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‘ Office of the

Grand Exalted Ruler

Benevolent and Protective Order of Elks
of the United States of America

Official Circular Numbér One

Charleroi, Pa., August 21, 1922
To AUl Elks:—Greeting

DEAR BROTHERS:

When I was elected Grand Exalted Ruler at the Reunion held in Atlantic City, I endeavored
to express my gratitude over the confidence reposed in me. _I desire at this time to reiterate the
sentiment I there expressed and to thank you again for the signal honor conferred upon me.

Earnest effort and honest endeavor have characterized the work of Elkdom during the past

year and, as a result, progress has been steady and vigorous. This was in a large measure due to
the painstaking care and good judgment exercised by the Officers and Committees of Grand
Lodge. Ihave been much impressed by this substantial growth, and have determined that through-
out the coming year all that is done in the Order and for the Order will be with the end in view
of keeping in step with this forward march.
] It is not my intention or desire to attempt startling innovations. In so far as we must adjust
‘_ ourselves to new conditions, changes must be made from time to time. Neviv ideas must be accepted
and tried out. But at the present moment I am inclined to be conservative, and h(_)ld fast to the
constants or fundamentals which have assured our growth and prosperity. My hope is that during
the present administration there shall be such a general air of progress in every direction as
will insure advancement all along the line. .

Real progress is best understood by distinguishing the points of contact of what is being done,
with what is about to be begun. The essential thing is for us to recognize on the one hand what is
valuable in the work now being done and, on the other hand, keep our minds open to new oppor-
tunities for service. By doing this we will avoid both fossilization and 'hysterlc change in our
endeavors. If we as Elks are quick to see what is the immediately next step to take, and take
that step in a common sense way, we will ever make safe and sane progress.

The welfare, standing, and integrity of the Subordinate Lodge is of vital interest and will
always be first in my mind. As is the Subordinate Lodge, so is the Order. The Subordinate
Lodge makes the Order, and upon its character more than upon anything else does the greatness
of our fraternity depend. No problem is even second in importance to that of maintaining the
quality of our lodges, and I am fully convinced that the time is at hand to consider carefully the
question of internal Subordinate Lodge development. Let us ascertain, if possible, what is most
needed to put our lodges in position to do the work Grand Lodge exacts of them, and exert every
energy within our power to make each Subordinate Lodge a one hundred per cent. organization. _

Some specific needs of the Subordinate Lodge are: Efficient officers, attractive meetings,
proper exemplification of the ritual, and the practice of business economy. While not absolutely
necessary, cozy, comfortable homes and clubs are a great help to growth and developmgl_lt- None
will doubt but that hundreds of our lodges exist under these conditions. My dearest desire is that
all may soon be raised to this standard.

Through the medium of Social and Community welfare work much will be accomplished to
cause persons outside Elkdom to recognize that a Lodge of the Benévolent and Protective Order
of Elks is an asset to any community, membership in which is something to be desired as an honor,
and that being an Elk means being a citizen who serves his city worthily. So it follows that every
Elks Lodge should interest itself in civic affairs, and take a leading part in all movements that are
of benefit to the community, the state and the nation.

Elks believe in the enforcement of law and the maintenance of order. Every law once enacted
should be impartially enforced. The prohibitory laws form no exception to this rule.

With our membership growing rapidly, almost doubling itself in the last five years, I have
sometimes feared that some of our members fail to come to a full realization of what it means to
be an Elk. Too many Elks take little interest in the Order aside from paying their dues and wear-
ing the bution. In a perfunctory way they are Elks, but the relations are cordial rather than vital.
Being an Elk means more than having membership in a fraternal organization. One does not
become an Elk for material betterment, but associates himself with the Order because he desires
to do good to all mankind. He is a friend to humanity and believes in the philosophy of the living
present. He is practical in his charity, yet withal most generous in his care for the needy and
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~ We Print It Gladly, Herewith

ECENTLY there came to us from-the Editors
-of The .Youth’s Companion, in Boston, the
following :letter:

“We thank you for sending us a copy of the first issue
of The Elks Magazine which we have examined with
much interest and on which we wish to congratulate
you. It is, we think, a very attractive first number
and should well supply the special place that it is
intended to fill. C

“There is one detail, however, in which we have a per-
sonal interest and which we wish were a bit different.
We refer to the Pledge to the Flag that is used as text
for the cover picture. That pledge was originated in
The Companion office as a part of the movement started
by The Companion to put the national flag on every
schoolhouse in the land. 'We are proud of the approval
which the nation has placed on that pledge, and we like
to have it credited to The Companion when it is used.
Perhaps at some convenient time you would like to
print a note to that effect.”

We are grateful for being set right and glad of this
opportunity to give credit where it belongs—much as
we might have liked to claim authorship of the pledge
for ourselves.

s

DESPITE the brevity of our existence thus far,
we have already received requests for permission
to reprint in their entirety several of our special articles.
Among these are Governor Scott C. Bone’s article on
Alaska, that on the Farmer’s Business, by William
Almon Wolff, and that on Women in Sports, by Law-
rence Perry. As a point of general information it
should be known that the material in each issue of the
magazine is fully protected by copyright. But we are
happy under certain conditions to grant permission to
republish our articles to those who request it.

=

When You Change Your Address

ASUBSCRIBER desiring the address of his copy
of The Elks Magazine changed, can find no better
method of notification than to clip the present wrapper
address, endorse thereon the new address, paste it
securely on a postal card or enclose it in an envelope
and mail it direct to The Elks Magazine, 50 East 42nd
Street, New York, N. Y. No letter or additional in-
structions necessary.
It is essential, always, to send the old address with
the new one.
s

Who’s Who in This Issue

LBERT PAYSON TERHUNE, who contributes

our leading short story, “Between the Eyes,” is
a tremendous figure of a man who carries what is
popularly known as a sleep-potion in either hand. In
his newspaper days he boxed with all our most eminent
pugs. Now he punishes the typewriter and, for di-
version, raises thoroughbred collies. Lad and Bruce
and the other dogs you have met in his collic stories are
not mere phantasms of fiction but real flesh and fur

animals, raised at Sunnybank, Terhune’s country
place in New Jersey. !

Lawrence Perry, author of “ Every Inch a Magnate,”
a baseball story in this number, is known as an exrfert
in the sporting field. ‘As with Terhune, Perry writcs
from first-hand knowledge and observation—and very
keen observation it is.

Evan J. David, who has written for this issue a very
clear and authoritative article on the status of commer-
cial aviation in this country, has studied flying for a
number of years and has seen as much of the United
States from the lofty view-point of airplanes and blimps
as any other civilian. He did not always, however,
enjoy a lofty view-point. At the age of ten he was a
breaker boy in a Pennsylvania coal mine and for seven
years thereafter held various jobs in the mines. Ile
put himself through Harvard, has been Professor of
English at New Hampshire State College, and has two
books to his credit, to say nothing of innumerable
stories and articles. This is pulling oneself up by the
boot-tops, and no mistake.

Berton Braley, whose poem on Charity is one of t.h.e
bright spots of the number, possesses the gift of versi-
fication to an astounding degree. Greater than that,
however, is his gift of humanizing, in his verse, people
and things and thoughts you meet in everyday life.
It is this human quality, combined with a flawless
rhythmic technique, that makes his work so enormously
popular. “Charity” is the second of a series of poems
Berton Braley is writing for this magazine.

&
What You Always May Expect

BUILDING a magazine to please a variety of tastes
is in some ways similar to running a general store.

Not everyone likes or wants the same things at the’

same time. We have, however, one telling advantage
over the ordinary run of magazines in that we have
one big fundamental interest around which 1o build—
your common interest in the Order of Elks, its aspira-
tions and achievements. Of Elk material you will
find in this issue a full and meaty measure.

As for our general contents, we are working with this
thought in mind: We want you never to be able to
say to yourself, “It’s just the same as last month.”
We want you, rather, to say to yourself, “I wonder
what’s in it this time?”

Confident, always, that whatever you find in it will
be of the very best.

&

OMING soon are splendid short stories by Rita
Weiman, Achmed Abdullah, Harold Titus and
Hugh S. Fullerton—and, to follow up “The Footstep,”
a rattling good short serial by a writer who has done
some of the most colorful and stirring work of recent
years. We are not quite ready to announce a name or
a title. But keep your eyes open. We can, however,
announce the beginning in an early issue of a new humor-
ous series by one of the funniest men now writing—
Robert C. Benchley. And other nationally known
humorists are going to be with us, too. Just a little
time, please. Tae Epitor.
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“Courage is the Thing”

A Great Theme, Running in One Way or Another

in his now-famous rectorial address

delivered at St. Andrews’ Univer-
sity, Scotland, on the third of May. ‘“Un-
less a man has that virtue he has no security
for preserving any other.”

Here is an address—made now into a little
book—reaching far into the hearts of the
students who listened to him, and illustrated
in person by some of the people whose acts
he used as shining examples.

Col. B. C. Freyberg, V.C., for instance,
the man who was the first of the British
Army to land at Gallipoli:

“« COURAGE is the thing,” said Barrie

“He was dropped overboard to light decoys
on the shore, so as to deceive the Turks as to
- where the landing was to be. He pushed a raft
containing these in front of him. It was a frosty
night, and he was naked and painted black.
Firing from the ships was going on all around.
It was a two-hours’ swim in pitch darkness.
He did it, crawled through the scrub to listen
to the talk of the enemy, who were so near that
he could have shaken hands with them, lit his
decoys and swam back. He seemed to look on
this as a gay affair. He is a V. C. now, and you
would not think to look at him that he could
ever have presented such a disreptuable appear-
ance. Would you?’——

and with that Barrie turned on the platform
and pointed to Colonel Freyberg who was
sitting near him.

Clever Barrie! That’s the way to touch
off a tale! Pity the ordinary author who
can’t carry his “live hero” along to prove his
veracity and to add a thrill to the occasion!
And who can not, like J. M. B., take ten-
derly out of his pocket a faded and flimsy
piece of pencil-written paper and read from
it the heart-shaking, courageous, soul-lit
message of the dying Captain Scott of the
Antarctic. Such a letter addressed to Barrie
was found in that snow- and ice-bound tent
with Scott’s body and those of some ““other
very gallant gentlemen, his comrades.”

“ ... We are in a desperate state—feet

froze;n, etc., no fuel, and a long way from food,
but it would do your heart good to be in our
tent, to heﬁr our songs and our cheery conversa-
tion . . .

Then there was a quotation from Henley, the
man who wrote—

“I am the master of my fate,
I am the captain of my soul.”

“I was a patient,” writes Henley, “in the old
infirmary of Edinburgh. I had heard vaguely
of Lister and, went thege as a sort of forlorn hope
on the chance of saving my foot. The great
surgeon received me, as he did and does every-
body, with the greatest kindness, and for twenty
months T lay In one or another ward of the old
place under his care. It was a desperate busi-
ness, but he saved my foot, and here I am.”

“There he was, ladies and gentlemen,”
says Barrie, folding up that letter and putting
it in his pocket, “and what he was doing
during that ‘desperate business’ was singing
that he was master of his fate.”

But the courage that Barrie made the
theme of his great speech is not always
physical courage, but the courage that builds

Through Recent Books
By C. W. F.

up life out of failure, character out of weak-
ness, gayety out of downheartedness.
- “Lord!” groans some one at this point,
“I smell a sermon somewhere.”

Don’t fool yourself. The little book called
“Courage”’ by Barrie (just the right size to

The Radio Bookshelf

The Wonders of Wireless Telegraphy,
by J. A. Fleming (Society for the
Promotion of Christian Knowledge)

‘Radio for Erverybody, by A. Lescar-
boura (The Scientific American Col)

Wireless Telephony, by Dr. Alfred N.
Goldsmith (The Wireless Press)
These three books, read and studied in the

order given nbove, constitute, according to a well-

known scientific expert and writer, an excellent
course in Radio.

The Book of Wireless, by A. Frederick
Collins (D. Appleton & Co.)
The right book for a boy interested
and bent on understanding wireless.

The Complete Radio Book, by Raymond
F. Yates and L. G. Pacent (The Cen-
tury Co.) -
Science illuminated with thrilling
history, adventure, romance.

The Radio Pathfinder, by R. H. Ranger
(Doubleday, Page & Co.)
A splendid book for the radio fan.
Instructive, ‘but filled with human
illustrations and made most inter-
esting for the average reader.

Amaleur Radio, by Maurice J. Grainger
(The James A. McCann Company)
A little book with much information.
Recommended in connection with
other reading.

The ABC of Radio, by Waldemar
Kaempffert (Martin Ray)
A very simple and ‘““down to facts”

on wireless. Its reasonable

price attracts young amateurs, and
they will find much useful informa-
tion given clearly and interestingly.

slip into a topcoat pocket) is regular he-man
stufi—jolly, full of real stories, of a most
heartening kind.

If you get it and read it and don’t like it,’

we would be glad to hear about it—to even
print your letter here—proving us utterly
mistaken and of unsound judgment.

That’s how we feel about these words that -

have come out of the
St. Andrews.

“The Covered Wagon”

But, after all, the great virtue—or would
you rather call it the splendid instinct?—of
courage is the thing that most pleasant peo-
ple have tucked away upon their persons
somewhere; you come face to face with it on
the front pages of the morning newspapers,
meet it nightly in the movies. Novels perish
if they can’t show a little of it in their pages.
So, if you skip the subject in one form you
are bound to run against it in another.

Emerson Hough,when he wrote *“The Cov-
ered Wagon,” had in mind one of the epic
dramas of America—the Great Emigration

old University of

to the Far West, which began in 1843. He
has made a magnificent story of the passage
of the caravans of ox-drawn wagons across
the plains, along the old Oregon Trail, to
the beckoning enterprises, the rich lands, the
greater freedom of a new country. Into this
romance of adventure and peril he has woven
a love story worth reading. What we get
mostly out of “The Covered Wagon" is the
lofty patriotism, the unbounded courage of
these people who made the “great trek”
across the country—our people.

Molly Wingate (young and beautiful, of
coursel) was loved by both Will Banion, a
brave man but under a cloiid, and Sam
Woodhull, a scoundrel that some folk did not
see through, and who for a long and heart-
breaking time “got away with it.”

Life in an emigrant wagon-train, during
the tortuous progress across a continent at
the rate of never more than twenty-five
miles a day, afforded ample opportunity for
these two young men to work out their feud
over the hand of the charming Molly .

Prairie fires; terrifying storms; Indian at-
tacks; perilous river crossings; the sickening
monotony of the desert; the struggle for
existence along the way! Here’s a back-
ground that any hero and villain would play
up to, and Banion and Woodhull do every-
thing they possibly can to justify their pres-
ence in the story. .

Great namesof those never-to-be-forgotten
days have their place, too, in the book, mak-
ing it smack of real history: Kit Carson,
Sitting Bull (when a very young buck),
General Kearny, and so on.

Above all, you’ll revel in Jim Bridger, the
scout, who casually mentions his “squaws”
to Molly Wingate’s mother.

““Your what? Do you mean to tell me you
got squaws, you old heathen?”

(lN

ot many, ma’am—only two. Times is

* hard sence beaver went down. I kain’t tell ye

how hard this here depressin’ has set on us’
folks out here.”

‘“Two squaws! My laws! Two—what’s their
names?’’  This last with feminine curiosity.

‘“Well now, ma’am, I call one on ’em Blas?
You Hide—she’s a Ute. The other is younger an’
pertier. She’s a Shoshone. I call her Dang Vore
Eyes. Both them women is powerful fond o’ me, -
ma’am. They are both right proud o’ their names,
too, because they air white names, ye se¢ .., '”

That’s Bridger. For all his squaws and
frontier morals and manners, he’s the man
who finally pulls the disheartened, disrupted,
worn and battered covered wagons through
to a happy conclusion.

Did Mr. Hough have one eye on the silver
screen as he wrote this admirable tale? Did
he deliberately put into it, drop by drop,
every ingredient for the making of a rousing
and thrilling movie? Or, is it merely that
the history of our land boils over with the
stuff that Barrie founded his address upon
and which persists in creeping, willy-nilly,
into any real American novel?

“Let ’er Buck”

Not by design, but by one of those de-
lightfully happy chances which sometimes
(Continued on page 64) .



22

The Elks Magazine

We've Got the Men énd We've
Got the “Ships”

But to Make Real Progress in Commercial

plane has accomplished in

war and peace, it seems
. almost unbelievable that
it was only nineteen years
ago the 17th of this coming
December, that Wilbur Wright made the
first sustained and steered flight in a heavier-
than-air machine built by him and his brother
Orville and driven by a gas engine at Kitty
Hq.wk, N.C. Upon this historic occasion
Wilbur flew 852 feet in 59 seconds in a plane
of the glider type weighing, with the operator,
about 800 pounds, propelled by two-chain-
drive,pusher propellers and a 1 2-horse-power,
fouy-cylinder, water-cooled engine which the
Wright Brothers had made themselves.

Since then an airplane has climbed to
an altitude of 34,500 feet, has flown 12,000
miles completely around the rim of the
United States, across the Atlantic Ocean
from the New World to the Old and from
the Old World to the New, from England to
Australia, and, at this writing, a British plane
Is attempting to circumnavigate the Globe!

_Although the United States gave the
airplane to the world and for the first
decade led all the nations in the construc-
tlon,.development and the utilization of the
heawe}%than-air machine, it is lamentable
that since the War foreign countries have
surpassed America in the use of aircraft
for commercial purposes and in the develop-
ment and operation of airways.

France and Great Britain have made the
most remarkable progress in establishing
and operating passenger and freight carrying
airlines.

. Without a doubt France leads the world
In  commercial aviation. France is so
geographically situated in Europe that she
realizes her peril of invasion from the air,
and all her plans for civil aviation admit of
easy transformation into war purposes.
She keeps her demobilized air pilots fit by
offering them the free use of aircraft for
stated periods each year. During the month

JUDGiNG by what the air-

Flying We Need Something More

By Evan J . David
Sketches by O. F. Howard

of July last year 6,000 demobilized air-
plane pilots took advantage of this oppor-
tunity, making 27,000 flights, covering
80,000 miles without a single accident. -
The authority concentrated in the Air
Minister and complete Federal control of
commercial aviation is a great advantage to
French aviation, for it makes the licensing of
pilots and the inspection of aircraft uniform
and prevents the irresponsible gypsy flier from
operating any kind. of airplane without
proper government inspection, in any kind
of weather from any place on earth with
consequent disaster to aircraft, loss of life
and limb, and general disparagement of

‘aviation.

But the subsidy is one of the biggest fac-
tors in making France supreme in the air.
It provides for the purchase of half the value
of each airplane by the French govern-
ment upon the condition that the airplane
can not be flown out of French territorv
without permission of the air ministry.
It is paid only to aircraft carrying passen-
gers or freight and when the journey is com-
pletely accomplished. If a plane is aban-
doned on a trip, the subsidy is forfeited.
If an average speed of 8o miles an hour is not
attained, the subsidy is not given, providing
of course there are no adverse weather con-
ditions or other extenuating circumstances.
All subsidized aircraft must be manned by
French crews and the materials in the con-
struction must be French. The French
commercial subsidy is 75 centime§ a kilo-
meter per passenger and .003 centimes per
kilogram-kilometer for freight. Additional
hourly subsidies are granted on the basis of
gasoline, transport, etc. It is suspendcc! if
the number of paying passengers during
three consecutive months or quantity of

freight falls below 30 per cent.
of the capacity of the plane in
service.

These subsidies have reduced
former air passenger fares as
follows: Paris-London, 3co0
francs; Paris-Prague, 1,500 to 500; and the
Paris-Strasbourg, 500 to 130.

In 1919 the number of passengers carried
was 729; in 1920, 6,697; in 1921, 13,369 in
4,022 flights. 150,309 kilograms of freight
and 3,308 of mail were also transported.

The Paris-London services run planes
four times daily and the trip takes two and
one-half hours. By train and boat this
usually requires a night. The Paris-Am-
sterdam flight requires four and three-
quarters hours; Paris-Strasbourg-Prague
seven hours; the Paris-Brussels two hours;
the Paris-Warsaw twelve and one-half
hours; Bayonne - Bilboa - Santander daily
twenty-one and one-half hours.

All planes are flown on regular schedule,
like passenger trains, and are met by motor
bus at the landing fields.

THE longest route is from Toulouse to
points in northern Africa. This trip by
train, boat, etc., requires four days’ period.
By air it is less than two days including one
night’s stopover. The air fare is 1,680 fr.
compared to 1,500 on land and water. Pas-
sengers are allowed 20 lbs. of baggage.
Mail is carried at 75 cents per letter. The
reason for this high rate is because in France
they make the carrying of mail a revenue
payer to cover operating expenses.

The newest airway runs from Paris to
Constantinople via Strasbourg, Prague,
Budapest, Belgrade and Bucharest. The
distance is 1,770 miles and at the trial flight -
it was made in 17 hours flying time.

Realizing that the most important adjunct
to safe and speedy flying is a chain of public
landing fields, equipped with beacons,
weather report stations, gasoline depots,
repair shops, and hangars, France is ex-
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career. Yet Bolton in all the years had not
won a pennant. Now Bolton was out in
front fighting on even terms against a club
that had been a three-to-one favorite at the
outset of the season.

Crack! As the crowd rose to its feet the
whistling line drive curved outside the dia-
mond and crashed into the bleachers, foul
by ten feet. Two-strikes.

JERRY resumed herseat, noting that Hath-
away had not risen. He sat just as he
bad been sitting; but cigar ashes were spill-
ing over his coat. She leaned toward him
and tapped him upon the knee, smiling. His
eyes lightened in that way she loved. She
knew Zebulon Hathaway, knew every angle
of his quiet, lovable character. His was the
soul of the creator, the impresario. Jerry
had known him to spend the entire profits
of a season in order that his club might be
strengthened by a pitcher or two, or a brace
of hard-hitting outfielders. Yet where was
the glory for him? The players got it all,
and the manager. Excépt, of course, when
the club was trailing. Then it was Zebulon
Hathaway that—

Crack! ’

There was no doubt about the destination
of the ball this time. It was going over the
second baseman’s head, high. And it was
lifting like a well-hit golf ball. The cen-
ter fielder, head down, was digging for the
outer confines.

