization. This, obviously, if it ever
occurred to the Elksat all, struck themas being
supremely unimportant. What interested them
was the war and the men who were going to
fight it.

So two things were done at once. Money was
made available; a commission, composed of able'
and experienced members, was created to ad-
minicter the fund. And this commission went
at Its task along obvious lines of efiiciency It
had already seen the way the lodges, sponta-
neously, had fallen behind an organization that

thesanctions andthe restrictions oflaws that do
not, and cannot, take particular cj^es into ac
count. And here were men who, for the lack
of alittle ready money, stood mdanger of losing
this chance to be re-established.

Again, in the emergency, the Elks were ready
—not to initiate some new
successful a work already begun.
fund was putat thedisposal oftheFederal Board
—and the usefulness of the work is indicated by
thefact that practically 37,°°°
with a very low percentage of losses, despite
the complete absence of red 'ape- And, when
theWork of the fund was wound up. Congress
established a government fund ^^^^sPkce.

Then, too, under the law, certain men who
had been dikbled could
tho^se, for example, who, tnok
had served in an AlUed army. The Elks took
care of them, and one of them was the first to
make a perfect score in the Army Alpha mtel-

®yS! all, it is not the details of
EUcs accomplished in war work that matter.
The significant thing is that Elk effort was al
ways unselfish, impersonal, ® f.f
suits. It has always been so—m time of dis
aster or need, in every sort of
IS no news to those of you "'^o may read this
who are Elks. But the trouble is that not
enough is known, outside the ord^er, of ^e Elk
method of meet ng an emergency—whether it
be a war or L earthquake and a lire m San
Francisco!
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How Ten Minutes' Fun Every
Day Keeps Me Fit

By Walter Camp

Famous Yale Coach's "Daily Dozen" Exercises Now on Phonograph Records

ONE night
sitting in
ment of a
when a ma

"Mr. Camp? "

T told him I was, and he continued, "WelJ,
there is a man in the car here who is in very
bad shape, and we wondered if you could
not do something for him."

"What is the matter?" I asked.

"This fellow is running up and down
the aisle in his pajamas," the man said,
"trying to get them to stop the train to
let him get some dope because he hasn't
slept for four nights."

I went back in the car and found a
man about 38 years old, white as a sheet,
with a pulse of no, and twitching all over.
I learned that he had been managing
a munitions plant and had broken down
under the work because he had trans
gressed all the laws of nature, and given
up all exercise, and had been working day
and night.

"ForGod's sake,"hesaid to me,"can't
you put me to sleep? If somebody can
only put me to sleep!" He was standing
all bent over.

"Don't stand that way, stand this
way!" I said, and I straightened him up
and started putting him through a few
exercises to stretch his body musclcs.
Pretty soon the color gradually began
to come back into his face, and tlie
twitching stopped. Then I said to
him, "I am going to put you through the
whole set of 'Daily Dozen' exercises once.
Then I am going to send you back to your
berth."

So I did that and didn't hear any more from
him, but the next morning he came to me in the
dining car and said: '

"You don't leave this train until you've
taught me those exercises. I slept last night
for the first time in five nights."

I taught him the "Daily Dozen" and
two months later I got a letter from him,
saying;

"My dear good Samaritan, T am back on the
job all right again, and I am teaching every
body those exercises."

The "Daily Dozen" was originally devised
as a setting-up drill for picked young men—the
boys who were in training during the war. But
its greatest value is for those men and women
who arc hemmed in between four walls most of
the time and are beginning to realize that their
bodies aren't as fit as their minds.

I applied it to middle-aged men, and rnen
past middle age too, during the war—including
members of the cabinet in Washington—who
simply had to do much more work than they
were used to doing, without breaking down.
In the " Daily Dozen" I soon found I had some
thing that would actually increase their reserve
power. They grew progressively more fit as we
went along.

People think that they can take an orgy of
exercise and make up for along period of neg
lect when they do not take any exercise at all.
You can not do that. Do not go to a g)TO-
nasium. That tires you to death. That is old-
fashioned. We do not have to do that any more.
A man or woman can keep himself or herself fit

during the war I was
the smoking compart-

Pullman sleeping-car
I came in and said,

with six or seven minutes a day. There is no
reason why a man at 50 or 60 or 70 should not
be supple; and if he is supple, then he grows
old very slowly—but the place where he miist
look ajler himself is in his body musclcs.—Walter
Camp.

Mr. Camp is famous as a great Yale foot
ball coach, and athletic authority, but few

caged animals. Tlicy know how to keep them
selves fit—and they do it too.

How? Simply by constantly stretching and
turning and twisting the trunk or body muscles!
When Mr. Camp discovered that men and
women can imitate the caged animal with enor
mous profit to their health, he devised the
"Daily Dozen"—to provide this indispensable

exercise—the only e.xercise people really
need to keep in proper condition.

Many people have written to the Health
Builders telling them of the benefits they
have received. Here is part of one letter;

"We %vish to express our satisfaction
and delight with our pet of records and
exercises. Our entire family of eight,
including the maid, are taking them.
The children are fascinated with them
and bring the neighbors' children to do
them."—Mrs. Charles C. Hickisch, 828
Vine St., La Crosse, Wis.

The Health Builders' improved system
now includes the entire "Daily Dozen"
exercises, set to specially selected music,
on large lo-inch double disc phonograph
records; twelve handsome charts, printed
in two colors, with over 60 actual photo
graphs illustrating each movement of each
exercise; and a little book by Walter
Camp e.xplaining the new principles of
his famous system.

Any man or woman who exercises with
this system regularly, even if it is only
sLx or seven minutes a day, will feel
better and have more endurance and
"pep" than they have had since they

were in their 'teens—and they will find those
few minutes the best fun of their day.

Sample Record FREE
You can see for yourself what Walter Camp's

New Way to Exercise will do for you—without
a dollar of expense.

We Mill send you, entirely free, a sample
phonograph record carrjing two of the "Daily
Dozen" exercises, set to music, with a splendid
voice giving the commands for each movement.
In addition you will receive a free chart showing
the two exercises and giving simple but com
plete directions for doing them.

If you are a business or professional man or
woman you need a body that keeps step with
your brain, and you certainly will want to try
out this sj^stem of exercises that has proved
the most efficient ever devised. Get this free
"Health Builder'' record, put it on a phono
graph, and try it out. There is no obligation—
the record is yours to keep. You need not re
turn it. Just enclose a quarter (or 25 cents in
stamps) with the coupon, to cover postage,
packing, etc. Send the coupon—toda>—now.

Health Builders, Dept. 868 Oyster Bay, New York

HEALTH BUILDERS
Dept. 868 Oyster Bay, New York

Please send mc your free sample "Health Builder"
record, giving two of Walter Camp's farnous "Daily
Dozen" exercises, also a free chart containing actual
photographs and simple directions for doing the exer
cises. I enclose a quarter (or 23 cents in stami)s) for
postage, packing, etc. This does not obligate me in any
way and the samnle record and chart are both mine to
keep.

WALTER CAMP

Originator of the Famous "Daily Dozen" System

people know that he is also a successful business
man. Although sixty years old he is stronger
and more supple than most younger men, and
he uses his own "Daily Dozen" exercises regu
larly in order to remain so.

Since the war, the ' Daily Dozen" has been
making busy men and women fit and keeping
them so—and the exercises are now proving
more efficient than ever—due to a great im
provement in the system. This is it:—

With Mr. Camp's special permission all the
twelve exercises have been set to music—on
phonograph records that can be played on any
disc machine.

In addition, a chart is furnished for each
exercise—showing by actual photographs the
exact movements to make for every one of the
"commands"—which are given by a voice
speaking on the record. So now you can make
your phonograph keep you fit.

With these records and charts a man or
woman can keep himself or herself fit with only
a few minutes' exercise a day—and it is so much
fun that some of the "Daily Dozen" fans go
through the whole tweh'e exercises to the
spirited music in'ice every morning—just'as a
matter of sheer enjo>TTient.

Mr. Camp says that the place where we must
look after ourselves is in Ihe body or the trunk
muscles.

This is so because we are all in reality "caged
animals." Whena man stops hunting and fil
ing for food and earns it sitting at a desk he
bccomes a captive animal—just as much as a
lion or a tiger in the Zoo—and his trunk musclcs
deteriorate because they cease to be used.
Then comes constipation and other troubles
which savage men never have.

The remedy is to imitate the "exercises" of

Name.
(PJease write plainly)

Address.



The Right Hand of Fellowship
iCotilinuedfrom page 57)

nations, this "dream of poets" derided for cen-
derided in Athens, derided in Rome, de-

nded when Rousseau prophesied it, and gave
a practical illustration of his prophecy by the
FaU of theBastille, derided wnen Shelley sang
It, m the image of the West Wind:

,, . . . ^ Spirit fierce,My spint! Be thou me, impetuous one!
Unvemydead thoughts over the universe.
Like withered leaves, toquicken a new bilh; '

by the incantation of this verse,
bcatter. m from an unextinguished hearth
^hes and sparks, mywords among mankind!
Be through my hps to luiawakened earth
liie trumpet ofa prophecy! 0 Wind,
it Wmter comes, can Spring be far beliind?

til gone through perhapsthe most ternbh of all wmters, but in spite of
omen-mongers, spring has thus been brought
the nearer. Men were always meant to be
brothers, now they are determined tobe so, and

f Soon the hand ofagainst his brother, bjitIt shall hold his brother's hand in the firm grasp

The Elks Magazine

Even now they who read those signs of the timpg
which are not on the gloomy or stormysurface of
world affairs, but are only to be discovered be
neath by "eyes that have kept watch on man's
mortality," see Aat, in spite of "racial hatreds,"
so called, in spite of trade rivalries, in spite
of all old scores, and all those rumors of wars
v/hich those who live by them, and by war
itself, find their interest in fanning, inventing
and disseminating, in spite of all tlm—^men are
surely and swiftly coming together. The souls
of men in every country, whatever be the sur
face contradictions, are marching, with deter
mined wills and awakened understanding, to-
v/ard one center, one central meeting-place,
that divine clearing-house of all human troubles
—Fraternity. This once "far-off divine event"
can be calculated upon as securely as the Pro
cession of the Equinoxes. You can rely upon
it as I believe there is no doubt one can still
rely upon the Bank of England. That George
Washington once lived is no surer than that
this thing will come about, this Universal Broth
erhood, this universal handclasp of races and

of comrades, and there shall come a broad smile
of gladness across the face of earth, as hatchets
are buried forever, and no use is left for swords
but to be beaten into ploughshares.

In this consummation not merely devoutly
to be wished, but certain to be accomplished,
the Elks will be seen to have done a noble share.
They have done this all the more surely because
so unostentatiously, so silently, almost imper
ceptibly. They have not resorted to any of
that parade of mystery, of Mumbo-Jumbo rites
and^ ceremonies of fantastic, and often inhuman
initiatory ordeals which were deemed necessary
by, and were perhaps necessar}' for, those old.T
orders from which they have evoh'cd. They
have laid stress merely on the essentials of human
brotherhood: to do unto others as we would be
done by, to illustrate simply and unostenta
tiously the virtues of true manhood, to give and
take as true men do, to affect no superiorities,
to their fellows, to forgive as they hope to be
forgiven, and, whenever the necessity arises,
to be their brother's keeper in the human and
genial sense of that phrase.

N o Trespassing
{Continuedfrom 31)

joke? If I promise never to laugh at you
again "

"I don't want you to do that," he interrupted
hastily. "I'd miss it. But it isn't so pleasant
when you bring other people into it."

" You are a nice boy, and I'U promise not to
share you as a joke any more. But as to telling
you—well, we'll see tomorrow." As the car
started she leaned out to call back: "Don't for
get about the sign."

He waved reassuringly. He would do it that
minute. Starting purposefully toward the
mound, he checked himself in astonishment.
Under the clawing of the rain, nearly a fourth
of it had come down in flaky ruin. He kicked
about amidst the rubble. A queer looking
pebble, roundish and the size of a large marble,
rolled from his foot. He picked it up. It was
encrusted, except in one place whichshoneclear,
warm, and crystalline, a ruddy and lucent gleam
like—like—well, like the look from a girl's
brown eyes.

