

















October, 1922

Missouri Test—Ralph S. Latshaw, Kansas City,
No. 26.

Missouri North—Richard M. Duncan, St. Joseph,
No. 40. .

Montuna East—\Vill Truscott, Miles City, No. 537.

Montana Wesl—O. G. Jones, Kalispell, No. 725.

Ncbraska North—James T. Keefe, North Platte,
No. 083.

Nebraska South—Harry C. Haverly, Hastings, No.
150.

Ne¢vadu—Charles.S. Sprague, Goldfield, No. 1072.

New Hampshire—Thomas J. Dowd, Nashua, No. 720.

New Mexico—M. E. Hickey, Albuquerque, No. 461.

New Jersey Northcast—William Conklin, Englewood,
No. 1137 ,

New Jersey South—Thomas S. Mooney, Burlington,
No. 9¢6.

New Jersey Central—Jacob J. Vreeland, Dover,
No. 782.

New Jersey Northwest—Richard P. Mooney, Newark,
No. 2.

New York Northeast—Walter M. Stroup, Saratoga,
No. 161.

New York Southcast—August V. Glatzmayer, Bronx,
No. 871.

New York North Central—Miles Hencle, Syracuse,
No. 31.

Necw York South Central—Clarence J. Cook, Bingham-
ton. No. 852.

New York West—D. Curtis Gano, Rochester, No. 24.

North Carolina East—C. A. Little, Washington,
No. 822.

North Carolina West—A. B. Palmer, Concord, No. 857.

North Dakota—Curtis P. Brown, Fargo, No. 260.

Oklahoma Southeust—C. D. Wallace, Oklahoma City,
No. 417.

Oklahoma Northeas'—R. B. Hummer, Henryetta,
No. 1339. -

Oklahoma Northwest—Charl:s H. Tompkins, El Reno,
No. 743.

Ohio Northwest—George A. Snyder, Fostoria, No. 935.

Ohio North Central—William H. Reinhart, Sandusky,
No. 283.

Ohio Northeast—C. R. Heggem, Massillon, No. 441.

Ohio Southwest—C. R. Faulkner, Greenville, No.
I1139.

Ohio South Central—Charles H. Newton, Nelsonville,
No. 543.

Ohio Sgutheast—Paul D. Bonnell, Cambridge, No.
448.

Oregon South—Frank D. Cohan, Marshfield, No.
1160.

Oregon North—Colon R. Eberhard, La Grande, No.
433-

Pennsylvania Northeast—W. S. Gould, Scranton,
No. 123.

Pennsylvania Southeast—Joseph F. Lawless, Norris-
town, No. 714.

Pennsylvania North Central—Howard R. Davis,
Williamsport, No. 173.

Pennsylvania Central—Charles A. Greer, Altoona,
No. 102.

Pennsylvania Soutl Centra!—F. H. Bell, Du Bois,
No. 340.

Pennsylvania Northwest—\Walter Whitehead, Sharon,
No. 103.

Pennsylvania Southwest—Dick S. Ashcom, Allegheny,
No. 339.

th’li?ébinc Islands—Thomas J. Wolff, Manila, No.
761.

Porto Rico—]. D. Woodward, San Juan, No. 972.

Rhode Island—Joseph L. Lenihan, Westerly, No. 678.

South Carolina—]. Henry Caughman, Columbia,
No. 1190.

South Dakota—Harlan M. Whisman, Huron, No. 444.

Tennessec East—\W. P. Boyd, Columbia, No. 686.

Tennessce West—John C. Burdick, Jr., Union City,
No. 679.

Texas Central—W. P. Murphy, Brownwood, No. g6o.

Texas Nortlh—Irving Goldberg, Marshall, No. 683.

‘Texas West—Tom W. Crutcher, Eastland, No. 1372.

Texas North Central—Robert H. Brown, McKinney,
No. 828.

Texas South—George Q. McCracken, Galveston, No.
126.

Texas Southwest—R. O. Koch, Seguin, No. 1229.

Texas Northwest—Harry H. Bray, Wichita Falls,
No. 1105.

Utah—Walter Jensen, Eureka, No. 711.

Vermoni—F. O. Moore, St. Johnsbury, No. 1343.

Virginia Easi—Frank Evans, Norfolk, No. 38.

Virginia West—Andrew Bell, Harrisonburg, No. 450.

W ashington East—]John H. O’Shea, Spokane, No. 228.

