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Personalities and Appreciations

Did We Get One From You?

ETTERS to the editor of a publication are of
various kinds. There are those—signed Con-

] stant Reader, Pro Bono Publico—which, usually
bring woe or indignation in their train. Therf,s
are others, more amusing and often more pathetic,
wl:ucll accompany manuscripts with the information
thf\t this is a true story; it happened to my uncle.”
Still ?thers, from authors and artists whose barns need
re-shingling or whose Rolls-Royces need re-tiring,
make heartrending, if sordid, appeals for cash. Il;
short, letters to the editor are, as we have said, various.
Some editors are simply showered with letters every
month, or every week, 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 we do 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.

P

A great many newspaper editors, who evidenced the
fraternal spirit in writing kindly of our début, 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 desert!
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He Need Not Be Afraid

N]:E of you wrote that our first number set such a
) lng'h 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 magazine is going to 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

THE 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 corners and thrashed
around 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 Sholl, by the way, is her painting. Up in the
mountains a few years ago, on vacation, she decided to
do a landscapg. 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 own 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.

B

A Sudden Change in Temperature

F “The Footstep,” Miss Sholl’s serial, makes your
blood run cold, there’s a story coming in September
that will 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 of the finest fight stories
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

OUR big serics of industrial articles by William

Almon Wolfl, starting in this number, are clear,
straightforward word pictures, showing how every
phase of business reacts on every other phase. Good
reading. { And educational, too. They could be used
1o 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. .

Have you a boy or girl studying economics?

=
The Elks National Idea Bank

. ONE 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 country by individual Lodges, as an incentive to like
activities in other localities.

We have already published consjderable news telling
what many different Lodges 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 i 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
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¢ OU are not afraid?”
‘“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
swimmi-’,”

By Anna

The Elks

Magazine

The Footstep

McClure Sholl

Illustrated by Frederic Dorr Steele

“My cousin can swim.”

“Are you afraid we'll drown?” asked
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.

« AMVERTAIN, Miss. DBetter look out for
squalls, though. They come 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 mountan
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 queer about
it—just naturally uniucky.”

Caroline Hartley made a little gesture of
protest. ‘“‘Never mind the history of the
place. Isthe boat ready? Shall we get in?”

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 which, .

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
sunchine.

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!”

“ AND 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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perhaps by casting themselves into some
abandoned quarry or down a mme_shzgft
where their undiscovered skeletons still lie.

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

1. They were murdered and the scene
set as it was found to throw the police off
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
hunt for that eerie nine, that I could hardly
wait for my train to dive in under the city
and fetch up at the Grand Central Station.
Without delay 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.

“J don’t know. 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.

“Retter 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 Holmes 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,
since 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 unfamiliar with London.
With this description of the putative mur-
derer in mind, all 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.

REMEDIED this last lack by calling up

Billy Wharton, who could lead a life of
leisure 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.”

“QOh, I don’t mean the city morgues,”
said Billy, “where the dead men are kept,

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 printed
for years.”

“Really?”

“Fact. Ten to one youll find some
refefenpe to the disappearance of your nine
vanishing friends, if you hunt 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 casy until he saw one.”

“‘Tell you what we’ll do,” said Billy, all
business, ““we’ll go down to my shop and go
through the morgue this very night. The
Daily Clarion has one of the best morgues in
town.”

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

- ghosts of departed mysteries. Tales of dis-

THIS is the sequel to “The
Mar?n' to Mystery,” published
ul

in the July issue.” If by any
chance you omitted to read that
amusing story last month, read
i now. You will get more

Jun out of the mysterious Nine
Who 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-
pm;t,f.% this to Billy.

“There are nine other newspa
in town,” he said. paper morgues

I attacked the job energetically. I must
have read enough clippings to reach from
Pdm Beag:h 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
meet 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
roaq. 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 jumped from his chair. Eagerly
I rummaged 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, 1913. 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 1gth, 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

The Elks Magazine ’

Bentham place which has figured in the
news lately as a haunted 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 ini-
tials of his real name. Thus, Heber Quain-
tance of San Francisco bccomes Horace
Quay of Spartanburg.

IWAS trembling with a species of buck
fever as I ran through the remaining clip-
pings. I found 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 with 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 Octeber 1gth, 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 list 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 serics of mysteries began

-on November 1, 1918, when the mayor of

the city opened his desk drawer and found
in it a human skull. The following week
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Hints for a Lincoln Highwayman

On Painless Motor Camping and How to Achieve It

l \RANCIS PARKMAN'S description of
the old Overland Trail of 1848 seems -

to fit the same trail today in many
particulars. 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 overplayed 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-ground 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 column nineteen times the
height of the Woolworth building, with
enough left over for several Singer build-

gPf‘robably 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 days, 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 naturally the first question asked.
Any automobile salesman can give you an
answer offhand. There are all kinds of out-
fits. There are transcontinental bungalows,
mounted 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
of extra clothing and 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 goed, 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 Jobn 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

T P S TS

ELSE WHERE in this issue
Bozeman Bulger writes en-
tertainingly of that species of
vacationist whose chief enjoy-
ment seems to be to mortify tze
flesh. _In these Hints for @ Lin-
coln Highwayman, the authors,
both experienced motor nomads,
g0 deeper into the subject of
camping. You may not wish to
drive from coast to coast, or even,
perhaps, so much as touch the
Jfringes of the Lincoln Highway.
But if you are planning a camp-
ing trip in a car you will find a
lot of practically ‘helpful sugges-
tionsinthis article,nomatter what
Your route or your destination

take along the extra parts needed. Break-
downs cannot be foretold, but a Ford driver,
for instance, 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 bhandy for almost any car—but any
motorist who has learned to steer around
trees can tell pretty well what he needs in
this line, and his mechanic can help him out.

Don’t Start If You Can’t Stop

While on the subject of brakes, it is well
for the tourist-camper from the lowlands
to remember that in the mountainous regions
traversed by the Lincoln Highway there are
some hills 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 runming-
boards. But the touring body is undeniably
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. That road
has a character of its own which quite {its
the character of motor campers. The Lin-
coln Way knows. It knows the tourist’s
problems and is ready to satisfy his needs.
And, with 3,305 miles 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, Ill., 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. Some hotel-keepers rage, but they are
in a minority. The merchants find that
they derive a 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 farmer along the way is not asleep. He
puts up a sign informing the gasoline-
burning 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 débris, 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
going away and leaving his camp fire burning
all sorts of disasters may very properly
befall him.

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

(Continued on page 64)
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Free Air—Or N early Free

Some Outdoor Books That Give It to You

the road—learning the ways of the
sea—riding across mountains 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 appetite-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 absolutely 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

THIS is the season to be off, tramping

and a sense of humor that is an excellent -

thing in even a fisherman. For about the
same amount you can get clean of the
crowded 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 lis-
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 ecarly 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,

By C. W. F.

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

In 1654, our good old friend Captain
John Smith, on a trip north, called the Cape
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God of the Open Air

Thoq who has made thy dwelling fair .
With flowers below, above with starry lights
And set thine altars everywhere,—
On mountain heights,
In woodlands dim with many a dream,
In valleys bright with springs,
And on the curving capes of every stream:
Thou who has taken to thyself the wings
Of morning, to abide ’
Upon the secret places of the sea,
/And on far islands, where the tide
Visits the beauty of untrodden shores,
Waiting for wors ippers to come to thee
To thee I tugn 65 thee T monre 00!
€ 1 turn, to thee I make my prayer,
God of the open air. ¥ pray
~—From “Songs Out of Doors,"” by Henry Van Dyke

“Cape James” after his king, and gave to

‘t‘he whole surrounding country the title of
New England.” Thus are some of our

early and casual historical facts upset.

Then again, the book pleasantly jolts us,
as, fqr Instance, when the author says, “ At
Provincetown, the passengers of the May-
flower landed.” At Plymouth, a month later
they settled.”

The whole wind-swept sandy arm of
Massachusetts is teeming with American
history. Towns date back to 1637—streets
still keep their original names—the sea and
the sam:i-dun&s, 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 tell us much of how 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 twrn we get them, together
with a word about the modern art colony.

But the thing that strikes us most is a
sudden feeling 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 eve more
than once.

Here, in high verse, are things said that
will appeal to those who love the fields and
streams, the trees and the birds. Two of
those poems were written 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 necver 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—Dlots 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:

Slecping out—*“‘when there is a full moon
you occasionally get strings of ducks or
brant in silhouette 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 thunder 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 weicd 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
yearsold. ... One never comes to know the
redwoods until he sleeps under them.”