“Hi! Get it, Garrity!” Jerry’s outery,
piercing the silence, seemed to spur the
fleeting outfielder who, turning upon the
moment, launched himself into the air,
reaching high with his gloved hand.

The ball struck the tip of the fingers,
crashed on and rolled among wagons and
motor-cars parked by the fence. The man
on second had walked home and the batter
had no need of undue haste in crossing

the plate.
“Never mind, Mr. Hathaway,” said
Jerry. “Our best batters will be up in a

minute.”

They came up, after Strang of the Millers
had got a base on balls and Braun had hit
Into a double play, ending the disastrous
Inning. Each of the three Badger batters
landed on the ball forcefully. But in two
cases the grounders sizzled straight into the
gloves of the second baseman and short-stop
respectively; the final out came when the
left-fielder picked a booming fly right off the
fence.

For a full minute after the game the
crowd sat, or stood,
as though dazed.
The Badgers had
entered this series
two games in the
lead. The citizen of
Bolton who could
not vizualize the
Pennant floating
from the club flag-

pole was a man devoid of any imagination
whatever. Indeed the Bolton Courier on the
day of the first game of the crucial series
had printed a half-tone of the pole with the
broad pennant sketched in—a bold and im-
mensely popular flight of optimism.

Now the two game lead had disappeared,
the race was tied, and fan-like there came
the murmur of direst forebodings concerning
the morrow.

“Well, Jerry.” Zebulon Hathway slowly
rose. ‘‘Wasn’t our day, was it?”’

Before the girl could reply, Thomas Rip-
ley, president of the Bolton Bank, tapped
the magnate upon the shoulder in passing.

“Hard luck, Hathaway. Seems to me we
need better batters. Field beautifully, of
course. The Millers have us in hitting,
though. There’s your problem.” Ripley
laughed. ‘“Now come down some morning,
ilatha’.’way, and tell me how to run my

ank.

Seizing Hathaway by the arm, Jerry liter-
ally drew him out of the hectoring crowd,
down the aisle to a gate leading onto the
field. ’

“They make me simply furious, these
know-it-alls.” ;

“Jerry.” Hathaway gazed at her with
a little smile. “Always remember that the
most popular things in this world are the
things that the greatest number of people
can criticize.” .

“That’s true, Mr. Hathaway. But ther
is a limit to the badgering and hectoring you
have to stand.” :

“Oh, that’s the nature of my business. I
am dealing in something that comes close
to the hearts of lots of people. Have to
expect all you get. Now if we win the pen-
nant to-morrow—" Zebulon Hathaway
paused.

Jerry glanced at him swiftly. They were
walking across the field toward the dressing-
room in the wake of the departing crowd.

“We will win, won’t we?”’

“Jerry—we have to win. We're so close
now, I'd hate to lose. Sentiment aside, the

club’s interest needs a pennant. We’re going.

to lose three good men through the Big
League draft this fall. That means the up-
hill climb begins again next year. Win a
pennant now and we'll carry along on mo-
mentum for two or three seasons. Other-
wise, pretty slim pickings, girl. Just a
minute.”

Hathaway walked into the dressing-room.
The light was dim and the players, normally
high-spirited young men were moving about
silently. Gloom invested the atmosphere.
Blauvelt, the manager, stood apart, frown-
ing. He had just finished saying things to
his players.

“All right, Tom.” Hathaway waved his
hand heavily. “Boys, you did all you could.
You can’t beat the breaks. No kick from
me. Better Iuck to-morrow.”

He went out of the apartment, heavy with

31

its odors of perspiration, liniment and steam,
and helped Jerry into his rusty Ford run-
about.

“Well, Jerry—home now, where we can
forget baseball. Bob’s going to be there.”
There was a little chuckle of pride in the
man’s voice.

«“’ Bob!,’

“Yes, got a wire from him from Chicago
this morning. Forgot to tell you.”

Jerry unconsciously straightened in her
seat. Hathaway glanced quizzically at her.

“Be glad to see Bob, won’t you, Jerry?”

“Why, of course, Mr. Hathaway—natur-
ally. Is there anything special; 1 mean in
his coming?”’

““Guess not. He’s with the president of
the C. and D.; in bis private car. Sort of a
trip, I suppose. Said he’d be here for a day
or two.”

“Isn’t that fine! Bob has done awfully
well, hasn’t he?”

The remark was superfluous. Jerry knew
it was superfluous, but she had to say some-
thing casual, and that was all that occurred
upon the moment. She knew precisely, in
every detail, just how well Zebulon Hatha-
way’s son had done. Since the time when
she had been a co-ed at a great western
university and Bob Hathaway, one class
above, had been a blazing intercollegiate
pitching star, she had followed his career
with a pride that contained more than a
little of the proprietary element.

As a freshman, Hathaway a slashing
sophomore, she had attracted his attention
at a fraternity dance. Since then their
friendship had been not without romance.
It had endured throughout college. And
when she was senior and Bob was working
in a law office in Chicago, studying for the
bar at night, he came infrequently to the
university to see her.

THERE was no doubt of the quality of
his friendship for Jerry Dane, but he
was very ambitious for himself, whole-
heartedly so, while he would not have been
human had not the adulation that comes
to an intercollegiate star turned his head
sufficiently to render hero worship a valued
fuel to his self-esteem. Of this Jerry had
given him enough and to spare.

Attractive though she undeniably was, her
reputation in senior year was that of a girl
bound, sealed and delivered to the great
Bob Hathaway. This deprived her of
pleasures which otherwise would have been
hers for the taking. She began to wonder
whether the affair with
Hathaway was not
more than a little one-
sided. Very deliberate-
ly she put the matter to
the test and learned
that it was even more
unbalanced than she
had suspected.

This knowledge came
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In allthe history of Bolton
nothing so stupendous as
Bob Hathaway’s home
run had ever occurred
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in the spring term. But she found she could
not bring herself to build upon it. Hatha-
way, tall, 'rangy, distinguished, filled her
mind completely. Beside him other men
were nothing. The trouble was she was in
love. But she had her self-respect and a
strong character to back it.

Her plan, upon graduation had been to
enter journalism in Chicago, but illness had
made a hopeless invalid of her father, a
brilliant, though improvident newspaper
man. It devolved upon Jerry to support
him and she turned to the first thing that
offered, as it happened, a position as ste-
nographer in the offices of the Bolton Base-
ball Club.

Here she had become invaluable to Zebu-
lon Hathaway. Eventually he had made
her secretary of the club. When her father
died—her mother had long been dead—she
took lodgings in a boarding-house, but spent
much of her time at the Hathaways, where
she had become to all intents and purposes
a daughter.

As for Bob Hathaway, he had succeeded.

€ was now assistant general counsel of the
C. and D. Railroad with even more brilliant
Prospects ahead. His parents heard from

Im now and again, but not often. Jerry
had read in a Chicago paper of his reported
¢ngagement to a great grain operator’s
daughter. Evidently nothing had come of
it. Again she had heard of him in Washing-

ton, a figure in an economic conference.
Once had come to Jerry, a short letter post-
marked Paris. Allin all a young man climb-
ing to success in an airplane.

Yes, Jerry knew how well he had done.
For that matter she had received a letter
from him not a week ago intimating he
might shortly come to Bolton, a letter sur-
prising in its friendly warmth. Yet Jerry
could not understand why she should have
been surprised; Bob Hathaway had blown
warm and cold with her throughout their
acquaintance. Perhaps, she decided. it was
because she had not heard from him for
nearly a year. At all events she had not
answered the letter, in fact had forgotten it
until Zebulon Hathaway called his son to
her mind.

HATHAWAY turned the car from the

main road into a treeshaded street
with decent homes of an older period in the
city’s development standing well back from
the road. He sighed half humorously.

“If Bob had only stuck to pitching, the
Badgers wouldn’t be fighting tooth and nail
for first place to-morrow. We’d be miles out
in front.” :

Jerry laughed shortly.

“They say,” went on Hathaway, ‘the
only college pitcher that ever compared
with him was that Yale fellow, Dutch Carter.
Had eight offers from major teams. I never

saw a pitcher like the boy in the big league
orJout.” ,
erry glanced at the man. .

“Of course you’re not sorry Bob decided
as he did.”

“Should say not.” Hathaway brought
the car to a standstill in front of an iron -
fence bounding a lawn which led to an old-
fashioned white dwelling. *Only I'd like to
see—or hear—a little more from Bob. M%
and I love that boy, you know. We—
Hathaway ceased speaking. He sat for a
moment, gazing vacantly over the wheel.
“Well, girl; let’s get out.”

As he opened the gate for her she shook
her head negatively. “I don’t think I'll come
in, Mr. Hathaway. I have some mending
I must do and—"” Her voice died away.

Hathaway frowned.

“Of course you'll come in. You know
how ma counts on you for supper. Then I
told you Bob will be here; if he isn’t here
already. You want to see him, don’t you?”

“Yes, but—""

The door of the house opened at the mo-
ment and a hearty voice broke in upon her
faltering speech.

“Hello there, father. Hello, Jerry.”
With his arm about the shoulders of his
mother Bob Hathaway came out on the
porch, looking down at the two as they ad-
vaned up the pathway. It occurred to
Jerry that he might have come down to
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them. Buthedidn’t. He stood as a poten-
tate might stand waiting to greet his sub-
jects. He radiated well-being and self-
satisfaction. A sparkle of light came into
Jerry’s eyes.

“Well, son.” Zebulon shook hands with
the young man, eying him with interest.
“You certainly are keeping yourself fit;
no extra weight at all.”

““Not much.” Bob Hathaway laughed.
“You see I keep in trim. . No, I—" Bob
glanced at Jerry, but she had walked past
him and was talking to his mother.
I find that physical exercise keeps you fitter
for business. Usually get it in at night—
too busy in the daytime—but I get it in all
right.”

“Do any pitching?”’

“Oh, I throw a ball sometimes at the-

athletic club when I find some one who can
hold me. But it’s mostly squash. Then
I have a fellow I pay to box with me.” He
glanced toward the girl. ‘“Hello, Jerry;
how is the only lady baseball secretary in
captivity?”’

“Oh, I'm all right, thanks, Bob.” Jerry
resumed something she had been saying to
Mrs. Hathaway.

THE young man eyed her with'interest.

Any young man would, as a matter of
fact. Bob Hathaway made as though' to
move to her side, hesitated and then turned
to his father. .

“Heard you were beaten to-day, father.
Tough luck. Got in too late to see the
scrap. George! I haven’t seen a ball
game in two years. Ties up the lead,
doesn’tit? Maybe it’s just as well, though.”

“What do you mean, ‘just as well,’
Bob?” Jerry Dane turned to him with em-
battled eyes.

“Well—’ Hathaway smiled enigmati-
cally—“T’ll explain about that later. In the
meantime mother says dinner is ready. I
haven’t had one of her dinners in so long
that my tongue is hanging out.”

Mrs. Hathaway smiled with priZe.

“I'm glad you haven’t forgotten them at
least, my son.”

“Forgotten them!” He enfolded the

4 NO, .

his father. “Have ome, father; they’re
a bit better than the ones you smoke.”

Zebulon Hathaway waved the case away
with a grunt.

“They may be better, son. But mine
are good enough for me.”” He drew a long
blunt cigar from his pocket and bit off the
end. “What is all this that’s on your
mind?”’

“TrATHER, listen. I've been busy, of

course. Fearfully busy. ButIhaven’t
been too busy to think of you. You may
think so. But I haven’t. There hasn’t
been a day when I haven’t thought of
mother and you and the home.”

“I know you have, Bob.” Mrs. Hath-
away looked defiantly at her husband.
“I’ve always said so.” .

“But what I mean is I’ve been thinking
along practical lines. I suppose you know
that the C. and D. freight and passenger
business along this division have been grow-
ing like the very deuce. And you know
what an increasingly important center
Bolton has become.”

“Yes.” The father nodded..

“You know, too, that the road needs,
has long needed, a more adequate terminal
in Bolton. Congestion right here is one of
our main problems.”

“Yes, so they say.”

“All right. I've been working on the
matter, apart from my legal duties, for
a year and now I'm empowered by the C.
and D. to make you an offer of a hundred
thousand dollars for your baseball plant.”

“Eh!” Hathaway’s cigar fell from his
mouth. He stooped to pick it up, but Jerry
anticipated him. Her face was flushed as
she arose and restored the lost weed to its
owner, an inscrutable expression in her eyes.

“You see, father, the ball-park is the most
available property adjacent to the present
terminal. ~ The two could be hooked upand
give us what we want for our present needs
with room for a project or two that the com-
pany has in mind. AsIsay,I have the papers
for signature with me.”
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“Another ball-park?”
stared at his father. .

“No—" the older man’s brows were
knitted—*I can’t think of a place that would
be any way accessible. The city has al-
ways been used to a central location. The
fans wouldn’t stand for it.”

“But look here, father, this isn’t a ques-
tion of what the fans would stand. It
isn’t a question of a ball-park, either. Can’t
you see—"” The young man brought his
fist down upon the table. “What I want is
to have you out of baseball altogether.”

“Qut of baseball!” Jerry Dane leaned
toward Bob Hathaway wide-eyed.

“ CERTAIN LY out of baseball, Jerry.
That’s precisely what I mean.” He
glanced at his father who sat frowning per-
plexedly. “You see, father, you’re not get-
ting younger every year. And thegame you’re
in is a thankless one. I'll bet you were
hounded all the way home this afternoon. I
can imagine what the Bolton Courier will have
to say. Then if you lose to-morrow ”

“We're not going to lose to-morrow,”
cried Jerry, her cheeks aflame.

“Well—you may. But even if you don’t
the game is a fine one to throw over. Noth-
inginit. You’ve done your work and here’s
your chance to get out with a substantial
profit. No more knocks, no more worry.
What do you say, father?”

Zebulon Hathaway glanced at his wife.

Mrs. Hathaway shrugged hopelessly, then
turned to her son with glowing eyes, study-
inghim, her face turning doubtful as he nodded
vigorously. In silence the battle waged with-
in her. Presently she faced her husband.

“Pa, I’'m afraid this is something you’ll
have to decide.”

Jerry half rose, then sat rigidly back in
her chair.

“There is only one way to decide, Mr.
Hathaway. Don’t you sell under any cir-
cumstances.”

“Jerry!” Young Hathaway’s exclama-
tion was sharp. ‘“You'’re crazy.”

The girl’s eyes flashed.

“I'm not crazy. Nothing was ever
so clear in my mind. You're throwing

Bob Hathaway

woman in his arms, kissing her upon
the cheek. “I haven’t forgotten lots
of things. Ii's good to be home, I'll
say that.”

Mrs. Hathaway clung to her big,
fine-looking, distinguished boy, eagerly,
pathetically. A look of pain crossed
Jerry’s eyes. She turned her head
away,

:Well, I must run along,” she said.

Not staying to dinner!” Mrs.
Hz}‘thaway’s voice was poignant.

Of course she’s staying to dinner.”
Bob’s voice was masterful. “I've got
several things to say that she ought to
hear, especially since she is secretary
of the ball club.”

‘If—if—" she stammered—"you
mean it is business, why then——"

Yes, it’s business-—and other things.

ITA WEIMAN, successful

playwright and author of
short stories enjoyed for the
power of their human appeal,
has written for the next issue of
your magazine one of the out-
standing stories of her career.
It is called “Two Masters.”
Look for it in October

a sum of money in your father’s face
and asking him to crawl up on the
shelf and die. Have you any concep-
tion what this lifework of Mr. Hatha-
way’s means to him? Do you think
it’s a mere business? Do you know
what it would mean if he didn’t have
it? Do you know your father at all?”

Bob Hathaway laughed easily. '

“Yes, I know him, Jerry. I know
an old man of the sea has been sitting
on his shoulders longer than I can re-
member. And I want him to spend
the rest of his days in ease.” -

“Bob Hathaway—"’ Jerry arose, con-
fronting him—‘“you think you know
so much. But there are some things

- you don’t know, or at least don’t ap-
preciate. I think it would be the most
dreadful mistake if Mr. Hathaway sold

his club.”

usiness first, though. I say, mother,
lef::’s di(ﬁ;:1 ; I'm famished. We can talk
after dinner. Jove ; you cer-
tainly look ﬁt.”J b Jervs

“Thank you. So do you. Can I help
you, Mrs. Hathaway?”

_“No, everything’s ready. I cooked this

ler myself, Bob—just because you were

coming home,”

I
“Father—Jerry—" Bob Hathaway drew

his chair back from the table, took a leather
cigar case from his pocket and offered it to

“A hundred thousand dollars.” Hath-
away puffed meditatively. ‘“That’s a pretty
fair offer, son.”

“You bet it’s a fair offer. I had to work
to bring it about. But I succeeded.”
He turned to his mother, who reached out
and ran her hand gently over his hair.

“H’'m. Yes, a fair offer. Fair. But,
son, look here. Bolton has been building
like the mischief for ten years. I can’t
think of a place where we could put another
ball-park.”

The young man, who had been watch-
ing her with an expression of admira-
tion and keen speculation, nodded as though
he had reached some satisfactory conclusion.
Then he gestured at his father.

“As mother says, this is something for
you to decide. But I'm telling you there’s
only one decision to make. Look what you
can do. You can travel anywhere to see
ball games; can go on to the World’s Series
every year, have the time of your life; 'a.ll
the baseball you want, if that’s the point
that’s sticking.”

(Continued on page 66)
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A Message from the American

Legion to the Elks

M,

By Oswald Ryanv

of the National Executiva C

can Legion sends its greetings and
appreciation to the great brotherhood
of the Elks. The Elks have challenged the

THE great comradeship of the Ameri-

admiration of the Legionaires of the United’

States by their organized patriotic efforts,
their insistence upon devotion to the com-
mon life of the Republic, and their vigorous
hostility to forces sinister to American insti-
tutions. The Elk contribution to the
nation-wide observance of Flag Day alone
would justify this Order’s claim to a per-
manent place of honor In _the annals of
fraternal secret societies which have aided
in the development of free institutions.

The Benevolent and Protective Order of
Elks and the American Legion have this in
common: both believe aggressively that a
nation worth dying for in time of war is a
nation worth living for in time of peace.

Never before in the history of the United
States has there been greater need for the
faith of this conviction than there is right
now. Strange voices are being heard in the
city’s streets, calling for new and strange
allegiances. Old foundations and old loyal-
ties seem to have lost something of their
traditional power, and we are not so sure
to-day as we were yesterday of that stability
and strength = which always heretofore
formed the base of our}'l nagopal ;llfi.n on by

One great purpose shared In c ¢
the Amg:ricar? Il:ggion and the Eisafd t::,-e
development of a greater reveren -
spect fgr law and order in the United States.
What an amazing revelation awaits the
citizen who makes a comparative study of
crime among the nations! Ten times more
people annually loose their lives through
murder in the United States in proportion
to population than in any other great nation
in the world. The city of Chicago alone
with a population of less than three millions
had more murders during the last year .than
all of England, Scotland and Wales with a
combined population of more than forty
millions. More persons lost their lives tfy
murder within the last twenty-four years in
the United States than were killed on the
battlefield of the Civil War!

NOWHERE on earth is human life held
so cheaply as it is in the United States.
Yet our Declaration of Independence opens
with a guarantee of /fe, liberty, and the
pursuit of happiness! We must wipe this
shameful stain from our national escutcheon.
By our determined efforts we must hasten
the day when every man from pauper to
millionaire who lives in the United States
will be compelled to take off his hat to the
American flag and to respect the American
law. Thus only can we of the Legion and
we of the Elks fulfill our solemn obligation
to_the American ideal of orderly freedom.

The patriotic activities of the B. P.O.E.
which gather about the commemoration of
the Flag suggest another objective dear to
the American Legion—the dissemination of
knowledge concerning the American Con-
stitution and American institutions. Patri-
otism in a self-governing country can come
in only one way. It can come only from an

understanding of the meaning of Constitu-
tional liberty; from an understanding of the
great principles that underlie American
institutions; and from an appreciation of
the great price with which they were pur-
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THIS article is, in substance,
an address delivered by Mr.
Ryan to the Annual Convention
of the Elks State Association
of Indiana, at Michigan - City,
August 4, 1922, Mr. Ryan was
designated by the National
Americanism Commission of the
American Legion to deliver this
message to the convention. He
is a member of Anderson, In-
diana, Elks Lodge No. 209, and

was chairman of the Resolu-
tions Committee of the Indiana
State Association Convention.

chased on fields of blood. Somebody has
said if the man who assassinated Abraham
Lincoln had first looked into the face of that
gentlest and greatest of Presidents, he would
never have done the deed; that no man who
understood the heart of Lincoln could have
become his assassin. So with America.
No man or woman who has an understand-
Ing of the great principles underlying the
American Republic will ever have the desire
to thrust the knife into its fine life.

AN INTELLIGENT understanding of

_our Constitution and Government, our
traditional free institutions, is doubly need-
ful in this hour. The assault against Amer-
Ica to-day is one of argument, not bombs.
The siuster voices I have mentioned are
proclaiming the superiority of a system of
government and society other than ours.
Their attack is by argument, and such an
attack can not be met by ridicule, threats,
the suppression of speech or by jail war-
rants. You can put your Communist in
jail l?ut his ideas will run the streets of
the city sowing seeds of distrust that un-
dermine the faith of men.

If Webster and the men of the North had
met the Constitutional arguments of Cal-
houn and ‘the men of the South with the
weapons of ridicule, suppression, or imprison-
ment and had dodged the necessity for argu-
ment and reason, the history of our country
would have been changed. Webster and
the men of the North met the argumentative
attack of the South by the consummate de-
fense of proving by masterly exposition the
superiority of nationalism over State sover-
eignty, thereby convincing the people of the
North. that we were one nation with one
flag instead of many nations with many
flags. Upon the great Constitutional convic-
tion thus planted in the heart of the North,
Abraham Lincoln was able to raise the
enormous army which kept the stars in the
flag and saved the Union.

of the American Legion

We must defend America to-day by plant-
ing into the mind of every citizen, young
and old, the truth about America and her
institutions. This means, in a large way, an
educational problem, an intelligence task.
From this angle the Elks and the Legion-
aires of the- United States approach the
great work of defending America against
her enemies in time of peace.