Gilbert stared and stared, while bits of all-but-
forgotten geology from his college course buzzed
in his brain. He remembered that this part of
New Jersey was a scattered treasure house of
all sorts of odds and ends, and—and—serpen
tine rock! That was it; this was certainly the
famousserpentinerockformationof NewJersey,
decayed and flaky. Of a sudden the proprietor
of Lot 16 M of the Northern Jersey Develop
ment Company's project, abandoning pick and
shovel and forgetful even of his hat, left that
place on a nm.

He also forgot something much more im
portant than his hat. The matter of the offend
ing sign had <VhoUy lapsed from his intoxicated
mind.

IV

A/TISS NANCY NELLIS could hardly believe
her outraged eyes. There on the mound-

top stood the same old sign, an affront to the
glowing morning and a flout to her feminine
persuasions. Nowhere was the perjured digger
to be seen, although it was nearly eleven o'clock.
With a hot thriU of self-contempt she recalled her
friendliness in the storm-beset shack, and her
rather excited anticipations of what this day
might bring forth in the furtherance of the new
friendship.

"I'll fix him for this!" she promised herself
savagely.

Back she drove to her uncle's and phoned to
Mr. Hannis Holton, largest, huskiest, and most
persistent ofhercoterie ofadorers. Yes, indeed;
Mr. Holton would come out to luncheon.

Meantime the delver into earth's mysteries
had made a hasty trip to Princeton to see an
acquaintance in the mineralogical department,
and had come back rather more excited than he
went. In hispocket he brought a small glo" e of

ShII? dull gold and
thelntlm''®""? ^ somehow
Pin agamst which he imagined it

TV°' ^ "inner, richer-hued
rose ^ that he

Kf frazzled out. It was after-
rSiff^ ^ attacked the

}? ^^^rch, and he was burrowinc Ukefamiliar pSgot
Dick anH f turned, dropping his

Alarge iSandfome
She was talking

SS absorbed interest that excluded
?eaS?^?K^^^ Hayden. They
5 lauThte^^° burst into peals

neveT^St promisednever again to share him as a ioke Well hp'H
stand about so much of it and ?hen ^"Hannis," the brown girl "w^ addressing

that sign down, won'ther compamon, "take
you?"

heladSLJ^® no-trespass forbiddance which
forEotte^ totally
lef? him drained out of his veins and
out shaky. He thrust

heimTred"""""- ^
heS'̂ .ulS'rt? "There's a shovel around

" she said to the large youth.
My.fJdldvaSed

Young Mr. Holton ceased toadvance. "That's
®lse again," he conceded reasonably.

Wil you brain we?" inquked the browngirlcoolly She walked up to him and took the
pick out of his nerveless hand.

explain," he began.
,,y®aseget offmy property."

Vour property? " Hestared at herina daze.
YM' nune. You've been working the wrong

tJt map and the deed."Mechanically he took the papers. Therein
was indubitably set forth the ownership of

<c^u ^he parcel on which theystood.
1 -^n-th-then," stuttered the stricken interloper, the m-m-mound belongs to you and not
to me."

like k Soing to stay there. I
I've done all my work for nothing."

smile rne," corrected Miss Nellis with ahappy

The large, young Mr. Holton burst into a
bud, appreciative guffaw. Gilbert brushed
the dirt from his hands, walked over to the
other with uncertain pacc, and addressed him
in a voice from which tears seemed not far
distant.

"You think this is funny, don't you?"
"I'll say it's funny," asseverated the escort.
"Well, what do you think of that?" Syn

chronously, with the final word, Mr. Holton
received and absorbed a flat-palmed smack on
the jaw, which sounded like a toy pistol._

The two young gentlemen then rushed into a
fervent embrace. The visitor was half as big
again as the home talent, but the latter's weeks
cf toil had sinewed him like a wild-cat and,
though lacking in science, he fought with all of
that earnest feline's sincerity. On the first
breakaway he exhibited a damaged eye, a
loosened tooth, and an undaunted spirit.

"Now I'm going to kill you, you laughing
hyena," he informed his opponent,and sailed in
again.

To the lone and alarmed spectator it seemed
that someone might well be killed or seriously
damaged, but that the victim was more likely
to,be the son of toil than the son of ease. Arbi
tration occurred to her as timely. She essayed
it firstby verbalappeal,and without the slightest
effect, then with the interposed handle of the
pick, which only seemed to intensify matters,
and finally, as the comlaatants swung apart for
breath, by the obstacle of her own slender body.
It was an ill-advised move. Gilbert, lunging
wildly forward to resume, swung a blind right,
felt it land on something softer than his foe's
countenance, heard a low cry, and saw the girl
stagger back with fingers pressed to her mouth.
She took them away, and a tiny tricklc of blood
smeared the brown skin.

With a strangled gasp of dismay Gilbert
caught her in his arms. He pressed her face
against his, his lips to the cruelly bruised spot,
cradling her to him. For a moment her eyes
opened close to his, looking up into them \yith
a startled, wondering, speculative expression.
She pushed him away.

"You're a brute and I hate you," said she.
Then young Holton knocked him flat.
All the fight v/as out of him now. It was tlie

word, not the blow that had done it. The brown
girl had made a fool of him, had seen him licked,
thought him a liar for not taking down the
sign, and a coward for hitting her; it was all
just too rotten! Commiseration for his ill-used
self overwhelmed him. He sat up, bowed his
head on his knees and bfegan to shake all over,
partly from fury at the unjust fates, partly, had
he but known it, as the final lapse of his over-
ta.xed and still supersensitive nerves.

A hand on his shoulder. A voice, very low
and not quite steady, close to his ear.
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"Oh, don't do that!"
He shook off the light touch.
"I don't believe you're much hurt. Don't

be a bum sporL"
A bum sport! From her! That was the limit.

His self-pit}' translated itself instantly into
righteous wrath. He glared up at her.

"Oh, you go to blazes!" he snarled and
dropped his head again.

"AU right. If you feel that way about it."
The voice had hardened. He heard the rustle
of her dress, her low-toned speech with her
escort, and presently the throb of the departing
car.

She was gone. He was glad'of it. He hoped
she'd never come back. He hated and despised
her; wretched little crook, to get all that work
out of him! Suddenly he straightened up.
There was a way to get even if lie could keep
her in ignorance of wliat that mound concealed.

"I'll her for this," he promised himself
savagely.

V

T^ITH two manifestations of Miss Nanc}'
N'ellis, Gilbert the Digger was now

familiar; first as a rainy day pal, which had so
engrossed him that he temporarily forgot his
broken heart; and second as a reversion to the
feminine which had left him bewildered and
shaken. Now he was on his way to see her in a
third role, that of business woman. He himself
was all made up internally as a business man,
the hard-boiled variety, the kind that says
"Business is business" and under that legend
does things from which a self-respecting mur
derer would shrink. By hookor crook, probably
the latter, he was going to acquire possession of
Lot i6 N which he had so disastrously mistaken
for his own i6 M. Of its probable value he now
pos.ses5ed a fair estimate, for he had been sur
reptitiously working the serpentine lode for
five nights and the rewards of his criminal
operations were astounding.

.<^3 he approached the treasure spot and beheld
the brown girl busy with a trowel on the level
which he had so painfully graded, a thrill which
he identiiied as sheer hatred ran through his
veins. Never, he told himself, had a member
of the more honorable se.K sufTered from the less
honorable as rotten a deal as he had received
from her. Even Zelda Trefayne's maltreatment
of his feelings retreated into the background.
In fact Zelda herself and with all that she
represented to liim haa for some time occupied
that retired position, had he not been too much
concerned otherwise to appreciate and interpret
that significant fact.

As he crossed the limits of Xo. i6 N he de
livered himself of a chill, introductory cough.
The brown girl half lifted her head, glanced
coldly in his direction, pointedly in the direction
of the "No Trespassing" sign (now conspicu
ouslyornamented with her name), and reverted
to her work.

"I've come on business," he stated.
" Business? With me? "
" Yes. i want to buy your lot."
"It isn't for sale." She sat down, selected a

small bush from a bundle, and proceeded to
scoop out a hole for its reception.

"I'll trade you mine for it," he offered per
suasively. "Mine's a better one; flatter and
nearer the road. What do you sa_>'?"

She considered for a moment. "But yours
isn't improved," she pointed out calmly.

"Improved) Well, I'm—" He stifled his
natural expression of resentment, realizing that
this was an occasion for diplomacy. "Yours
isn't miich improved."

"By several weeks of hard labor," she an
swered. " Andimprovements are worthmoney."

"How n\uch money?"
"I heard j-ou say one day that you wouldn't

do that much work for an>'body else for a thou
sand dollars."

"Figure of speech," he said hastily.
"It's a good figure as a starting-point."
" Starting-point? Areyou goingany further?"
"Well, there's the tool-shed. Say a hundred

for that."
"Anything more?" he asked in a hard-con

trolled voice.
"N-n-no-. Oh, yes; there is. Dentist bill;

twenty dollars. You knocked two of my teeth
loose. Aren'fyou sorry?"

"Well, is //lat the total?"
"You aren't sorry," she dccidcd. "Then

there's the broken word about the trespass
sign. That ought to cost you at least a hundred
more, just to teach "
. "Look here. Miss Nellis," he broke in desper
ately, "it's a rotten, sneaking trick you're work
ing on me, butTve got to stand for it, I suppose.
Will you take my lot and five hundred dollars to
boot? Here's a hundred cash to bind the bar
gain, and here's the agreement to sell.- Sign on
the dotted line. What do you say? "

"Is that really all it's worth to you? "
For an instant a sickening qualm shot through

him. Was she only playing with him? Had she
discovered the secret of the rocky mound her
self? No: if she had she'd be asking more.

"That's every cent," he replied with outer
firmness.

"Very well." She took the pen which he
extended and, after a momentary hesitancy,
afii-xed her signature.

"Here's your hundred. Sign the receipt, too,
please."

She shook her head slowly. "I don't want it."
Again he took alarm. Without a cash con

sideration the deal was not settled. "You have
to take it," he insisted.

"I'll give it to you for that sign."
"What do you want of that thing?" he de--

manded in astonishment.
"I want it," she replied in a die-away voice,

"to remind mc that men were deceivers ever."
Laughing at him again, was she! "It comes

well from you to talk about deceit," he retorted.
"'Letting me work myself to the bone on your
property and then charging me for my own
labor. I guess that's fair and decent—from a
girl's point of view!"

"What do you know about girls' 'points of
views?"'she came back at him. "Vou don't
suppose I ever meant to take your money, do
you? I didn't really intend to let you go on
working here, but you were so mean and petty
and snappish I just thought it would do you
good to work it out, like poison in your system.
And an>'\vay, j'ou liad no excuse to break >'our
promise when you gave j'our word, honor-bright-
and-bound."

"I forgot," he said lamely.
This was received with the scorn proper to

its weakness as a plea. "That's likely, isn't it,
with the thing staring you in the face every
minute."

"There were other things that—that—"
His head was buzzing with the desire to square
himself with her, even though she hadn't been
quite square with him—or had she, after all?—
but he couldn't well do it without betrajing the
great secret. Until the transfer was registered
he'd stick to the safe side of quiet. "You can
ha\'e the sign if you want it," he finished sul
lenly.

"Anyway, you won't need it. I'll promise
never to come on your property."

"Willj'ou?" he said blankly. For some reason
this failed to fill liim with the satisfaction which
it should have inspired.

"Besides, my name is signed to it. Can I go
dig it up now? "

"I'll dig it myself."
He got his spade from the tool-shack, mounted

the little ascent and started to work. The
brown girl rose, followed, and sat down near him
under the screening hat to watch the process.
Presently she inquired:

"Why are you so anxious to own this particu
lar piece of property if yours is better?"

"Sentiment," he snapped. His conscience
was doing uneasy things deep inside him.