And so it goes—just one thing after an-
other, makinz 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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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:

“Gyp! Gyp! Stop that! You've got to
be friends! Un%grstand that—now go
make up with him!” .

It wfs a2 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 uncertainly, then stop-
ping to stare toward the girl in wondering
fashion. She only urged him on.

“That’s right,” came her call, “go on.
“You’ve got to be pals you know.”

AGAIN 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 corner——
A hissing, yowling thing which recognized
neither mistress nor master, command nor
appeal, 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 rounded 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 fail?d.
For the dog had avoided the blow with
an agility which 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 which 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 hlssed
again and waited for the hated, white thing
to come nearer. But Gyp only remained
spraddled on his front legs, his head cocked
slightly, 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 claws, 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, tumbling 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, whirling 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!”’ L

“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-
thing through that dog. Better not leave
them together too long at the start—might
be best to work it up gradually. This way,
Crook’ll only sulk. Best to let him find out
for sure that he’s not the demon he thinks

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
time the attack came again, with almost the
same tactics, and with precisely the same
result. Once more was the cat beaten at
its own game, and following this, Gyp, the
bulldog, moved cockily nearer his cage mate,
and stood there barking in happy fashion,
waiting for the pupil to come forth to be
taught another lesson. But .the lion cub
only crouched tighter in the corner, and with
one paw raised, hissed in frightened, desper-
ate fashion. Gyp remained in the cage for
nearly an hour before Wainright removed
him, but there was no further attack, and
a week later——

“You're a mind reader, Louise”; it was
Wainright who intercepted the girl just at
t;llﬁ pa(il)roth t::ltrance where she stood, a
suken, be-tighted thing, awaiting the change
of music which would sendtmhger into tlgle
arena and to the waiting “rosinbacks” or
ring horses, which formed her part of the
performance. The circus world is a working
world—Louise Worthington no different
from the rest, in spite of the fact that it was
her father’s circus. Wainright concluded
his message: “You were right about Gyp.
It’s working!”

“Really? They’re becoming friends?”

“I should say so! He’s gotten that cat
started at playing. The rest ought to be
easy now—-—"

But the music changed then, and with
a little wave of the hand which bade that
he wait for her, she hurried into the ring.
Ten minutes later, she was out again, to
hurry into the dressing-room, and then to
reappear, dressed in her street clothing,

“They’re actually playing?” she asked
as they started around the big top together.

“It’s gone even further—they’re sleeping
side by side. You've noticed in the last
few days how Gyp has been able to go up to
Crook without the cat trying to fight himp”

“Yes—and I seemed to feel that there
was less animiosity on the cub’s part; like

“he’d sized Gyp up and decided he wasn’t

so bad after all.”

“"T HAT’S the way I figured it too, and so

this afternoon, I just thought I'd try
them out. Fixed up 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 corner 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 good old pup 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 girl slightly in the lead. But ten feet
further on, she halted.

“Look!)7 .

For the cat evidently had just awakened,
and was finishing its feline stretching. Then
slowly, it had begun to circle the dog, its
bedy 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
teeth as he moved about the sleeping dog
until he could reach a point behind its back.
The muscles bunched, a baby attempt at
a roar and he leaped!

SCRATCHING 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 blood had begun
to spurt as the big dog, twisting and writhing,
sought to free himself from the treacherous
beast which had attacked him in his sleep,
and struggled in vain. The cub was fighting
for a death grip, his claws were driving
deep with every blow; only the swift moving
feeding fork in the hands of Ned Wainright
interfered as it struck him again and again,
finally being forced against his chest, and
with the full force of the trainer behind it,
breaking his hold. Then, while the weapon
was transferred to the girl, who, with swift
lunges of the steel spear drove the cat to
a corner, Wainright made the door of the
cage and seized a weaving, bleeding form
in his arms, to carry it forth—playful,
goodnatured Gyp, torn in a dozen places,
hisneck a circlet of red. Faithful Gyp—a vic-
tim of treachery. Hurriedly Wainright
carried him to the cage where he kept his
first-aid supplies. There they bandaged
him, the girl solicitous and tender, the man
with a4 determined gleam in his eyes as he
laved the lacerations and cauterized them—
for the cut of a cat’s claw is poisonous.

“That’s feline nature for you!” came at
last, and the girl looked up.

“You mean ”

“Crook played 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
T've seen leopards pull time after time;
pretend to be tame, pretend to be docile,
but they’re only waiting for their chance.
That’s what this cub did—acted friendly,
and jumped his enemy from the back! I—"
he halted seriously—*I guess our theory
didn’t turn out so well after all, Louise.”

“I'm afraid not, Ned. And I wanted it
to, so much. It would have pleased
Father—»

“I'haven’t given up yet. That lion’s going
to get me, or I'll get him before we’re through.
As long as I stay on this circus, I'll keep on
working at him.” If Gyp gets well, I’m going
to try him again—it’s about our only chance.
He'll be on his guard now.”

TOO much, in fact. For a week later,

when the cage door opened to admit a
scarred, heavy-jawed bulldog, it was a dif-
ferent Gyp which entered, a Gyp which
recognized treachery and which meant to
take no chances. In vain the girl called to
him; the dog only stood alert and growling,
his hair bristling, his heavy undershot jaw
half open, as though in readiness for the
fist untoward move on the part of the
hissing, rumbling thing which crouched in
the corner. But Crook made no move to
attack—his was the method of sneaking
ambush, not of the open struggle. Vainly
the man and girl strove to bring about some-
thing of a truce. Then with a little shrug of
(tihe shoulders Wainright opened the cage
oor.

“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

"
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One man set up a reg-
ular workshop in his house to make trout-flies

near seventy—went into the cabin 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.”

BEFORE 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 2 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, “Jm} 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
—going 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 born
outdoor woman—can rough it just
like a man. Must be wonderful!”

“Why, the lyin’ scoundrel!”
grunted Captain Tom, when I told
him of this accidental meeting.
“The woman out at the shack 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 in
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

worst they do is sit on the porch, wear white
breeches and look miserable. But fools
like that man in the boat are’ dangerous.
They are likely to kill people.

When I was a little boy in a very small.
town they thought I was going to be sickly
and it was decreed that I should live in the
woods—in the mountains. I did so, and
got well. T 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 edge of a river in the Catskills.
Poor Jim is dead now.

. Early one morning a boy of sixteen, cross-
ing the river ina comical looking rowboat,
came over to us. It was sizaling 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
in the pictures. .

.The lad’s lips were so swollen from “the
bites of mosquitoes and black flies that he
could hardly talk.

“We caught your sjgnal last night,” he

;a.lc%,‘ﬂd?fld I answered it .just: as soon as
“Our what?” asked Ba, keepi
a s:tra.ight face. gley, keeping

‘Why, we saw three balls of white smoke
go up from your campfire, and Dad sent me
over. We knew what that meant, all right.”

Jim and I didn’t know what it meant,
but we concealed our ignorance as best we
could, meantime letting the boy talk. We
h'ad jJust prepared breakfast and made him
sit down and eat with us. He glanced at
the china cup in which we gave him coffee
and cream, and looked at us quizzically.
He seemed glad to eat, though.

“Having a good time, are you?” we asked.

“Oh, sure. But mosquitoes -have been
bad. The fish haven’t been biting good,
but we’ve got cornmeal left.”

“'That all you have?”

Even if the Indian guide
didn’t look the part we
did, and that was enough
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“Right now, yes, sir. Cornmeal’s pretty
good, though. Dad stirs some water and
salt in the meal and makes little balls out
of it. Then he wraps this in thick paper .
or grass and puts it in the ashes, letting it
bake.” -

JIM looked up, poising his knife and fork.
He could hardly believe what he had
heard.

“I'd certainly like to see that stuff when
it comes out,” 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.” .

“Young fellow, let me tell 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
toeat. 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 we have 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 tell you that
we found 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 corn 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. For years he had read up

on how toroughit. At considerable expense
to his mental and physical well-being
this is the way he was doing it. He
must have been a Spartan soul, that
old fellow. He was doing every-
thing that he had told the boy to 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 had given the distress signal
often sent up by the Mohawk
Indians!

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

- How long the father and son suf-
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—it's
a hundred to one they called it a
“cairn.” We took it apart and
found cached there one of the coon-
-skin caps, partly burned. )

Very likely that old gentleman at-
tended one of the campfire dinners
ina New York hotel the next winter
and told of his exploits—of what
a glorious privilege it is to live in the
great outdoors—to commune with
nature and the spirits of the Mo-
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Annual Report to the Grand Lodge

Of the Grand Exalted Ruler

William W. Mountain

To the Officers and Members of the Grand
Lodge Benevolent and Protective Order of Elks:

My BROTHERS: )

It gives me great pleasure, at the close of
my administration, to report to you that the
Benevolent and Protective Order of Elks of
the United States of America is in a good
healthy condition.