Washington Northwest—Paul P. Wells, Bellingham,
No. 194.

Washington Southwest—George L. Harrigan, Tacoma,
No. 174.

West Virginia North—Percy Byrd, Clarksburg,
No. 48a2.

West Virginia South—O. P. Vines, Hinton, No. 821.

Wisconsin East—Edward W. Miller, Marinette, No.
1313.

Wisconsin West—H. A. Kiefer, Wausau, No. 248.

Wyoming—R. E. McNally, Sheridan, No. 520.

dd.ci MMactize

Grand Exalied Ruler.

Grand Secrctary.

Grand Exalled Ruler Masters has called an official mecting of the Disirict Deputies of all the Slales, lo be held at the

Congress Hotel, Chicago, Ill., on Oclober 1.

This call is issued under provision made by the Grand Lodge al ils 1922 session in

Ailantic City. The Grend Exalled Ruler has also invited the Presidents of all the State Associations lo attend this mceting

\




The Elks Magazine
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. Capy art, fulfil their destiny only through being seen.

A Conf esston of Consp iracy BuI{ied l;.mdt(air the décbris of sonll)(ra sccret,gforgottcil attic,
ber number was a baseball story: a Rembrandt or a Corot might well have never been

| . IN:‘ }(3)\2&, Sﬁ?;ﬁma Magnate,” by Lawrence Perry. painted. Brought out to public view, however, and
Toward the end of this story, during the course of “serving as a source of pleasure, and inspiration, to

.a critical game, four batters on one side were put out in thousands, the Rembr.:mdt. or the Corot, from being
a single inning. Unconventional baseball, promptly a dead, meaningless thing, becomes a force with power
attributed by scores of our readers to what might be to influence its beholders. The greatest reward that
termed a “bone play” on the part of the author and the can come to an artist is not money but appreciation
editors. : a~d understanding of his work on the part op them for

whom he creates it. That is why ill .
We herewith thank those of you who took your pens 4} opportunity to paint and dra»)\’r 1f ogs'}yl?é(}l;:jk\sv{i\l&gg;?

in hand to point out the apparent error. And wealso ;. 'y assures for their pictures ¢ v s Maga-
‘bespeak your indulgence for our duplicity. F(;r thltl: tion attended by the l‘epl‘eS%nl.ative | vas tu}r::iliilg nl;(én gf
error was intentional. Mr. Perry put in the fourt the United Staies,

“out” by request. You see, we wanted to find out how ) o

‘thoroughly our stories were being read. You have

helped us to find out. ) When
A word is due Mr. Perry, we feel, for his courage in You C’wnge Your Address

-allowing it to appear, for an entire month, that he could SUBSCRIBER desiring the address of his co y
- have unconsciolzxsly perpetrated so heinous an offense A— of The Elks Magazine changed, can find no bet& 4

%  Personalities and Appreciations

0(C

poa

‘against - i f the national game. ‘method of notification than to
Q against the established léws o ga address, endorse. {here? thecgg v:h(; ggf;;:t ;,v;:&p?:
b :‘:ﬁ"ﬁgﬂ?{‘ ;irggft&l ,fj;‘rd F?l{( eﬁlose it in an envelop(flb
. . - e 8 Magazine, 50 East 42n
. Street, 4 e L
WHILE we are on the subject of lettemmw the str:g:ionNse:echrk' N. Y. No letter or additional in-
Editor, allow us once more to repeat that we It is &enﬁmyal’ Y. '
g invite and welcome them. Not letters of praise alone— 1} 1o one. ways, to send the old address with
of which, be it said in all modesty, we receive a generous -
measure—but all kindesl %ﬁl lettﬁrg.l dixllt &gust as im-
rtant to us, just as helpful in building magazine, s .
pt: know whatJyou don't like as to know what you do Let’s Reduce the Casualty List
= like.