THE magnitude of the work will impress
any one who has come into contact with
the deadly indifference of large groups of our
citizens to their National obligation. The
problem of Americanization is improperly
confined to the presence of the foreign born
in our midst. The difficult question is not
so much how to Americanize the foreigner
from over there as it is how to Americanize
the American over here. Nothing can ever
destroy this Government except the apathy
of the people themselves. God save America
from the Americans who are indifferent to
her national welfare and ignorant cf her
manifest destiny! .

In the drive for world peace the American
nation is destined to take a leading part.
Both the Legion and the Elks have the
opportunity to contribute substantially to
the development of an effective, righteous
public opinion on the subject of peace and
war. Neither organization has ever extolled
the doctrine of peace at any price. Neither
is professional pacifist. To both member-
ships the preservation of our National honor
and integrity takes precedence over love of
peace for its own sake. Yet both the Legion
and the Elks have it in their power to ad-
vance the cause of peace through the dis-
semination of the truth about peace and
war.

The visitor to St. Paul’s Cathedral in
London—that magnificent monument to
the genius of the great English architect,
Sir Christopher Wren—will be impressed by
its resemblance to Westminster Abbey. The
great cathedral contains many of England’s
noble dead. You gaze upon the splendor of
Wellington’s tomb. You admire the resting
place of Lord Nelson who expected every
Englishman “to do his duty.” You are
impressed by the empty tomb of Kitchener
who was lost at sea. Far removed from the
splendor and glory of these sepulchres in the
most obscure corner of the cellar you come
upon a plain white slab which marks the
burial place of Sir Christopher Wren the
architect. You read upon this simple stone
these words: ‘‘If you would find his monu-
ment look around you.”

SUCH an epitaph js the ambitious hope of
the great comradeship of the Legion and
the great brotherhood of the Elks. Let us
strive together as we think together that
future generations may say of us: “If you
would find their monument look around
you and behold a stronger, more glorious
national life.” Let us keep up the great
fight to preserve America, the last, best
hope of earth until the last Brother Elk and
the last Comrade wrap the drapery of their
couch about them and lie down to dream.
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The Mission of the State Association

A Word as to Iis Scope and News of Meetings
Recently Held or Soon to Come .

HE season is at hand when the State
Association assembles in annual
meeting. Of State Associations,

there flourish all told, thirty-three, organ-
ized and actively engaged.

Under Grand Lodge law, joining an Asso-
ciation is purely a voluntary act on the part
of the Lodge. Nevertheless, in several
States, New Jersey recently among therr},
Association membership has reached a basis
of one hundred per cent. This furnishes
testimony of State Association growth and
popularity in the.dominion of the Benevo-
lent and Protective Order of Elks. .

Happily, the Statc Association is proving
a vigorous and valuable agency for internal
improvement among Subordinate Lgdges,
and in thjs particular, the State Association
has amply vindicated the wisdom and
utility of its existence. Logically, all the
influences are for general and substantial
betterment of Elk conditions. The Associa-
tion stipulates and radiates fraternal interest
and does not neglect to cultivate the graces
of good fellowship. It expandsand strength-
ens and welds the personal element into one
mammoth Elk family. Then, too, it supplies
diversion and inspiration for the many, who,
by one fate or another, arc denied oppor-
tunity to attend and enjoy _Grand Lodge
meetings. In generous emulation, the State
Association, by means of contesting degree
teams, exemplifies the finest arts in staging
and impressing the initiation ceremony.
Almost invariably, the public parades,
given under its auspices, are events of sur-
Passing local repute. o

Moreover, the State Association discusses
Community and Social Welfare work and
compares results with wide-sprea_d a.d‘van-
tage, and is fruitful in advancing ideas
that promote larger and more splendid
achievement. .

In a brief word, State Association meetings
kindle enthusiasm and make for wider and
closer friendships and stronger Lodges.
These concrete and praiseworthy objectives,
collectively considered, recount the reason
and the rewards of the State Association.

B.
« . P.O.
E.

With splendid representation and a fine
outburst of enthusiasm, the New Jersey
Association conducted its 1922 gathering of
the Elk clans simultaneously with the ses-
sion of the Grand Lodge in Atlantic City.
Retiring President John H. Case reported
that the five Subordinate Lodges instituted
in the State during the year then closing hiad
all of them applied and been elected to
membership in the State Association, and
that every Lodge in New Jersey was now an
affiliate. Joseph G. Buch of Trenton Lodge,
No. 105, was elected President, and Edgar
T. Reed of Perth Amboy, No. 784, was
chosen Secretary. Social and Community
Welfare work was discussed, and a com-
mittee was instructed to devote careful at-
tention to this important detail. The Ad-
visory Committee of the Association is made
up of Past Presidents, of which there are
nine. Other officers chosen were:

Vice-Presidents—Wm. J. Reichly, Asbury
Park, No. 128 (Central); B. T. Foulkes,
Orange, No. 135 (Northwest); Henry Gil-

hause, Oradell (Northeast); Thomas J.
Mooney, Burlington, No. gg6 (South). Ser-
geant-at-Arms—]J. J. Vreeland, Dover, No.
782. Tiler—William E. Ward, . Phillips-
burg, No. 395. Chaplain—Rev. Francis H.
Smith, Trenton, No. 105. Organist—Edw.
L. Glaser, Hoboken, No. 74. . . o

It is the intention of President Buch to
provide an annual outing for every crippled
child in New Jersev. The plan is in process
of formation. Trenton, in which city Mr.
Buch resides, gave a picnic August 7. Hun-
dreds of maimed and unfortunate children
were the guests of the Trenton Elks. ~ So
systematic was the search for crippled chil-
dren that it is believed not one was over-
looked. Pastors and priests announced from
their pulpits that the Elks had arranged the
entertainment. Consequently all of the big
and little white and black.cripples responded.
The Dolphin line of boats carried the young-

sters to Island Beach, formerly Burlington-

Island Park.

B.
P. O,
E.

The 1922 Session of the Pennsylvania
State Elks Association is expected to estab-
lish many new standards, at Scranton. - An
advance roll call shows that 115 Lodges will
be represented by 300 delegates. It is con-
templated that 20,000 members of the
Order will attend. The city is due to be in
holiday dress, resplendent with the National
Colors mingling with the Purple and White
of the Elk Brotherhood. A Court of Honor
has been beautifully conceived, around
which the festivities are to revolve. There
are to be drill contests and competitive con-
certs. An unusual picnic is to take place at
Rocky Glen, and a grand ball at the local
Armory. A banquet at the Hotel Casey is
to be a feature of the Convention opening.
It is confidently prophesied that -nine
hundred persons will attend. The toast-
master appointed is Judge M. F. Sando,
who presides in the Orphans’ Court in
Lackawanna County. Charles H. Grakelow,
of Philadelphia Lodge No. 2, is to preside.
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Nebraska Elks _ai‘e:}r';él.i.xxing‘ to .the‘}‘i'de;i.

-of organizing Junior: Lodges. Naturally:

their powers in such matters are recom-

mendatory only. This is an important
question which the Grand Lodge will ponder- .

with the help of the Committee ori Good of
the Order, and the report will not be due
until theé Grand-Lodge meeting of 1923 in
Atlanta.
Convention held at Columbus, -officers were
chosen, as follows: President—W. W. Jenne,
Talls City; First Vice-President—Carl Cra-
mer, Columbus; Second Vice-President—
K. C. Haverly, Hastings; Third Vice-
President—Daniel B. Butler, Omaha; Sec-
retary—]J. H. Cuddy, Chardon; Treasurer—
C. B. Nicodemus, Fremont; Trustees—
C. A. McCloud, York; Guy Tauveil, Lin-
coln; A. B. Hoagland, North Platte. The
principal speaker was District Judge Spears.
He reported progress in the construction of
Omaha’s million-dollar Elk- Home. The
finale of the convention was_ the initiation
of twenty candidates into Columbus Lodge.

‘gates a notable time.

At the Annual ‘Nebraska State

The cerenl.lony was conducted by teams from
Lincoln and North Platte. -

B.
P. O.
E.

Anacortes proved at the annual meeting
of the Washington State Elks Association,
that while it is small in comparison with'
some of the other cities in the State, it pos-
sessed sufficient resources to give the dele-
Elks from the east
side -of the State met west side members in
large  numbers, exchanging ideas and plan-
ning -for the  development of the Order on a
larger scale than ever before in Washington.
A question relating to Lodge vacations in
summer . occupied - considerable attention.
The theory was advanced that a long vaca-
tion breaks the thread of interest, rendering
more difficult the resumption of activities in
the Fall. Some Lodges made the cuntention
that two months’ vacation is sufficient, while
a greater number decided to take no vaca-
tion at all. o

B.
. P.O,
E.

Columbia (S. C.) Elks are not losing a
moment in preparing for the next meeting of
the South Carolina State convention, al-
though it is not to be held until May, 1923.
The announcement is made by the new
President, J. Gordon Hughes, of Union,
that the Elks will have the cooperation of
the Columbia Chambeér of Commerce, all
civic organizations and practically every
citizen in an effort to surpass the -interest
and attendance.  characterizing- the. 1922
session at Greenville. L

B.
P. O.
E.

The second annual convention of the
Maryland State Elks Association, at Frost-
burg, attracted a large attendance. On the
opening and final days, business sessions
were held. [Entertainment ranged from
dancing, ball games, parades, fireworks,
band ‘concerts, aquatic.sports, -a circus. and
motor sight-seeing trips to athletic contests.

B.
P. O.
i E.. .

- The California State Elks Association
will_hold a three-day meeting, beginning
October 11, at Santa Monica. At eight
o’clock in the evening, on the first day, the
address of welcome will be delivered at
Ocean Park Auditorium, followed by a con-
cert. Thursday, October 12, will be devoted
to a- golf tournament, parade, election of
officers, drill, ritualistic, bowling. and band
concerts. Friday will mark the second day
of the golf tournament, another business
meeting of the convention, a baseball game,
jinx and prize awards; also a motor ride in
Ocean Park Plaza. The last day will be de-
voted to golf tournament finals, closing of the
convention, a motor party and a grand ball.

B,
P. O,
B.
. At the seventeenth annual session of the
Iowa State Elks Association, held at Water-
loo, following the election of officers, it was
(Continued on page 64)
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A Boy’s Club That Makes Good Men

A Phase of the Community Welfare

“An El: Is Every Boy’s Friend—All the Time™

AKING the foregoing motto, as
adopted by the Big Brothers of the

Benevolent and Protective Order of
Elks, and applying its principle to the boy
situation, the Elks of Seattle Lodge No. g2,
and particularly that portion of the mem-
bership active as the Big Brother Com-
mittee, have successfully inaugurated two

outstanding enterprises to the end of.

increasing and advancing the spirit of
American patriotism, the practice of thrift
and the building of manly character.

Stated in exact terms, the Elks of Seattle
have inaugurated an annual picnic for all
the boys of Seattle, which event is held on
Flag Day with exercises calculated to instil
into the hearts of the young that reverence
an Elk himself feels for the Star-Spangled
Banner.

Seattle Elks have o'z established a self-
supporting Boys’ Club which is non-sectarian
in character, and is patronized and supported
by the homeless youth of that far-north-
western city. In both enterprises, Seattle
Lodge has ecarned public praises by the
wholesale. As a matter of fact, the picnic
annually given for all the boys of Seattle
is the direct result of the organization of the
Seattle Boys’ Club.

This organization came into being in 1918
when the attention of a number of the
members of the Big Brother Committee of
Seattle Lodge was invited to a so-called
Boys’ Home.

Among others, the interest of Superior
Judge Calvin S. Hall, member of the Big
Brother Committee of Scattle Lodge, and
always keenly interested in juvenile cases,
was attracted to this Boys’ Home by the
appearance before his Court of a youthful
inmate to answer a charge of burglary. De-
velopments in the case impressed Judge Hall
with the splendid opportunities afforded
for character building. In the instance
of the Boys’ Home, once its incorrigibles
were eliminated the institution was re-
established upon an upstanding basis of
management and supervision. At first,
Judge Hall was puzzled as to how to solve
the problem of reformation. However, it
presently developed that the man in charge
of the institution did not enjoy an enviable
reputation for square dealing. In fact, it
was revealed that the institution was in-
debted to various local concerns for food and
clothing and was in arrears for rent. These
conditions, coupled with other facts, sup-
plied ample reason for taking a hand in
improvement.

AT a meeting of the Big Brother Com-
mittee of Seattle Lodge these men, all
imbued with the spirit of the Big Brother
motto, listened to Judge Hall’s story of the
institution which was threatened with disas-
ter. They subsequently visited the place and
decided to act. Steps were at once taken
to oust the “manager.” This was followed
by the expulsion of those boys deemed in-
corrigible. 'When the “house cleaning”
process was completed, hardly a dozen boys
were left, but these formed the nucleus of the
Seattle Boys’ Club of to-day, which boasts of
thirty-seven self-supporting lads, all in the
best of health, and all employed at lucrative
occupations.
After the Elks had taken charge of the

institition, new quarters and cleaner sur-
roundings were sought. - Past Exalted Ruler
Ivers discovered that the palatial former res-
idence of E. O. Graves, one time Treasurer
of the United States, could be secured at
a reasonable figure.
Committee launched a drive for funds,
bought the home outright, and vested title
to it in the name of the Seattle Boys’ Club,
the name adopted for the organization, in
order to establish the institution in the minds
of the public as other than charitable.

EVER since the institution has been sup-
ported by the senior and junior mem-
bers. The seniors comprise the members of
the Big Brother Committee of Seattle Lodge
and-a number of other members of the Lodge
philanthropically inclined. The junior
membership comprises the boys themselves,
who pay their way. Each junior member
is assessed so much per week for board, and
a fixed percentage of his earnings is set aside
for clothing. Every lad is allowed a certain
amount of spending money, but all are re-
quired also to deposit a certain percentage
of earnings in a savings bank.

The latter requirement is usually the first
stipulation at which a new candidate for
Club membership hesitates, but after'a few
weeks’ trial, it becomes the most popular

‘rule of all. As a result, there are now three

boys there who have close to $1,000 in the
bank; several with over $300, and all have
accounts of from $30 to $400.

. Thrift therefore becomes one of the most
Important instructions of the Seattle Boys’

.Club. By the time these lads attain their

majorities, and are thereby automatically
released from membership as juniors in the
organization, they have mastered the lesson
of money-saving, which otherwise very
hkgly would never have been learned.
This mastery puts the minor on an inde-
pendent basis, since nothing more effectively
points and provides the way to uprightness
and geod . citizenship than financial inde-
pendence.
. Eaclg lad, after a few weeks’ membership,
is required to start his bank account. This
implants a consciousness of independence
and an absolute knowledge that he is not
dependent upon charity.

The institution is governed by the boys

themselves, with the senior members exer-

cising general supervision and meeting with
the boys at least once a week. The boys
have adopted house rules which are rigidly
enforced, and only once since the establish-
ment opened under the auspices of the Elks
Big Brother Committee has it been found
necessary to call upon the senior board in
the matter of enforcing discipline. Unless
specifically excused for a good reason, all
the boys, who live at the Club, are compelled
to be within their quarters at 10 o’clock
each night. Even on Saturday night,
special permission must be secured to be
out after that hour. Inspite of the apparent
rigor of this rule, and the general inclination
of boys between fifteen and twenty years
to remain out late, especially on Saturday
night, it is seldom that requests for per-
mission to stay out until a later hour are
made. The boys now at the Club are a
fine lot, well behaved, gentlemanly, and
filled with a spirit of self-reliance and inde-
pendence.

The Big Brather.

Work of Seattle Lodge

P

The steady growth of the organization
recently made the addition of a wing to the
building necessary. It was estimated to
cost $3,000, and a campaign to raise that
sum was launched. It was decided to give
a masquerade ball, and W. W. Woodbridge
thought of the title of ‘“Purple Bubbles
Ball,” which proved a most popular motif.
Instead of realizing the $3,000, the receipts
of the Purple Bubbles Ball totaled over
85,000, and the Seattle Boys’ Club treasury
is therefore - richer by $2,000 more than
was necessary to pay for the wing just
added to the home. The result inci-
dentally testifies to the popularity in Seat-
tle of any movement initiated by the
Seattle Elks for the. benefit of the boys of
the city. : -

- So much for the Boys’ Club itself. The
annual picnic given under the auspices of
Seattle Elks for all the boys of Seattle is the
result of a first picnic given by the Big
Brother Committee for the members of the
Boys’ Club when that institution was orig-
inally taken under the wing of the Big
Brother Committee. J. E. Rimbold was
Chairman of the Big Brother Committee,
and he suggested the idea of a monster Flag
Day picnic for all the boys of Seattle, to be
held June 14, 1920.™

“How many boys will you have to provide
for?”’ Rimbold was asked.

“Well, Seattle schools register about
80,000 children, and I guess half of them, at
least, are boys,” he replied.

“You can’t stage a picnic for 40,000
kids,” he was told.

“The Big Brother Committee can,”
Rimbold firmly replied.

They did. And it is a matter of history
that, as nearly as could be tabulated on that
happy occasion in June, 1920, 36,000 Seattle
boys were entertained by the Elks at Wood-
land Park.

ONE of the most inspiring scenes ever
staged anywhere was the assemblage of
that throng of boys ranging in years from
eight. to eighteei., standing bareheaded with
their right hands lifted to the heavens, while
they repeated the Elks’ Pledge of Allegiance
to the American Flag, echoing the words as
megaphoned to them by George Bouckaert,
at that time Exalted Ruler of Seattle
Lodge, and later District Deputy Grand
Exalted Ruler for the Northwestern district
of Washington. Thus was the beginning
auspiciously made.

Last year, the picnic was repeated. In-
stead of holding the festivity on Flag Day,
the Elks decided to stage it in connection
with the convention of the Washington
State Elks’ Association, which gathered in
Seattle the week following the Grand Lodge
Reunion at Los Angeles. Grand Exalted
Ruler William W. Mountain and a number
of other Grand Lodge officers and com-
mittee-men witnessed the inspiring pro-
ceedings. L

As a result of the activities of Seattle
Lodge in promoting the welfare of the boys
of that community, many other Lodges have
caught the step. Already every Elk Lodge
in the State of Washington has adopted the
boys’ picnic idea. So have numerous other
Lodges throughout the country.

Truly, an Elk is Every Boy’s Friend—All
the Time.
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The Elk at Work in His Community

Summer Outings Gladden the Hearts of

onela'.rvia.rté carriedhthe c;ijrst excursion
- enton’s physically defective
children to Island Park, where 690 crippled
tots had the time of their lives. The outing
gark,:ad t::he first annual “Krippled Kiddies’
Eli);l observance of the Trenton Lodge of
The youngsters were pi
\ : picked up by auto-
l?:et:iﬂﬁ following routes previously out-
. The traction company sent dozens
of trolley cars bearing Elks’ outing banners
?Ed shortly the children began to arrive at
Elf: ’wharf where members of the Lodge and
" s guards, resplendent in their purple and
w Ate uniforms, carried the kiddies aboard.
patriotic service was held, a baseball
(gl?.me was played, which the Elks lost to the
sappointment of the kids. Then there
w:{le gAa.mes and contests in charge of Max-
¥ : . Kraemer, Exalted Ruler of the
Trenton Elks. The program was unique,
ltfl planning requiring much earnest con-
si hciarﬁhon since only events were desired in
which physically handicapped children could
pagt;fmpatg. Braces and crutches seemed to
ltrllle(:n egle little, however; the kids {orgetting
ments Yl‘eﬁ in the exhilaration of the mo-
men b e treasure hunt was won by a lad
with oth legs crippled, whereas the bounc-
lb?rg,c all Rontqst went to a girl with a heavy
stag:& Trmlk-dnnkmg contest was also
staged. - 'wo small boys and girls were given
murs %h ottles filled with milk and for a
girlsew ey went back to baby days. The
g -mt]:ix But good things cannot last
orever; e call was soon sounded for the
return | ome and at the Trenton wharf an-
Other r:aecti oft automobiles and trolley cars
ﬁre(.;»ides.' y to whisk the children to their
ne important development of the ex:
;tél(;sl:? was the announcement of the official
a ec? K(.)igdqf August 7 as the annual “Krip-
P ik 1:3 Day” by the Trenton Lodge.
IS esgt hso came in from other State
= tltzg s to the effect that crippled children
Anelrhvu:lmtles would be given outings.
of a0'1:' ﬁ;bri_qvelqpment was the discussion
oAe ehabilitation program for crippled
childr enﬁto be adopted by the Trenton Elks
in an ttia ort to provide each child with an
qduca ondto enable it to offset the physical
a wort&lllr-lwh}i‘l(:alpc:?:e:n fc:xrtunate I haping
be appointed to report on tﬁzmﬁie st

e

anSg:l tihousamd Children were guests at
o Thg %rll k;he Buhl Farm near Sharon,
T sor o _of Sharon were the hosts.
TG e _enjoy everything going on in
lemoz-arcllng circus; to drink 1,000 gallons of
mon: 6e and. 1,500 bottles of pop; to
hrigh oogul)oupleces of hoky-poky ice-cream
ma,nn(’:r f0 ypops; to participate in every
manncr o dga.me devised by the ingenizus;
ok pleasa'n dance. and race—were some of
the preas Cﬁre? prow::’led for the participants
thls ¢ es’ Day.” Troops of boys and
girls %{/ﬂe from Sharon, Sharpsville, Wheat-
dren”s Hest IVI}ddlese.t, and from the Chil-
dren's T ome in Mercer and Farrel. Two
hundzc motor cars and other conveyances
were ept busy. C E. Ncudorfer, General

airman, was assisted by various’ commit-

ON AUGUST 7, 1922, the historic

Thousands of Kiddies

tees. In addition, practically the entire
membership of Sharon Lodge cooperated,
ably abetted by the wives, daughters or
sweethearts of the antlered brethren.

This was the first big outing of Sharon
Lodge of Elks, and a red-letter day for
the children of Shenango Valley. It was
11 o'clock at night when the festivities
ended with all Elks remembering in silence
the “absent brother.”