The work of the District Deputies in all
districts has produced splendid, definite
results. Through the state meetings, com-
posed of all the District Deputies of the
state, all Exalted Rulers and their Secre-
taries, together with the zone members of
Grand Lodge committees, they have made a
determined effort to make each subordinate
lodge the real American civic center of its
community. .

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

The New Membership Committee has
done a good and successful work. The same
is true of the Social and Community Welfare
Committee. Less attention has 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 maintained,
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 meetinks 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 under the direction of the Grand
Exalted Ruler the same as the District
Deputies. I believe that then we will have
a co-ordinated organization reaching from
the Grand Exalted Ruler’s office through
gach department of Grand Lodge activity
into the office of the Secretary of each sub-
ordm?.te I(_)dge; 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 g_reatly 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 understand the work of the Order,
its ideals, its plans and its accomplishments.

'I have been receiving thousands of com-
pliments on the first issue o1 The Elks Maga-
zine, upon the character of the advertising,

.necessary action to

the stories and the quality of the whole work.
1 know something of the almost impossible
tasks performed by those who had charge
of its development, under the 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 taken by the Order, and that no one
can even begin to measure its influence for
good in the assistance it will give in every
department of the work of the Order.

I have watched very carefully this year
not only the growth and development of our
own Order, but the growth and development
of other fraternities, and I am fully per-
suaded that the time has come when we
should take the steps necessary to organize
and take care of our boys. Ihope it may be
deemed wise by the Grand Lodge in its ses-

sion at Atlantic City this year to take any
bring about such a

result. . . .

The question of jurisdiction, especially in
the large cities, is getting to be one of much
importance, and I believe, deserves careful
consideration and perhaps some plan worked
out whereby either the Grand Trustees or
the Good of the Order Committee be re-
quired to make all investigations concerning
questions of jurisdictional lines between
lodges and report to the Grand E)falted
Ruler their findings, thus enabling him to
more intelligently act.

Many of our subordinate lodges have
taken necessary action to give a scholarship
to worthy poor boys who have'worked their
way through high school. I sincerely hope
that the day is not far distant ‘when each of
our lodges will select 2 committee from its
own membership, and that such committee

will select a poor worthy bdy from its own
community each year and present him with

a scholarship in some college or university.
Many lodges I know are too poor to do this,
but I believe we can easily have a boy
representing each lodge, and, as the years go
by, who would presume to measure the in-
fluence of such a young army of properly
trained young men, going out into the
avenues of active life, and what could be a
greater definite work for this great Order.

Dispensations for 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, Ill.
No. 1429—Ketchikan, Alaska
No. 1430—Ventura, Calif.
No. 1431—Greybull, Wyo.
No. 1432—Lakewocd, N. J.
No. 1433—Herington, Kansas
No. 1434—McCook, Neb.
No. 1435—Arlington, Mass.
No. 1436—Hollister, Calif.
No. 1437—Tillamook, Oregon
No. 1438—Cleveland, Ohio
No. 1430—Herkimer, N. V.
No. 1440—Gallup, N. M.

No. 1441—Rice Lake, W;
No. 1442—Madison, ’S“],)ls
No. 1443—Oxnard, Calif.
No. 1444—1Ilion, N. V.
No. 1445—Winchester, Mass
No. 1446—Duncan, Okla,
No. 1447—Garrett, Ind,
No. 1448—Caldwell, Idahe
No. 1449—Mexia, Texas
No. 1450—Puyallup, Wash
No. 1451—Pratt, Kansas
No. 1452—Beckley, W. v,
No. 1453—Logan, Utah
No. 1454—Freehold, N.
No. 145 S—Ridgewc.od, N' j
All of these lodges have beer, :
and are in a splendid, thriving cgn&l_lts_t ed
1tion,

Dispensations for New Lodges p,,, ;-
The following petitions for ney | ending

being carefully investigated apg odges are
through the regular channels f, € goin
dation as prescribed by Statuter. r mmeng

Spencer, Iowa )

Glen Cove, N, v,

Clarion, Pa, ’

Burbank, Calif.

Platteville, Wis,

Saranac Lake, N Y

Weehawken, N, J :

Graham, Texas

Mamaroneck, N, y

gorblin, Ky. T

reckenridge
Webster, I\/il'ssT CXas
Princeton, W. v,

Plans for New Homes 4

After careful investigatiop of

PProyeq

plans, made by both myse] finapcj
of Grand Trustees, the fouofw? Nd the ngl:g
been approved: Ng plang have

Boonton, N. J., Lod

Catskill, N. Y., LOdgg ﬁg. 1403,
DuBois, Pa., Lodge No, -, 1341,
Erie, Pa., Lodge No. ¢ 349.
Greenville, Pa., Lodge %\I :
Greex_1w1ch, Conn., Lo dgeoi\]I 5.
Herkimer, N. Y., Lodge N 0. 1150,
Jersey Shore, Pa., Lodge 1\?. 1439.
Loveland, Colo., Lodge N; 0. 1054,
Medford, Mass., Lodge N°- loss,
Punxsutawney, Pa., Lodg: ‘1\?1 5.
Phl_lhpsburg, N.7J., Lodge N 0. 30r1.
Quincy, Mass., Lodge No 0. 395.
Salamanca, N. Y., Lodge 'N943.
Quincy, IIL,, Lodge No. 1o 1°25-
Elizabeth, N. J., Lodge No. 8
Newark, N. J., Lodge No. 5 239.
Kokomo, Ind., Lodge No. . I.
Decatur, Ind., Lodge No. 9;)30.

Plans for New Homes Pending

The following lodges ha
homes. which are now go‘{ﬁgplf}frs for new
regular channels for approval: ough the

Beatrice, Neb., Lodge No. 6
Dover, N. H., Lodge No. 184"
Galena, Ill., Lodge No. 882. ’
Louisville, Ky., Lodge No. 8.
Montclair, N. J., Lodge No. 8¢x
Omaha, Neb., Lodge No. 30. )
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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

ME was when the Flatiron Building
' 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 corner
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 sleep 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 night 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 said:

“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 like this.”

That was all. He held 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 grating. The fact that he was standing
was indicative of the cold, for on normal
winter nights, by wrapping the legs and feet
in newspapers and resting the upper part
of the body only over the grating, the 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, and he was 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

ERE is a story of three men;
, the man who saw and un-
derstood, the man who, bein
awakened to the situation, acte
—and the man on the grating.
Now every Social and Commumg
Welfare Committee of every El
Lodge sees and understands and
acts. But no commit}tle.e canI be
expected to see everything. Itis
irfgumbent upon the irszldual
lay member to serve in the capac-

ity of eyes for his committee—
and als
tate,
derstand, but to act

also, as judgment may dic-
not alone to see and un-

himself

nalysis it shows in action.two kinds of
?nen):’sthe man who thinks but is not in-
stinctively 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 by the man on the grating, he would
have shivered there all night. The first,
who discovered him, would nlfit have thoug{xt

i enough to contrast his own security
g?lcccl)drg’fort wigth the unfortunate’s lack of it.
And the other, the one who understood but
made no move, would have gone to bed with-
out having achieved anything of more value
than a sympathetic thought. It was lucky
for the man in the shabby clothes that the
two were together, that the compl_ementary
forces of life, imagination and action, actu-
ally and embodied, came near him side

by side.

THE application of the analysis of this
incident has a direct bearing upon being
an Elk. If we each look at ourselves, we
frequently find that we are one or the other
of these two young men. We see and under-
stand, yet do nothing, or else 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, conscious
effort to be not just one of these types,
but both. L.
Blindness in the world is as singular an
affliction, comparatively, as it is awful.
We all see; a few of us un.degstand; 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
something 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 sccond-
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 city 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 cvery
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.

ALL 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 exactly six hundred. But other organiza-
tions, awakened by the service, fell in line;
and within a very short time there were more
rubbers for schoolchildren than there was
water to wet them in.
his 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 arc words that
do not sit back grandly in the dictionary, but
get out and work. They buy rubbers, if
rubbers are needed; they pay for and build
boys’ camps; they get out and hustle in behalf
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
plight of that poor devil shivering at the
base of the office building the coldest night
in 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 downhill or stride up—
every member of the Order must take it
upon himself as a personal responsibility to
become a composite of those two young men.

ALL see, a few understand, a few of this
few do something about it. Let’s
chal)ge; that by remodeling oursclves, 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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among women been so popular as 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 for investigation
and you obtain all recessary evidence
affirming the reported growth of the sport of
equestrianism ey are crowded with be-
ginners.  Also with expert riders.