" I should think you were about as sentimental
as a fence-post," she opined. "I'm the senti
mental one, trying to play fair, letting you off
easy on j-our bargain, and just because, though
you're hateful and spiteful as—as a woman, and
your word isn't worth a peanut-shuck, there
was just a minute, just a weeny bit of a minute
when I almost liked you."

He dropped his spade abruptly. "When was
that?" he demanded.

" Never mind when it was. It isn't now. And
it never will be again."

He bent over the better to see her face. That
portion of it visible beneath the hat brim seemed
very young and innocent and appealing; dis
concertingly so considering what a dirty trick
he was about to put over on it. For that is pre
cisely what, in a sickening burst of illumination,
his skilful strategy revealed itself to be.

{Continued on pa^c 64)
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Ask Us Now
This test will delight you

Again we offer, and urge you to accept,
this new teeth-cleaning method.

Millions now employ it. Leading den
tists, nearly all the world over, are urging
its adoption. The results are visible in
whiter teeth wherever you look today.

Ering them to your people.

The "war on film
Dental science has declared a war on

film. That is the cause of most tooth
troubles. And brushing methods of the
past did not effectively combat it.

Film is that viscous coat you feel. It
clings to teeth, enters crevices and stays.
Then night and day it may do serious
damage.

Film absorbs stains, making the teeth
look dingy. It is the basis of tartar. It
holds food substance which ferments and
forms acid. It holds the acid in contact
with the teeth to cause decay.

Millions of germs breed in it. They,
with tartar, are the chief cause of pyorrhea.
Very few people have escaped the troubles
caused by film.

Two film combatants
Now two combatants have been found.

Many careful tests have proved their
efficiency.

A new-day tooth paste has been created,
and these two film combatants are embodied
in it. The paste is called Pepsodent.

A few days will tell
Send the coupon for a 10-Day Tube.

Note how clean the teeth feel after using.
Mark the absence of the viscous film. See
how teeth whiten as the film-coats dis
appear.

Do this now. The effects will delight
you and lead to constant delights. To all
in your home they may bring new beauty,
new protection for the teeth.

PfinsgUflM
REG-US.

The New-Day Dentifrice
The scientific film combatant, which

brings five desired effects. Approved by
modern authorities and now advised by
leading dentists everywhere. All druggists
supply the large tubes.

10-Day Tube Free 753

THE PEPSODENT COMPANY,
Dept. 920, 1104 S. Wabash Ave., Chicago, 111.

Mail 10-Day Tube of Pepsodent to

Only one tube to a family



^2 Photographic
Masterpieces

Alo Studies is a volume of 32
magnificent photographic crea
tions, portraying the beauty
and charm of youth amid the
luxuriant settings of Nature.

The Nude in cArt
This remarkable work is a

serious endeavor in a new de
velopment of art, and is recog
nized by the leading art gal
leries and academies through
out the world.

From Life
The original way in which

Albert Arthur Allen has han
dled life and nature makes Alo
Studies a delightful collection
to linger over. The models
are of the highest type of
feminine beauty—t y p i c a 1 I y
American, and symmetrical for
the age in which we live. The
natural scenes are fully in
keeping.

In Phenomenal T>emand
Alo Studies, Art Edition de

Luxe, comes in one of three
beautiful bindings. It is a val
uable addition to the carefully
selected library. It has met
with the approval of artists
and art lovers everj'where.

Orderyour Copy at once
Orders will be filled in the

order in which they are re
ceived. Select the binding you
desire, and send jor your copy
today—before the edition is
exhausted!
Leather-bound, stamped in gotd $4.00
Clotb-bound, stamped in gold . z.uo
Art paper, stamped 10 gold . 1.00

Wrht direct to

<L/{lLEU 'lA'R.T *9x11010S
4117 Broadway, Oakland, Calif.,U. S. A,

PATENTS
HIGHEST REPERENC

lED hEST RE80I
• model for cramlnollon and rtport as

to ctecnUblliU'.

WATSON E. COLEMANi Patent Lflwye
WublnKton, O- C.

The Elks Magazine

No Trespassing
{Continuedfrom page 6^)

"Oh, the devU!" he groaned. "What's the
use! I can't do it."

. wrong now?" demanded the browngirl in lively apprehension. "You're not going
to burst out into sobs, are you?"

"No,"_ he informed her, looking up with a
jueful grin; "I'mgoing to burst out into raucous
laughter at myself forbeing the biggest boob on
earth to think I could put anything like that
over on you."

|̂Likc what?" she demanded.
this." From his pocket he drew a

handful of pr>le, globular firesand dribbled them
mto her lap. Her breath quickened as she
gazed first at the clusters of strange flame, and
then at him, but chiefly at him.

"They're lovely. What are they? "
Ber>-ls. Cut of this mound you're sitting

on." ®

"I don't understand. Who put them there? "
Helaiighed shortly. "Old Lady Nature. She

scattered a lot of pretty trinkets like these all
•over New Jersey, and this is one of the places
uhere she shook her Christmas tree."

Are they valuable? " The brown girl pursed
stared at the gleamsin her lip.

TV u eight hundred dollars, that lot.inis bunch of serpentine rock is sown witli 'em.
I congratulate you, Miss Nellis."

"Me! They're not mine."
I^Whose else would they be?"

Why, yours. You found them, didn't you? "
On your property."

"Yes; but I'dnever have found them myself,"
she argued eagerly. "I wasn't going to disturb
the mound.
_"Well, you can disturb it now to the tune of

^ hundred thousand dollars."Ihe brown girl glanced up at him. "You
needn t say that as if you hated me for it. It's
al jour fault, any^-ay." As no response v/as
vouchsafed to this she added, "What are you
going to do now?"

>1 from here and stay."
T .suppose I don't want you to go.I thmk you might stay and help me dig out Sie
pretty marbles."

that^°^ plenty of other people to do
"Yes; but they might not be honest. How

jewels?" wouldn't steal my lovely
II You said I wasn't honest."

That was about the sign. "Oh!" Realiza-uon began to dawn in her eyes. "I'll just bet
It was when you found theberyls that you forgot
all about the sign. Wasn't it?"

"Yes."

ought to be very much ashamed of
yourself, she asserted primly. "Nevermind:

I know that I can trust you now," she concluded
triumphantly.

"Maybe you can," he blurted out, "but I
can't trust myself."

"With the pretty beryls?" she inquired
innocently.

"Blather the pretty ber>'ls! With you, if you
want to know. You—I—well, that's the reason
I couldn't go through with the deal. If it had
been anybody else I might have."

Her hat drooped a little more overshadow-
ingly, but her voice was quite brisk as she
reminded him; "I thought you came here on
business? Is that your idea of talking business?"

"It's all talked," said he disconsolately.
"Not at all. How about our forming a little

partnership to work this mine of ours? D'you
call it a mine, or what?"

"What kind of a partnership?"
"Oh, we'll let the lawj-ers fix that. You see, I

needsomeoneI can trust to run theplace,and you
need an open-air life for your poor nerves—

"No, I don't. I'm cured of all that foolish
ness." At this so queer a little smile crinkled
the comer of her mouth, visible to him that be
cried angrily:

"What do you know about my nerves?"
"Not much," she soothed him. "Just a hint

or two that I pickedup from Dr. Weston. He's
a wonderful physician, don't you think?"

"He's a rotten physician," asserted the other
passionately. _"He put me out here to becured
and the cure is worse than the disease."

"How unflattered she'd be—not that I know
who she is—if she heard herself called a disease,'
ruminated the mischievous Miss Neliis. She
stretched out her hands. "Help me up, please."
As he drew her to her feet he saw, for the first
time, the left corner of her smiling lips. A
deeply discolorcd patch marked it. At this he
stared in fascinated dismay.

"That's what you did," she accused, nodding
at him. But her hands remained in his.

"I've done enough," he said hoarsely.
She shook her head; her eyes danced at him.

"Not enough," she contradicted, "or else too
much. Why are you staring so queerly. You '
you don't see any No-trespass sign there, do
you?"

A moment, a rather long moment later she
was readjusting a small cross of court plaster
which had inexplicably become displaced. "The
X," she observed a little catchily, "marks the
spot where the crime was committed. . . • And
expiated," she added after another interlude.
"What! again? Don't you realize that we've
got business to talk over still? W'hat about the
partnership?"
_.''0h' we'll let the minister fix that," said
Oilbert the Digger, ecstatically.

Hints For a Lincoln Highwayman
{Conlinucd from page 24]

Garage, the Lincoln Way Cafe, and so on.
Stores advertise and display specialties calcu
lated to appeal to the motor tourist. Usually
the Lmcoln Way is the main street through the
town. Its_ transient trade in summeris ceaseless
and amazing.

What to Take Along
There are wide stretches where there are no

towns, and where one is thrown on his own
resources in the matter of camping. This brings
up the subject of camp equipment. From Ho-
boken to Reno, Nevada, and points west, this
IS the occasion of debate, argument ami advice
wherever campers gather. Comfort is wanted;
too elaborate comfort is expensive and hard to
keep track of, and one is apt to find the coffee
in the bagwith the tirechains and the tent pins
mixed with the flour. Where to draw the line?
_Let us assume that you are going to take your

time. You aren't out after any speed records;
3'ou want to see some of the country you travel
over. That may mean that you wiU want to
stay several days in one place, even if you are
fortunate enough to escapc being laid up during
a prolonged rainy spell.

So you want comfortable living quarters.
Choice of a tent is the first important thing-
One sees many trick tents. Some are built
especially for auto travel, and are draped over
the car top. Unfortunately, these tents are
usually low, for they slope directly to the ground
in lean-to fashion. A long rainstorm wUl make
one wish for a dry place high enough to stand up
m. However, a wall tent is hardly the thing,
for it necessitates three poles, and tent poles are
vexingly difficult to accommodate. One of the
mostsatisfactory tents is the herder or pyramid
typc._ It is something like the Indian tepee,
only instead of beingsupported by severalpoles,
the herder tent is supported by a single centcr
poleand comes down square to four corners. A
tent for two should be nine and a half feet on a
side—the half foot being not an idiosyncrasy
but an orthodox dimension.

Well, that is something to sleep in. The next
two things arc to keep other things from sleeping
in it—or rather, from remaining disastrously
awake in it—and to get something to sleep on.
The first item involves the e.xpenditure of a few
cents for cheese-cloth. A strip of this and a
couple of big safety pins baHlemosquitoes, which



doors—started to getting supper before 'they
unpacked their camp paraphernalia. A sand
storm swept down upon us suddenly, and there
was confusion in the other camp. The opening
blast of sand ruined the supper of the other
campers. Then the succeeding pelting of rain
made it difficult to get the camp to rights. By
the time their tent was up, their bedding was
wet—all because they had failed to follow the
simple rule of making camp first.

See that the water tank is full. It is better to
fill it at municipalities, from the city water
supply, than to depend upon roadside wells.
Typhoid germsdo most of their loiteringoutside
of modern filtration systems. As you get into
the Far West, avoid anything that looks, tastes
or smells like alkali water. Also, in touring the
National Parks, don't be eager to drink heavily
f.om all the wonderful hot and cold mineral
springs that are featured along the roadside.

Study up on the motor laws of the States you
go through. Also observe the municipal speed
regulations that are posted for your benefit.
Some towns seem to derive their main finandal
support from the contributions wrested from
tourists in the form of fines for speeding.

Light your tent from the storage batterj',
using a droplight cord plugged into the dash
socket. You can spend many an evening in
this way, reading such magazines as you have
not loaned to literature-hungry campers.

Carry several of the hea\'iest blowout patches
you can buy—also a reser^'e of oil and gasoline.

Spare Bulbs for Head and Tail Lights
Are Important, Too

Look o\-er the framework of your car every
night. Day-after-day grinding loosens the
tightest of bolts. Keep an eye on your springs,
also. There is no telling when one of the many
bumps is going to crack a spring-leaf.

Sooner or later a tow rope will prove as in
dispensable as gasoline or breakfast. Getting
into mudholes is easy for you. Getting out is
generally "easy money" for some farmer.

Night travel will often prove a help and a
delight. If the roads are dependable, frequently
it will be found possible to make better speed
than in the daytime on account of the absence
of general traffic. Also one avoids the extreme
heat of the day.