P

Indianapolis Lodge of Elks gave an'elabo-
rate entertainment in honor of the boys and
girls in Indianapolis Orphan Asylum, Gen-
oral Protestant Home, Indianapolis Day
Nursery, Sisters of the Good Shepherd and
the Colored Orphans’ Home—in all more
than 700. It was the twenty-second annual
remembrance of the Indianapolis orphans.
Wives of Elks served dinner for the guests
at Riverside Park. In the afternoon, there
were games of every description. Also 2
watermelon-eating contest. A picture of
the picnic was made. This will be awarded
to the institution, the children of which are
declared by the committee to be the best

singers.
&

Omaha Lodge, under the direction of its
Social and Community Welfare Committee,
gave a summer outing and picnic to 7,000
of Omaha’s neglected boys between the
ages of six and sixteen. The boys were as-
sembled at the Municipal Auditorium.
After moving pictures were shown, the
youngsters were conveyed to the scene of
festivities. Various games and contests
were staged. There were special awards for

- the winners and 2 prize for every child.

At five o’clock, the juvenile guests were
treated to a feast of barbecued beef, and
all the concomitant variations. Herbert
S. Daniel, Exalted Ruler, instructed every
Elk to see to it that not one worthy boy was
overlooked. It was the most important
event of its kind ever undertaken by Omaha

Lodge.
&

Brooklyn (N. Y.) Lodge, famous for its
is proud of its recent achieve-
ment in affording a day of happiness to
6,000 children, from 28 orphanages. One
hundred sight-seeing cars and 5o motor
busses conveyed the juvenile guests first
to Ebbets Field for a circus performance,
athletic events and a ball game between
boys from St. John’s Orphan Asylum and
Brooklyn Hebrew Orphan Asylum. The
award of prizes created lively interest.
But it was at Coney Island that the festiv-
ities came to joyous climax. The army of
youngsters fairly stormed and captured the
great pleasure place. Best part of all, there
was a feast of good things to eat. After
a day of cheer for the youngsters, 500 Elks
sat down to a clambake.

¥ 3

The second annual camp held for the poor
needy and crippled children of the cit);
of Pittsburgh was successful to the highest
degree. The Big Brother Committec of
Allegh=ny Lodge, No. 339, made this pos-

sible. Two hundred and forty-
and two hundredand sixty girls, be(z:,ece:?gs
ages of eight z}nd fourteen years, were e
tertained at Vilsack Fa‘rm, on the bank cn-
Pine Creek, seven miles from the c§to€
the former for the first weck, the ]atterlfy ;
the second. The children were sel tor
by the Salvation Army and the vaeg ed
organizations for the improvement of ¢ ;xo(i{s
tions among the poor. The parent ndj-

ardians of the children signed relea, s or
case of accident and placed them enstqs in
in charge of the Lpdge. Each child h gely
undergo 2 p}lysncz}l examination ad to
contagious 0T infectious diseases. C ualiur?;

_of their throats were taken and submitted t
o

the city bacteriologist, upon w
the acceptance or rejection th otslfel‘e;})]qrt
depended. Each child, when selecte dc ild
given a number and the number of the was
which it was to occupy while a guest c trle‘nt
sanitary conditions of the camp wer he
looked after, and the water, used for f] well
ing and for cooking purposcs, was rink-
absolutely pure by chemical analysis proven
The children were taken to ‘;:,1'
members owning automobiles, and . ;’t‘P by
by them at the end of the week l{jrncd
arrival at camp, each child was ShO\'Vn pon
tent and its own bed. The occupa to its
each tent were instructed to clect a ¢ nts of
who was held responsible for the car aptain,
and cleanliness of the tents and bnde, order
it be said that these inStI‘UCt';ns' Let
scrupulously carried out. The mea] S Wwere
were well balanced as to food Va? served
showed, notwithstanding the brief st ue and
the children had profited great] tahy , that
Wholesome candies were served ¥\ thereby.
day. The hours for sleep were Vflfe each
P. M. until 7 A. M. At 7:30, the c}(:»'r;] 10
were called by a b.ell, tents were swe ildren
made and tents aired, after which Spt, beds
paper and wastc materials were cattered
up. Another bell was a signal for tEathered
ing of faces and hands, and for b € wash-
which was served at a succession orfeakfast,
and a captain and lieutenant tables,
for each, saw to it that the pla t’e sIappomted
were washed and placed upon sha?d cups
ranged for that purpose. Lunch elves ar-
2 QI:ChIOCk and dinner at 6. eon was at
ere were various amus
ming pool, complete basebaﬁnngr‘;&h Swim-
boxnr}g gloves, swings and Slicli) ernalia,
provided. Professional baseba]] €s  were
had nothing on these small enthplz_lyers
when a game was on. Soft balls usiasts,
dles were furnished the small and pad-
likewise enjoyed the swings aglrls, who
equally as well as the boys. M ;‘d slides
tures were shown every evening, a ‘éllng pic-
erful radio equipment was instaﬁedn a pow-
bed-time stores and musical PI'Ogr’ whereon
received. qu§c!ays, Thurscays i}ms were
days were visiting days for th and Sun-
ang the public. € parents
complete emergency hospi )
stalled by 2 noted ph)’s}i,ciagszﬁgl was in-
who had entire supervision of tt?urgeon,
paying two or three visits each d e camp,
registered nurses were in conStan?;y' Two
ance, and two non-professional nuatte“d“
tended to the minor ailments of thr5e§ at-
ones, such as stubbed toes or scratch e little
from brambles or burry bushes ed limbs
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never yet been tried. There are those who tell
us that the world has tried the gospel of Christ,
and found it wanting. To that the answer is
simple. The world has never tried it, and in this
twentieth century of the so-called Christian era,
the simple wisdom of the Nazarene has yet to
be given a serious trial. I repeat that we have
tried everything else. There is nothing clse left
io try, and till this last experiment is whole-
eartedly attempted, the application of that
golden maxim which has waited from the days
of Confucius until now to be given even a fair
hearing, the world will remain as it is, and, what-
ever material progress we may make, whatever
new wonders of scipnce are revealed to us, our
slf)mtual progress will remain no higher than that
:hat:e savage who knows no other arbitrament
o his war-club—for, at present, though we
o not actually eat each other with horrid rites,
our boasted civilization is nothing more than a

hxg'Ilglhy dﬁ;/iloped cannibalism.
.. The old tag in our Latin grammars tau ht us
“injuria fit duobus modis, a%d!; i, out frau%e”—
Lnju}'y is done in two ways, eithier by force or
dy raud. But there is another much more
ba.ngerous way by which evil is done, and that is
y lack of imagination. In many cases we do
not fully realize the wrong that we are doing.
We do not sufficiently picture it and its effects
{o ourselves. We are often like men working a
ong-distance field gun, directed at some un-
?é:ln point miles away, arrived at by mathemat-
ical calculation. Though their conscious pur-
pose, of course, is destruction, the gun crew con-
ceives it but in general terms. They do not see
even in their mind’s eye the details of the horror
and agony which, as they calmly carry on their
;nﬁrderous duty, they are about to let loose on
ellow humap beings of whose existence they are
i:jompletely' ignorant, and against whom they
T:;.]ve certainly no feelings of personal hatred.
ey do mot even imagine that, at that very
moment, a similar gun hidden beyond the hon-
g& is trained on them with the same deadly
nt. Not till the torn and bloody limbs of

We've Got the

. Owing to the lack of Congressional ria
<t:lon the air branch of our gsrtal servicaépl?atg ll;een
s:mrtgllec d. The New YorE?Washington air mail
A I:tI:a was discontinued by order of Postmaster
Sl He ys on May 31, x921. This was the oldest

mail route in the United States started May
Ix)s, 1918. The routes now operated, like those
Citween New York, Cleveland, Chicago, Omaha,
“heyenne, Salt Lake City, Reno and San Fran-
iicq, and the side spurs from Chicago to St.
ulliss and from Chicago to St. Paul and Minne-
a{))g and Key West and Havana make a total of
a Tl]l:lt 3,500 miles covered each day on schedule.
i e Postal Department has 7o airplanes,
with z:o of these in the air each day and 12 more
builtyD be assembled. Most of these are re-
ou e Haviland 4’s equipped with Liberty
(Z)B ors and have a mail capacity of s00 pounds.
by v?'reecoo erating with the railroads the mail
petw n New York and San Francisco is cut
om ejﬁaﬁ) 42 hours, 16,000 letters are ad-
Vo thy by 42 hours and 40,000 by 24 hours.
put into e present plans of the Post-office are
el effect during the coming fiscal year,
h gh Lo ying will be inaugurated from brilliantly
agd % hl}andmg—ﬁeld_s either between New York
and 'Igﬁ,go or Chicago and Cheyenne, Wyo-
a tg. e New York-Chicago run is regarded
as ! e strategic one, but by reason of geograph-
lgahdlmgultles, it may be necessary to make the
i’}ui t flight from Chicago to Cheyenne. The
bg ted landing-fields-will be 200 miles apart with
eacons every twenty-five miles. At each bea-
co%v there will be an emergency landing-field.
; szf have already seen the remarkable record
or safe flying made by the aeromail service last
yfcar.‘ Here are some figures on the performance
of this branch of the service since May 15, 1918.

Trips Trips Tri
Pxogségk Defaulted in" o‘; ,};do:l;flbgl:
684 1.642 5,439 3,470,055

‘it is, but there is far more

The Golden Rule

(Continued from page 47)

a comrade, the fearful fragments of what but
a second before was a man, are hurled about
them, do they realize in what a foul business
they are engaged. At all events, their realiza-
tion is but vague and careless. Were it but
vivid and instant for them through the glass
of their imagination, it can hardly be thought
but that they would sicken and flee from their
task. It is not so much the cruelty of man’s
nature as his lack of imagination that accounts
for the incredible survival of war. Imagine that

* gun crew suddenly hearing a gentle voice coming

fo them strangely qut of the air, just as they are
on the point of firing: “As ye would that men
should do to you, do ye also to them likewise.”
Can we believe, if that should happen, that that
gun would ever be fired? However we may
despair of humanity, we must think better of
it than to believe that it would. And the
same applies to all forms of evil. There is,
alas! much deliberate wrong in the world, man’s

nature being compounded of good and evil as
that is done-because
we do not visualize the consequence of our actiors,
do not first try them imaginatively on_ourselves.
if only we could train qurselves to do - that for
one day, the sum of evil under the sun would
come down with a rush like a falling stock in a
panic. To combat evil all our immense im-
pedimenta of laws are vain and superfluous.
One law, one rule, alone is necessary. All “the
law and the prophets,” as Christ said, are in-
cluded in it; “Therefore all things whatsoever
ye would that men should do unto you, do ye
even unto them.” . .

Could anything be sim ler? Alas! it sounds
le that we disregard it as we do the utter-

s0 sim I
an:e of achild. Isa world so complicated to be
set right with so simple a formula? S‘[N}t]y‘tthe

i et it 1s

far from as simple as it looks, and t}ge reader I}as
but to ponder it seriously for a while to realize
what far-reaching results would develop from
its application, how dynamic it might well be,

if we would only give it a trial.

The Elks Magazine

“Give me a place to stand and I will mov:
earth,” said the Greek inventor Arch?rrl‘c:dt(}:]sc
drcammg of his fantastic lever. But socicty
has just such a lever at hand in the simple wordy
of I’If‘he ]Golden Rule. S

only society had the sense to a; it! T

of all 'the wisdom ever uttered for t]ii%l)l;;;éﬁ{grf
mankind, The Golden Rule is the most prac-
tical; and till it is applied, congresses and par-
liaments, conclaves and conferences, convgca—
tions of bishops, sessions of supreme courts
and all other legislative and ameliorating bodics
will meet and function in vain. EverywhegS
ominous voices are demanding a world madz
new, a reconstructed society. Forms of violent
change are threatened, some are already bein
tried. But revolutions and trade conferenceg
changes in the form of government, and claboS -
rately organized enfentes will all be in vain t'li
man at least makes a beginning toward a dee; ;
change, a change, indeed, at which the cyni?;eli
philosopher can hardly be blamed for smilin 2
ro less than a change in man’s own nature g?
is not governmental or economic chan, e :'
which the wotld stands in need, but spi%—ituol
change. And for the purpose of that change na
new religions or philosophies are needed & W0
have but to make use of those we have al;'ead s
and all that is vital in them is summed y ﬁ"
that “golden” phrase in which all social l.'?w i
embodied, in which, as the forcst lies in the seed
a new heaven on a new earth lies dormante if
mankind could only be got to see it. Alas!" :
have heard it so often. Twenty-five centy oo
have heard it and said, “This have we kr‘;l .
from our youth up!” The world, like a Py
man, believes slowly in simple remedies sick
luxuriates in complicated prescriptions flt
its ills. But the time must come whor
its eyes will be opened, and it will smil o
think what a simple matter its troubles “? to
after all. All that was necessary wag ih
application of The Golden Rule. " The E| ¢
know that already, and that makes a ks
beginning. good

Te,

Men and We've Got the “Ships”

(Continued from page 25)
{ Mail - Cost of
T%;?lid Carried Service

3,525,020 2,499,643 $2,276,845.64

When the Post-office Department has an ap-
propriation sufficient to establish_ airlines like
those in France, and each municipality has a
landing-field, aeromail flying will be far more
reliable than at present and will cost a great
deal less. . L

Owing to the nature of the terrain, with its
hundreds of square miles of heavy timber, its
mountain ranges and its extensive valleys, the
work of our aerial forest fire patrol is perhaps
more hazardous than any branch of the govern-
ment service. Through the operation of a few
aircraft lent the Forest Service by the U. S.
Army in 1920, more than the $35,000,000 appro-
priated for the Army Air Service for the cal
year 1920-2T Was saved in standing timber!
Between goo and 1,000 fires were reported, most
of which were extinguished by ground forces
directed from the air. The Department of
Agriculture reports that 10,000,000 acres of for-
est land are destroyed by fire each year. As the
entire forest area of the United States is 463,000,-
oco acres and reforestation takes twenty years
it follows that at an average of 10,000,000 de-
stroyed a year our forests won’t last long. The
Agricultural Department estimates that 100
airplanes in daily service would keep the Pacific
Coast forests—s52 per cent. of all our timber-
lands—safe from fire. As the fires destroy about
820,000,000 worth of lumber each year it can
easily be seen why the Department of Agricul-
ture wants to use airplancs for forest service.

Despite this crying need Congress appropri-
ated only $50,000 in 1919 for aerial forest patrols,
which sum was not sufficient to provide for
air shops, personnel, etc.
s and the pilots for

golanes, hangars, re¢
een so satisfactory

the Ammy lent all the shi

that year. This work has

from a military-training point of vie
U. S. Air Service offered further aiév{t()]laf the
recommending the use of fire squadrons t92°’
available for duty with the Forest Service o be
_In 1920 these glanes operated over the
tional forests of Oregon and California Ena-
plane was equipped with wireless for com;nu ach
tion between the pilot, the Forest Servic e
the State Forester. The northern patro] coe and
daily 360 miles and the western 326 milevered
totz}llof 719l ﬁref:l welrc reported by the Ols'égo‘;\l
aerial patrols and only two f i
made.p y two forced landings were
Here is the report of airplane Fi
Service for year of 1921. plane Fire Patrol
District No. 6

District No. 5 Oregon and Total

California i

Total No.dof fires 4 Washinglon
reported..... 935 5

Total No. of fires 595 653 1248
rc]zor;ed by air
patrol....... 20

Total No. of fires 4 166 373
reported by
other agencies 292 112

This is a truly remarkable recor 4?4
plane, and would seem to justify t.h::i é%;;ge -
of Agriculture in seeking appropriationg Ifnent
gongrﬁss lato %uaratntele the constructionrog}
noug nes to patrol our nati .

ingr the gre seasonl? ational parks dur-
. Fortunately President Harding i

liever in the future of aeronauticg, ;sng f 113111]11 }lx)e-
passed the Senate establishing a Bure a.s;
Acronautics and a I’ ederal code of law forau '31
transportation. A subsidy may come 211:3_

At this writing the Wadsworth bill for creati g
a bureau of civilian aeronautics in the De :-]tg—
ment of Commerce is pending. The pa«aeﬁ £
this l)lll w1.ll stimulate as well as regulaht:: £c’on(:-
mercial flying and do much to placeit on a par
with commercial aviation in Europe. P
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Keep Your Business. Moving

control ove:r motor cars as common carriers,
but only thirteen extend this control to those
carrying freight—to the extent, that is, -of
requiring truck lines to secure - certificates
allowing them to operate and of supervising rates;,
- The motor trucking business, as a whole, is
still pretty much at sea in this matter of public
control. It welcomes it on some grounds, and
fears and resents it on others. State control is
good for the good business man operating such a
line in this way, for example—that it will protect
him from wild-cat competition. Suppose he
builds up a profitable line, charging soundly
figured rates. Suppose, then, that a competitor
appears who seeks to get business from him
by cutting rates. State control would, in some
cases, eliminate the competition altogether, as

‘(Continued from page 16) " ~ .

against public interest; where it was permitted
competition would have to be by service, and
not by suicidal rate-cutting. . . )
One argument against State control, especially
of rates, is this—that trucking rates should be,
to some extent, elastic. For example, truck
lines are often_established primarily to serve
a farming territory in getting produce to a city
market. A State-made rate would apply in
both directions, probably—whereas, if the truck
could, on its return trip, pick up freight, no
matter at how low a rate, the rate for the im-
portant journey could be reduced. - .
. Many of the opponents of State control favor
rigid local or municipal control of motor lines;

they oppese only subjection of the business to -

State utility commissions.

" statements have little value;

It is certain that the next two or three-years
will see a great extension of the use of highways
for moving freight. At the moment definite

a L they are too cer-’
tain to requice revision. .

But the place of highways, and of the vehicles
that use them, in the national system of trans-
portation should now be clear. Experience will
dictate the prgger solution of the new problems
arising from the extension-the motor car has
brought to that system. This is the thing to
remember—that not only motorists,- not only
the users of the highways, have an interest in
their development and efficient’ use. These

roblems ect every one who .eats—which
1tt.1cludes, certainly, a majority of the popula-
ion! - e

B“etweejn the Eyes

aside some of the tremor wherewith he had girt
himself since his affliction had befallen him. .

“Oh, girl of mine!” he muttered chokingly,
as he clung to her as to a mother. “Girl, dear,
what’m I going to do? I'm—I’m trying to stand
up to it. But it’s too big for me. And it’s
going -to get bigger and awfuller, all the time.
'm——"

“Tt’s going to be all right, dearie,” she soothed,

assing her cool little hand over his hot sightless
ace. “It’s going to be all right. We've got
each other. And that’s nine-tenths of every-
thing. We got along, when we were so dead-
broke. And we got on when—when Baby died.
We can get on, now. Because we’re together.
That’s the whole thing. You’ve got my eyes to
see with and my hands to work for you. . And—
and I'm prouder of you, for the way you’re
taking this, than if you won every fight in a
single punch and got made President of the
United States, besides. Honest, I am, Merle.
You're—you’re grand, dear! You got more
nerve than all—"’

“T haven’t,” he denied, brokenly. “And you
know I haven't, girl. It’s you that’s got the
courage. Any other girl’d be planning how to
cut loose from such a dead one as I'm due to be.
Wh ” ]

And now the cool little hand was across his
mouth; silencing the outburst. Unknown to
Merle, his wife had switched off the living-room

lights. The two.sat in dense darkness, close -

together. It was as though Linda did not wish
to use a faculty the blind man could not share.

Dr. Meagher had given the sufferer a powerful
sedative; and had told Linda it would begin to
take sway of his tortured nerves in less than an
hour The woman was seeking to while away
the short period of wakefulness by such scant
comfort as she could give Merle.

Thus, silencing his plaint, she began once
more to smooth the hot forehead and to croon
drowsy songs to him. But, not yet had the nar-
cotic and his wife’s magnetic touch the combined
force to dull the frayed nerves and lull the panic-
threatened brain. And, presently, as she sang,
the man broke forth, angrily, as if accusing
some unseen adviser: ;

“What’d I ever do, to have this wished on me?
If I was a skunk, like Kennelly and a lot.of
others, I might have it coming to me. But I’'ve
played square. You know I have, girl. T've
done what I could to be a white man. I haven’t
made any parade of doing it. But I’ve always
aimed at it. Sometimes I've fell short, but I’ve
kept on trying. And now, what do I get? I
get this »

“It isn’t what you may or may not be getting,
this minute, that counts,” she broke in, tenderly.
“It's what you've always gotten and what I
know you're always going to get, sweetheart.
You’ve been square. And you’ve always won a
way through everything that’s been stacked
against you. And, somehow or other, you're
always going to. T don’t know how. But you
are. Nobody can play the life-game as square
and as helpful as you play it, without winning
out at last. Sec if you don’t!”

“I’m a slob, to whine, like I’ve just been

(Continued from page 12)

doing!” he broke out, almost fiercely. “I
wouldn’t have done it, where any one was except
you. I guess you know that, girl. But I’ve got
a grip on myself, again. You’re right. We’re
going to face it together. And I’m not going to
make it any rottener for you by whining. We'll
go through it, somehow or other. And— Say,
would you mind smoothing me some more; and
maybe singing to mé again, dear?. It makes the
old head feel a lot better.” ’

He let his tense body relax, sinking back on
the couch where Linda had seated him. She
curled up on the floor at his side; her fingers

roaming through the damp hair of his brow; her -

soft voice taking up ‘again the drowsy son

where he had inI:ge'rruli)tecgla it. g N
. And, this ‘time; no outbreak of wrenched
nerves and terrified spirit broke in on her
ministrations. The potent medicine was begin-
ning to take hold. Merle’s irregular breathing
grgel\&' tt:allmér. dHllsl muscl;s lost their spasmodic

ity. Gradua as she sang and sn

he drifted to sleep.y, g and smoothed,

-Until gray dawn, the woman continued her
loving vigil. Then, unknowingly, she, too, fell
asleep, worn out by the night’s strain. Her head
on Renton’s knee, she slept thus upon the floor
beside the couch; as the dim light waxed clearer
and as the city’s noises Legan in the street
outside.

Merle Renton awoke, stupidly, his mind still
heavy from’ the drug-and from the exhaustion
of the evening before. " But his perfect health
and steady nerve had reasserted themselves dur-
ing the night’s dreamless sleep. And he was
himself again. .