And in the field when you see Mrs. Lida
Fleitman Ploodgood—who by the way is the
author of a standard book on 2ll that pertains
to horseback riding—going cross-country hell-
for-leather at Meadow Brook, Piping Rock or
Westbury, or watch Miss Elizabeth Hauck
taking the Jumps in North Jersey, or Mrs.
Penn Smith, or Miss Joan Michler, or any num-
ber of accomplished American horsewomen
conviction will be established that in the saddle
the woman asks little or rothing of the man.

As for swimming, Miss Ida Gutsche, of
Philadelphia, probably our greatest woman
distance swimmer—in’ fact, a great distance
swimmer Irrespective cf sex—is row in Europe
on a great mission. Her intention is to swim
the English Channel some day this summer yet
to be selected. Just what her equipment for
this task is may be judged by the fact that in the
sixth annual mileage contest of the Philadelphia
Turngemeinde which ended last March, Ida
Gutsche_syvam a total of 115 hours, coverin:
2465? miles, a world’s record. ’ €

great an impulse has the caus 5
for women experienced in Englande (:}fz:;{potlintz
chances are Miss Gutsche will have every fa-
cility placed at her disposal by the British a;
thorities. Yet it was not SO ma o
that Miss Rose Pitnoff

:Ilfllt?}?ﬁtlif}?ﬂgilfolre she could
e Philadelphia swimmer s i
self-appointed task she will havgc:f]zdioﬁlorhglf'
being the first woman to make the journey.
Tennis, golf, riding and swimming—-.these
sports have been treated herein as activities in
which girls and women may enter freely and
without fear as to injurious results, always, of
course, barnnijacpldents. But there are)t’)st’he
g;\éﬁ,;ons of f.t fetlcs }‘lvhich may develop seriou;
ems. In fact they are i
glal_ld where many cnu');lent ;ﬁ‘}lrgci:g;val?e%n-
bating the dgmggrs that have arisen from tlf-
entrance of girls into the more strenuous s rt:
which in fot:mer times were the exclyci pOd
mains of their brothers, cive do-

. We of this country should be in in thi
discussion, not only because it contgéssn;egul?;hls
irls but more particularly because late in Au “:tl:
! merican women and girls will be represetglred

or the first time in an International Women’
Athletic Meet to be held in the Pershing Stadf:ni

in Paris. e result of thij i
course, have the effect of 1}:1ls ing sose i, of

proud of its women athletes, but j
4 nala
the games will tend to gi\’re track athli%ﬁcsse'f'z
Impulse thro
tlf]e }vlvorld. . Dr. Harry Eaton tewart pr‘elgilr]lgglt:
of the National Women’s Track Athfetic Asso-
ciation will go with the team not only as coach,

vision will be exercised. ';l‘lgl rapiind super-
invading forces, which will be
i\ﬁ)ir:qn fléomthl“lorida, ew Jersey,

ols, South Caroling io ar i
Zone, will be Miss Ho;eigx]a.noB:tl;gnthef R
mary Hall, who holds Amy Srds for thn

60-yard and 100-yard I, ST records for the
Now are trackya.nd E:lrdhurd.les:

. athlet
;s;lll%s:? the of the foremost autif:rigtggsd (f)(:lr?h‘g
su tjl:c le Joseph A. D’Angola, hysical direct

e New Jersey State Normal School Tew-
ark. He has taken 4 d ot ant L

the actual achievemey tseeopf interest not only in

Mr. D’Angola has fo
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Women in Sports

(Continucd from page 33)

groups of muscles increaze 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
School were able to climb a fifteen-foot pole
with ease—while the greatest delight of the
average young girl is to shinny up a pole or
a rope. And she does this with simian ease.
For this l];hysiologica.l reason track athletics
among girls have not been pushed to toco great
a degree by directors of physical education who
are alive to their resﬁonsibilities. Since pre-
historic times women have not been the equals
of men in physical strength and endurance, and
for this reason 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.

Occasionally the exceptional girl is found who
may be traired and developed for special events
In competiticn, but any conscientious physiczl
cducator will affirm that even she must be
watched ro less closely than her weaker sister.

“I approve cf track athletics for women,”
says Mr. D’Angola, “with the proviso that they
be indulged in mcderation and under the super-
vision of a competent director who has had
expertence in teaching women. Certificates
from reliable phyricians showing that partici-
pants in competitive games 'are periodically
examined should be insisted upon by the di-
rector and, as well, he should demand thzt the
girl athletes be regularly 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 orly
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-
tically fainted at the end of one race, was revived
and then entered in another event. This was
outrageous. If such things are countenanced
at various schools throughout the country
there is bound to be a tremendous reaction which
may gweep away the good as well as the bad.
On the other hand, if girls are entered in good
physxga.l condition, and are permitted to indulge
only in events which have Eeen modified scien-

cally, 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
boys,” says Mr. Camp. “Boys have genera-
tions of athletes behind them, whereas the mod-
ern 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,

T u 4 S A S L & hagaped 2o

IF you were a baseball club
owner, a magnate, to use the
pOfular term, and if in spite of
all your work and all your plan-
n:'::f 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 your ball club, would you
relinquish it, with its worries and
disappointments, in exchange for
weati and a life of idleness?
This is theme of a great baseball
story by Lawrence Perry. Watch

Sfor it in the September issue.

- — iom — e e

“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 stand competition. With
the very decficient 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, thus, should now engage
the attention of zll who arc 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 run: 12 seconds; Mary Thornton of
Lake Erie College and Mary C. Morgan, B;{n
Mawr College. Men: ¢% scconds; Charles
Paddock, University of Southern California.

220-yard run: 30%% seconds; Francesca King,
Wykeham Rise School. Men, 21%% seconds;
Charles Paddock, University of Southem
California. )

100-yard hurdles (two feet high; eight in
number): 15%4 seconds; Mary Morgan, Bryn
Mawr College. Men, 120 yard hurdles (low),
15 seconds. :

Running high jump: 4 feet o inches; Miss
Horer, St. Mary’s Hall. Men, 6 feet 4 inches;
D. Y. Alberts, Chicago Athletic Association.

Running broad jump: 16 fect ¢9l4 inches;
Maude Devereux, Skidmore School for Arts.
Men, 23 feet 734 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: g8 fect 2 inches; Nell Carroll,
Florida State School for Women. Men, 144
feet; Gus Pope, Multonomah A. C.

Javelin throw: ¢8feet 215 inches; Rhea Reidel,
Sargent School. Men, 189 feet 314 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 mecet 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 with ever increasing
vigor. The necarest we have approached this
was the basketball game between alumne 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 pointedly emphasized at our educational
institutions for women when athletes of one
college meet tcams 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 view
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 Bennctt, sturdy and indomitable Amer-
ican woman fighter, is training for her forth-
coming bout with Mlle. Le Mar, the French
champion.
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The Footstep

(Continued from page 55)

attention, and Jake watching her handle it,
knew from every movement that she was an
expert canoeist. .

“Mustn’t let anything bother you up here,”
he said kindly. “You look sort o’ as if you'd lost
sleep. That ain’t right, you know.. Ain’t nothing
to hurt you a mite in the old Mohican.”

Beulah hesitated, regarding the brown face
and deep, friendly blue eyes witk a sudden
impulse to tell Jake just what she had heard and
seen, and to ask his advice. He was a man
naturally meant for bewildered. or nervous
womankind to appeal to—this lean, muscular,
quiet villager who had all the philosophic calm
of a person who lives close to nature; and helps
his neighbors in emergency; and takes storm or
fair with equal indifference.

“I am not so sure I did dream,” she remarked,
“but I don’t want Cousin Caroline to know
that.”

“You mean you was wideawake and heard
poises—rats, mebbe—or the wind shakin’ the
old place.”

“No, not rats—a footstep; somebody walking
in the hall just outside our bedrooms; a very
cautious, slow footstep.”

“Oh, you was dreamin’,” said Jake earnestly.

“No, I was so wideawake that I got up and

bolted the door—and went into Mrs, Hartley’s

room and locked her door.”

Jake looked at her curiously. “Ef you heard
a footstep it was spooks. I was threugh every
nook and cormer 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 transoms. Both these rooms are locked and
we can’t find 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.”

“It doesn’t hang there now,” Beulah said.
“Cousin Caroline sent me down for it this
morning, and it was gone.” . .

Jake emitted a whistle—an enigmatic com-
ment, for his face told nothing. “We"ll have a
locksmith—or we’ll break in the door of 170
and we’ll take a search for those keys.”