Make up yourmind that sociability is going to
be a necessity. The State auto license on your
car is of itself an invitation to be friendly. Who
can resist the genial: "Hello, New York State!
You seem to be a long wa3-s from home. I used
to li\'C back there mj-self—up near Cohoes. I
wonder if you know any of my folks."

Road maps arc good to have along, but they
are diflicult to consult when one is on the wing.
A gust of wind may rip it to pieces in your hands,
when >'ou are trjing to find out just how you are
going to get to Ames, Iowa, by nightfall.

Make camp early, unless you are gomg to try
a night ride. You may have time to visit a
movie in town, but the chances are >'ou will
not care to. Constant driving makes one
sleep>". After the dishes have been washed,
the old cot bed fairly begs for attention.

Dishwashing is a big matter—one of the most
important matters. If you carry the sort of
dislies that telescope into a kit and then slide into
a bag, you are going to have trouble keeping them
clean, especially if you are cooking over a wood
fire. Steel wool, with a little touch of soap, is
good for cleaning the soot off such utensils.
Have it understood just which member of the
party is to do the dishwashing each day, and
then have the work done promptly after each
meal.

Don't try to eat too many picnic lunches, nor
should too great dependence be placed on the
can-opener. Fresh vegetables, which are avail
able everywhere, should form just as large a
proportion of tlie diet on the road as at
home.

See that your party is well-balanced when it
comes to sharing the responsibilities as well as
the pleasures of a motor camping trip. Other
wiseyou will be in the position of the wandering
householder who was doing all the camp work
for his wife and three grown daughters, and who
informed the writers that gasoline could not take
liim home fast enough.

Rightly approached, the Lincoln Highway
will yield full quota of pleasure to the motor
camper for every one of those long miles between
coast and coast.

August, 1922
are particularly plentiful not only in Jersey but
in Dixon, Illinois, Belle Plaine, Iowa, and other
spots too numerous to mention.

As for bed. Here, as well as in the matter of
stoves, the desire to rouj?h It often eliminates a
big slicc of comfort. The faint tints of the
desert and the rioting yellows of (quaking aspens
in late summer look more beautiful if one has
slept well; and two can sleep on cots for the
modest additional outlay of six or seven dollars.
Slots for web straps may be cut in one running
board, and the cots can be securely carried
there, with the folded tent-pole included in the
bundle. More bedding is necessary if cots are
used, for the under side of the bed as well as the
top must be protected from cold air.

A heavy canvas tarpaulin, slightly larger
than a blanket, should be the basis for each bed.
It is waterproof, and keeps the bedding clean.
With a tarpaulin, six or eight blanket pins and
three army blankets, one can make a sleeping-
bag adjustable to any climate The tarpaulin,
with the blankets laid out flat on it, can be
folded in thirds and pinned down the middle,
or in two and pinned down the side, according
to the width and warmth desired. Three blankets
may sound like a lot, but they are not. If one
uses a cot, it is important to have a quantity of
bedding underneath one. It is an uncanny
sensation to be warm on top and cold under
neath.

Water is a supremely important problem.
The authors first tried canvas water-bajjs, but
found it difficult to find a place to hang the bags
when traveling. The most satisfactory equip
ment is a cloth-covered five-gallon tank which
clamps to the running board. The saturated
covering of the tank keeps the water almost as
cool as a canvas bag does.

Two boxes, fitting on the floor of the tonneau,
if one uses a touring car, are practical for carr>''-
ing dishes and food. Aside from this item no
particular schcme of packing is necessary'.
Things will naturally gravitate toward their
proper places after a few days on the road. Web
straps are useful for bedding rolls, cots, etc.,
and are easier to handle than ropes.

Any person who has lived much outdoors
knows how vastly important is dry firewood.
In a permanent camp this question can be solved
by keeping a supply of firewood under cover.
But where one is making quick jumps from
place to place, under all sorts of weather con
ditions, rustling one's own firewood is a difficult
matter. ICven if there were plenty of firewood
available, it might be wet through, owing to a
solid week of rains. But there are few places
where even wet wood is available, because the
Lincoln Highway is more traveled than any
other road in this^ountry, and many foragers
have been there ahead of you.

Cooked Food Won't Hurt low
Granted there's nothing like that delightful

smell of burning wood. But as a necessary
adjunct to the motor camp, put down a gas
oline stove at the head of the list.

In the auto camps along the Lincoln Highway
the after-supper conversations of neighbors turn
naturally to various kinds of equipment. It is
then that one gets a real insight into the Amer
ican genius for "tinkering." The head of a

. family will pridefully show the spring-suspended
cradle which he made for the motoring comfort
of his smallest child. Another motorist will
show you his own scheme for keeping butter.

"You jest have it wrapped in paraffine paper,
and then you wrap a lot of gunny sack around it
and you keep the gunnysack good and wet, and
you'd be surprised how hard it keeps—you'd
be plumb surprised!"

An inside tip on stock market fluctuations is
nothing to a tip like that!

In the matter of foods, remember that it is
not necessary to carry large stocks. Day-to
day purchases assure variety and freshness.
But don't count too heavily on getting fresh
eggs and milk from farmhouses, particularly-in
the Middle West.

Keep Ahead of the Weather
Always make camp as soon as possible. Tiiis

forestalls unexpected changes in the weather.
In Nebraska a big car rolled up beside ours.
Our tent was up and everything snug in the
seven minutes we allowed ourselves for such
work. But the people in the big car—Westerners
they were. too. and accustomcd to living out
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He says he has smoked
more Edgeworth than
any other living man
Let Mr. Baldw-in's letter give you

the facts, and you will see he has some
justification for his claims.

Burlington. \''ermont
Larus & Brother Company,
Richmond, Va.

Gentlemen:

I think that I am entitled to be called a
charter member of the Edgeworth Smokers
Club, as I ha%'e used the Edgeworth Sliced Plug
between twenty and twenty-five years.

When I commenced using it I was selling hard
ware on the road. One of my customers who
kept a general store told me that he had just
received a new tobacco and wished that I would
try it. He gave me a box for which he charged
me 20C. He made a mistake, as it was selling at
that time for 25c. I liked it so well that 1 made
it a point to ask for it in every store in the dif
ferent towns that I made; but few had it. The
next time that I called on this customer I bought
six boxes, which would last until I got around
ai?ain. I still continued to ask for it in the
different towns and tried to induce the dealers
to stock it.

In 1906 or 1907 I went to So. Carolina and
stayed there three years. I was surprised not
to be able to get it there. At that time I was
in Beaufort. S. C.. and made frequent trips to
Savannah. Ga.. and Charleston. S. C.. and was
unaijle to get it in either of these cities. Finally
I ordered some direct from you and also induced
a dealer in Beaufort to stock it.

I have used it always for over twenty years
except occasionally when 1 could not get it. I
figure that I have smoked over 1000 of the 250.
boxes, which have cost for the last few years 35c.
For at least five years I have not bought a cigar.
Have had some given to me, but they do not
take the place of the old pipe filled with Edge-
worth.

I am sixty-one years of age and still think that
it is the best tobacco on the market. I don't
think there is a man living who has smoked any
more Edseworth than I. What do you think?

Yours truly,

(Signed) H. F. Baldwin

It is always pleasing to hear from old
Edgeworth smokers, and we would like to

know if this record is
the best ever made.

But we are inter
ested. too, in new
Edgeworth smokers.
We like to know that
young men, men who
are breaking in their
first pipes, find Edge-

worth before they
get very far in
their pipe-smok-
ing careers.

So we have a
standing invita
tion to send free
samples of Edge-
worth to all who
ask for them. If
you haven't tried

Edgeworth, we have a sample package
here containing Plug Slice and Ready-
Rubbed that is only waiting for your
name and address.

W'hen you write for it, address Larus &
Brother Compan_v, 43 South 21st Street,
Richmond, Va. If you will add the name
and address of the dealer you usually buy
your tobacco from, we shall appreciate the
courtesy.

To Retail Tobacco Merchants: If your
jobber cannot supply you with Edge-
worth, Larus & Brother Company will
gladly send you prepaid by parcel post
a one- or two-dozen carton of any size
of Edgeworth Plug Slicc or Ready-Rubbed
for the same price j'ou would pay the
jobber.

P
hi



Buy ELK EMBLEMS
Direct by Mail from

JASON WEILER &SONS, BOSTON, MASS.

and Save One-Third
For over 46 years we have sold direct 10 customers all
over the woild. As nianiifacturing wliclesaio and
retail jewelers, diamond importeis and America's
leading emblem makers \vc are able to save >ou one-
third on regular retail priccs. .Money refunded en all
piirchaseR irnlesRcn 'iiely satisfied. Hollowins are a few
of the iTiany items selected at random frorn our free
catalog. Mail coupon below for free copy.
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The Nine Who Vanished
(Conliuiicd from page 20)

door, pushed it open, and with pointing pistol,
stepped into the dining-room.

"Stop!" I ordered.
"Hold-up men," gasped Hardman Quayne,

and collapsed into his seat. The others remained
motionless, fear in their eyes.

"No," I said, sternly. "Not hold-up men.
But t\vo law-abiding citizens who want to know
what your game is."

" Ourgame? " Hardman Quayne staredat me.
"Don't try to bluff me," I said. "I know

who you are and all about you, Quayne or
Quayle orQuarterton or whatever yourname is."

The man had actually begun to smile broadly,
hyand how did you vanish from Portland,

Maine, in 1919?" I demanded.
To my astonishment he burst into a fit of

laughter and his wife and the others laughed too.
".•\t last," he cried, "at last."
"And why did you vanish from Des Moines,

and Spartanburg, and Carmel-by-the-Sea? And
why are you planning to vanish from this
house?"

The remarkable man faced me with a wide
happy smile.

"Sir,'' he said, politely, "whoeveryou are, I
congratulate you. Youare a man after my own
heart."
^ ''Enough of this bluffing," I said, curtly.

1 m a cnmmal lawyer, and I know I can hold
you on a charge of murder in Portland until the
police come."

The fellow actuallychuckled.
"15 ^ one," he said, admiringly.But please don't send for the police. It really
won't be necessary."

I looked at thecircle offaccs about the table;
they were smiling at me as if I had brought
them good news. Quaj^ne addressed them.

"Our friend seems to have cornered us," he
said lightly. "Shall I tell him the truth?"

They nodded.
"Have a seat, gentlemen, and cigars. Oh,

keep us covered with those guns, if it will make
3-ou happier."

Billy and I sat dow^ watching the man and
the others warily. This seemed to amuse them
enormously.

"Perhaps," began Hardman Quayne, "you'll
think usa bit crazy. Perhaps you won't. Any-
T -^ 'l our story. Some twenty years agoI inherited a verj' large fortune. I'd been
t'rousht up m luxury and so had my wife and
children. We are what iscalled ' society people,'
but we were never designed by nature for the
boredom of a society life. In our family runs a
curious strain; we're an odd lot. Well, we tried
to live the orthodox life of the veryrich, and it
nearly drove us mad. We had no wishes that
could not be_ gratified, no ambitions, no really
stimulating interests. Yet our minds were
always reaching out." He made a gesture to
illustrate what he meant.

"I spokeof a curious strain in our family," he

went on. ''My parents had it. I inherited it.
It showed itself in an intense, in fact, abnormal
interest in the mysterious. I think you can
understand; you seem to bo fairly keen on
mysteries yourself,"

In a daze, I nodded, and he went on,
"AH of us in the family have this cravingfov

mystery. So, when we grew too terribly bored
by society life, we found in mysterj' an escape.
At first we simply read mysterv books and in
vented hypothetical mysteries for each other to
solve. But that did not satisfy us. Wc craved
the real thing. So to save ourselves from stag
nation, and to give vent to our temperament, we
began to create actual mysteries."

He paused, helped me relight my cigar, and
continued:

"We were traveling on the Pacific coast when
the inspiration came to me for all of us to dis
appear in a highly mysterious manner. We did
so. How we enjoyed the bewildered stories that
appeared in the papers afterward. Once started
on a career of mystery-making, there was no
stoppmg us. It was almost like a habit-forming
dnig. We Were driven on by an irresistible
desire to make mystery. Some people like to
solve them, we like to make them. Do you
understand?"