Pleasantly tired and comfortable, he lay there;
not bothering to think or to remember. Idly,
through half shut lids, he watched the play of
morning sunshine on the window-box of red ger-
aniums. It was sweet to wake, this way, after a
good sleep, and to let his eyes stray about the
living-room.

Then, half-consciously, he realized he was on
the couch and dressed, and not in bed. This
did not surprise him.  Often; when he came in
very late at night, he would camp on the couch,
sooner than risk waking Linda.

He must have been out late. - Where had he
been? The effort at thought was enough to dis-
Bel some of the sleep mists from his mind. He

egan to remember.

_Thén,.ag one memory after another canmie to
him, their impetus waked him wide.

The fight—the foul blow—his blindness——!

His blindness? .

_Surely thatFpart of it had been some grotesque
nightmare! For his vision was as clear as ever
it had been. To test it, he focused his eyes on
one object after another in the pretty room.
The geraniums in the window-box, the filmy
white curtains blowing in the morning breeze,
a basketful of many-colored fabrics on Linda’s
sewing table.

Blind? Why, he could see, perfectly! His
forehead and his lip throbbed a bit from bruises.
But he had no longer the teasingly anguished
healdache of the preceding night. And he could
see!

Over ana over in memory Merle reviewed the
events of the homecoming.. He had come home
stone blind. He had slept heavily for eight
hours. - Now his blindness was gone.” It did not

. make sense. .

His glance fell on the sun-kissed bair of the
dainty head that rested on his knee. -At the
same moment, Linda woke: Pérhaps the
cramped position, perhaps an involuntary mo-
tion of the knee that pillowed her head, had
roused her. She sat up, wide-eyed and wonder-
ing. Then memory rushed into her big” eyes,
clouding them- with black sorrow. - - -

“Linda!” exclaimed Merle. . "“‘It’s”all right,
girl. It didn’t happen. Or if it did it’s gone.”

Long and amazedly, she peered at him.. Then,
for the first time since his mishap, Linda allowed
herself the luxury of a good cry. There was no
longer any reason for keeping up. And for five
hysterical minutes she proceedeif to go to pieces.

She was still snuggled close in Merle’s com-
forting arms and recovering from her cry, when
Dr. Meagher arrived at the flat; the specialist
with him. o

Followed much examining and many tests and
cross-questions. The specialist seemed to find
nothing miraculous in the recovery. "In long
words, many of them Latin, he undertook to
explain it.

The same thing, he said in effect, had hap-
pened several times in the conrse of his own
medical experience. It was not even a rarity in
the history of optics. Nor was it true blindness.

. A shock, coming upon a system whose nerves

were drawn taut by pain or strain, and whose
blood-vessels were engorged from violent exer-
tion, might manifest itself in any of a hundred
ways. One of these ways was a temporary
paralysis of the brain-cells governing sight.

After a few days at most—as in the oft-cited
case of the Brooklyn man whose sight was lost
through seeing a 'vivid flare of lightning—vision
usually returned, unimpaired. In the instance
of Merle Renton, he went on to expound, the
man’s youth and perfect condition and the phys-
ical upbuilding that took place during the drug
slumber, had enabled him to rally almost at once
from the temporary paralysis.

The optic nerve had not been affected. There
was no reason to expect any return of the brain-
cell paralysis. .

After the two doctors had gone, and before
Brace arrived on his promised morning’s visit,
husband and wife went together to the kitchen
to prepare breakfast.

While they ate, Brace appeared; a forlornly
downcast Brace; who, at sight of the laughing
Renton, proceeded to have a sort ofﬁconvuLsJon
from which he recovered with vast difficulty.

Then, when the triple gabbling had exhausted
itself and Brace was tired of thumping Merle
on the back and yelling incoherently affection-
ate insults at him, Linda took charge of the
conversation. As a rule she did not interfere in
any way in her husband’s professional life.
And both men looked at her in surprise, as she
said, quietly:

“Mr. Brace, you’ve been the Boy’s only

(Continued on page 54)
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the Eyes

(Continued fr-om . page 53)

manager, since he went into the ring. But now
you’re going to have a partner in the manage-
ment business. The partner’s name is Linda
Renton. I—I kept thinking of a wonderful
scheme, last night, when I was trying to keep
Merle ’asleep. It seemed impossible, then; for
I didn’t dare let myself get to hoping he’d ever
be we’ll. But—he i1s well. And the doctor says
there’s no fear of anything making him blind
again. So, just now—well, this plan of mine
came .baql-;t-txq me. Want to hear 1t?”’
jokeFl::l ;wargd!‘.’ tcor]n;mz(zindet}i1 l\gerle, scenting a
ke, y to be delighted with anythin
his adored wife might say.llg ¢
No,” she corrected him. “I’min earnest. I
want to go partners with Mr. Brace in manag-
ing your 'next fight. There’ll have to be a next
one. We've been so stire of winning last night’s!
And the winner’s end of the purse was going to
pay for that ho_tel, back home, and for getting
1t started all nice, and leave us enough for a
rainy day, besides. That with all we've laid by
:.(!)ret;g{. Butfthere w\a.;n’t any ‘winner’s end’
urse for us. ’s goi
o ll:ext Bt Vell, ?:here s going to be,
“I don’t quite get you,” began Brace. “Of

. course——"’

“The Bible says we've got to forgive our

3 ” . . . .
enemies,” went on Linda, with seeming irrele-

vance. “But it doesn’t say one single word
about forgiving our husbands’ enemies. And if
Spike ,Kennelly isn’t my husband’s enemy, then
I'don’t know an enemy from a pet rabbit.
Now, listen to me, both of you. Here’s the
plan of mine:” :

DRAWING a long breath, she began afresh to
talk. At first the men listened with amused
and even fond tolerance. But, gradually, the
fnend!y derision died out of their faces. In
Merle’s dawned a wonder, tinged with disap-
groval. In Brace’s the wonder was augmented
y pure delight. As she paused, the manager
gavea great shout, and pummeled the inoffensive
tablgtop. -

“Great!” he exulted. “Fine and gaudy!
And it took a woman to think of it! It—ia'—"y
A wI;IfOt a woman,” corrected Linda. “A wife.

b ;.Who spent the night hating the brute
who blinded her husband. Can it be worked
out, the way I said?” she finished, anxiously.
it C\:Ix}lx;rt?it’ :Ch(;f'gd tlhe Aiubﬂa.nt Brace. “Can

y a l ¥ ?

wo.lcl%dl;t miss it for a e lar ol he-onel I
on’t like it,” objected Merle, uncom-
fm:fably. “It doesn’t seejm just right. "It »
d Why don’t it?” challenged Brace. “It’s
ead square. And it’s pure.Christian charity,
compared to what that swine did to you. I'm

your manager. And I say: Go to it!”

“But,” insisted Merle, “I don’t like—"

fListen to me,” demanded Linda. “Last
%ght, I told you I’d be eyes and hands to you.
] ou were glad enough to let me do it. Then,
Iet me be brains for you, now. Mr. Brace and
are going to manage this whole thing.
you’ve got to do is to fight, when the time comes.
Ju% the way you always fight. Besides, you
séu jonce I was the squarest girl you ever knew.
afn.t you still trust me to be? One doesn’t hit
a l'iend with a bat, in a ball-game. But one
:ivgal.ldd ,use a bat to smash a snake;—and be
¢ aEgM in doing it. If Spike Kennelly isn’t
snake, I never heard of one. And, just re-
member, it isn’t one per cent. of what he tried to
do“tg );ou, lV{erle. o——""
u b}

“So that’s settled,” she finish
w , ed serenely.
t-hNow, Mr. Brace, will you go ahead and make
e arrangements? I'll answer for Merle. The
more he thinks of it, the more he’ll know I'm
right. And, when it’s over, we’ll quit the fight
game and start that hotel. We have been look-
ing forward to it, so long! There’s a barrel of

money in the right sort of hotel, back home.*

i‘\nd we're going to run the right sort. How
l&ng do you suppose the whole thing will take,

r. Brace? The other. Not the hotel.” = 1 -

The sporting pages of the various papers,
next day, announced that Merle Renton’s eyes
had been badly injured in the fight with Ken-
nelly; that complete blindness had set in, a few
hours after the bout; and that, uridér the doctors’

‘to.

orders, the recent ex-welterweight champion had
been packed off to a sanitarium; where, it was
hoped, his damaged sight might in time be
restored. .

Kennelly read the reports; and he smiled
broadly. To him it secmed a delightful joke.
Just then he was reveling in the glory and pub-
licity and full pockets that go with a new-won
championship. Everything in life seemed,-for
the moment, either enthralling or amusing.

Chancing to meet Brace in a sporting hostelry,
Spike proceeded artfully to pump the surly
manager as to Renton’s true condition. By
dint of clever cross-questioning, he elicited
from the reluctant Brace the news that Renton’s
prospects were gravely precarious; and that it
would be a miracle if ever again he were able
to see. Brace had arranged this interview, for
his own esthetic pleasure; and without con-
ferring with Linda. But it had a desired effect.

Renton’s popularity and the fact that his
conqueror was a foreigner and that the battle
had been so spectacular—all these things were
certain to make the public clamor for a return
match. And a return match with a man of
Merle’s prowess_was the very last thing Ken-
nelly desired. e knew as well as had the
spectators that he himself had been on the eve
of losing the bout when that prowdentlal
blindness of Renton’s had saved him and had
won him the championship.

Now, with Renton out of the way, that danger
was past. Spike could have all the fun and all
the loafing he wanted. i}fterward, for a goodly
while, he could either avoid the bother of fighting
or could rake in easy money by means of “set-

ups.” There would be no occasion for rigorous
training and self-denial. He could enjoy his

triumphs, after his own eculiar fashion.
But, a month later, the sporting pages con-
tained announcement that Merle had come

home arently cured of his malady. Re-
pgrrrtle;sﬁl; o had interviewed him declared his

eyes showed no visible sign of his late blindness;
and that he was curtly uncommunicative about
it.
IN ANOTHER three days, the sporting world
was happily interested in reading that Brace
had issued a challenge to Kennelly, in Merle’s
name, for a return battle. The Cestus Club bid
high to be the scene of a fight which promised
so big a gate. The public were loud in their
praise of the gamencss of a man who wished to
tr,
be)z;.ten and blinded him. .
Everybody was plqa.sed—e_xcegt.prke Ken-
nelly. ‘And, in his shifty brain, pike began to
cast about for means of refusing or in any event
of postponing indefinitely the fight. He was not
ready to hazard his mqnth-old championship;
least of all to so formid ble an opponent as
Renton. o, .
Then, one day, as he was sallying forth sulkily
from his hotel suite for his usual afternoon
and decidedly pretty

romenade, a Yyoung C « {
gvoma.n accosted him. Spike smiled patroniz-

He was growing used to this sort of

admji'a.tion on his strolls, and he reveled in it.

But the woman’s first few hurried sentences

changed his smirk of gratification to a scowl of
bewilderment. . .

«Mr, Kennelly,” she said, speaking very fast
and with evident nervousness. . “You don’t
know me. I'am Linda Renton. Merle Renton’s
wife. I have been waiting to speak to you. It’s
terribly important. Can I walk a little way with

our”’
Y Her agitation and the stark pleading in her
upraised face had a silencing effect on Spike’s
usually too-ready tongue. Nodding confusedly,
he let her fall into step beside him,

«I—T don’t want to be seen with you,” said
Linda, with an ap rehensive glance up and
down the street. ° é:) I'll be as quick as I can.
Mr. Kennelly, my husband has just challenged
you. Please—I—I'm begging you—please—
don’t accept. Don’t fight him. I beg you not
There must be plenty of other men for
you to fight. Leave my husband alone! Oh,
please!”

* “TLeave him alone?” gobbled the dumb-
founded Kennelly. “Why, it’s him that won’t

'iiard blow on the top of the head, i

his luck once more against the foe who had -

The Elks Magazine

leage me alone! Here he goes and challenges me,
an
“That’'s just it!” she cried, choki
“That’s the terrible part of it. He cin‘;isltr;gg;
doing it. ‘My only hope was to come and throw
m)‘r‘sf:]l:f o?, your mtzlrcy. I ”
m!” grunted Spike. “Is h
mez‘zIt_Is mi” gt e as scared of
e isn’t scared of anybody,” sh
“.That’s the trouble, Mr. Kg’l’mell;, rf't\?; tc;k
nght’ to tell my husband’s secrets. And I won’t
So I'm going to tell you just a fairy story; and
you can believe it or not as you like. F’of all
you k_now, I may be making it up—for fun,” she
explained, choking back a sob and s]\aki;lg all
over.

“CYNCE there was a man,” she i
O brokenly. . “I don’t Sa}i he \va(;o:;,lt;.nh
band. or that this is a true story. It isn’t Iuts’-
a fairy story. I'm not telling any se.crctS
There was 2 man. And he got into a f 1s.
And he was hit between the eyes. And g ght.
how, it made him blind. Then, after a \\?ln’]le'
the doctors were able to cure him. But 111 e,
blow had.done something awful to his he dtmt
dol}’t kno,\,v th:lz Latin name for it.” ad. I
! . .ne .
“WhHai}’g th‘::‘?: aimed Spike, in sudden interest.
“The doctors said if ever he sh

ued,

ould get o

. t ow
something to the nerve-centers the‘l"gu ‘d.lg?l
) d

make him stone blind, for life. Thi ) A
there’d be no cure. The minute hi;shr::g:it time
hard, on to?, he’ll be blinded forever., T = hl’t»
«(Gee!” bleated Kennelly, thrilled to the ear,
“Mind you, I don’t say that’s a trye set S
she added, tremblingly. “Nobody can ory,
betray my husband’s secrets. Especiall say I
I swore I'd never tell.  But it can’t do any ;:hen
to tell you just a fairy story, can it? lzlmp
that man was going into a fight, would ell, if
wife want to go to the other man and bn t his
on her knees, not to fight him? Woylq eg him
Merle says nobody tries to hit the °thcnf she?
on the top of the head in a fight. Byt Il; ellow
it might happen, by accident. And thep m sure
promise me you won't fight him, Mr
“Xid,” declaimed the champioH'
wild impulse to throw his hat in the air
:‘Iud, I get you. Don’t wor and to
you. Fight's }?ﬂ.” b V. T get
As soon as he could break aw:. .
effusive thanks Kennelly abanggni?'ﬂ. Linda’s
enade and went at top speed to th 1S prom-
tdémm boogx. € nearest
ing up his manager, he
jshed functionary to sign’ up liggf}:l tll‘;at aston-
stantly, for the fight; and to try to pla race, jn-
bet with the Renton manager for a5 b9e a side-
as he could wheedle the latter into alg a sum
Also, he decreed that the matter fcceppng,
“championship share” of 66 per ¢ of Spike’s
gate, win or lose, be waived; "if B:;t' of the
arg%l}f the point ’t_oo _hotlly_ ce should
e manager, fearing lest th,
ing Kt_annelly had lost his mindf gg‘:&l’l-worsh.ip-
to Spike’s hotel for further informatj Otfootmg
in a half hour more, he hurried 'e\?n' But,
m‘%ﬂl’{ in cﬁeﬁl of Brace. €N more
at mg ere was joy in
Brace came in late wittJ1 ﬁewsﬂ:ﬁalse?}fon flat,
papers were drawn up in record time » de fight-
and that Kennelly’s manager haq hd signed;
waived every moot point, but had not only
every proviso suggest?d; and had agl'cgd to
forced a stupendous side-bet on th Practically
Bra(]::e. . € rapturous
“I—T knew he’d do it,” said 1
little shudder. “I knew it! s?\fdl;a x Wil
seem to me any human could do sy c}’xlt d}llqn’t
To win a handful of money and ‘a thing.
fight, he’'d actually blind a fellow—man"';‘etc]}ed
Not in the heat of scrapping, either- %r life.
cold blood. And he'd rob that man stil focpi)
by a side-bet! He'd trade on an 2 ulrtl}illfr
mine, too! Oh, Merle, I want you Ptpez:i aﬁ
sorts'of things to him, in the ring! 1"

. ,”” grimly promised 178 = )
himself outside thg white.mﬁsnltig:‘ Tllfe ?apu,t
off on him. I never thought he’d fall fOe w’s
w A.nd; mind you!” spoke up Linda, earnestl

1 didn’t tell him a lie. Not one single lie. YI-
kept saying it was a fairy story. ' And then he
promised me to let me off. And, the moment
my back was turned——" ’ €

“I know,” said Merle. “That wasn’t on thé
(Continued on page 56) -~ - g
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free list, either. Tomorrow. morning . I start
training. Only—I wish you'd kept out of it, girl.”

«Tf T had,” she countered, «Kennelly’d have
kept out of it, too. T had to. I didn’tlike doing
it, any more than you liked having me do it!”

Five weeks later—on Thanksgiving Eve—the
Cestus Club’s peachbasket auditorium_ was
jammed to the doors and to the roof. Press-
work had not been spared in boosting the bout.
And, from some traceless source, a vagueé rumor
had seeped through the sporting world that
Merle Renton was to fight at risk of blindness.
Morbid interest sent seat-prices to a premium.

Spike Kennelly had had a busy and happy five
weeks. He had trained, it is-true; but not in
the gnl!.ingl drastic fashion that had marked
his earlier fight-preparations. For this was to
be a short bout. He saw no need to overwork.
His campaign was absurdly simple of accom-
plishment. .

A blow on the crown of the head is one of the
easiest to deliver. It can be landed as an op-
ponent rushes, head down. It can be struc
unerringly as an adversary runs into a clinch
or emerges from one. It is the least difficult of
blows to score with. This, because it is a useless
and silly blow. The top of the normal human
head is fairly impervious to a smash from a

dded fist. There is far more danger of break-
ing one or more of the bones in the fist that d
such a blow. Wherefore, many boxers purposely
oppose their head-crowns to a punch; in the hope
of crippling their adversaries.

Serenely sure that he could hit the top of
Merle’s head with staggering force, any time he
might choose to, Kennelly proceeded to increase
his own chamces of wealth. Scraping together
every available dollar of his ring-earnings, he
bet half of this sum, at approximately ¢ven
money, on his winning of the fight. The rest,
through commissioners, he placed at odds
averaging three to one, that he would win it 1n
five rounds or less. Seldom had a sporting
prcg)osition appeared safer.

n the night of the battle, Kennelly observed
with a petulant shrug that the crowd greeted
Merle’s advent into the ring with far more ap-
Plause than it accorded to his own, This slight
ent an edge of malice to what had hitherto
been merely a cool business venture. Spike
felt he would fight the more viciously for 1t.

The men shuffied out of their bathrobes and
came to the center of the ring for the referee’s
instructions. Merle’s five weeks of stiff training
made themselves manifest in ridged muscles and
in a certain alert gauntness. Spike, to casi
glance, was also in the pink of condition. But
an expert might perhaps have noted a certain
S moothness and fulness of outline; especially

polished shoes, who directed with some asperity
the placing of his Gladstone bag on the dock—
took a toll of bills from his pocket, peeled off
one; and then turned and faced the hotel with
no(}lkl,ng for it visible in his smooth countenance.
. “It’s Mr. Digby Kent, my executor,” Caro-
line explained. *Better put on another plate,
Mrs. Simmons.”

Digby Kent came in with a dreary smile of
greeting, which suggested that he was tired,
hungry and had his opinion of the caprices of
women. After being introduced to everyon¢
and giving a plump, languid hand to each one,
he said with an attempt at jocularity, “I sup-

se you have room for one more, Mrs. Hartley,
n X%ur new ac ulsitIion?”

m sorry, but I am afraid you’d be most
t . 4
;;1;_%:1%?2& here. We're just camping out.

“Well, if Dr. Farrell can ¢ ?
Kent answered, his small gmyagrgsoﬁl;édIo:agl’le
young d.octor with no great friendliness.

_Carolme glanced at Beulah as if to'ask the
girl lz'll]mg she thought of an additional guest
Beulah, it was plain, didn’t want Digby Kent
in the hotel. She had turned her back on him
and seemed much absorbed in a magazine

. of reach; sparring at long range.

(Continued from page 54) :

at the meridian. A month of joyous dissipa-
tion, followed by five weeks of perfunctory light
training, had softened him; if only to an imper-
ceptible degree. .

The gong rang; and the fight was on.

Spike at once took the aggressive. Merle did
not follow his usual tactics of meeting his man,
foot to foot. Instead, he retreated before the
onset; backing lightly away; dancing just out

0 And, while he
did this, he broke another ring rule of his, by
talking during a bout. ~° . . .

“Spike, my friend,” he said, distinctly enough
for the pursuing champion to catch every syl-
lable, ‘‘she warned you it was only a fairy
story.— And it was.— Anyone but a bo_ob
would know the top of a man’s head has nothing
to do with his eyes.— Hammer me there, 2
you like.— Hammer me_there, till you break
every bone in both your hands.— You’rc out
fo a killing, hey? Well, the killing is due, all
right.— Only, you're the killee, not the killer.—
W‘X;h.he spoke, he halted in his ga retreat.
Kennelly had just launched a fierce leit lead for
his jaw. Ducidng, Merle dehber:).t‘o:l)}r1 to(c;k the

mighty punch on the crown of his head. Its-

ot staggered him. But that same impact
sent shooting pains up Spike’s arm and numbed
his hand to the wnst. Merle danced away,
g““‘"f"ﬁigp on sceing, better and better, all the

.~ he announced. “Try it again!”
t‘%(;)’ikg};'s face was blank and foolish, Into his
amazed brain crept a full understanding of the
trap he had entered so greedily. Then, in a
trice, the laugh was gone from Merle Renton’s
lips. His face grew hard and set. He ceased
his retreat; and began to fight.

As before, he played for the heart and wind.
But, now, he had tenfold his former purpose in
doing this. For, when a fighter is not in perfect
physical shape, it 1s that general region of his
anatomy which first shows the lack of condition
and ‘which is most vulnerable.

For five whirlwind rounds, Merle assailed his
foe, amidships; never losing the aggressive;
poring past the ever slower guard and tearing
into the wind and heart with relentless ferocity.
Steadily, he was wearing down the New Zea-
lander. He was taking up this second fight
where he had been stopped in the first, But
now he had far less armorlike material to work

oni{ound after round waged on.