[N THIS issue you will find an i
Your suggestions and opinions will also be gratefully 1:!:48""016 by Bozeman Bulger on hunting. In it
received—whether you are a member .of the Order' or r. Bulger brings out the fact that, out of an army of
9 not. In this issue, ¥or instance, you will find an ar ticle some 200'000,11““"3"3 last year, 10,000 met ‘with acci-
entitled “Can Women Be True to Women?” If you dents, some of them fatal. “This is an appalling figure,
are the wife, mother, sister, cousin, aunt or sweetheart ~ com pénr l’:h le only to the percentage of casualies sus-
or daughter of an Elk, please read ﬂtnhs artllcl:i and }V!t:llf;g ﬁ”ge t.hayt an:ggll, a(:‘l!ntyhm a real xlvar. And the worst of”
us frankly your own views as to the solution o S ese casualties mi e
problem %Xets forth. We should like to publish an avoided through the exercise might bave b

ntensely interesting

DO

of ordinary common-

article based on your opinions. sense care on the part of the hunters,
i - ith a view to helpj .
Address your letters to The Editor, The Elks Maga Wit elping to reduce the number of ac-
zine, 50 East 42nd Street, New York City. 3‘12“‘:&3’{;\,?!;}%; Eafs “lgcorporated in his article a
; o on’ts.” ese suggestions
& are_based on his own long expericnce and o gthe ex-

erience of his guide, who has b ¢
Euntmg parties for the last fifty-odd ?’:arisl.ccompanymg

r Like Dogs— . . ;

Y o Ty oy g ly i re;lgz::stfl.{antl?t mcrﬁdlble that grown men should not
two good things are coming to you in early issues. t V.o and ammunition are not safe things to
One igs a golf stog:y by Ben Ames Williams in which that a!gy W'll\}[h- BYlet the 10,000 accidents prove it tg be
irrepressible and unpleasant person, the Club Pest, is he' 'Sl'l.i.n u tge}l; te}lls of a man, scemingly intelligent,
effectually silenced. ~The other is a new collie story b w O’le ' g N ave some fun by frightening another
Albert Payson Terhune. Illustrations for the go megl ller od a luntmg Party, removed the ehot. from
yarn are by Ray Rohn, whose amusing pictures, ac- ‘l‘{?' e 4 and rep. acgd the load wj 3
companying the P. G. Wodehouse golf story in our 1S 1 fa was to shoot the salt-loaded shell at his un-
‘July number, were widely a;:glauded. For the Ter- EUSPtegimg C%Tl‘;lp-mgte, thinking it would scare but not
hune collie story we secured the acknqw.ledged leader ur tim. ,t‘ilglllde, whO. h{,d watched his reloading
of all animal portrayers: Charles Livingston Bull. 9P&"ad (:lniov(vll 8(())me curiosity, asked him what he
Fitting the illustrator to the story is one of the fine arts  Intenade 0. On being told he suggested that be-

of magazine making. - 2(()1"‘;:%1{""; éogalt:l%gu :o::]té his friend the man try the

D Inanimate object. It was
fortunate for the friend that i !
ing the practical joker. Fog‘h?, o o ad been wateh-

Art Is Not Meant to Blush Unseen three-inch hole in a fence-post. he load of salt tore a

'IT'I'IE roll call of the artists who have so materially Itis, of course, impossible . .
contl?ibuted to the attractiveness of our first few who do not possess them, tﬁ&“‘;}fv;rgwnélsls })l;-la(;ntso n;;:ryl
issues is a list of which any old-established magazine down sens_d?le precautionary ryleg for Eumin arties
might well be proud. Some folks have expressed sur- and, bﬂvxgnlance,' to see to it & F
prise at our having been able in so short a time to enlist With Mr. Bulger’s help, we have sugpestod some o
such an impressive group of the men who stand at the these rules. Will you do your part, when you go hunt-
top in the magazine world to-day. Thereason, however, ing, to have them adopted and [

f : ved up to?
is not far to seek. Ilustrations, like all other forms of P Pie Eprmon.
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-He matched the fighting spirit of Virginia against the
superstition of the East and won the title of

Jones, Maker of Miracles

+ By Achmed Abdullah
Illustrated byG Patrick Nclsqn

AN unlikely, deliciously incongruous combination
of two men, Virginian and Manchu, as far
apart as the poles in race and religion, ideals and

morals, traditions and spiritual aspirations.

But

~ they thought alike in business ambition, in a blend-
ing of four-square honesty with Oriental shrewdness

table with his fist.
“What are we going to do?” he
demanded.

“There is one thing we can always do,”
replied the Manchu.

*‘Namely?” .

“We can sell out to the C. C. C. C.,”
came the answer in purring, well-modulated
English without the slightest trace of Mongol
singsong. .

“Sell out now? Under fire? Not if I
know it!”