“Why did you look so—surprised, when I
spoke of Room 170?”’ Beulah challenged.

Jake smiled. “Well, there’s some darn fools
in the village that thinks Room 170 is haunted—
claim they’ve seen a light in the window—
though how they know that room from any
other, beats me.”

“It’s because it’s locked, I suppose,” Beulah
commented. “‘And people couldn’t get into it,”

“No, it ain’t anythin’ to do with its bein’
locked or unlocked. It's the room the two men
had who was drowned under the old dock. Yes,
right under the very platform we’re a standin’

. on. They laid the two bodies out in that room;

and they was there a night or so. Nore of the
hotel help would watch, so Horace Robinson
and me undertook to sit up—the management
locked up 170 after that—for it got around
what was the number and folks comin’ up from
New York would say, ‘Don’t put me in the
drdwned men’s room’; it was small loss because
the hotel was emptyin’ out—just naturally
failin’ and heaps of other rooms was shyt up,
besides the two the drowned men were laid in.”

“I don’t believe in ghosts,” Beulah said, “and
I’m sure you don’t;. Thgre isalways some natural
explanation, but in this case it might be worge
than a mere harmless ghost.”

‘“Tell me more about it. Mebbe we can figger
out just what it was. City people aren’t used
to country noises and often make mistakes,”

She glanced toward the hotel before replying,
to he sure that Caroline was indoors reading
her letters, and there would be no chance of her
overhearing. Beulah told her story simply and
directly, and Jake showed no surprise or concern
until she came to the point where she related
her seeing a man’s figure reflected in the depths
of the mirror.

“ Gosh-all-hemlock!” he exclaimed. “You
was dreamin’ sure, Miss. You couldn’t see g
man, when no man was there. All thesame, what
did he look like?”

‘American, the las

“Very dark hair—very pale skin. He stared

at me. I shall never forget those eyes. It was
worse because I only saw his reflection.”
. “Those drowned men were both fair,” Jake
said solemnly, as if he meant to rule them out
and keep them out. “Couldn’t be one of them!
What on earth, now, could you see in that mirror
in the dead of night?”

“I saw something that has made me nervous
ever since. I didn’t want my cousin to know
because she is so bappy here. "I’ll not tell her—
but I am so glad she is planning to have other
Ppeople come——"

“Yes, that Young doctor is kind o’ lonesome,
and would enjoy your company,” Jake said,
Tegarding Beulah with a quizzical look in his
eyes. “Youll—like him, or I'll eat my hat.”

“I don't want you to eat your hat!” she
laughed.

“ Now you are talkin’,” assented Jake heartily.
e's a straight, clean, honest six-footer; we
talked two solid hours last night while he was
gettin’ information of one sort or another. I
know a good dog, a good horse, and a real man
when I see one. I’d pick him in a hundred. With
him and me and the old lady over here I bet
you'll sleep like seven tops—and won't see
nothing more in mirrors,”
“I hope not,” Beulah replied with a little
ver. “You see, I heard the footstep again
this morning. We were on the fourth floor. I
heard it in the hall just beneath,”

*You did! Why didn’t you chase the fellow?”

Beulah told the circumstance. “I was too
afraid even to move; and I didn’t know where
my cousin was,” y

. “You both need a gardeen,” Jake said reflec-
tively. “There’s nothing in the hotel to be
afx:axd of; but just to make you feel better, I'm

gomng to break into r70—and give it the once
over,”

“All right! Will you £0 now?”
roline accompanied them to the fourth
floor. Some cloud seemed on her spirits, and
Beulah wondered if she had received bad news
in the morning’s majl.

The door of 170 did not yield easily—but at
last the lock gave way.with a crack, and they
stood in a pedroom re of everything but a
decrepit chair or two. Of the two windows, one
opened on the fire escape; and the lower sash
of this Wwas raised.

“ Nothu:xg here,” said Jake cheerfully, and led
the way into the adjoining room;but Beulah
lingered to examine the dust on the window sill.
In one or two places it had been disturbed as if

e had flung himself across thesill. A

Tusty nail driven into the wood—probably to re-
strain some banging shutter, had a tiny bit of
gray cloth clinging to it—cloth that was neither
old nor faded. She removed it carefully before
the second room,

&

Joining Jake and Caroline in

which had a set of furniture in it—an old-

fashioned painted bed, bureau and washstand.
““They’re rather pretty,” Caroline said. “

Wonder why Mr. Otto Bergthal didn’t remoye
them.”

She had bought the hotel from a German-

t owner before the pro erty
\d come into her hands. After the hoteiJ had
failed it had passed through several ownerships
——people who bought it for speculation, and then
changed their minds or became discouraged.
This Otto Bergthal had been rather a mysterious
person, Jake said, buyi suddenly and selling
suddenly. “I always thought he used the place
for secret meetings during the _war; but though

and now he lives on Main street snug as you
please; and nobody ever hears a word of German
out of him.”

“I don't like this room,” Beulah said. “D,
you, Cousin Caroline? "

“Oh, for a hotel room it isn’t bad. I'm glad
we’ve solved the mystery of 170. You mustn’t
think us a pair of nervous women, Mr. Sim-
mons, after we started out so bravely! but per-
haps it’s better not to sleep without protection
in this great empty place.  With you and Mrs.
Simmons here and the young Doctor, perhaps—
if we like him—it wil] be a different matter.”

“We'll try to get over in the morning so as to
cook lunch for you, and tonight nothing’ll
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hurt you. Just lock your doors and keep to

Yyourselves, so to speak.”

“We thankfully will,” Caroline answered
laughing, “and we’re not at all nervous now.
First nights in new places are not always con-

ucive to sleep.” .
d'When she al:ld Beulah were alone again she
asked the young girl if the new arrangement

isfactory.
w%l}d vs:nstatilts if yo}:x do,” Beulah ansv_/ered.
‘“ After all, it’s a bit more humanlthax}’ trying to
ndred empty rooms a one.

fa‘f‘eﬁf;vg }iu\vant it,’P Carolinc said, “beca}.lqse
Digby Kent is threatening again. You call m}
‘the villain of the piece,” Beulah. The term apn
peals to me! I never liked the man, not evtteo
when Spencer was living and Digby came °
dinner constantly. He always professeddgi'lei!rln
friendship for Spencer; and Spencer truste o
enough to appoint him his executor. Thatdquﬁke
to be enough for me—but, somehow I disl
him ”»

. made no comment. She deemed it
bege:;%};o r:vive memories of the tragedy w_hlc,};
had yielded not even a charred body to Ca.rolu::t;l s
frantic widowhood. From the depths of <
shock and the grief she had risen but slowly, a'llle
now that Beulah had her on the surface :he
meant to hold her there. Of Digby Kent She
had her own not very high opinion, believing lc-
possessed of ‘‘mean eyes” and mentally 1;0 -
cusing him of being in pursuit of Cousin Cabe-
line’s millions. He had wanted to marry her | .
fore she married Spencer Hartley; and belg::r
Hartley’s executor—Kent was a clever hnantﬂer
—Caroline was again obliged to see him whet!

r not. »
Shﬁ g:;?’tfdh? lc:et you alon‘e even up here.i'e
Beulah said impatiently. “Why did you gi
H ”
hl{r‘lloﬁgd?orifusiness affairs, ?Sf t?:i;s:.’ , He
i inging me some pape .
Saxsjg(satlsal::)rugxcr:lgse’" Beulah .commented pe%-
tishly. “Don’t ask him to stay in the hotel,
1 : ”
Co‘gic‘]::ler(t;aiﬁglﬁ;m't. If he remains h’e’ll !‘ave. tg-
hunt quarters in the village. Oh, don’t lc’:,t s thin!
of him. It’s time we were out of doors. feht of
They forgot everything but the de lgh e
petfect motion as the Zeplyr glided throug he
eep green water, Caroline stretched in %ah
bottom leaning against the brace, Bﬁg'ng
perched on the bow, her strong arms wie lin
the double-ended paddle with, her c:;>rl}1]se .
thought, consummate grace ang} power. ey
explored the shore for some mi eﬁ, Stop(f]qghes
an enchanting little bay to ea.t the szul]( d wxc_ng
they had brought ‘Vi::};:sth:"l?t;s et emnoznlt;n{r?;us
i e ro 5
ggseg av?rfereu;ﬁg;?:rged in the depths (ilf the }g.ke:
under leaning pine trees and alogg s or;:s1 3”
with birches so tall and ftl}lgln g;cograce u
thﬁ}'ll‘fizn}:gea}f:aittlgno&n mysterious secrets,”
Caroline said. “One fancies processions o0
Indians under those solemn pines—their face:
turned to the North Country. hI am sure t;s
idsummer night one could see P1 antom lca.no s
gliding—and hear the dip of padg el::l-1 Ah! here 'S
a real canoe. I think it must be the Doctor.”
A young man about twenty-five )lrears of age,
with’a bronzed face, and eyes as blue as ccé{:_
oo A s e e nged b
cent lit ay. Seel 3
coﬂrse atrl::i ga%e gliding along as if to bow ang
chat a little were the order of @ sunny day one
lonely lake when canoeists .n'll]eth by chancai
Beulah turned to look ;t hlfgd‘zg éir(f imperson
isi t e m H ”» .
aPBl:rlz"‘Li %l;nic::) x;f Eagle Point?”’ she a‘s‘ked "
“About three miles,” he’,anS\vereq. Bu‘t‘is
would be rough returning.” He hesitated,
i )
thl‘?Ihgls 'Li.f:_ﬂi!fziley," C?,roline replied.
“My cousin, Mrs. David Farrell, knows you,