In the fourth, Kennelly began to show, to
every one, the effects of the whirlwind pace
and of the ceaseless battery at his midriff.
Merle ripped 2 punishing lefthander to the

The Footstep

(Continued from page 29)

« Also,” Caroline went on, ‘““the Mohican is
reported to be haunted. Are you afraid of

hosts?”’

«What do you mean?”’ Kent asked, his round
eyes becoming rounder.

«We have a mystery here—a strange man has
been seen by Beulah and myself who has fright-
ened us both. He promises to be a daily visitor
unless we can frighten him as badly as he
frightened us.”

Digby Kent stared at her. “What kind of
@ N’ e who ca

“Someone who- can frighten women by j
looking at them,” Caroline answerec{ 1@ ;
don’t pretend to say who or what heis. Beulah
saw him on the stairs the first night we stayed
here. I saw him this afternoon. He was quite
a distance away, but he was watching me, and
it fna}i];: née \;ery nervous.”’ ’

‘Why don’t you hunt down the fellow?”” K
exclaimed. I“Why do you allow any s:::l}tl:
nops’e’nse? t isn’t easy to get off an island like

“#/e’ll hunt him down, don’t w »
said. “Ma, if the gentleman will st:;ry\:rh);.[ ?11:)‘:
put him in 1707 It’s the only room “"ith a full
set of furniture besides the ones we're in.”

The Elks Magazine
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stomach; and was following it with a right to
the heart; when, rattled and in agony, Spike
dropped his guard to protect his meridian. In
mid-air, Renton shifted the righthander’s course;
and brought it flush to Spike’s unguarded jaw.

Down went Kennelly, under the punch. And
down he stayed, until the count of nine. For
the first three seconds of his collapse, he had
been unable to get up. TFor the remaining Six
seconds, he took advantage of the count, to
rest. And he needed the resting space. "He
neidedhit, ﬁbfagl}’- i h

n the fifth round, he was knock
twice; both times taking the full counetdofdg;;?
Never did the terrific heart-and-wind onslaughi
ab?\tsc.h ‘ I

e came up for the sixth r i

swayed drunkenly in his walk. ngnr?\’ans %132
hopelessly confused as to mind; and helpless as
to body. Scarce could the New Zealander mak
his exhau§ted legs carry him from his cor °
whence his manager had shoved him ,'t?,er’
volley of cursing, at sound of the gon with a

From the crowd went up the world-old i
less shou}t; l'?f l:;lo(]))d-h;st. merci-

« Finish him!”’ bawle ..
the big stiff!” d the spectators. “ Finish

Merle, unwearied, vibrant wi
sternly to his work. Spike, :gr.fs'}iﬁgyf, went
minute of surcease, strove to lift leaden ar&shgs

o

ward off the attack. He was reeli
Into his eyes had leaped crav:relhfll%rdmh?kequ'
but greater fear of his manag . Nothing

1 ager had i !
to stagger out of his corner for {lﬁ‘g lr‘;?xlrle-led him

Dimly he realized he ha
fight, but the bulk of his sasir}gzt I}gt l(:nly the
tricked into meeting a man who “‘e ad been
him to a pulp. His best tactics had fa§ beating
cleverest fouls had been eluded ailed. His
Renton checked his own feroci
He had caught and read the lOOkO,uS advance.
nent’s stricken face. Instead of 1am his oppo-
attack, he merely thrust forth hisur-‘dlmg the
palm open. Resting the palm onnl:::ht hand,
(r:hest, Merle gave a gentle push ennelly’s
Zealander tottered backward and g4 The New
in ’i‘n}id-ri?_lg. sat down hard,
ere he sat, dazedl .
ing, while the referee cg’umgéti?;g and mouth-
Merle Renton, welterweight chaout‘
East, bent down and picked y m}ﬁlon of the
body. He carried it to Spike’s Corge: e sagging
it over to ythe unloving minjst rand turned
beatIen man’s han}(‘ilers_ rations of the
(13 ’m sorry’)l e ‘vhi
and half-hedring ear, “Iﬁnl?lesrgg
if a loan will help you, till
stride again, let me know
Brace or my wife know.”

into the puff

)l’?)'l’x‘)ld man.p quc_d
get into your

But—but don’t let

“It's a big distance off, w
floor,” Ma explained. W Sg’ off on the fourth
KenIt?” & You mind, Mr.
‘I mind? No. I sleep 1j
N After supper he aske Cl:fo{-i}:le dead.”
ave a word alone with her ; e if he could
hotel; and concluding it wag bn front of the
problem he had become, sh est to face the

into the chilly moonlight. € went out with him -

€« y
the old dock,” he proposed. Let’s go down to
o Nof’ than%s_ I've no love for that ol
ne of my first acts of renovay at old dock.
destroy it and build a new o lon will be to
me‘Flones: Two men were drowe' dIl: has ?VEE
Caroline—Mrs. Hartley, 1 thini under it.
to buy a great useless piece of nk you’re mad
What in creation are you going tJUr(mik like t_h1§;
he asked with genuine perplexj ty ?n }(:. with it?
. She explained-—circumstantia{ly is voice.
introduce a less congenial topjc y lest he should

“Worse and worse!” wag kj
: ]
you must run a hotel, get monésy S)Oqun;‘". 1: If
it for the rich and make it pay > ut of it!  Run
URlCh Reople donyt Stay ai hotcl ‘ r nn.‘
length of time in these days of touri s for 5
country homes.” uring cars an

(Continited on page 58)
















September, 1922

now that Beulah hadn’t accepted Richard Mar-
vel, who wanted her, but did not bring her the
poetry with the prose. Caroline felt that this
tribute of poetry was due every woman from the
man who wanted to marry her even if he knew
her every fault. Clear vision, deep love and
idealism always went together, she thought; and
the brightest romance held its own at noon.
Dr. Farrell looked as if he had much capacity
for seeing theideal in the real.

Her own heart felt very lonely. She wanted
her man—wanted him back from the dark cav-
erns of death where, despite all her faithand
power of faithful communion, she lost him at
times beyond impenetrable curtains. Spencer
Hartley was dead—and she was learning how
little old scenes can bring back to the heart a

" anished magic. .

Upon her reveries the footstep broke again, a
muffled sound that seemed ghostly and unreal—
a part, perhaps, of her own nervous imaginings.
«“Tt must be a loose timber sgme_w,here, she
reflected, “and I must cither think it’s that—or
stop thinking about it at all. I came for rest,
and I have a love-story, a mystery, and a l,)ore-
<ome executor on my mind. No, that can’t bs
a timber. It has too much human qu;xhty in it.

The sound had still its power to make her
shiver even in the full daylight, and a line fl::om
Marianna in the Moated Grange came bac tﬂ
her: “Old footsteps trod the upper floors.
Her mind conjured up strange situations 1n
which a footstep might have all the meaning ofa
threatening destiny—the footsteps of murderers
coming to kill—of jailers arnving to an_il]ou'ncc
that it was time for the journey to the guillotine,
of physicians to say that life had come—or

1 .
go?\e.tap at the door brought her to her fc.e_t.
Ma Simmons stood there, her cheerful face like
in the gloom. . .

2 S‘l"lggrglaémjob to %nd anybody in this queer

lace,” she said. “I rapped on two or t’hrec
goors’ casual to get you. Was you \Yatchm the
boat? I was, too. Jake says there sla strange
boat on the island—picmckprs, sez I! No, sez
he, not ennybody with boiled eggs and olive
bottles. But shucks, what’sa boat or two on this
jsland. They’ve a good two miles of, ’coast to
land on if you count in the little bays.

She seated herself sociably on another chair— |

and waited for some comment from Caroline.

In the interval the footstep began again. Ma
d at her companion. L.

glz}flg:) you hear tgati’” she said in an awed

voice.

«“T certainly do.” »

“Listen.”

The footstep had ceased, but other ob'scure
sounds reached them. ¢ Where do you make out
them is?”’ Ma asked. . .

“T don’t know. I've been listening for some
time. I can’t locate them. Sometimes they
seem close by; then far off.” ]

“Mr. Kent he’s gone, ]'ake’,s’. OUt'_-tl]:cdtl"l‘o
young folks are outside there—"’ she jerked her
head toward the window. “That leaves you
and me, Mrs. Hartley.” She had risen as she
spoke, and now she stood in the doorway peering
into the corridor. “I'm glad we're here, Jake
and me. This hotel’s not—right.” .

«Tt isn’t,” Caroline answered with conviction.

«Let’s sit in the next room and see if we hear

it plainer—that footstep.” .
! lS)he lowered her voice as she spoke of it. The
brightness had gone from her face. Caroline
followed her into the next room where the sound
reached their ears less plainly. They stepped
into the hall. Tt was loud again; and a strange
moaning noise accompanied it. ‘Couldn’t be
the wind over the transoms—or logse timbers
somewhere,” Caroline spggasted.’ “Where did
you hear it first, Mrs. Simmons?’ ,

“When I was makin’ up Mr. Kent’s bed. I
thought at first it was Jake comin’ down the hal!
to speak to me; so I sung out, ‘I'm here in 170.
Nobody answered, but the walk went on—close

by.” Her honest face grew perplexed. “I.

thought of them tales of the two drowned men.
I remembered they was laid out in r70. Well,
after that I came to find you, Mrs. Hartley,” she
added simply, “but I reckon I'd better go back
and finish that bed.” .

“7'll go with you,” Caroline replied, having
much sympathy with Ma’s nervousness.

They made the bed to the accompaniment of
strange noises that seemed now near—now far.

(Continued on page 62)
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! ‘CHARITY may begin at home, but hos-

pitality begins at the Elks Club.” This

' is another way of saying that for members

of the Order the best is none too good.

That’s why the Club.House Cigar Stand

generally displays Beech-Nut Chewing
Gum and Confections. - :

fections, ginger ale and chewing gum—are
made with skill and ¢are and the finest
ingredients in the world. Quality is packed
in every bottle, jar, box or package—and
flavor and individual character.

BEECH-NUT PACKING COMPANY
Canajoharie, N. Y.

harie, N. Y., in the

All the Beech-Nut products—foods, con-

While tduring,é]} Elks

and their famiiliés are. . : '

invited to inspect the )/ 4 "
model plant of the

Company at Canajo- ‘

Mohawk Valiey. Chewing Gum and Confections

\

=

BEECH-NUT
Confections

Beech-Nut Chewing Gum
Beech-Nut Mints
Wintergreens

Cloves -

: Licorice
Beech-Nut Fruit Drops
Lime
Lemon
Orange

i
“Jrom Natures ggen cApple-land”

In marlet about Oct. 15 .

Crisp—sound—sprightly favored
—long keeping . . . . Tell your
club steward to get them . ...
Tell your wife aboutthem . . . .

i LAUNDRY LOSSES

—the world’s greatest apple re-

gion. If your dealer has not ar- Your full name:—

ranged to carry the Jim Hill brand,
tell us. We will send you a handy
souvenir for your courtesy in

writing.
WENATCHBE DISTRICT woven in fast colors, into fine cambric tape:—
CO-OPBRATIVE ASSOCIATION 3 dozen, $1.50 6 dozen, $2.00 12 dozen, $3.00

Wenatchee, Washington

(600 grower-membars—many of
them *“Brother Bills")

They flash the message
(.4

" bite in/

2022 Chestnut Straet, So. Norwalk,Conn.
3427Q So. Main St., Los Angeles, Cal.

CASH'S

WOVEN NAMES
Put an End

to

CHARLES COATES

Wrile for samples and booklet

J. & J. CASH, Inc.

17 Expeaitor Building, Brantford, Ont.

e

850,000 feel ju;this way—

“WHEN I answered the adver- vital advertising medium by patroniz-
_tisement of the P. . . . Com- ing its advertisers.”

pany in the_ August edition of The As a matter of fact, the fresh,
Elks Magazine,” writes a reader, “I eager, proprietary interest is typical.
wondered how many of the Order  Multiply this one expression of in-
realize the importance of ‘using the terest by 850,000, and you will gain
coupon attached.” . . . Afterall, The some conception of the immense force
Elks Magazine is our magazine; and of friendliness you put to work for
each one of us can help materially in you when you use the advertising
assisting the magazine to become a columns of The Elks Magazine.

THE ELKS MAGAZINE, 50 East 42n

d St., New York City
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The Footstep

(Continued from page G1)

Ma tiptoed to the door and slid the bolt. “Now
nobody can surprise us,” she said; “if Jake ever
catches this fellow, the Lord have mercy on
him!”

“Sometimes I think the queer stories are
true,” Caroline remarked. *The man I saw in
the woods didn’t look like anything earthly.
Yet one hates to be credulous on superstition.”

“But Mr. Kent saw a real man and chased
him, too, down this fire-escape.”

“Maybe he didn’t. Maybe he had a night-
mare.”

“But the scream the doctor heard.”

“People scream in nightmares.”

“ Are you hintin’ it’s a ghost, Mrs. Hartley?”

“Mrs. Simmons, I don’t know what it is.
Let us go down to the first floor. I feel safer
there.”

Jake met them in the lobby. *The doctor and
I have towed that crazy boat around to the
dock,” he said, “and we’ve chained and pad-
locked it. Our own boats are chained and pad-
locked, and anybody not in our fashionable cir-
cle will have a healthy time gettin’ off the prem-
ises without our bein’ here to bid him good-bye..
Where the critter hides, gets me. I’ve looked up
every tree even; as if he might be a squirrel or a
chiPmunk.” .

“He’s in the house,” Ma answered solemnly.

“What makes you think that?”

“Mrs. Hartley and I have been hearin’ a foot-
step goin’ up and down for the last half hour.”

“Here comes the young people,” Jake said.
«] propose we all go together on a man-hunt.
Ef you ever plan to take summer-boarders, Mrs.
Hartley, you want to start the place fair and
square.” ' .

Andrew Farrell entering with Beulah at that
moment could not resist a smile over Jake's
advicc. Mrs. Spencer Hartley of New York and
Newport in the character of a summer hotel-
keeper was rather funny. Yet he had no doubt
she could do it effectively or anything else she
put her hand to. Beautiful and gracious as she
was, and with the atmosphere of wealth about
her, a rarefied atmosphere, suggestive of what it
kept away from her rather than what it brought
to her—she was yet no tool of fortune. He
wondered why he was not in love with her, and
he turned to Beulah for the answer.

The girl was ready for any new adventure, so
Jake, after locking up the first floor carefuily,
started at the head of a little procession.

«T feel as I used to when I was six,” Caroline
said, “and we were all racing past a dark closet,
and nobody wanted to be last.” -

Jake examined every room with a thorough-
ness that impressed all members of the party
into the service. Some of the bed-chambers had
huge closets like small rooms, and these were
explored to the furthest depths. On the second
floor Ma clutched Jake’s arm.

“There! Listen!” .

They all listened. Take bent his woodman’s
ear attentively and pronounced his verdict.
«'Tain’t a rat—'tain’t a timber. It’s a man’s
footstep.” .

“I agree with you,” Andrew Farrell said.
“Now, where in this hotel could a man walk
without our knowing it and finding him?”

“Well, a dead man could walk anywhere‘:!”
Jake commented. Caroline noticed that he did
Tot smile, and she wondered if the latent super-
stition in sailors and woodsmen was coming to
the fore in his strong practical nature.

In room r7o they did not pause long. It be-
longed to a guest, and, besides, it had no closet—
only hooks fastened into the .walls. A single
glance under the bed was sufficient to show that
the place was free of any intruders.

“And I saw Mr. Kent,” Jake said, *with old
Otto Bergthal fishin’ off Arrow Island—not five
minutes ago.
bound to get to the bottom of it. Let’s all go up
tothe garrét. There’s room for an army there.”

They trooped up and found themselves in a
vast room or loft which seemed to stretch on in-
terminably to dimly lighted vistas; and to hé
filled with odds and ends of furniture that appar-
ently even’ an auctioneer had been unable to
dispose of. Beyond these decrepit bureaus and
washstands and crippled chairs was a broad area
occupied only by demijohns and mineral spring
bottles of the huge size necessary for office or
hotel service. Some of these were still filled
m!:‘l} \ﬁla]t{er. :

‘Il keep guard at the foot of the stairs,”
Dr. Farrell called out. A few short hours had
brought him to the stage where if he were not
alone with Beulah he wanted to be alone with
himself; to wander in the thought-world of the
lover, so closely enveloped by the great sea of
emotion in which thought.dies and life begins.
How slight a thing a footstep in a deserted corri-
dor when the heart is full of echoes.

He listened languidly to the sounds above his
head always with the effort to trace her voice and
words; wondering if she had' written to this
Marvel man as she was threatening to do. The
thought of his rival was bitter to him; but he
would make the most of the intervening hours;
and in the end—he promised himself—he should
no{I lose her.

p-garret they seemed to be moving hea
articles, and all at once there was a s%und‘g
crashing glass, followed by a series of dull thuds
or thumps as if packing-boxes were being lifted
and then allowed to drop—*Jake is nothing if
not thorough,” Andrew commented; and went
back to his musings on Beulah;,

After a while it was forced upon his conscious-
ness that tht(aiy were very quiet upstairs. Not a
voice reached him; no sound’of feet; only from
the floor below a very stealthy noise followed
by a queer rumble which might have been words
or groans; then silence, silence above and be-
low. “What on earth are those people doing?”
he said to hiinself. “Having a secret conference?”

A peculiar odor reached him, sickly sweet but
with a menace in it. ‘““What on earth!” he ex-
claimed. ‘“Oh, Jake!”

There was no answer. His heart began to
beat rapidly, as he was swept all at once into a
sinister world, one never before visited in all his
healthy young existence. Even the terrors of
the Great War had done nothing to his nerves
so fateful as this profound silence—broken only
by that queer intermittent sound on the floor
below.

. ‘“Beulah!” he whispered her name; then said
it louder; then as that perfect silence continued
he almost shrieked it, and followed this by a dash
up the attic stairs. Soon he commanded the
whole dreary waste, the framework of the roof,
the great tanks of water, the cluttered old furni-
ture, and in all that space not a single human
being. The odor was now choking and terrible;
accustomed as he had been to the chemical
deviltries of the battlefield he thought he recog-
nized a gas whose peculiarities had made it more
dreaded than any other. Tying a handkerchief

uickly over his nose and mouth he made a dash
through the mephitic atmosphere to the nearest
windows and tugged at the sash which, sticking,
he proceeded to smash the glass with the heel of
his shoe; then he rushed across to an opposite
window and opened it. The heavy draught of
air was immediately felt; and he hurried to open
more windows, or to break their glass.

His progress was interrupted by prostrate

It’s a big mystery, but we're

The Elks Magazine !

bodies. Amid broken fragments of glass lay
Jake Simmons, his wife, Beulah and Caroline
Hartley; knocked into unconsciousness by the
gas as perfectly as by the club of an assassin.
Andrew sto?ed over the girl first and dragged
her to a window through which the cold October
air was streaming; then returned for the other
women. Jake was stirring by this time. He sat
up, ‘and gazed about him.

“I was struck by lightnin’,” he said.

“No, you weren’t. Get to that window, man,
quick.”

Jake sleepily obeyed, quite unconscious An-
drew saw that there were other victims He
carried Ma Simmons next, as Mrs. Hartley
showed signs of reviving. A few minutes later
they were all staring at him, at the broken glass,
at their own pale faces, and asking, * What hap-
pened?”

Jake was the first with an answer, on his fect
now and blinking like an owl “I let a timber
drop on one of them big glass bottles of water
and smashed it. What was in the thing to knock
us all out?”

*“Probably a liquid that turns to a gas—as
soon as the air reaches it,” Andrew answered.

You might all have been dead in five more min-
utes. Only the size of this place prevented your
being SL_lEocated at once. These are worse than
ammonia fumes!”’ .

“What do you make out it is?”’

I thought it was like a gas they used in the
war—but it’s different. Just as if some one ex-
erimented, but didn’t quite pull it off. Was the
ormer owner of this hotel a chemist?”’
€ was not,” Jake answered. ¢“Old Otto
Bergthal doesn’t know anything more about
ChﬁmlStl’Y than I do, and that’s nothin’.”
Was he the owner through the war?”’ Beulah
asked.

“You’ve said it,” Jake answered. ‘I knowed
Sé)me splendid fellows only a generation out of

ermany—fought like Bunker Hill for the Stars
and Strx, es'and I knowed some snakes in the
grass. wasn’t the blood—'twas the disposi-
tion. Now Otto Bergthal was too old for the
%raft-; and I never heard a word against him.

hut it was during the war-time the old place got
the reputation of being haunted, and folks
shunned it after dark.”
This Bergthal may have been the tool of
iome one else,”” Caroline suggested, “and the

otel may have been used as a storchouse or a
base for chemical experiments. There were hun-
dreds of foreigners in this country working their
céwn little crazy schemes for overthrowing the
: overnment. Beulah, dear—do you still feel

al‘l"lt? .

) A little,” the girl answered, but her eyes
closed at that moment, and she put out her
hands in an effort to regain her equilibrium.
{}ndrew caught her, and calling out to the others,

You better all come out this place,” he hurried
down the stairs and laid her on the bed in 170,
Caroline bent over her anxiously.

“Is shp in danger, doctor?”’

qu if she was I'd carry her further than this
—straight to a boat, and a car to rush us to the
nearest town. See, she’s coming to.”

Dr. Farrell, you can’t go away now. You
are to stay with us until we know—everything.”

. “Stay with you! You couldn’t drive me away
with a gun. Will you run down to my room, Mrs.
Hartley, and bring me up the little medicine case
on my bureau? "’

Caroline gone, he looked for some quiver of
Beulah’s thick eyelashes and the first signs of
color in the girl’s face. She opened her eyes at
last and he gazed into them with no efiort to
hide the love in his. v s

“Dearest,” he murmured. ° Little, brave
Beulah.” . T3

She roused herself. “What did you say

“T said ‘dearest.’”’ .
(To be continued)

CHMED ABDULLAH, famous for his wvivid
stories of the East, has created a new character
His name is Blennerhassett Jones, he hails
from Virginia and, in partnership with Sheng Pao, a
Princeton-bred Manchu, is explotting the resources of

Jor you.

Southern

China.