'̂Perfectly," I said.
We got to be rather good at it," he said, a

touch of pride in his voice. "You are the first
ever solved one of our mysteries."

the bodies in Portland—" I

L idea," he said, proudly- "ethem from dissecting laboratories.
And the nocturnal prowlerwith the glowmg

face?" ^
That was me," said the son of the house,

phosphorus on my face."
I suggested that," put in the daughter,

in my chair.-
Go on," I said, feebly.Oh, you know all about us," said Quayne,

now. And," he added sadly, "we'll have to
tnmk up a new m3'slcry now that youve solved
our vanishing stunt."

I turned to Billy Wharton, whose eyes were
big as eggs.
_ Bill;^" I said, "I wonder if I should tell
Ernest Dawk about this?"

Quayne pricked up his ears. ,
Dawk?" he said. "Dawk? Do you know

some one named Dawk?"
..^es," I said. ,

Odd," he mused. "Theaj's only one Dawk
family in America. Must be a relative of mme.

y mother's name was Dawk." 1 i, , T
cnl ? "ever did tell Ernest Dawk how I
Aft? M®"mystery of the nine whoAfter all, ,t was his mysterv, and he was happy

it in his own way. Wshould I kill it for him? For all I know he s
still going from house to house in the Middle
^i-st, a willing martyr to mystery.

The Farmer's Business—And Yours
(Conlinucd fiom page sj)

too heavily in such financing is understandable,
especially when it is just as true as in the case of
the long-term loans that a disastrous crop year
may make repayment of the loan at maturity
out of the question, and force the lender to re
new it and carry it over to another harvest time
—and, what is more, may make it necessary for
him to lend still moremoney to enable the farmer
to earn enough to pay the first loan.

.'\t the same timethe solution of thisobviously
difficult problem of short-term credit is at the
heart of the agriculturalproblem as a whole.

One of the commonest and most admittedly
legitimate reasons for business borrowing is the
desire of sellers to carry over surplus stocks in
times when supply greatly exceeds demand, and
when forced sales would serve to depress prices
and, perhaps, to entail selling at less than the
cost of production. And one of the farmer's
bitterest complaints is that be cannot do this;
the_ present state of resentment throughout the
agricultural world arises from the widespread
feeling—the justification for which there simply

is not room to discuss fully here-that the Fed
era Reserve Board dealt the industry a bodyblow in 1920 by comnellinc deflation m agn-

maintenance of high prices m
Mf allowed. ,Now this feeling, embodied indirect and bitter

charges, has led t^o' one of Se most furious con-
DrX;,?!''® 'V American business history; it
Pznfb -''i underiying reason for the orp^-
of I Agricultural bloc in the Senate

^ |ofnething will soon be said.. Statedvery briefly the charge is this: That m 1920,
n were still soaring, when the countr>,

the height of the post-.^arl»om, the Federal Reserve Board required
Jernl" curtailment of agricultural
hnrr ' ^ of which farmers, unable to
•,nH or to renew loans already made,and ailing due, were obliged to sell their producc
ann-,n-''̂ '\"'" bring-which involved
hPn since prices naturally col-
iH .farmers, taking the country at large,did not begin to receive what it had cost them
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to raise their crops and their livestock. And
that, at the same time, credit for manufacturing
and general business was curtailed much more
slowly and gradually, so that the prices of other
products fell much more slowly than those of
agricultural products, with the result that the
farmer, getting much less than he expected to
receive for his wares, had to continue to pay high
prices for what he bought.

Congress has considered these chargcs. and the
defence of the banking interests, in many hear
ings; millions of words of testimony, literally,
have been taken. I have before me, at this
moment, three volumes of the testimony before
the Joint Commission of Agricultural Inquiry
which met last year, and a very large proportion
of their 2,300 pages arc devoted to this contro
versy! The subject is still open for discussion,
'in so far as the merits of the charge of unfair
discrimination go. But certain definite facts
can't be disputed. Agricultural prices didcol
lapse in 1920-, the general fall of pricescamelater;
universal depression followed the impoverish
ment of the farmers.

The farmer, in such a situation, is pretty
much at the mercy of a machinerj' of distribution
over which he has little, if an}', control. He has
practically nothing to do with fixing the price at
which his product sells. He can, if he can afford
to do so, hold certain crops, and his live stock,
up to a certain point, for better prices. But with
perishable crops he lacks even that recouree,
limited as it is by his ability to finance holding
overall or part of a crop like cotton or tobacco.

Farmers have struggled in the past to free
themselves from this condition. The wheat-
raisers of the Northwest tried to break the grip
in which they were held by the milling interests
by the semi-socialistic policies fostered by the
Non-Partisan League, which, for some time, was
in full control in North Dakota. State-owned
elevators, co-operative stores, state banking,
did serve, for a time, at any rate, to improve the
situation; even at present, when tlie League is,
to a great extent, m eclipse, certain permanent
benefits remain. But the prevailing opinion
among farm leaders is that the League adopted
poor ways of securing good results.

Co-operative marketing on a large scale is re
garded as absolutely essenti-il and absol tely
practical by most of tlie present leaders of
agriculture. The citrus fruit-growers of Cali
fornia, operating through the California Fruit
Growers Exchange, have been brilliantly suc
cessful. Tliey have enormously increased the
consumptionof their products through national
advertising and the establishment of standards
and brands; they reduced the price to the con
sumer, and the return to the producer by econ
omies in handling the crops, in_ warehousing,
and in shipping, and by the eliminationof cer
tain handlings.

But there has been, until recently, the greatest
doubt and uncertainty as to the legality of such
co-operative marketing under the Sherman law.
It has now been legalized, certain safeguards
being provided through a measure of control
over prices given to the Department of Agri
culture. Similarly the short-term credit prob
lem seems to be in the way of solution,
through the revival of the War Finance Corpora
tion for the expresspurpose of makingmoneyfor
rural credits of this sort available without any
undue drain upon funds required for ordinary
banking.

Now it must strike you that as these various
problems of agriculture, as an industry, are
described, there follows, in, almost every case,
a reference to recent legislation of a sort helpful
to the industry. In the slang of the moment,
how come? Isn't it true that for years the
farmer vote has been a fetish—that every party
has catered to it? The susceptibility of the
politician to the farmer has been traditional.
But in the last few years certain very shrewd
farmers have taken the trouble to analyze and
examine this tradition, and it has come to seem
to them that while the farmer got honc3'ed words
and a good deal of seemingly favorable legisla
tion, other interests, not notorious for standing
well with politicians, got legislative favors of
a much more important sort.

There has always been, in this country, a cer
tain amount of organization among farmers, both
social and economic. The National Grange, the
Farmers' Union—these have been t>-pical of
many organizations. Generally speaking these

{^Conlimicd on page 68)
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What Is

Tangible Circulation?

T

-and what does it mean
to an advertiser

^HE average individual is much more interested in what is
going on in his particular community than in what is trans
piring in the world at large. This is particularly exemplified

in the handling of news in our daily newspapers. The shooting of
an ex-sailor boy by a millionaire gets full pages in the New York
newspapers, as against the half-column of five thousand dying by
famine in a far-off country.

How does this principle operate in the use of national advertising
mediums?

This analysis of localization of Interest was made by one of the
ablest automobile men in the industry, and we pass it on to you as he
gave it to us:

"The reason I am considering the use of The Elks Magazine is
because of the tangibleness of its circulation. When I tell our dis
tributor in Rockford, 111., that I am using three great national maga
zines to help him sell our cars, he shows very little interest because
he does not appreciate how many of his possible prospects in Rock
ford read these publications—and I in turn am unable to give him
this information in definite actual figures.

"But when I tell him that I am using The Elks Magazine, which
goes to every Elk in Rockiord, he in turn knows that practically every
business" man of standing in Rockford is an Elk—and consequently
knows that I have given him a tangible sales assistance in reaching
the greatest number of his prospects with our advertising story. He
is therefore satisfied."

The Elks Magazine is in a position to give definite proof of the
tangibleness of its circulation in every community in the United,
States, at the request of a national advertiser.

MagaziriG
850,000 Circulation

50 East 42nd Street New York City
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Are You the

Man Who

"Never Reads

Advertisements" ?

SOME men, who are
neither blind nor illit

erate, claim sincerely that
they "never read adver
tisements."

Yet, if you could investi
gate, in each case you would
find that the man who
"never reads advertise
ments" used an advertised
tooth paste or shaving
cream or soap. If he owns
an automobile it will be an
advertised car. If you ask
his opinion of any automo
bile he will reply in words
that might have been lifted
bodily from an advertise
ment of that automobile.

Advertising has formed
his opinions to a great de
gree. He may have re-
c e i V e d his information
through others who ob
tained their knowledge from
advertising. But it is a
fact that no man can es
cape the effect of advertis
ing even if he does say he
"never reads advertise
ments."

Not one of us ever rea
soned out entirely from his
own mind that the earth
is round. If we had not
read it or heard it we would
never have known it.

In these days of good,
truthful, helpful advertis
ing to say, "I never read
advertisements," is merely
your way of saying, "I
don't read all advertise
ments.

'Published by The El\s'
Magazine in co-operation
with The American Associa'

—tion ofAdvertising Agencies
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The Farmer's Business—^And Yours
{Continuedfrom page 67)

organizations have been built up with thecounty
as a unit, merginginto State and National bodies.
Particular inter^tshave hadtheir own organiza
tions; information has been exchanged; some
efforts have long been made to influence legisla
tion, bothin theStates andin Congress.
• TJeyoungest ofthese farm organizations has,
m thelastfew years, become probably thegreat-
^t. That is_the Farm Bureau. There are
farm bureaus in more than three thousand dif
ferent punties. These are merged into State
federations, and these in turn into the national
body, the American Farm Bureau Federation,
supported by a portion of the dues of the county
bureaus.

The Farm Bureau has promoted modem,
scientific faimng. It has secured experts in
production; it has done much to make the in
creasing body of scientific knowledge gathered
by the Department of Agriculture and the
numerous State departments and experiment
stations generally available; it hasworked closely
with other organizations of every sort. And,
underthepresidency ofJames R.Rowland, it has
become a powerful and deeply significant force
in the national life.

Also, it hasplaced inWashington, at the head
of Its legislative department, a remarkable West
yirgm^. Gray Silver—the manwho devised the
Agricultural bloc.

Now you can, if you go to the right people,
get ahnost any picture you please of Silver,
Some will paint hra for you with horns and
a cloven hoof—a sinister and menacing figure,
promoting a class interest, selfish and ruthless,
^me look upon him asa prophet. I know some
facts about him.

I know Silver as a very quiet, extremely well-
informed man of early middle age. He has
never yet told me anything I have not been able
to confirm—and I have gone to him for informa
tion ti^ and again upon controversial matters
m which he was personally interested on one
side or the other. He is rather a specialist in
exact information; the Farm Bureau office in
Washington isa clearing house forfacts, among
other things.
_ SUver b a farmer himself, chiefly, although he
IS also interested in other enterprises. He has
great ap^e orchards, and has specialized, too, in
sheep. He got his political training, years ago,
m the West Virginia senate; they do say that
politics, in that troubled state, used to bepretty
rough and ready. Silver was a Democrat; he
was in the mmority. And right there he began
for the first time to discover how to cross party
lines.

The word hloc comes to American political
speech from Europe, of course, where it is the
rarest thing in the world for any one party to
control a legislative assembly, and nearly all
ministries represent the temporaiy union of
groups that fuse until something happens. The
Agricultural bloc m the Senate that Silver
organized, under the floor leadership of Senator
Kenyon, was not such a bloc as is to be found in
France or Germany.