1 ”

! t'pvu\;]}iy surely. And you are—Doctor Farrell?”
“Yes )

« Anci you were looking for a summer hotel?”
Shfrela Eﬁ,“;iia “I heard people were camping
out in the old Mohican. I wasn't sure the privi-

thers.’ R .
o puere 9Pen L0 OURETS, very one” Caroline
answered. “I've bought the Mo }ﬁlcan' d

“Really? Queer old placcﬁ. € commented,

as if rather taken aback by this ggws.
(Continued on pase s
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“I see you 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 boyishly.
“When I get back people will ask me where I
stayed. T'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 with one guest. Only you must be sure
to speak well of it afterwards.”

He laughed. “I hoFe the experiment won’t
run you off the whole enterprise! I always
wanted to buy a hotel myself—and fill it with the
kind of clerks and bell-boys ore dreams cf in
Utopia.” ’ -

*“And the guests?”

“Oh, the guests—they’re the rub!
can’t pick and choose.”

“This hotel will,” Caroline laughed.

“Well, I hope you'll think you’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 of a good
family at least.”

“He’ll be good fun to play with.”

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 aheadpzf her.
“What are you looking at, Beulah?”

“I thought I saw some ome standing on our
dock. Yes, there’s some one there.”

« Ja.ke.” )

‘l‘ Can’t be! You remember he’s in Hacketts-
ville.”

“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 ghiost can’t make a noise. You couldn’t
hear the footsteps of a ghost.”

Caroline laughed. “Why, you're nervcrs,

A botel
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running swifltly by every door, and, at least, we
can walk. If we have a dog to take us walking
—better yet! 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 fee ing for
dogs. He doesn’t spill over with canine senti-

The FootStep

(Cont:'nued Jrom page 56)

sweetheart, and no wonder! An inconsiderate
cousin brings you to a decaying old barrack
which has wonderful memories for her—none
for you. You didn’t have a honeymoon here, you
see! I hope you will some day.”

Beulah w::aﬂaddling firmly again. “I am not
frightened, ly. I am sure it was just a chance
visitor.” ’

They approached it through thé deep, quiet
water which seemed to surround the dock like
an atmosphere—a somewhat menacing atmos-
Phere, Caroline thought looking down into the
sdlgy, inky depth. Bats were flying—an owl cried.

Did you ght the hall lamp before you l=ft,
Beulah?” Caroline inquired, a note of anxiety
in her voice, -

:‘ 0—of course not. We went away at one.”
Mrs. Simmons has probably been over,”
Caroline said, thinking it best to lay no cm-
phasis on the strange fact of this unexpected
welcome. It was very thoughtful of her to
Temember it might be hard to find the matches
in the dark.”

. She left her box here. We have none of these
safqty matqhes, though we’re stocked up with the
ordinary kind,” Beulah commented. She was
almost ‘afraid of any pause in the conversation
between herself and her cousin lest the sound she
dreaded to hear more than anything in the world,
should come to her from some distant quarter
of the hotel. She made as much noise as she
reasonably could herself and kept her back
turned to the mirror on the landing. She felt
nervous when Caroline left her for a moment at

hgr occeu tiop of making a Welsh rarebit; and
breathed a sigh of relicf when her cousin re-
Jeined her. .

*“Like the heroine of 2 melodrama I come with
my 32 Colt—pearl-handled to show I am a
perfect lady,” Caroline laughed. “Here, we'll

ut it on the table, so ax& straggler on our island
‘%:ffogu;eggg one otf t} uncurtained windows

at’s in im i i

Withoup Koot in store for him if he comes in
b Beulah had brought the rarebit to perfection
hy ? culinary effort which for the time dispelled
gle;d i)‘}rlsl‘e rssﬁxep‘;?‘ hli:gri' and fmﬁd enough to be

A T; , too, of t r
night’s rest behind %ocked doors. ¢ prospect of a

It was good an hour later to ascend the stairs
'\J\gth steaming kettles of hot water for their
) tl,xs, to turn the keys, lay the Colt on Caro-
line’s bureau; and thus locked in to begin a
leisurely toilet. Beulah was through before Caro-

e had well begun, and she crept into bed with
that sense of security which is always imparted
by going to bed while other people are still up
andBa.round.l

. “Better close your door, dear. i i
disturb you,” Cayroline said. car- My light will

“Not a bit. I like it.”

She meant to lie awake and keep guard over
Cousin Caroline, but the healthy fatigue of
youth soon overcame her, and she was fast
asleep before. ker cousin had undressed. Caro-

ine glgnced in at her with a feeling of satisfac-
tion. “The poor lamb, I am glad she’s off. She

won’t be nervous tonight with i 1
and barred.” ¢ everything bolted

Air—Or N early

(Continued Jfrom page 33)

ment, so that you never forget that the hero goes
on all fours. And if you have any kind of alittle

i-yi of your own, the book will make you aspire
to a closer friendship with him, and that, of
course, will lead to the open road for both. Be-
tween ourselves, we think connecting this
volume, pleasant as it is, with the general scheme
of this month’s book talk, has been rather neat!

We Meet the Pike Family

When the editor of this magazine gave to your
book reviewer a volume called “THE Book oF
THE PIKE,” by Mr. 0. W. Smith, we took it
smilingly, and said that we would be delighted to
review the book in our very best manner, and
assured him that it was just the thing to go into

Is month’s list of “free air”’ books. Never for
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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 silly 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 exclaimed as she got deeper
into it.
cqually distributed between the two sexes. A,S,
well write an article called “Can women s_neezp?
Till a room with pepper—and sex distinctions
will not interfere with the normal result!”

“Prepostcrous! Human nature 1s

She threw the magazine down impatiently,

clasped her hands behind her head and gave her-
sclf up to long-ago memories of the magical time
when §
to the hotel, wondering if their happiness would
betray them in spite of the well-used luggage
and the designedly well-worn clothes;
first stroll through the brilliant October woods,
the fallen leaves and the pine-needles a thick
carpet beneath their feet. 1
scarlet maples blown by the wind, and the
glimpses olP

lake; then the little summer house, and his
repeating the lines of Kipling:

ncer was here with her. Their coming

their

She remembered the

the whitecaps on the dark green

“She is not any common earth,
Water or wood or air,
But Merlin’s isle of rlamory
\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 things, cuch
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 cee a blg"
blundering moon come'ugl like a red Jack o

Lantern behind the dark blue mountains.

Heavenly days—never to come again. Here
was the lake. Here were the islands! but he;
in what world did he wander? Listening, per-
hags, to celesti:1 sounds and hungry for her voice.

he hoped Beulah would have such a love

story—bnght, 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 listening to the silence, and then she
found herself listening to something else.

(To be continued)

Free

a moment did the editor suspect the tumult that
took place within us. A feeling of incompetence
amounting almost to paralysis accompanied the
acceptance of the volume. Fish! Pike! A
whole book on angling! And we had never
caught a minnow! Camping and sailing and
climbing and hiking all had been ours. But &
fish was only a thing to be served with a good
sauce Marguéry.

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,
pickercl 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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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 not put the
book down. -

Now the point is, if Mr. Smith’s *“Book of the
Pike” can do that to the veriest greenhorn on
fishing, what must 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 pike before being

“introduced intimately to them and discovering
certain facial differences, so to speak, by which
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 gill-
covers covered with 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 scaled,
while they are naked below. Here, indeed, is
news.