His adventures make fascinating

reading. The first one will appear in an early issue
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The Mission of the State Association

terloo; Second Vice-President—Clay Xneise,
Mouscatine; Third Vice-President—Dr. F. G.
Cluett, Sioux City; Secretary—James O’Brien,
Des Moines; Treasurer—Julius Fecht, Ottumwa;
Trustee—]. J. Barton, Fort Dodge; Chaplain—
Rev. E. H. Rudd, Iowa Falls,
B.
P. O.
’ B. . .
Devil’s Lake has been chosen as the meeting
place next year by the North Dakota State Elks
Association. At the recent meeting at Williston,
James B. Atkinson, of Minot, was elected Presi-
dent; R. W. Bassett, of Valley City, was re-
elected Secretary and . Treasurer; Edward
Hughes, of Dickinson, was elected Trustee.

B.
P. O.
E.

Under the leadership of President Wm. F.
Schad, emphasis was placed on a new and in-
teresting and helpful service rendered by the
Wisconsin Association. This relates to a Bureau
of . Information established under Association
regulations for the benefit of Subordinate Lodges
in quest of. Memorial Sunday and Flag Day
speakers. Through this instrumentality, a num-
ber of Wisconsin Lodges were served and much
valuable data for future use was accumulated.
The Wisconsin Association is completing its
annual meeting at-Beloit as The Elks Magazine

- goes to press for the September number. Presi-
dent Schad kept the interest stirring throughout
the year, and adequately discharged his respon-
sibilities. Among other achievements, the Presi-
dent kept in intimate touch with his State
Membership by virtue of circular communica-
tiops, of which five were issued during the year.
By the adoption of the plan, all interesting infor-
mation was periodi&‘:al};r'cir'culated. One ‘sub-
ject upon which he dwelt in the circular an-
nouncing the convention arrangements and pro-

igram was entitled “Everybody’s School.” It
iproceeded as follows: ‘

. Elkdom has become a potent factor not only
in the uplift of humanity and in dispensing of
aid and charity to the distressed, but has mani-
fested a keen interest in the education of our
boys and girls and in the betterment of our
educational systems. Through the thoughtful-
ness of the late Prof. L. D. Harvey a circular

(Continued Jrom page 41)‘

dwelling upon the questions concerning the
- betterment - of our public schools was mailed
regularly fo all the Lodges and active members
of our ‘Association, and from reports to date
indications point toward a better knowledge and
greater enlightenment on the question of the
education of the children and youth of our State,
all of which has had a most wholesome effect in
the improvement of our educational system.

- .

The State Association opening exercises were
scheduled for August 17. This was open to the
public and was genuinely entertaining and_
profitable.

!
. P. 0.
. E.

The Colorado State Elks Association, meeting
at Sterling, aside from the transaction of busi-
ness, had a three days’ social session unusually
unique and elaborate. Headquarters presented
an attractive scene with flags and purple and
white decorations. There was an 1lluminated
street parade, a lawn party, a dance, racing and
baseball games. Joseph H. Loor, of Pueblo
Lcdge, was chosen by the Association as Secre-
tary. The 1923 meeting will be at Colorado
Springs.

B.
P. O.
. E.

At the thirteenth annual meeting of the Vir-
ginia State Elks Association, at Bedford, John B.
Bliley, of Richmond, was elected President.

P. O.
E.

Seventy-five delegates participated in the
twenty-first annual meeting of the Indiana State
Elks’ Association at Michigan City with Presi-
dent Clyde Hunter of Gary presiding. There
was a banner attendance of visitors from various
points in the State, and Michigan City’s hos-
pitality was acclaimed in a resolution adopted
by the Association.

Fort Wayne was selected as the convention
city for 1923. With the date undecided, it was
announced that if a time in September is named,
there will be a clam-bake. The following are
the newly elected officers:

President—Dr. A. J. McDonald, of Bedford;
First Vice-President—Edgar J. Julian, of Vin-
cennes; Second Vice-President—Harry C.

Knight, of Elkhart; Third Vice-President—C.
J. Orbison, .of Indianapolis; Secretary—Don
Allman, of Noblesville; Treasurer—Dr. J. C.
Sawyer, of Michigan City; Trustee—H. J.
Holland, of South Bend.

Michigan City’s Mayor, John Finske, wel-
comed the delegates. Martin T. Krueger voiced
the greeting of the local Elks. A. A. Logman,
Exalted Ruler of Michigan City Lodge, pre-
sented President Hunter. Letters from Grand
Exalted Ruler J. Fdgar Masters and Grand
Secretary Fred C. Robinson were read.

A resolution was adopted in memory cf
Thomas G. Hedian, who was Secretary of the
Indiana State Elks’ Association frcm the time
of its formation in 1go2 until his death this year. .
Charles J. Orbison delivered the memorial
address.

It was decided to select a President in each
district of the State for the purpose of promoting
comniunity and social welfare work, and intensi-
fying continuous interest in all affairs corcerning
the Order and its activities. e

A Committee on Resolutions, composed of
Cswald Ryan, of Anderson; Michael Thornton,
of New Albany, and Fred Henoch, of LaPorte,
submitted the following which was adcpted:

“Whereas, the American Legion has properly
called attention to the fact that Memorial Day
in late years in Indiana has lost much of its
traditional character as a remembrance for these
who died for our common country and has,
instead, become a festival to the racing and
sporting spirit, and,

“Whereas, The American Legion has taken
leadership in a patriotic movement to remedy
this condition,

“Therefore, Be it resolved that it is the sense
of the Elks of Indiana in State convention
assembled that Memorial Day should be re-
stored to its original character as a day of
reverence for those who made the supreme sac-
rifice to preserve America, the last best hope of
mankind.”

An address by Oswald Ryan, an Anderson
Elk, representing the American Legion, is pub-
lished eclsewhere in this issue. The announce-
ment was made by Mr. Ryan that at the next
session of the Indiana Legislature, a measure
will be introduced to correct the desecration of
Memorial Day.

“Courage is the Thing”

come even to a book-reviewer, did we happen
upon a book by Charles Wellington Furlong,
called “Let ‘er Buck”—a title that must make
thea.l fingers of Tom Mix’s director itch to
steal.

“Let ’er Buck” is, at first glimpse, the kind
of thing you see lying on a table in a bookshop,
and which makes you say, “Great Scott, what a
heap of stuff has to be written to fill up the
chinks between the best sellers!” .

But a word to the wise! If you're waiting f,or
your change in that shop, don’ pick up ‘Let ’er
Buck” unless you can buy it and carry it home
with you. The only other course will be to camp
out there and then until you have read from
cover to cover—which is, we believe, a cheap way
to treat the book trade. .

“Let ’er Buck” is, first and last, an American
book. No other country could produce it, for it
is founded on American traditions and written
in a national spirit of fair play, good humor and
love of sportsmanship. If you know a real man,
get the ggok, and give it to him. There’s no
gamble. He'll love it. If you know a real boy—
try the same thing on him. You’ll be a popular
hero with the youngster for months. If you
know any women who are at heart “regular fel-
lows” and who are having birthdays, or some-
thing, where gifts are advisable, send them “Let
‘er Buck.”

No, this is not an advertisement for Mr. Fur-
long’s book—it is merely our enthusiastic way
of saying it's the great thing—good reading—
enthralling—colorful!

(Continued from page 21)

Coming on top of “The Covered Wagon” as it
did—bang, like that! it rather carried us off our
feet. Putting down the romance of Molly Win-
gate in her covered wagon, it was startling to
pick up Mr. Furlong’s book—a portrayal of the

assing of the Old Northwest; to leave off in

ction with the arrival of the emigrant trains in
Oregon, and to follow in fact through Mr. Fur-
long’s enchanting pages, the history of those
days down to the great Round-Up at Pendleton,
Oregon, a classic event, a national pageant,
through which we again see the great story of
pioneer life.

The people in Mr. Furlong’s book are flesh-and-
blood people. Perhaps you know some of them.
The thrills are real thrills—the photographs of
bucking horses, cow-pony races, roping, Indians,
old-time scouts, and stage-coach races with
which the volume is illustrated are true examples
of our much-loved word action!

As we read “Let ’er Buck” which, by the way,
is the slogan of the Pendleton’s yearly “Round-
Up,” and a cry that was heard on many battle-
fronts in France, there stirs in us “a forgotten,

rimitive, national something” that lies at the
ottom of our hearts,

No matter how civilized he is, scratch an
American and you’ll find a pioneer—a cowboy—
an adventurer. There is

“ .., is something in every healthy nature that
responds to the spectacular and dangerous. . . . It
were better for the Nation of the blasé, effete, lily-
livered youths, which thc complexities and hectic
movement of our modern life tends to develop, learned

through honorable physical contest the satisfaction
of a well-balanced body and character . . -

The “Round-Up” is the great yearly carnival
which epitomizes the most dramatic phases of
the old Western days, and the author tells his
story as one who has been part and parcel of
that life and speaks its language.

The book is full of nuggets.

b \’\Iv;hy the cowboys wear their kerchiefs tied at the

ACK.

How a band of determined and ambitious men
stole a county seat, literally, and have been sitting at
it ever since. .

How Judge Calloway of Virginia City had to lct a
“rustler” out of prison for the Round-Up . . . “the
people hereabouts wouldn't stand for keeping V—
{)ﬂ jail while this bucking contest 1s on- But ke goes

ack to-night!” .

. How a Sunday School superintendent had touaégcil];)-
gize to his flock for keeping them waitlng becab sl e
poker game he was “sitting in on was SO plumb inter-
esting I couldn’t break away from the boys.

.. How Pendleton, a place of seven thousand inhab-
itants, draws seventy thousand people to its sites
each September, to see the great carnival-

Living men dash across the pages of this book ;
Lnakfmg them positively throb under their horses

oofs.

But why go on? We’ve given oursclves away.
We were stirred by the book and we rise to sug-
gest that the City of Pendleton reads, en Mmasse,
Barrie’s little volume and follows that up with an
invitation to Sir James to attend the next

Round-Up,” so he may sec for himself Cregon’s
special brand of “courage.”
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“Courage is the Thing”

(Continuced from page 63)

ing to follow. Anything else would, indeed, suf-
fer by comparison.

_To lovers of perfect English, marvelous tech-
nique and supreme “style”’—there is only one
Mrs. Wharton. A new novel by her means to
this discriminating public more than a story.
Tt is to them always an experience.

* Already “Glimpses of the Moon” is keeping

 the presses of its publishérs busy supplying the

demand, and controversies over the morals of
the amazing people Mrs. Wharton has captured
between the covers of this latest tale are enliven-
ing the reading world.

This is the romance of two young Feople who
love and marry among the rich and idle and fash-
jonable—among the grou that is commonly
called “smart society.” e houses of these
people, whether they are American or not, are
sprinkled casually over the earth—TFrance, the
Italian Lakes, Venice, London, everywhere!
Their wealth makes gypsies of them—their temp-

tations, so easily yiclded to, so easily hidden,,

corrode every principle, every decent standard.

Yet to Susie Branch, it was the world that
practically supported her. Without these people,
these houses, without this ease and beauty,
Susie was a child lost in a dark wood.

She marries Nick Lansing—who, penniless,
sust starting on a Writer’s career, has nothing
to offer save his acceptance, like hers, intd the
social world that likes them both so well. They
make a strange and singularly cold-blooded pact
—a thing that would have been impossible had
real passion existed between them—to feel bound
only until something better, more brilliant, in a
word, more financially safe, should offer itself
to either.

Their friends, interested and curious, at the
daring of the young lovers to marry at all; see
to it that their honeymoon is spent amongst
scenes that tempt Mrs. Wharton to some of her
most beautiful descriptive writing.

But these rich and utterly startling people de-
mand some payment for providing Susie and Nick
with a background so bewitching and so poetic.

Susie falters for a moment at the payment, for
her moral fiber is still fresh and young and sweet,
and in her heart she hates the code of her set.
But it is now the price of her being with Nick.
So she pays. When Nick discovers how she has
had to lower her and his sense of integrity, the
catastrophe engulfs them; the honeymoon
crashes to earth; they separate, leaving each
naked in the storm to worse attacks upon their
strength.

Truth falls, but gallantly staggers on again
amongst the amazing characters that surround
Susie and Nick.

Their final triumph has in it a little touch of
exhaustion. You question yourself: When these
two are once more themselves, how will it be
with them? Wil this new-found and deep love
be with them still?

Mrs. Wharton writes so brilliantly, so brutally
keen, about these folk that she makes you doubt
even her words that Susie and Nick have out-
grown their old life—have faced the other
way.

Nick, as a hero, leaves us cold. A touch of
cad, shirker—puts us off him forever. Susic is
human, though not lovable in the poignant way
that Ellen was lovable in “The Age of Inno-
cence,” nor does one understand her, despite
everything with the clear sympathy that was
accorded Lily Bart. But—it’s a great book!

After reading “ Glimpses of the Moon”’ it is
utterly im{)ossible to take up immediately an-
other novel by some other author without feeling
that the thing was written by a sophomore OF a
high-school girl.

Fortunately for the writing profession the daz-
zle left in our eyes by Mrs. Wharton’s art little
by little becomes a normal light again, and so
the day is saved.

You ask “where is courage in that tale? ”

Well, it is there—lifting its bright head in the
final pages. The very absence of it in most O
the characters is so—can one fay ostentatious?
__that courage is for a time all that you can
think about. The one thing in the world that is
desirable. :

BOOKS REVIEWED

Courage, by Sir James M. Barrie (Charles
Scribner’s Sons).

Glimpses of the Moon, by Edith Wharton
(D. Appleton & Co.).

Our Unconscious Mind, and How to Use
It, by Frederick Pierce (E. P Dut-
ton & Co.).

Let *cr Buck, by Charles Wellington Fur-
long (G. P. Putnam’s Sons).

The Covcred Wagon, by Emerson Hough
(D. Appleton & Co.).

The Sin of Monsicur Pcitipon, and Other

" Humorous Talcs, by Richar Con-
nell (George H. Doran Co.)-

Every Inch a Magnate

(Continued from page 33)

¢ SON-—” Zebulon Hathaway glanced from his
wife to Jerry and then at the table—“son, the
proposition 15 mighty attractive; no doubt about
that. But—well, here’s the situation; if we win
the pennant to-morrow, as we ought, I'll stick
by the club. It’s not 2 bad club by any means;
that is, not zln mosdt1 )(riezilrs,” H
He paused, studied his cigar while
waitedp:pon his words. ® every one
“«Not a bad club, no.” Suddenly he looked
up at hgs sonI b
«Robert, I guess it hangs upon what
to-morrpw.” He rose from thg table :'mi] ;ﬁ?ﬁgs
his chair back. And Bob Hathaway, knowin,
his father, knew that the very rocks would b%
more vulnerable to further argument than this
man. He shrugged and turned to Jerry.
“Jerry, will you take a little stroll? T need it
for my digestion. And I want to talk to you.”
She caught something interesting in his man-
ner. Hathaway was making his way to the
veranda, the ¢vening paper in his hand. His
wife, who had never lived down habits ac.quired
in days when she had done her own work, w
he!ﬂng the maid clear the table. ) Vs
ere was constraint
thg street under the old aal:?:htel:iee{x: \\?lalked b
thinking of the changes the years brin en’)lcl:vas
had been a time when she humm [c;l he
walked along at the side of Bob Hnteha ja e
the sheer joy of being with-him. Now th‘:?g “f,g;

no joy in her. She was thinking of the couple
th(‘:‘y had left in the house. mene
Jove, Jerry, I liked the way you stood up
anfi fought at the table.”- i
_“T always fight for my convictions,” she said
simply.
“Yes, you do. Hasan told you that you
get better looking e\'cryyyzrz::?’? g
_She made no reply to this. Hathaway cleared
his throat.
“Jerry, Iam wondering if you know the rea-
sons why I came to Bolton this time?”’
Sl{e’ glanced at him. ¢ di
{3 bl din-
ner.”\hy shouldn’t I? You gave them 2
yo“(’)’nly one of them. The other reas®
u.
She straightened with an involunta™y move:
ment. Then she laughed.a n e
‘iReally!” b
“Yes. Jerry, listen. Y nd T have o
friends a good ﬁxany years.o‘w;xeﬂ a chaP ian}-
bitious, as I am, he is always wondering o lﬁt’s
ahead; wants something better than whit e
got. And this often leads him wrong: Tt has e
in your case——" -
"I“he girl raised her hand. ”
“Do you have to tell me all this, Bo, sou?”?
“Yes, 1 do. You’re interested, ¥ n't YOR
“Not especially.” s
Jerry—" He placed his hand upon her @rm

n was—

P S
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Every Inch ‘a Magnate.

- (Continued from page 67)

me marry you and talk about money and
positt%n and al%’that, I think of other things that
you can’t give, things T’d have to have from the
man I married ” L :

He didn’t reply. She touched him upon the
arm. | . ,
“T know you’re angry with me, Bob. ButI ve
spoken from out of my heart. Maybe you 1

never want to speak to me or hear of me again. - ho
Anyway, do this one thing, not for my sake,or .

for your own sake—buck up on your father and
mother. They haven’t so many years at best
and—” Jerry’s throat caught. “My boardlng,-’
house is ‘down here, Bob. I'll say good-by.
She paused at the corner. .
He stood, evidently trying to say something;
but no words came. Abruptly Jerry turned and
hurried down the street. When she reached her
dwelling-place and looked back, he was still
standing where she had-left him. She went into
the house.

oI

LATER in the evening as Jerry Dane sat at the
window of her darkened room, her chin rest-
ing upon her hands, eyes fixed vaguely uion
the outlines of the trees, a servant knocked
at the door. Jerry was wanted at the telephone.
It was Mrs. Hathaway Something had hap-
pened in connection with the ball club, and
Zebulon Hathaway wanted her as quickly as pos-
sible. Without waiting to find her hat she ran
out of the house and was soon turning into the
Hathaway gate.

The owner of the Badgers.and Tom Blauvelt,
the manager, were standing on the veranda,
talking earnestly. Through the window Jerry
could see Mrs. Hathaway placidly reading.
Zebulon Hathaway never bothered his wife with
his business troubles.

“What is it, Mr. Hathaway?”

“It’s Sneedon, Miss Dane,” growled the man-
ager. “The great big fat-headed farmer knew we
were depending on him to pitch and win to-
morrow’s game——"" «

“Yes, of course,” interrupted Jerry. ‘“He
knew that.”

“Well, he won't pitch. The big fool was sky-
larking down in the billiard-room of the Bolton
House after dinner; got into a wrestling match
with Garrity and took a fall that broke a bone in
his wrist.”

“Broke his wrist! Jim Sneedon!”

“Yes, he’s out. Now I want to pitch Yates.
He worked to-day, I know. But he’s strong a.n’d
willing and says he’s got it. The Millers can’t
hit him much; club will have to hit behind him,
that’s all.”

“Don’t know about that.” Hathaway shook
his head ‘““Where’s Bob, Jerry? Thought he
was with you.” .

“He was. He left me at the boarding-house
two hours ago Hasn’t he come back?”

“Haven’t seen him. Ma was asking. What
do you think about Yates, Jerry?”

“T don’t think he would do at all for the whole
game.”

“All right,” said Blauvelt, “work Vates the
first half and then if he begins to look bad, put
- in Murray.”

“H'm. The Millers pounded Murray on
Thursday. They always have.” Hathaway
gestured heavily with his cigar. “And Geis has
got a lame arm. There you are.”

“Well,” rasped Blauvelt, “then the only
answer is mine; work Yates as far as he’ll go—he
may go the route—then put Murray on the
mound.”

“All right. All right.” Hathaway slumped
into a chair. “Murray or Yates goes in first
depending upon which warms up best; the other
to follow. Good-night, Blauvelt. How is
Sneedon feeling?”’ :

“Feeling!” The manager paused on the steps.
“I don’t care how he’s feeling. I hope hedies!”

For a time after he had gone Jerry and the
owner of the Badgers sat in silence. Never in
all his life, probably, had a blow so poignant as
this descended upon Zebulon Hathaway.. For
Jim Sneedon was without any doubt the crack
pitcher of the Belt States League and especially
a thorn in the side of the Millers who had never
been able to hit him at all. He was a local prod-

uct. Hathaway had taken him from the back -

lots, stood back of him through the boy’s forma-
tive years, and now when it had devolved upon

the ragged youth Hathaway had first known to

get up on the mound and employ his acquired
skill and his strength in bringing to fruition his
benefactor’s long years of toil and sacrifice and
mental travail, he had broken his wrist in

rseplay. -
“Mr. Hathaway, I never wanted to be a man
until this moment. Oh, I wish I were a man and
could pitch?” "~

Jerry, who had risen,.came over to the man,
standing behind him, her hands upon his
shoulders. .

He reached up and laid a hand ugon hers.

“«It’s all right, Jerry girl; we have to take
things as they come. That’s the way life is.
We don’t order things. They’re ordered for us.
Yates ought to do—if the team will only hit.”

«They will. Ifeelit. Iknow it. They ”

The fence gate opened, creaking. Jerry
Jooked up and made out the figure of Bob Hatha-
way coming up the walk. . .

“Hello.” He paused, peering. “Oh, is that
you, Jerry—father? I've just been looking for
you, Jerry. Went around to your boarding-
ho}}s;::’;?” Jerry’s voice was spiritless. 4

«\What’s the matter? Anything wrong?”
Young Hathaway came up to the two, shifting
his gaze from one to the other. :

“Sneedon can't pitch to-morrow, Bob. Your
father was coun}:.jng o.nthu'n to win the pennant.

broken his wrist.”

H‘E‘l(]‘fel Is that so!” Bob Hathaway touched
his father upon the shoulder. ‘““That’s another
argument in favor of accepting that C. and D.
offer.”

[ Bob!” . )

«Well, Jerry, it is. It is just this sort-of thmg
that he shouldn’t have to face yecar after year.

«Don’t you have to face things year after
year? Isn’t that what makes life interesting and

iler”

wo‘f%e:hbut my dad has had his share of all
that. A time comes when a man has a right to

ase.” Lo
Sor;:bfxlon Hathaway leaned forward, lighting a

r.
CIg‘?I’m not a dead one yet, boy.” ,

“No; but that is no reason why you shouldn’t

: L3 ” .
en]]%{rlyl'f]%ane gave a little exclamation.

“RBob, if you only understood your father at
all!” She hesitated. “I want to say sor?ethmg
to you, something dreadful. And I don’t want
your father to-hear it. Mr. Hathaway, you
don’t mind if ng and I go down the walk a

nt, do you?” L.
m‘i{‘sleth’e mz’n gestured with his cigar, ,Jcrry
slipped her hand through the younger man’s arm
and turned toward the steps.