But it was, nevertheless, a definitelyorganized
group. These senators came from farming
states; they realized, better than most men, the
dire straits of the farmers, and the spiritual
readiness of great bodies of farmer voters to
seek desperate remedies. So, for the time being,
they were prepared to wipe out party lines; to
vote together, regardless of Republican or
Democratic labels, for the measures the farmers
needed.

and with them publicity. Right now the thing
that probably threatens the life of the bloc
most seriously is its own success, carrying with
it the desire of the men who are not in it, both
in the Senate and the House, to mend their
political fences by acquiring membership. The
leaders of the bloc don't want it to be too big;
they do not want it to have absolute control—
because with control must go, necessarily, re
sponsibility.

Kenyon is out; he has accepted a federal
judg^nip. But the bloc goes on; the next
electionsare pretty sure to strengthen it. It has

accomph'shed a great deal already. It forced
emergency tariff legislation last year; it brought
about extension of farm loans and the revival,
for fara benefit, of the War Finance Corpora
tion; it has put a dirt farmer on the Federal
Reserve Board and brought the packing in
dustry under control.

What the future of this movement may be no
one knows. The germ of a third party is in it,
but it doesn't seem to be developing; neither
Silvernor Howard seem to be anxious to go into
politics along such lines. Silver and Howard are
both liberal and progressive men; they are
keenly aware of the relation of American agri
cultural revival to the restoration of Europe.
Howard, indeed, has gone pretty far, in some
of his speeches, toward advocating cancellation
of the inter-allieddebt—upon terms of American
choosing.

Yet behind these liberals, and other liberals,
like Kenyon, and Capper, of Kansas, his suc
cessor as leader of the bloc, are farmers; men
traditionally conservative, if not reactionary.
They are conservative, certainly; I wonder if the
tradition that they are reactionary is not, per
haps, quite as false as some of the other tra
ditions that have been exploded of late?

The appearance of the bloc, the new sort of
activity of the agricultural industry in seeking
legislation in Washington, have aroused an
enormous amount of criticism. It has been
said that farmers are seeking class legislation, a
vicious thingthat a bad precedent is being
created for similar group activities in other
fields.

The farmers have a simple reply to that sort
of criticism.

"They talk," these men say, "as if this sort
of thing were unprecedented. Nothing could
be more absurd. For years the big business
and manufacturing interests have controlled
legislation in their interest. Analyze votes and
you will see Uiat party lines have been broken
timeand again on a close fight—on tariff sched
ules, for example. We have been open—that
is the chief difference."

And this, too, seems to be true. Agriculture
has been unable, for the reasons that have al
ready been set forth, to achieve, naturally, an
industrial organization such as has come into
being in other industries. Restrictive laws, like
that bearing the name of Sherman, needed to
prevent abuses in other industries, have worked
undue hardship upon farmers. It is one thing
for a dozen great steel manufacturers to enter
mto a combination to fix prices and determine
output; it is quite another for thousands of
famers to do the same thing.

So much of this article has been devoted to
this phase of industrial organization because it

the new thing in agriculture; the thing that
vnll, if present indications are confirmed, bring
about something like a revolution in the in
dustry in a few years.

It is the lack of such organization that is re-
sjwnsible for the enormous difference between
what the producer of food or the raw materials
of clothing, forexample, gets, and what the con
sumer has to pay. The American farmer gets
about33centsofevery dollar the consumerpays;
a in Denmark about seventy-six cents.
The average net return to the American farmer
forhisyear'sworkfor severalyears has beenthis:
1910, $459; 1916, $596; 1918, $1,267; 1919.
SIjSii; 1920, $419.

Those figures are not of the wages paid to
^^bor on farms; they represent the net return to
the head of a farnaing enterprise, averaged for
the whole country; what the farmer gets for
""" '̂•taking all the risks he takes, doing all the
work he does, investingall the money and time
taken by farming work.

Now it stands to reason that the right sort of
men will not continue, indefinitely, to go into
and stay in a business so uncertain in its rewards,
and, generally speaking, so meager in its re
wards. There willbecurtailment of agricultural
production; America will cease to be self-sup-
porting, andwill have to import its food and the
raw materials of its clothing.

Complete industrial organization of agricul
ture, on the lines along which a real beginning has
at last been made, will serve to stabilize these
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rewards, and to increase them, without penaliz
ing the consumer by imposing higher prices.
Indeed, the tendency of prices will, inevitably,
be downward. For what is sought, after all, is
simply increased efficiency—particularly in dis
tribution. The farmer cannot profit without
helping the rest of the country at the same
time.

The program of improvement is enormous.
Good roads arc required; the cost of getting
farm products to market will be reduced by
improved road facilities. That is true, too, all
along the line in transportation—in the matter of
waterways, in rail economies, leading to lower
freight rates, and in terminals. These points,
naturally, will come up in the articles devoted,
to roads and other problems of transfwrtation.

Agricultural production itself is far better
organized, and far more efficient, than the dis
tribution of agricultural products. The best
type of modern farm is a mighty efficient insti
tution. It employs labor saving machinery;
its operators are kept in close touch with modern
scientific methods; it has, and uses, complete
accounting methods.

It is, even so, very far from being a fully
efficient institution. Henry Ford says that far

too much man power is used on farms; he dem
onstrates his beliefs on his own farm at Dear
born, where power is available. Ford has a
vision of making hydro-electric power available
for farm use to a degree almost beyond ordinary
imagination today, and that may very well
come.

One thing is certain. The modern activity
of the farmer in seeking legislation and in in
fluencing the trend of legislation uill increase and
not diminish. Is a sales tax proposed?

"Veto! I forbid!" says the farmer—and
has his way.

Are higher freight rates sought? Again the
farmer speaks. Henry Ford offers to take over
Muscle Shoals—and to make cheap fertilizer.
The farmer gets behind him.

That is today—and yesterday.
What of tomorrow? Will the farmer insist

upon a voice in the settlement of foreign policy
—perceiving, as he does, the paramount im
portance of the European market to his future?
Possibly—even probably.

So. Agriculture 75 the basic industry. More
over, it is an industry fully scK-conscious and
fully articulate at last, aware of its power, and
determined to use it.

The King of Beasts
{CoulinuedJrom page jS)

don't, and that I'm just a sort of c,nge-mate
with him, there ought to be a lot of dil:erence.
That is—if he's just afraid."

"But if he isn't—?" Worthin:iton asked the
question, and Ned smiled.

"That's another kettle of fish entirely," came
frankly. "In that case, I don't know what I'm
going to do—except that I don't intend to
hurt him. Nobody ever got any^vhere by hurt
ing animals." Then he turned quickly. "All
right there, Highpockets? "

"Aw-right," came from the cage.
"Open the door and let him come."
Steel grated. A door swung wide. A second

later, a creeping, sinuous thing, more like a
striped Bengal than a lion, the renegade came
into the arena, to hiss, to turn, then, without
even waiting for the usual padding motion of
settling, to leap toward the man who awaited
him.

A scream—from the girl—a scream stifled
almost the moment it began. For a command
had sounded; strong arms tugged hard at the
"mechanic" rope, and, a struggling, hissing,
clawing thing. Crook was caught in midair,
even as he plunged fonvard, to hang there, his
leap thwarted, his venomous attack stopped
almost before it began, while, almost within
reach of his claws, Ned Wainright stood, smiling
and talking in soft tones, striving with all the
cleverness that was in him, to reassure the beast,
to break down that wall of hatred which had
been raised between them.

But the lion only roared and struggled, only
hissed and clawed. More, when the order
came to lower him to the ground, there onlj',
ensued a repetition of the attempt at attack.

Time and again that afternoon tney tried it—
finally to send Crook back to his cage, there
again to sulk, to lick his heavy chops, to turn
and writhe and roar and bellow with the ex
citement of his first afternoon in the training
arena. It was the beginning of a long road—
a road of patience on the part of an animal
trainer, of venom and cunning on the part
of a renegade beast. For the usual laws of
the steel arena did not apply to the case of
Crook.

Fear, evidently, was not part of his nature.
Nor was that instinct of the beast which yields
to kindliness, nor companionship. There is
less of actual subjection in the training arena
than the ordinary person supposes. The great,
sleek cats do not go through their paces because
of fear, or a sense of slavery; but mainly be
cause they understand, because they realize
that the cracking of the whip is only so much
noise to enhance the act, because, through long
association, they have realized that this human
who daily sends them through their various
numbers is not an ogre, but the friend who feeds
them, who nurses them when they are ill, who
beds down their cages thick with straw when the
chill winds blow, who watches after them and
cares for them. They seem to learn that it is

an association in which both are working, and in
which both are necessary. But not so with
Crook.

Day after day, week after week the efforts
continued—but still the men were forced to be
ever ready at the mechanic rope, still the lion
roared and leaped and struggled to reach the
man who strove by every means at his command
to bring about some sense of calm, of security
and of placidness. The show went forth to the
road, again to the blaring of bands, the sunlit
circus lots, the thronged menagerie interiors;
but Crook remained untamed.

Here his lessons became more irregular; it
was not as easy to erect the steel arena for prac
tice as in winter quarters. But nevertheless
those lessons continued, the contest went on,
between a determined man, bent upon winning
the friendship of a renegade beast—and that
beast himself^, which knew but one thing, and
that thing the vitriolic passion of malice.

The season began to round into mid-summer;
still there had been no progress. Crook mms
ahnost full grown now, a great shouldered,
shaggy maned beast, fully fifty pounds heavier
than most cats of his kind, handsome, yet vicious
appearing in that handsomeness, with eyes close-
set, with jaws always parted, with a furtive mien
and slinking appearance which told that the
nature within had not changed, that it was an
inbred thing which would remain

But one day Ned Wainright came from the
arena, with a brighter light in his eyes, an ex
pression of hope instead of the usual discourage
ment. That day Crook had refrained from
leaping! More, he had ceased to struggle
against the mechanic; his growls and roars
seemed to have carried less maliciousness!

"Maybe it's sunk in at last!" ciune hope
fully when he had joined Louise at the padroom
entrance. "Maybe "

"But Ned—don't take any chances!" she had
laid a hand on his arm. "Remember Gyp!"

But the next day brought a repetition of the
one preceding. The lion even allowed himself
to be "crowded" toward the pedestal,—the first
lessonin cat training. Days followed, and weeks,
each with its small amount of progress. The
hope of Ned Wainwright's eyes gave way to
a new e.^pression—that of enthusiasm.-.

"I'll have him working before we go on the
road next season!" he announced. "He's
gotten the idea—I don't even need that mechanic
any more."

"But you haven't stopped using it?" Louise
looked at him in sudden fear.

"No. Don't intend to until I feel that I'm
perfectly safe."

That time came five months later, when again
the show was preparing for its exit from winter
quarters. The yard was bright and sunny—
the arena had been erected there, and there
Louise joined Wainright as that person came
from the menagerie house and examined the

{ConUmied on page jo)
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The King of Beasts
{Cotiliiuicdfrom page 6g)

fastenings of the arena door. But in the eyes
of the man was a light which spoke of something •
more important than animal training.

"I talked it all over with the Major last
night," he said boyishly. The girl laughed.

"I thought there was an awfully important
conference of some sort, from the way you two
acted when you left the house. What did he
say?"

Wainright smiled.
"I guess it's all set. That is, as soon as I've

broken this lion to the act—so Jergeson can
work him. The Major says I've got to stop
performing in the arena and help run the show.
Besides, I think he's afraid of Crook. Anyway,
he wants me to quit as soon as I can give this
cat my O.K. Says he doesn't want you to be
a widow—that he'd never feel safe with me
working in the arena."

She smiled.
" May be someone eke put that into his head."
"You?"
She nodded.
"I'm the one that's afraid of Crook, Ned.

I wish you were through with him."
"Well, it won't be long. He's all right.

Feel pretty sure of it—he's been working as
amiably as a big dog lately. I'm going to take
the mechanic off today and work him with
out "

"Ned!"
"Well, it's got to be some time."
"Yes." She agreed dubiously. "But I—I

never can get Gyp out of my mind "
"That's true, Louise. But I can't quit

without a trial. And I can't keep that mechanic
on forever. By the way, about Gyp—better
get him out of the way. He'll never forget, that
dog, and I don't want anything around that'll
start trouble."

"Very well." The girl called to the bulldog
and started away, only to halt. "Ned!"