Mr. Smith is himself so enthusiastic an angler
that he carries you right along from one member
of the pike family to another. He says: “Pound
for pound, I cannot see much difference in the
game qualities of the great pike and the muskel-
lunge, though I cannot imagine what anglers will
do to me for confessing such heresy. To my
notion, in cold water a great Plke is every whit
as gamy as a muskellunge.’ Evidently Mr.
Smith is upsetting somebody’s preconceived
i .

d?ss to the edibility of the members of this pike
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 should be regarded 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
cannot 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

(Continued from page 58)

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 something besides a few little fish when you
angle for pickerel you are not really the man

BOOKS REVIEWED

Songs Oul) of Doors, by Henry 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,
Brigham (G. P. Putnam’s Sons).

Tide Rips, by James B. Connolly (Scribner’s).

The 83;0015l oﬁ )lhe Pike, by O. W. Smith (Stewart

idd).

by Albert Perry

who should
first place,
and not a lover of overdeep water or very cold
streams. Therefore, in weedy rushy spots you
sit and smoke and dream and cast for pickerel.
Pickerel tackle should be of the most delicate—
the lightest one-piece tournament split bamboo,

go after these little chaps. In the
pickerel is essentially a river fish

perhaps—then out

you get on a projecting log or
of a tree and

go to work. It sounds pretty
attractive to us, writing here in a hot office. Tt
calls up visions of a vine-tangled river bank;
stili, summer air; hardly a ripple on the sur-
face of the water; and the lure you have cast
Fliitening bright yellow and green in the sun-
ight.

We have looked at “flies” through the
windows of the sportsmen’s shops, but never
before did we know that they had such fasci-
nating names, such flamboyant titles as “Silver
Doctor,” “Scarlet Ibis,” “Jungle Cock,”
“Royal Coachman,” etc., etc. How can a man
sit at home when he might be playing with toys
that have such glorious names as these?

herman with whom we talked of this
book told us that he léarned more about flies
and fly-fishing for pickerel from Mr. Smith in
these few chapters than he had learned in years
of practical fishing.

-~

‘gainers whether we ever sit
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ne of the things that this famous angler-
au(t)hoer does not bel?cve in is hunting at night tfl(:r
pike with an artificial light raised above he
bow of the boat. The fish has no chan(:e,d 1
says, against the spearsman, and the met:hoth 12
outlawed in many states. Mr. Smith say: tl?e
spearing is cruel and wasteful and, q«:spll ethat
romance and appeal to the sensationa :
night spearing has, the practice must cease.lt o

Perhaps one of the most ren:larkable results
reading Mr. Smith’s book, beside that, oié coulzsl:,
of making plans to buy a complete set o htac le,
is the astounding amount of philosophy & d
knowledge not only of fish but of human na
that goes into the sport. .
Ta%(efsfor instanlzg, the author’s advice ltx? th,é,!

fisherman to always “cast to somet mg.s _
Therein seems to lie the secret of ﬁshmgf smicc:zt
and, when one thinks of it, the secrct o fta mall
any other kind of success. Perhaps, after all
we are all casting about without alPl'OPHf s:shat
of direction, without a proper know _e%ge o  vhat
lies in the deeps or shallows into which we

i lures. . -
ou{dg;i:n;lf Olel&ort—l ack of direction oxidalzid.
One of the most terrible things 1n thet“(,)?ra b?:ok
one for which we pay horribly. If, ?u of a boet
on pike, we learn this one bit of wis ’

P t all be the
Lcast to something,” shall “g:l Izlxovine-tan{;led

bank under a willow tree and angle for pickerel

orI?g:?the fishing “fan,” for the new de:i'o:ﬁ(ie;
for the beginning camper, We re_contlmelnt tells
book. It’s full of sporting }1;'_‘5“"‘)‘:{ heavy fish
you why, for instance, the ta mgthan TheY ther
on a light tackle is so much better o out aven
way around. It makes you wanttog et
now, when all weather indications z;re '?(gaan i
it, and fish through tl'let ors fo(: gl:.gaﬁrﬁal :rt of
it gives you some pointers I L
pikgel cooky{,’,g which P;he chef of the Ritz might
do well to adopt.

Just One More

“TIDE RIPS"—by James B- Connolly -
Here’s where the Grand Banks fru}‘t’e ttlxl:é;
innings! ' Mr. Connolly, a good sea \br (laqi’d
Licipming banks, 52 2 CoePf itle dramas:

. 1 as 2 :
:eg:z:]esﬁtw_}ucsléa}}&?;:g_s_ honest-to-goodness salt

water tales. Try one!

Working In the Common Cause

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-
pily almost unthinkable event of angther war, to
play a really useful part in winning it..

What the Elks did, so far as I can judge, was
to get down instantly, I1'1[pon the outbreak of
war, to fundamentals, ere 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 deal of 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
whatever they did should be done by themselves,
as an organization. This, obviously, if it ever
occurred to the Elks at all, struck them as 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.
made available; a commission,
and experienced members, was created to ad-
municter the fund. And this commission went
at its task along obvious lines of cfficiency. Tt
had already seer the way the lodges, sponta-
neously, had fallen behind an organization that

Money was

composed of able’

(Continucd from page s '3)

had membership and a specific capacity for
service, but no money. The commis sion, in
getting behind the Universities of Virginia and
Oregon, which were organizing base hospitals,
followed that policy, The universities had the
men and the capacity for special and enormously
important service; the Elks supplied the money.

g it went all along the line. The Elks didn’t
find it necessary or useful to initiate projects;
they got behind existing ones that needed money
and backing, and supplied both. They brought
sound business methods and judgment to their
work, and imposed sound business methods
upon those who got the money.

The plan under which the Federal Board for
Vocational Education has worked has averted
some 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

ensions—but could a pension atone for the
utility of their lives? .

The men who, owing 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 will 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

ctions of laws that do
jcular cases into ac-

ho, for the lack
And here were men Wio, i
of a little ready money, St(-)o}.fl én danger of losing
this chance to be re-establis ?1 ' Elks were ready
gain, in the emergency, t erk but to make
——not to jnitiate some new ‘V,? "The revolving
successful a work already begy he Federal Board
und was put at the disposal of the.*¢ dicated b,
—and tth usefulness of the \Vol”lk ;?15“1\';?: r?r:adey
the fact that practically 37’0200? losses, despité
with a very low percelflul’fd tape. And, when
the work of the fund was W?l“:‘(;i tu ::ict(s”;agl;?:f:
established a governnt’ll‘l’ntl:uwn certain men who
r e ] A S r——
had g:e’nt((’i?s'agﬂa%e could not ﬁecel}\;e Afx?;?il:fns,
those, for example, who, althoufy SripHicet
had sefrved in an Allied fa:gg{l was the first to
care of them, and one o At intel-
xl?"lke a perfect score in the ArmY pha in
ence test. i
Vet, after a1, it is not the details of what the
s accomplished in war “'E{k effort was al-
he significant thing is thatd' cted toward re-
Ways unselfish, impersonal, ";e_in time of dis-
sults. It has always been sfo mergency. This
aster or need, in every sort © ,%o may read this
is no news to those of you % ble is that not
who are Elks. But the trourd(::r of the I?‘,lk
enough is known, outside the © - -’—Whether it
method of meeting an em crgcrhya fire in San
be a war or an earthquake an
Francisco!
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The Right Hand of Fellowship

Even now they who read those signs of the times
which are not on the gloomy or stormy surface of
world affairs, but are only to be discovered be-
neath by “eyes that have kept watch on man’s
mortality,” see that, in spite of “racial hatreds,”
so called, in spite of trade rivalries, in spite
of all old scores, and all those rumors of wars
which those who live by them, and by war
itself, find their interest in fanning, inventing
and disseminating, in spite of all this—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 awakzned understanding, to-
ward 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

(Continued from page 31)

nations, this “dream of poets” derided for cen-
turies, derided in Athens, derided in Rome, de-
rided when Rousseau prophesied it, and gave
a %racucal illustration of his prophecy by the
Fall of the Bastille, derided when Shelley sang
it, in the image of the West Wind: . ‘

. Be thou, Spirit fierce,
My spirit! Be thou me, impetuous one! -
Drive my dead thoughts over the universe,
Like withered leaves, to quicken a new birth;
d by the incantation of this verse,

Scatter. as from an unextinguished hearth
Ashes and sparks, my words among mankind!
Be through my lips to unawakened carth
The trumpet of a prophecy! O Wind,

f Winter comes, can Spring be far bekind?

The world has recently gone through parhaps
the most terribl> of all winters, but gin ls?pitc It))f
omen-mongers, spring has thus been brought
the nearer. Men were always meant to be
brothers, now they are determined to be so, and
nothing can prevent them. Soon the hand of
man shall be Do more against Lis brother, but
it shall hold his brother’s hand in the firm grasp

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 necessary for, those ol:l:r
orders from which they have evolved. 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 an
take as true men do, to affect no superiorities.
to their fellows, to forgive as they hope to Le
forgiven, and, whenever thc nccessity arises,
to be their brother’s keeper in the human and
genial sensc of that phrase.