“Bob,” she said, as they came to a pause at
the gate, “you’ll be angry; just the same I want
you to be rank and honest with me as I am go-
ing to be \}‘:ith you.t’

“ ight, Jerry.”

et i ask, Bob, is this. is your
attitude about the sale of Hathaway Field due
as much to consideration of your father as to
your wish to put through a good deal for your
railroad?” :

There was silence and Jerry, brave as she was,
could not subdue the trembling of her limbs.

“Jerry—"” The man’s voice was solemn—
“I'm not angry at what you’ve said. Let me tell
you something: since we had our talk this eve-
ning, I’ve done nothing but walk all over this
city, trying to see your side. And I came to sce
it.” That was why I went to your boarding-
house a while ago; just to tell you I saw.”

“You saw what, Bob?”

“Why I saw why you would naturally feel as
you do about father and mother. I haven’t been
decent to them, not half-way. I was concen-
trated on my work. It’sgreat fun getting ahead,
and I met new people all the time and was

_jnvited around and—well, I was thoughtless,

that’s all. Father and mother were here.

knew they were comfortable and—and—well, it
didn’t occur to me they weren’t happy Anyway
I was wrong, dead wrong, all the way through.

- ment.
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It will never happen again.  So much about that.
As to you .

‘“Leave me out, Bob.” - -

“But I can’t. Jerry, I've always loved you.
I've played fast and loosc. But I've always
loved you and I always knew it, and when I met.

_ other girls I always compared them to you and

knew they werc not in your class. You may
think I have a swelled hcad and all that; but I’'m
not so swell-headed that I won’t get on my
knees to you right here and now if it would ”

“Bob, I can’t stand here talking this way with
your father sitting alone up there on the porch
with the whole world falling down upon his
shoulders.”

Hathaway laughed.

“If that’s all that’s worrying you, Jerry, cut
it out. Tor the Badgers are going to win
to-morrow.”

“Going to win! What do you mean?”

“I mean—"" He paused a moment. “Jerry,
I think it would be best for the team to lose the
pennant and have father scll the park. You
don’t think so. All right; I'll accept your judg-

I'll sign with the Badgers to-morrow.
I’ll go out on the mound and make those bush-
leaguers think Walter Johnson has hit town.
Don’t you think I can’t do it, cither. Cy Young
pitched the game of his life the other day after
twelve years out. I've only been out cight—and
I'm fit.”

[43 Bob !,, .

“I will, Jerry. The assistant-gencral coun-
scllor of the C. and D. is going to play ball to-
morrow. Now what do you say? Do you be-
lieve I love you or not?”

“Bob!” As he advanced to her with arms
out, she pushed him away, laughing hysterically.
“Not now! Not yet! You haven’t won the
game yet, you know.” She turned toward the
porch, radiant, excited.

Zebulon Hathaway waited until she had fin-
ished speaking. He leaned forward, relighting
his cigar. Then, slowly, he arose.

“Son,” he said, with that characteristic little
chuckle in his voice. “Let’s go in and tell
mother.”

v

ON LY the owner of the Badgers, Jerry Dane
and the sporting editor of the Bolton Couricr
had been permitted to witness the little drama of
the morning when Tom Blauvelt, grouchy and vic-
tim to profound misgivings, had come forth
from the dressing-room, accompanied by Yea-
mans, the Badgers’ regular catcher and by Bob
Hathaway, garbed in an ill-fitting uniform.

*All right, Bill—" Blauvelt jerked his thumb
toward Hathaway—*‘take him.”

Yeamans obediently took position against the
grandstand and jauntily caught Bob’s first toss
in his mitt, shoveling the ball back to the pitcher
from the big glove. For ten minutes Hathaway
lobbed up the ball, swinging his arm round and
round after cach heave. Then abruptly he
nodded at Yeamans.

Now Bill Yeamans had all sorts of respect for
the son of the man who paid him his salary, but
he wasn’t sold on the idea of a college guy horning
into professional company and getting away with
it. The occasion found him jaunty, indifferent,
so much so that he had not taken thought to
appraise Bob Hathaway’s long arms, his goodly
hands, his fine shoulders and chest. So far as
Yeamans was concerned—and Blauvelt, too, for
that matter—old Hathaway had gone daft and
must be humored.

So when Bob Hathaway nodded, Yeamans
merely nodded back and fell only partially into
the approved crouch. The pitcher looked at him
in some surprise.

“Fast ball,” he said. .

“All right, all right. Shoot it.”

Hathaway with a little smile wound up and
let go. Yeamans saw something coming toward
him that seemed very small, more like a golf-ball
than a baseball. He got his mitt up to his chest
just in time, not to catch it, but to save himself
from being drilled. .

“Eh!” " Blauvelt who had ducked from his
position back of the catcher, bobbed up with
dazed face. “Lh, Bill!” His voice was filled
with laughter. “You act like 2 man who never
saw classy smoke before.”

It came to be a most satisfactory morning.

Now the park was filled; not only filled but
bulging The spectators overflowed into the

(Continued on page 70)
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The We Commit Against
Our

Shm&ing How Worn-out Stomachs can be Renewed

MAN'’S success in life depends more

on the co-operation of his stomach

than on any other factor. Just as

an ‘““army moves on its stomach’’ so does the
individual. Scientists tell us that go% of
all sickness is traceable to the digestive
tl‘ai":}tl.ysical efficiency is the backbone of
mental efficiency. Unless our stomachs are
effectively performing their f}mctlons in the
way Nature intended, we can’t be physxcall’y
fit. And unless we're fplﬂysma.lly fit, we can’t

roughly successful.

be}{]str. gOr)i,son Swett Martden, the noted
iter, says, ‘“the brain gets an immense
:;w;:(t)fn;t og, c’redit which really should go to
the stomach.” And it’s true—keep t_he di-
gestive system in shape and brain vitality
i ured. : .
* (a).s%s course there are successful men who
have weak digestions, but they are excep-
tions to the rule. ’I:hey succeqd in spite of
their physical condition. Ten times the suc-
cess would undoubtedly be theirs if they
had the backing of a strong physique and a
perfect stomach. There are a thousand men
who owe their success in life to a good di-
gestion to every one who succeeded .ll]n
spite of a poor digestion and the many ills

it leads to.

The Cause of Most Illness
ractically all stomach dis-
The_ﬁ::l:je :in?ember, gtoma.ch disorders
ord(;:rts 0%, of all sickness—is wrong eating.
leaF 0‘3 qis t%e fuel of the human system, yet
o of the combinations of food we put
some systems are as dangerous as dyna-
into ou wood and a little coal would be
mite, Soggayce_.and just about as effective.
in a f“mwondel' that the average life of man
Is it any but 30 years—and that diseases of
to-day lrila ,“liver and kidneys have in-
the St; 103% during the past few years?
crease trouble is that no one has, until re-
The iven any study to the question of
cently, ﬁl its relation to the human body.
a.I;ten one good harmless food when
combination with other harmless
a creates a chemical reaction in the
foods TF®d literally explodes, giving off
stomac: us toxins which enter the blood and
dangero oison our entire system, sapping our
slpflli)tlypand depleting our efficiency in the
g;antime-
Relief in 48 Hours!
just as wrong food selections and
And Z&Z}’; will destroy our health and
c pmcy so will the right foods renew our
efﬁClenu t ’stomaChS and create and maintain
WO A ° yigor and mental energy. Resplts
podi )f7ten seen in 48 hours. And by right
are © we do not mean freak foods—just
foods very-day foods properly combined.
good, € to follow Corrective Eating it isn’t
n fact,cessary to upset your tab_le.
ven nel ng ago I had a talk with Eugene
Not ‘07, ¢ noted food scientist, and he
Chnsuan(,) f some of his experiences in the
told m:nt of diseases through food. Inci-
treatm Eugene Christian has personally

fg:ttl(liymore than 23,000 people for almost

By R. J. Branham

every non-organic ailment known with
almost unvaried success. An enviable record
when one considers that people nearly always
go to him after every other known methed
has failed.

One case which interested me greatly was
that of a young business man whose effi-
ciency had been practically wrecked thropgh
stomach acidity, fermentation and constipa-
tion resulting in physical sluggishness which
was naturally reflected in his ability to use
his mind. He was twenty pounds under
weight when he first went to see Christian
and was so nervous he couldn’t sleep. Stom-
ach and intestinal gases were so severe that
they caused irregular heart action and often
fits of great mental depression. As Christian
describes it he was not 50% efficient either

mentally or physically. Yet in a few days

by following Christian’s suggestions as to
food, his constipation had completely gone
although he had formerly been in the habit
of taking large daily doses of a strong
cathartic.- In a few weeks every abnormal
symptom had disappeared—his weight hav-
ing increased 6 lbs. In addition to this he
acquired a store of physical and mental
energy so great in comparison with his former
self as to almost belie the fact that it was the
same man.

Youth Quickly Renewed

But perhaps the most interesting case that
Christian told me of was that of a multi-
millionaire—a man 70 years old, who had
been traveling with his doctor for several
years in a search for health. He was ex-
tremely emaciated, had chronic constipa-
tion, lumbago and rheumatism. For over
twenty years he had suffered with stomach
and intestinal trouble which in reality was
superacidulous secretions in the stomach.
The first menus given him were designed to
remove the causes of acidity. Results were
apparent in 48 hours and the causes of acid-
ity were entirely removed in about 3o days.
After this was done he seemed to undergo
a complete rejuvenation. His eyesight,
hearing, taste and all of his mental faculties
became keener and more alert. He had had
no organic trouble—but he was starving to
death from malnutrition and decomposi-
tion—all caused by the wrong selection
and combination of foods. After six months’
treatment this man was as well and strong
as he had ever been in his life.

These instances of the efficacy of right
eating I have simply chosen at random from
perhaps a dozen Eugene Christian told me
of, every one of which was fully as interest-
ng, and they applied to as many different
ailments. Surely this man
doing a great work,

know of several instances where rich men
and women have been so Pleased with what
he has done for them that they have sent
him checks for $500 or $1,000 in addition to
the amount of the bill when paying him.

Delightful Way to Secure Health
and Strength

There have been so many inquiries from all
parts of the United States from people seeking

Christian is

the benefit of Eugene Christian’s advice and
whose- cases he is unable to handle personally
that he has written a little course of lessons which
tells you exactly what to eat for health, strength
and efficiency. This course is published by
The Corrective Eating Society of New York.

These lessons, there are 24 of them, contain
actual menus for breakfast, luncheon and dinner,
curative as well as corrective, covering every
condition of health and sickness from infancy
to old age and for all occupations, climates and
seasons.

Reasons are given for every recommendation
based upon actual results secured in the author’s
many years of practice although technical terms
have been avoided. Every point is explained
so clearly that there can be no ‘possible misunder-
standing. .

With these lessons at hand it is just as though
You were in personal contact with the great food
specialist because every possible point is .so

oroughly covered that you can scarcely think
of a question which isn’t answered. You can
start eating the very things that will produce
the increased physical and mental energy you
are seeking the day you receive the lessons and
will find that you secure results with the very
first meal—positive results in 48 hours.

5 Days Trial—Send No Money

Many people would gladly pay hundreds of
dollars to learn of such an eas}g, delightful way
to obtain health and strength, and freedom from
stomach trouble. But Christian desires to
place his instruction within reach of everybody,
and we have therefore made the price as low as
we safely can. And we have made it
possible for you to test this method on a Ppositive
guarantee of satisfaction.

Simply put your name and address on the
coupon below and mail it NOW. Give the
postman only $1.97 (plus Postage) in complete
payment, when the course arrives, (If more
convenient you may remit with the coupon, but

s is not necessary.) Look the course over
carefully. Put it to the test, Judge by results.
If you don’t notice a great improvement within
five days after starting, send it back and your
money will bq refunded. You can clearly see
that an offer like this could not be made unless

Christian’s methods
results for you as they have for thousands of
others.

But immediate action is necessary. Clip
the coupon ow and send it at once so as to be
sure to avoid disappointment. You will surely
agree that health, ha piness and comfort are
worth the trial. rite today. Corrective
Eating Society, Dept. 629, 43 West 16th Street,
New York City.

. If you prefer you may copy wording of coupon
in a lelter or on postcard.

CORRECTIVE EATING SOCIETY, lnc;

Dept. 629, 43 West 16th St.
New York City

You _mn% send me Eugene Christian's Course in
Corrective Eating in 24 lessons. I will pay the f)ost-
man only $1.97 (plus postage) on arrivai If 1 am

not satisfied with it, I have the privilege of returning

- it to you after a 5-day trial and you are to refund my

money in f{ull,

State
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Under_ th

Originally Cincinnati had been given white, for
which color a local partiality still prevailed.
Then it was that in providing for the public dec-
orations, a blend of the royal purple and the
white was conceived. To this day, most every
Elk is of the opinion that Royal Purple and
White used in combination'are the official Elk
colors, whereas royal purple, unless in the in-
tervening some Grand Lodge action has
amended and changed the Hay recommenda-
tion, remains the solitary official color. These
statements are not set down controversially in
any sense. What The Elks Magazine seeks is
exact truth in these particulars.

Grand Treasurer P. J. Brennan
Recipient of Special Honor in Boston

Immediately following the annual meeting of
the Grand Lodge in Atlanti¢ City, Grard Trea-
surer P. J. Brennan, whose home is in Denison,
Texas, remained East to visit relatives and to
renew acquaintance among old friends. In Bos-
ton, Mr. Brennan was cordially welcomed at the
City Hall by Mayor James M. Curley, who not
only presented his distinguished visitor with a
key to the city of Boston, but officially decreed
and directed that a tree be planted on Oliver
Holmes Walk on Boston Common and named
in honor of Mr. Brennan. This is the fourth
distinction of the kind to be conferred thus far.
Mr. Brennan is President of the National Bank
of Denison. His son recently became a member
of Cambridge Lodge.

Introduction of Radio
Stimulates Club Attendance

As the radio amazes with its performance
and gains world-wide popularity, it is being
installed in many Elks’ Clubs, with the result
that in each instance attendance of members
is increased. Greenville (S. C.) Lodge is one
of the latest to consider the adoption of this
innovation.

Gus Heckler Wins Prize,
Forty-five Years an Elk

For forty-five years Augustus Heckler has
been a member of New York Lodge and for
forty-two years he has ornamented the theatri-
cal profession, variously and consecutively.
While Mr. Heckler doesn’t look the part, he has
been winning another first prize by reason this
time of being the oldest Elk in attendance upon
the New York State Convention, lately held in
Syracuse. Among his wide experiences, Mr.
Heckler has girdled the globe. At one time he

 was editor of the Dramatic News. Recently, he
enjoyed another birthday—his seventy-seventh.
One day, down at Asbury Park, back in 1890,
he saved two people from drowning. This ex-
plains the Congressional medal he wore until it
was lost. His favorite occupation is to propose
close friends for B. P, O. E. membership. Of
these he counts fifty-three.

New Haven Preparin,
To Build on the Old Site

One of the active Lodges of the Eastern terri-
tory is New Haven, Conn. With a membership
of 1,500, its high-powered enthusiasm is indicated
by the announcement that it has practically com-
pleted arrangements to erect on the site of its
present home, a clubhouse combining comfort
and elegance. New Haven Lodge was instituted
March g, 1884, with 75 charter members, three
of them still living. Since 1go6, the Lodge has
been located at 216 Crown Street. The Lodge
is foremost in charitable enterprises. It was in
New Haven that an Association of Past Exalted
Rulers was formed which keeps all retired offi-
cials active in Elk affairs.

Garden City Lodge
Has Grown and Prospered

Garden City (Kansas) Lodge is establishing
a_record for cxpansion, not alone in its indi-
vidual growth, but in the practice of the princi-
ples the Order teaches. e Lodge was insti-

(Continued jn;m page 39)

tuted on February 3, 1921, with a membership
of 82, now increased to more than 6oo. The
Lodge acquired a home at an initial cost of
$17,000. In modernizing it, $8,000 was spent.
In the dining-hall, public meetings are held, and
other events take place relating to the social,
club and civic prosperity of the city.. The ball-
room serves as the real social center. The ladies’
parlor of the Elks’ Home is the monthly meeting-
place of Garden City’s foremost clubs. Wives
of Elks lend valuable assistance in the varied
charitable deeds of the Lodge, likewise in the
entertainments arranged by the Elks. The
vaudeville show conducted by the Elks during
last year’s Cattlemen’s Carnival was an artistic
and financial success. In all that uplifts and is
for the general betterment of Garden City, the
Elks are among the first with progressive 1deas
and bona fide ascsistance. .

Lawrence Lodge
Awards Scholarships -

Lawrence (Mass.) Lodge has awarded its
first $500 scholarships to John E. McCprmick,
154 Andover Street, and Edward R. Hickman,
167 Oakland Avenue. Pupils of the Lawrence
High Schools are cligible.

Jurisdictional Changes
Reported by Grand Trustees

After giving full and careful consideration,
the Board of Grand Trustees announces that
in the interest of the Elk Common Good, an-
other district has been authorized and added in
the State of New Jersey, making a total of four
districts; and that a fifth district has been pro-
vided in California to enable a more equitable
division of Lodges, and administrative responsi-
bility. An application foran additional District
in the State of Kansas is pending.

Fargo Raises $125,000
To Launch New Building

Fargo (N. D.) Lodge, No. 260, inaugurated
a bond drive to raise $125,000, and that sum was
secured in a week. The plan is to erect in the
heart of the city, ona lot 92 by 140 feet, a club-
house, the corner-stone of which will be laid this
fall. Plans and specifications for the structure
have been approved. It will be ready for occu-
pancy in the fall of 1923, and will possess every
modern feature, notably a roof garden. The
final cost will be $300,000.

Patriotic Elks Combine
In Memorial Service

In Gorges Park, Roxborough, near‘Philadel—
phia, is the twenty-first ward memorial monu-
ment, the first to be erected there in honor of
the men who served in the World War. On the
eve of the meeting of the Grand Lodge in At-
lantic City, the Elks of Philadelphia arranged
to hold at the base of this shaft, a sacred patri-
otic service. Chicago Lodge of Elks, en route
to the convention, was invited to participate.
It was an event in which 3,000 Elks of Phila-
delphia took part, assisted by several hundred
from Chicago. Music_was furnished by the
combined bands of Philadelphia and Chicago

Lodges.

Elizabeth Elks
Lead Civic Celebration

Forty years ago, the city of Elizabeth, N. J,,
was bankrupt and forced to borrow $7,000,000
to regain its financial footing. Every penny of
the debt has now been wiped out. A jubilee
celebration followed the final payment. At the

. banquet at the Elks Club, Vice-President Cool-

idge told his audience that Elizabeth, in paying
off its debt, had set an example the Government
should emulate. The cancelled bonds were
burned in public. People danced in the streets.

4
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e Spreading Antlers
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Fireworks added to the festivity.
leaders in the celebration.

Norfolk Will Celebrate

Thirty-seventh Anniversary

Norfolk (Va.) Lodge will, on Thanksgiving
Day, observe its thirty-seventh anniversary.
Organized with fifteen charter members, the
roster now embraces 1,400 names. Norfolk’s
home is one of the best in the South. The pres-
ent hope is to have Grand KExalted Ruler
é\dasters grace the celebration with an ad-
ress.

Elks were

Governor Baxter Assists
To Dedicate Elks’ Rest

Three hundred Elks participated in the dedi-
catory ceremony of Elks’ Rest, in Evergreen
Cemetery, Portland, Me. Gov. Percival P.
Baxter was the orator. The monument on the
lot was draped in Stars and Stripes. The plot
of ground, presented to Portland Lodge by Past
Exalted Ruler William O. Alden, is a memorial
to his brother and ‘Absent Brothers.” Mem-
beur(s defrayed the cost of -a life-size bronze
Elk.

More Old Heroes
Made Life Members

Four veterans of the Civil War, all identified
with civic affairs at Alva, Okla., have been initi-
ated into the mysteries of No. 1184, in that city.
Because of their advanced age, military achieve-
ments and local prominence, the Lodge, as a
special mark of distinction, issued to cach a
coveted life-membership card.

Creating Building Fund
For New Brunswick

Three thousand shares of preferred stock and
an equal number of shares of common stock,
each share representing $50, will be sold to create
a fund with which to build a clubhouse for New
Brunswick (N. J.) Lodge of Elks.

New Orleans Elks
Entertaincd En Route

The party of New Orleans Elks, 150 stron,
after the Grand Lodge session, confinued llt;;
journey to Quebec and other points of historical
interest in Canada, first stopping in Boston
where a reception was accorded. Mayor James’
M. Curley delivered over the great key to the
city, the response being by Phineas Moses,
Secretary of New Orleans Lodge. Michael F.
Culliney, Exalted Ruler of Boston Lodge, also
made an address. There was a sail to Nantasket
and other diversions.

What Lodges Are Doing
Told in Short Sentences

Boston Elks are talking of the new home to
cost $2,000,000. . . . New Haven Lodge is ar-
ranging to initiate another class, bringing the
1922 total of new members up to s500. . . . An-
nual Field Day exercises, under the auspices of
Brockton (Mass.) Lodge, will be conducted at
Walkover Park. . . . Bronx Lodge will initiate
a class of so in October. . . . In a selective
membership campaign, Worcester (Mass.) Lodge
added soo representative citizens to its roster.
. . . Nine of the 13 Past Exalted Rulers of Mc- -
Keesport Lodge were awarded honorary life
memberships. . . . Clarksburg (W. Va.) Lodge
has added a library. . . . Woodland (Calif.)
will build a $65,000 home. . . . Other California
Lodges, ambitious to build homes, are: Sacra-
mento, Huntington, Bakersfield, Fresno and
Santa Rosa. . . . Redondo (Calif.) Lodge, hav-
ing outgrown its present quarters, is also dis-
cussing the advisability of a new home. . . .
Melrose (Mass.) Elks are giving a picnic on
Labor Day at Carters Field. . . . The Interna-
tional Association of Chiefs of Police, in session
in San Francisco, elected Philip T. Smith of New
Haven, Conn., president. Mr. Smith is a leading
member of New Haven Lodge.