"Yes."

"You'll promise that you won't start work
ing him until I get back?"

"Why, yes. But "
"I just want to be here. I'm afraid "
She went on then, to take the dog into the

property-room, then to reappear, a heavy cali-
bered revolver in one hand. Wainright laughed.

"Not taking any chances, are you, Honey?"
"No," came simply. " But I knewyou would.

So "
But he shrugged his shoulders.
"There won't be any need for it. High-

pockets!"
"Yeh!" The call came from within the

menagerie house.
"You can shunt that Crook lion into the

arena den now and let him out any time you
want to."

A moment's wait, then the wooden door,
connecting the arena with the menagerie house,
opened, to allow the entrance into the arena of
a great bodied, heavily maned brute, which
dropped gracefully to the ground, sniffed there
a moment, then settled on his haunches, ap
parently docile, apparently ready for his lesson
of the day. Wainright unstrapped the door,
and prepared to open it.

" Strap it after me," he ordered. " He's going
to be all right."

The girl moved forward, but she only looped
the strap which closed the door, not buckling it.

"All right, Crook!" came the order, "on your
pedestal."

The lion moved slowly, almost lazily. The
trainer went nearer.

"Crook! Make it snappy there—take your
seat!"

It was the command to go to the pedestal,
a command repeated and re-repeated a thousand
times since the beginning of the lion's training.
The lion heard. The lion recognized the order—•
but again it only moved a step or so, apparently
too lazy, too contented to make the effort at
motion. Nearer went the trainer, still nearer,
until the extended chair—a trainer's weapon
forfending off an attack,or tangling a lion wWn
he leaps—was within a foot or so of the slow
moving beast. And then

A sudden whipping motion of one paw, which
side-swiped the chair and knocked it out of the

hand of the trainer. A scream from without
the arena; the cracking of a whip in a vain at
tempt to drive off a roaring, hissing thing which
rose in ponderous fierceness from his crouched
position on the ground, and bore down upon the
trainer before he could leap out of the way.
The deep tearing slashing of claws, a staggering,
bloody figure, fighting now with only his fists
against the onslaught of a six hundred pound
monster. Again that scrcam from without

"Back through the door! Back through the
door! It's open—hurry!"

Then a figure was beside them, a white-faced
girl, holding a hea\y revolver tight in both
hands, braving the slashing of those claws that
she might force her way between the swaying
figure of the man and the hulking beast which
had raised itself against him, and now, with
swift moving blows was tearing at his breast.
A booming explosion, a wild, racking roar—and
Crook, beating at his eyes, swerved from the
attack, to writhe about the arena, to twist, to
scream and bellow, while a girl, her arms tight
about the man she loved, dragged him to safety,
as rushing animal-men closed tight the door
behind her. But in the arena the lion did not
notice. His hateful victory had turned into
a thing of pain, and streaking flashes of red which
played across his brain, but which gave no light.
The world had gone black! That night

"Poor old thing—I'm so sorry. But I couldn't
do anything else, Ned. He had you! I "

"There wasn't anything else to do, Honey."
A bandaged man stood beside the girl, looking
into a cage where lay a blood-reddened thing,
his legs trussed to restrain him from tearing at
the bandages which bound his eyes, his hea^•y
head weaving slowly. "It was the only possible
chance—I'm just sorry I tried it, that's all.
I might have known he would try to play the
same trick on me that he played on Gyp."

"He'll never play it again, Ned."
The man nodded in assent.
"I'm afraid not, I^ouise. No trainer ever

would trust him."
"I didn't mean that. He's blind, isn't he?"
"Yes, but there's a chance—fo the vet says.

It may take months—even a tew years—but
Doc seems to think that with rest and quiet,
and not too much light, he'll be all right again."

He ceased. Within the cage Crook was
struggling to rise. He had roared—in that tone
of fierceness which denotes the lion about to
attack, the cry of a maddened beast, still vicious,
still striving to kill—for the mere sake of killing.

For Crook, blinded, his sense of scent gone,
still retained his hearing—and that hearing had
brought to him the sound of voices he hated. So
he struggled and twisted in his bonds—bonds
placed upon him for his own welfare—he roared
and bellowed and hissed, even after they were
gone.

Days passed. A month went by. The circus
went out on the road, leaving a solitary, blind
beast behind, a thing which roared and hissed
at the every approach of the winter-quarters
watchman, and which lunged against the bars
until he heard the man's voice—when he would
turn away. For that was not one of the three
he wanted!

Summer passed. Autumn. The winter-quar
ters seethed with activity—and Crook seethed
with venom. For with the return of the circus
a mockery had come to him, even as mockery
comes to a criminal when the person marked as
a victim stands on the other side of the bars and
looks within. It was the barking of a dog—•
out there somewhere in the darkness—a big,
bench-legged bulldog which stood before the
cage, or frolicked about the menagerie house,
while Crook lashed and plunged against the bars
in vain. And in those days he listened too for
other sounds—but they did not come. For
once Major Worthington had relented in his
half-amused opposition to a wedding, the
pendulum had swung wide, and over in Europe
were a man and a woman, on a belated honey
moon, one of the half hundred wedding presents
which the good-humored, yet grumpy Major
had showered upon them. The winter passed—
there came the time when the barking of a bull
dog no longer sent the criminal within his; cage
into paroxysms of rage. For the bulldog was
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gone—gone to trot a'.out the circus lots of a long
season and then

Then, when winter came again, to find a new
joy in life, a new duty, a new obsession. There
was another one to guard now, tiny thing in
its mother's arms, and the dog, with the fidelity
which only a bulldog can know, appointed him
self to the task. And that winter. Crook, ^e
renegade, found a new thing to hate, a new voice
to listen for that he might roar and bellow and
slash about his prison when he heard it—the
voice of a baby!

For some strange sense of instinct told the
blind brute that this new being belonged to
others whom he hated. Perhaps it was the
association of the fact that the baby's voice
ne^•e^ was heard without that of the mother,
or the father; perhaps there was some tone in
the child's cry, undetectable to himian ears,
which carried to the hearing of the blind lion
the knowledge that this new thing was of the
hated strain; nevertheless, with its every cry
he floundered in aimless fashion to the bars,
there to paw and reach forth his venomous claws
in his efforts to reach it. But the bars held him
back, the deep-voiced barking of the dog mocked
him from the blackness. Blackness which, by
the way, was not breaking in its intensity.

"Guess the vet was wrong." Wainright said
it more than once as he stood before the blind
cat's cage that winter. "Looks like those eyes
aren't going to clear up. Still, I guess there
isn't any harm in gi\ing him another chance.
The menagerie's pretty full this summer; we
can get along all right. Besides—" hopefully—
"there might be a chance "

But when a year had passed and the circus
had ended its season again, the lion still stumbled
in the darkness and the winter-quarters watch
man had a report to make.

"That there Crook lion's sure wearin' down,"
he told Wainright. "Guess it's the blindness.
Ought to be right in his prime now—but he
acts like an old lion that ain't got the strength
to hang on much longer. Just dodders around
his cage. Just like some old, blind man."

But when Ned Wainright approached the
cage tliere was little of the dodderer about the
cat within. That voice was recognized—the
thin, gaunt thing within tore and swerved and
turned and leaped until he dropped on his
haunches of exhaustion. The manager frowned.

"Better have him put in a bigger cage,"
came finally. "May not be enough room there
for him to exercise. Put him in the one near
the east door. And feed him up well—I hate
to see the poor brute sufTer."

Then he went on, leaving behind a weaving
thing in a cage, still grumbling and hissing, weak
in body, but still strong in the vengeful quality
which was eating at the very heart of him, For
another year's abscnce had made no difference
in the venomous memory of Crook. He still
remembered. He still held his spleen.

That afternoon the big menagerie house was
a place of activity. The section of the circus
train bringing the animals was to arrive that
night, and hurrying workmen made their prepa
rations. Into a new and bigger cage went Crook,
to again begin his aimlesscircles—then suddenly
to galvanize with attention. Three sounds had
come to him—that of a laughing mother, of a
cooing child and of a barking dog.

All afternoon he roared and growled and
hissed. All afternoon he plunged against the
bars. Quilting time came. A workman, the
last to remain in the menagerie house, passed,
paused, then grunted.

"Better tell Highpockets about that bar-
lock," he mused as he glanced toward a sagging
iron on the door of Crook's new cage. "Looks
like it ain't over-strong."

Then he passed out of the door, calling as he
went to the big white bulldog, for a frolic in the
yard. Only the woman and her baby remained
in the menagerie house—and Crook in his cage.

."^d the sounds which came from those two
maddened him more than ever. She was laugh
ing and talking and cajoling—nor did Crook
know that out there in the half light of the big
building, a mother was thrilling with the sight
her baby taking its first steps. The beast only
knew that they were near and that he hated
them; perhaps hated the child whom he never
had seen, with more ferocity than even the father
and mother. For this, instinct told him, was
a thing which belonged to them; more, it is cat
nature to hate the young. A jaguar or a leopard

will kill, almost invariably, the baby which comes
close enough to its cage to be witiiin reach of
its claws. And Crook's nature was that of the
cat—at its worst!

He had more room for his plunges here, and
he leaped in crazed, clumsy fashion. The dead
ening of his senses had weakened his body to an
extent which had brought him almost to emacia
tion. The constant exercising of only one set
of muscles in that slow, doddering movement of
circles which had formed almost his only activ
ity since the coming of his blindness, had left
him underdeveloped, and lacking in the strength
which should have been his. Without knowing
it, he had softened as the criminal softens in
solitary confinement; only that brain had re
mained alert in its one obsessing capacity of hate
and malice. And now that malice drove new
strength into his prematurely aged muscles—
time after time he gathered and leaped, gathered
and leaped, striking again, and again against that
door, finally—to go through!

A plunging, hurtling thing he struck the
ground, and rolled there a moment, hissing and
clawing in sudden fright. In the blackness,
the fall had seemed one of rods instead of feet.
At last, gaining his balance, he lunged out di
rectionless, only to stumble back, half stunned,
as his head struck a cement pillar. He roared—
in racking, high-pitched fashion—then gal
vanized. From across the menagerie house had
come a scream—the scream of a voice he recog
nized, and in an instant. Crook bccame Crook
again!

He crouched. The pink-red jaws opened to
emit a hiss. He moved, slowly, cautiously.
Fright was gone now. Again tlie scream, and
he swerved. It had moved farther to the
right— Tliere to echo and echo again, from a
stationary place.

His prey was a prisoner. The menagerie
house had a door at each end. The cage from
which Crook had just plunged was near the east
door. Snatching up her baby the woman
rushed for the door behind her. It was locked.
She beat on it with her free hand, tried madly
to force it. But to no avail. Had she been
alone she might have risked a swift dash past
the enraged brute. But fear for her child held
her there, paralyzed, powerless except to scream.

The creeping, Wind lion could not know that
his quarry was cornered. Blindness blocked
that joy—but neither blindness nor the lack of
scent could take from him the knowledge that
she was there, that the very screams of her, as she
called vainly for assistance, were the things which
were leading him straight to her—and her baby I

On he went—and on, slowly, softly, one foot
after the other touching the ground with a pad
like, almost velvety tread. On—she screamed
again, in agonized fashion, and the lion roared
in triumph. Closer—closer—then, with one
forefoot raised, and circling instinctively, its
claws suddenly distended, he paused. There
had come a new sound, from without the
menagerie house—the barking of a bulldog!

But it held him for only an instant. To the
creeping advance he went again, his shoulders
and haunches high above his back, his belly
dragging the ground, his sightless eyes rolling,
the once-pink scar flaming red with the swift
coursing of his blood. On—on—then that
barking again—and nearer!

From the opposite door of the menagerie
house came the sound of scratching and of
pounding—as though a form were plunging
against it—followed at last by a clattering slap
as the barrier flew open. But the lion did not
heed. The woman had screamed once more—
and the finely attuned hearing of the blind beast
told him that he was within leaping distance!