No Trespassing

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’ll 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 which shone clear,
warm, and crystalline, a ruddy and lucent gleam
like—like—well, like the look from a girl’s
brown cyes.

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
famous serpentine rock formation of New Jersey,
decayed and flaky. Of a sudden the proprietor
of Lot 16 M of the Northern Jersey Develop-
ment Company’s ?roject, abandoning pick and
shovel and forgetful even of his hat, left that
place on a run. .

He also forgot something much more im-
portant than his hat. The matter of the offend-
ing sign had tholly lapsed from his intoxicated
mind.

Iv

MISS 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 thrill of self-contempt she recalled her
friendliness in the storm-beset shack, and her
rather excited antici&ntions of what this day
might bring forth in the furtherance of the new
friendship.

“T’ll ix 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 of her coterie of adorers. 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 his pocket he brought a small glo"e of

(Continued from page 31)

!)eautx over which he did much restless dream-
Ing, picturing its effect set in dull gold and
pendent around a slender neck; but somehow
the integument against which he imagined it
glowu’lg was not the clear pallor of Zelda Tre-
fayne’s blonde skin, but a warmer, richer-hued
ground. This so got on his nerves that he
rose late and rather frazzled out. It was after-
noon before he got to his job and attacked the
Totting serpentine rock again with thrilling
antlgrpat:ons.
€€ more encrusted crystals, all small ones
rewarded his search, and he was burrowing like
:h badger when he heard the familiar purring of
he little car. Eagerly he turned, dropping his
pick, and stopped short. A large handsome
yotilt_h Was with the brown girl. She was talking
;(1)1 ell::; with an absorbed interest that excluded

Particularly Mr. Gilbert X
reached the boundiry line landr e S of me)

tale simultaneously, and hot i
of laughter direc{e both burst into peals

came ol ot d obviously at him. The

Fury rose in Gilbert’s soul. She had promised
never again to share him as a joke, V{;ell, he’d
Sta‘.fld about so much of it and then——

Hanms,’i the brown girl was addressing
32; ?c'?mpamon, “take that sign down, won’t

The sign! The no-trespass forbiddance which
he had solemnly promised to remove and totally
forgotten. Wrath drained out of his veins and
left him feeling queer and shaky. He thrust
out a hand in appeal toward her. “W-w-wait a
minute,” he implored.

She ignored hi “There’s a shovel around
he}-‘e, somewhere,” she said to the large youth.

Right-o!” returned that six-footer cheer-
full)f, and advanced. ~
bert swung his pick. “You get off my
property, or I'll brain you.”

Young Mr. Holton céased to advance. “That’s

sor‘r‘aetl_nng else again,” he conceded reasonably.
 “Will you brain mep” inquired the brown
girl coolly. She walked up to him and took the
pick out of his nerveless hand.

“I want to explain,” he began.

:: Please get off my property.” =

. Your property?”’ ~ He stared at her in a daze.

es, mine. You’ve been working the wrong
lot. Here’s the map and the deed.”

Mechanically he took the apers. Therein
was indubitably set forth tge ownership of
Nancy Nellis in the parcel on which they stood.

“Th-th-then,” stuttered the stricken inter-
loper, “the m-m-mound belongs to you and not
to me.”

“It does.
like it.”

“And I've done all my work for nothing.”

“ For me,” corrected Miss Nellis with a happy
smile.

the climax of her

And it’s going to stay there. I

The large, young Mr. Holton burst into 2
loud, appreciative gufiaw. Gilbert brushed
the dirt from his hands, walked over to the
other with uncertain pace, and addressed him
in a veice from which tcars seemed not far
distant. .

“You think this is funny, don't you?

“T’ll say it’s funny,” asscverated thc,:’ 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 bl'g
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, 2
loosened tooth, and an undaunted spirit.

“Now I'm going to kill you, you. laughing
hyena,” he informed his opponent, and sailed in
again. . d

To the lone and alarmed spectator it sceme
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. Arbh—
tration occurred to her as timely. She essayc
it first by verbal appeal, and without the slightest
effect, then with the interposed handle of the
pick, which only seemed to intensify matters,
and finally, as the combatants 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 gir
stagger back with fingers pressed to her mouth.
She took them away, and a tiny trickle 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 wit
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 was out of him now. It was the
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 al
just too rotten! Commiseration for his i]l-usqd
self overwhelmed him. He sat up, bowed his
head on his knees and began to shake all over,

artly from fury at the unjust fates, partly, had
Ee but known it, as the final lapse of his over-
taxed and still supersensitive nerves.

A hand on his shoulder. A voice, very low
and not quite steady, close to his ear.


















68

Are You the
Man Who
“Never Reads

Advertisements”?

OME 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-
ceived 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 h's
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, “l never read
advertisements,” is merely
your way of saying, “I
don’t read all advertise-
ments.

Published by The Elks
Magazine in co-operation
with The American Associa-
tion of Advertising Agencies
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‘'The Farmer’s Business—And Yours
’ (Continued from page 67)

organizations have been built up with the county.
as a unit, merging into State and National bodies.
Particular interests have had their own organiza-
tions; information been exchanged; some
efforts have long-been made to influence legisla-
tion, both in the States and in Congress.

* The youngest of these farm organizations has,
in the last few years, become probably the great-
est. That is the Farm Bureau. There are
farm bureaus in more than three thousand dif-
ferent counties. 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 modern,
scientific farming. 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 has worked closely
with other organizations of every sort. And,
under the presidency of James R. Howland, it has
become a powerful and deeply significant force
in the national life.

Also, it has placed in Washington, at the head
of its legislative department, a remarkable West
Virginian, Gray Silver—the man who devised the
Agricultural bloc.

Now you can, if you go to the right people,

get almost any picture you please of Silver.
Some will paint him for you with horns and
a cloven hoof—a sinister and menacing figure,
promoting a class interest, selfish and ruthless.
Some look upon him as a 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 time and again upon controversial matters
in 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 is a clearing house for facts, among
other things.

Silver is a farmer himself, chiefly, although he
is also interested in other enterprises. He has
great apple orchards, and has specialized, too, in
sheep. He got his political training, years ago,
in the West Virginia senate; they do say that
politics, in that troubled state, used to be pretty
rough and ready. Silver was a Democrat; he
was in the minority. And right there he began
{pr the first time to discover how to cross party
ines.

The word bloc 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 temporary union of
groups that fuse until something happens. The
Agricultural bloc in the Senate that Silver
organized, under the floor leadership of Senator
Kenyon, was not such a blocas is to be found in
France or Germany.

But it was, nevertheless, a definitely organized
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.

The bloc began quietly and modestly, and with
no blare of trumpets. It didn’t make threats; it
didn’t make promises; it simply got results—
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 Sendte and the House, to mend their

litical fences by acquiring membership. The
B;ders 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
judgeship. But the bloc goes on; _the next
elections are pretty sure to strengthenit. It has

accomplished a great deal already. It forced
emergency tariff legislation last year; it brought
about extension of farm loans and the revival,
for farm 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
Silver nor 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-allied debt—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.

hey 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 thing; that a bad precedent is being
%relzted for similar group activities in other

elds.

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 cpuld
be more absurd. For years the big business
and manufacturing interests have controlled
legislation in their interest. Analyze votes and
you will see that party lines have been broken
time and 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 rcasons 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 ome thing
for a dozen great steel manufacturers to enter
into a combination to fix prices and determine
output; it is quite another for thousands of
farmers to do the same thing.

So much of this article has been devoted to
this phase of industrial organization because it
is the new thing in agriculture; the thing that
will, 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-
sponsible for the enormous difference between
what the producer of food or the raw materials
of clothing, for example, gets, and what the con-
sumer has to pay. The American farmer gets
about 33 cents of every dollar the consumer pays;
a farmer in Denmark about seventy-six cents.
The average net return to the American farmer
for his year’s work for several years has been this:
1910, $459; 1916, §596; 1918, $1,267; 1919,

1,511; 1920, $419. .

Those figures are not of the wages paid to
labor on farms; they represent the net return to
the head of a farming enterprise, averaged for
the whole country; what the farmer gets for
undertaking all the risks he takes, doing all the
work he does, investing all 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 will be curtailment of agricultural
production; America will cease to be self-sup-
porting, and will have to import its food and the
raw materials of its clothing.

Complete industrial organization of agricul-
ture, on the lines along which a rcal beginning has
at last been made, will serve to stabilize these





