In half-dancing fashion, his claw-fringed fore-
paws began their settling motion. The white,
blind eyes rolled, in vain efforts to see. The
skin went back from the long, yellow teeth—
a baby cried, frantically

Swaying, swajang, the body strove to summon
strength into muscles long weakened. The
haunclies twisted and set themselves under the
heavy body. The mane seemed to rise—a gruff,
thunderous roar, a roar of the hunt, of triumph,
began deep in the beast's breast and rumbled
there sonorously. Then, with the every atom
of his strength, he plunged, rising higlier, higher
above the ground, his forepaws outstretched,
his mouth wide, his eyes narrowed by the old
instinct

(CoJitifiued on page 72)
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If Summer Comes
The Elks Magazine

After the first day's gallop my humorist friend
was so sore he could not even sit on a log to
eat his com hoe-cakes for five days. He took
them standing, or lying down on his stomach.
The guides advised him to take his horseman
ship calmly. But how can a man take his riding
calmly when he's got three pairs of breeches to
try out? He still had two pairs to go.

These observations on the vacation epidemic,
now growing malignant, are not intended to be
entirely destructive. Let us be constructive.

There are a small percentage of people who
have pleasant, comfortable vacations. They can
be inexpensive, too. A real, honest-to-goodness
recipe has been sought diligently. In fact, we
have doped it out almost to our satisfaction, but
we can make but few believe it:

1. Just quit work for two weeks and let nature
take its course.

2. (By Captain Tom Roberts) "If you want
to have a good, comfortable vacation just come
down here to the bay in your regular store clothes
and borrow a pair ol old pants, when you need
'em. I've got a boathouse full of rubber boots
left by other parties. Every other guide has the
same thing."

But Captain Tom has no hope of anybody
doing so simple a thing as either of those two.

The only people, as a class, who know how to
have a sensible, enjoyable vacation are women.
No matter what the jokesmiths and comic
cartoonists may try to tell you, women are not
nearly so vain or excited as men when it comes
to wearing outdoor costumes. It's old stuff
with them. Long before the vacation time they
have been wearing those snappy sport clothes
to the rough, rugged automobile shows—even
to horseishows and the theater, particularly if
the latter be a Western piece.

A group of us who consider ourselves outdoor
men once got together and wrote a book on how
to really enjoy life in the woods or on the water.
We gave simple and still elaborate instructions
as to articles of comfort, proper food, locations,
guides and so on.

The book was a complete bust, mainly because
we didn't know what we were talking about.
We didn't have the idea at all.

Nobody wanted to be comfortable on a vaca
tion, and when they found that we had made it
easy for them they simply tossed the book out
the window.

A vacation that could be planned out and
made to work systematically was not a vacation.
No, they wanted to be hardy. Also they wanted
to go to a lot of trouble.

I was in a hardware store one day when a
prominent man—wealthy too—came in to get
some very special kind of varnish or shellac.
Oh, but he was particular about that varnish.

"You know what he's going to do with that?"
said the hardware man. "Why, he is making
trout flies and he has to paint 'em and varnish

{Contimud from page 41)

'em just so. It seems that ordinary varnish
might get wrinkled or something and this man
might lose the biggest black bass or trout in the
lake."

"How many different flies does he use?"
I inquired, getting interested.

"Oh, fifty or sixty, easy. He has one for all
kind of conditions and for every hour of the day.
If he can't trick a trout one way he does it an
other. He's been sitting up nights working on
this thing for three months."

This man, it seems, had set up a regular work
shop in his house to make trout flies and other
impedimenta for his coming vacation, still two
months away.

Having got his rigging all set he decided to go
into North Maine. It would be out of the ques
tion to entrust that valuable apparatus with
a baggage man on a train. So he bought a three
thousand dollar automobile for the trip. Gen
eral staff work in the army was simple com
pared with the complicated plans for this
advance operation against the trout and black
bass.

After three months' hard work and nearly
a week's tour in the new car the vacationists
arrived at the exact spot. Across the fields
there appeared to be a very special kind of
stream. It was decided that the main fisher
man should walk out and look it over before
establishing a permanent base of operations.

On the edge of the road was a strand of barbed
wire which the gentleman did not see. He
tripped on this and was thrown headlong, his
knee colliding with a stone. His leg was put out
of commission for several months.

This was no laughing matter. The unfortu
nate fisherman had to be brought back to New
York on a train under the care of a doctor.
Rather than engage some one to drive the car
back it was decided to sell it. This was done at
considerable loss.

The trout flies and other impedimenta were
shipped back.

The point I make is that accidents like that
teach no lesson. Scores of friends of this un
fortunate man—and he is most popular—are
actually jealous of his mishap, his adventure.

The hardware man tells me that several of
the neighbors are buying special varnish this
summer to paint up their trout flies. They are
going in for it rather strong. His business is
picking up.

I have about come to the conclusion that the
only persons who really know how to enjoy out
ings and really do enjoy them are small boys.
Give a husky boy scout his little uniform and
ten dollars and he'll have more genuine enjoy
ment and get more real thrills than you can on
two hundred.

A boy scout studies his woodcraft seriously.
Yes, and he practices it, too. You may laugh
at the serious way he goes about the \vood8 blaz

ing trees and putting mystic signs on certain
boulders, but that boy will be able to fand his
way out and he'll know more about the woods in
a week than his father would in five years.

That boy scout movement, to my way of
thinking, is the greatest idea ever developed for
brining up our youngsters, making them strong
physically and giving them clean, straightfor
ward minds. They consider it a matter of
military honor to obey their seniors. I have
never known one who would not listen to instruc
tions and try his best to carry them out to the
letter.

These boys are always better off when left
to their own devices and when under the leader
ship of some one not a member of the family.

The best time I ever had in my life was when
my brother and I went on a camping expedition
with two older boys without any parental super
vision after we'd got in the woods. We were
given a little money and the loan of an old horse
and wagon and told to go out on our own re
sponsibility. We had to select our own equip
ment and do our own work.

The fool vacationists are the grown-ups, men
of affairs. They have too much money and too
little time to be sensible. Also they have that
fatal imagination; that way of trying to picture
themselves as Kit Carson or Daniel Boone and
being a cave man in a week.

A salvage dump of all the fancy clothes and
equipmentdiscardedby you hardy, hairy chested,
fool old men of fifty would be a gold mine to a
gang of boy scouts going out on a Clark and
Lewis expedition with just enough money in
their jeans to buy soda water.

When the magazine editor and myself get that
hospital built and endowedfor convalescent va
cationists, mth wards for the more malignant
cases, we are going to try and have a salvage sta
tion on the side where all the fancy parapher
nalia may be dumped and turned over to the
boy scouts. That scheme has many possibili
ties. When the boys have returned from their
trip they will be strong enough—and willing
enough, I'll bet—to nurse the patients, whose
clothes they have worn, back to health and
business.

The suffering season is now on in force.
Great caravans of self torturers have been mov
ing out for a month. • I am very apprehensive
that we will not get that hospital ready in time
to take care of the convalescents. We have in
mind, though, an emergency first aid station for
the serious cases needing immediate attention.

P. S. Golfing is not a vacation. It is a trade.
The golfer thinks or talks of nothing else winter
or sunmier. He would sternly reject a sugges
tion of rest or recreation from his lifework. He
cut family ties when he made his first good drive.
In his caseall that can be done is give him space
and pray for his recovery.

The King of Beasts

To be blocked in midair!
Blocked by a heavy, silent thing which,

hurtling against him, caught him full in his leap,
caught tight witli vice-like jaws at his heavy
mane, and with a twisting, desperate effort,
pulled him back to the flooring, a bare six feet
from the fright-dazed woman. A silent thing
which did not wait for those paws to strike at
him, but which dodged far to one side, caught
at the rear leg of the cat, bit deep, and then,
before the lion could strike at him, swerved
to a new point of attack, taking him farther
and farther away from tlie woman and her
child.

A silent thing—and by that silence, a damning,
horrible thing to the sightless, scentless renegade
•-vho strove to struggle against him—for Crook
could not find his foe! He could only strike
out with aimless blows, he could only bellow and
roar and gnash in directionless fashion, for there
was nothing save the sense of feeling to tell him
the position of his enemy—and when he struck
there, that enemy was gone!

{Co)iliniied from page 71)

Here and there they rolled, the white bulldog
playing about the blind lion like a hunting dog
with a wounded snake. Forward, then back, he
darted, to sink tight his jaws for a second, then
to loose the hold and seek another, ere the claws
struck him or the heavy fangs of the monster
drove deep into his flesh. Time after time he
approached the head of the beast, only to escape
just in time. But he still remained silent, no
growl escaped him, no bark; his was the fight of
the bulldog, tenacious, and with every energy
subserved for the moment to one thing—the
clenching of those jaws upon a vulnerable
spot.

He caught at the mane, to release it almost as
quickly as his teeth struck it. Only the greasy
hair filled his jaws; there was no hint of flesh.
The_ lion was flat on the floor now, protecting
by instinct the vital throat and white belly—
his big head swajang like a swift-moving pen
dulum, to guard himself from the onslaughts of
the thing wliich once he had betrayed and which
now, like a Nemesis, had struck him at the very

moment of his victory! More, that Nemesis
that silent thing of clinching jaws and swift
movements, had swerved to a new line of attack.
The heavy teeth had sunk into the lion's back,
slowly, deeply they were driving toward his
backbone—and to the slow crunching attack
which brought pain unendurable. The lion
swayed and turned—he strove to rise and beat
off the silent foe; but weakness had come; the
attack, the excitement, the plunges within the
cage by which he had broken to freedom; all
these exertions were demanding their reaction.
A faintness was upon him; he rolled awkwardly
upon his back to break the hold of the unseen
thing and then

_Then it was that the bulldog ceased to guard
himself by silence. A growl came, hoarse, gut
tural. The lion roared anew—a roar with a
shriek in it. For the growl of Gyp was a growl
of security. He had swept under the guard of
the lion's claws; his bulging, undershot jaw had
clamped home upon a jugular—in the death
grip!



The World's Greatest
Circus Enterprises

Carl MAgenbeck

Carl Hagenbcck-Wiillacc Circus
The world's largest wild nnimnl sliow

John Robinaorw

The Jolm Robinson Circus
OS yenrs a sourcc of dcligUt

BuFfaloBiil

Si'lls-Floto Circus

and BufTiilo Kill's Wild West

i B.E.>>/allaieg \

Gollmar Brothers' Circus
A wclcome surprise in piroiisriom

When the Circus

Came to Town
^HE passing years can never erase the memory of it, and the parade which went

before. The band; the drum major juggling his great brass baton; the horses
with their gaily caparisoned riders; the elephants; the camels; the gaudy cages

with their ferocious captives; the freaks; the clowns (best loved of all); and in the
rear, the raucous but enticing symphony of the calliope.

T

Later there was a big tent and all the town crowded into it. You carried water
the elephants, or sneaked under and watched the ringmaster spin
his magic before your eyes while you munched peanuts and
dangled your legs from the wooden benches high up in the
big top.

The circus keeps our hearts forever young. Kindly fate
has preserved it from the changes that have come
with passing years. May we have it with us always,
and may we be grateful for the children and grand
children who continue to furnish us with
excuse for living over again the days of
departed youth!

our

Club Entertainment Committees

Club Entertainment Committees desiring infor
mation regarding the staging of an indoor circus
will be gladlyfurnished with information and sug
gestions. The circuses listed here are prepared
to furnish attractive programs of any size re
quired for the occasion. Any number of trained
elephants from one to fifty-five, twenty-seven
trained animal acts and a selection from more
than 1,000 performers presenting 300 acts of un
equalled entertainment. We not only furnish
them, but supervise the performance under your
auspices. Please communicate with the general
offices at the following address;

General Circus Offices
35 South Dearborn St., Chicago, 111.
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Taste is a matter of
tobacco quality
We state k as our honest

belief that tlie tobaccos used

in Chesterfield are of finer
quality (and hence of better
taste) than in any other
cigarette at the price.

Liggeti&Myert Tobacco Co,

.; •: .;• A
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Chesterfielc
CIGARETTES

~of finest Turkish and Domestic tobaccos-blended