“I saw Morgan O’Dowd in Hongkong,”
continued the Manchu. “He offered half
what he offered last year. I see the reason

why now. Even so—it is a good price—cash
down. . . .”

“I won't sell!”

The Manchu folded his hands—they were
ludicrously small and delicate—across his
stout chest. He looked at his partner with a
fleeting smile. . .

*‘My friend,” he said, “you are like all the
other Christians. Forever fighting with
your own obstinacy! What profit is there
in it? And if not profit, then what glory?
Why battle against fate? We are rich. Let
us sell out to the C. C. C. C. Let us return,
I to Pekin, and you to America.”

“I know you, old man,” rejoined the
other. “You don’t mean a word you say.

THE gentleman from Virginia hit the

- Why—you wouldn’t sell out to those buz-

zaril's" on a bet! You're just as stubborn
as I

He was silent. He sat there, brooding and
unhappy, and stared into the back courtyard
whence drifted the incessant, uncouth bab-
ble of the porters and houseboys, aborigines
of the Yun-nan jungle tribes, talking to each

- other; stared beyond, into the teeming

streets of Yun-nan-fu where the blue-bloused
Chinese coolies ambled along on padded
slippers. For fifteen years they had lived
here, he thought, in the very heart of trop-
ical China, with British Burmah to the
southwest, Siam to the south, French Ton-
kin to the southeast, Tibet and the rich
central provinces of China to the north
and northwest, and the castern Chinese
provinces sweeping on with the clamor
and the turmoil of their barter, many
hundreds of miles away, to Canton and
Hongkong and the trade winds of the gray
Pacific. :

Herg they had prospered, in this immense,
squatting, low-flung stone pile, once a Taoist
temple, now .half office and warehouse, half
residence, with the great back courtyard
used as a compound for the firm’s trackers
and guides and trade spies and porters, for
the most part Yun-nan aborigines belonging
to various savage tribes, Miaos and I-piens

and Lolos, and all alike despised by the
Chinese farmers and townspeople.

Asia was all about them: a yellow, fetid
hand giving extravagantly of gold and
treasure, maiming and squeezing even while
it gave. And also it was characteristic of
Asia, that one day, two decades earlier, in a
Manila water-front saloon, over a drink, a
brawl, a knife in the hand of a Portuguese
sailor, a Manchu curse and cry for help, and
a lean, gray-tweeded figurc hurtling to the
rescue across chairs and tables, had thrown
together these two men—incongruous bed-
fellows: Blennerhassett Jones, the sort of
rather unlikely Virginian who, after a life-
time in Asia, was still romantically redolent
of a lost cause bravely fought, of pink and
white magnolia trees, courtly manners, tall
satin stocks, chicken smothered in cream
gravy, and stately colonial mansions; and
Sheng Pao, the Manchu aristocrat, the
descendant of the ‘““iron-capped princes” of

-the north educated in the New World where

—he used to say—he had learned two things
in the shadow of Princeton’s green elms: the
thrill of a ten-yard dash with the pigskin
ball closely hugged to one’s heart, and the
material advantages of honest work. The
one of the West, Western; the others of the
East, Eastern in spite of Princeton. The one
of a meticulous and slightly pitiless insisting
on principles of morality and fair-play; the
other a typical Manchu with all the virtues
and all the vices of his race. For Sheng Pao
was greedy and yet generous, well-mannered
and yet overbearing, philosophical and yet
ironic, sympathetic and yet cruel, austere
and yet passionate. They were as far apart
as the poles, these two men, in race and
religion, in ideals and morals and spiritual
aspirations. But they were both keen and
honest business-men, and so—since that day
in the Manila water-front saloon—they had
become the stanchest of partners, and pres-
ently the best of friends.

THEY had built up a great trading con-
cern: ‘‘Jones & Sheng Pao”—after years
of grueling, heart-breaking, up-hill pull the
firm was famous from Thibet to Pekin, from
San Francisco to the shores of Lake Baikal.
It had made history in Oriental commerce.
It was respected in New York and London,
envied in Paris, and feared in Yokohama.
They traded in everything, wholesale and
retail, from a penknife to a ten-thousand-ton
steamship, from an airplane to a th’lmble,
from a jar of stem ginger to a caravan’s load
of priceless first-chop Mandarin blossom tca;
specializing in the Yun-nan region and its
contributaries, they quoted prices for every-
thing that could be bought or sol_d or
swapped throughout the great Asian hinter-

land. Al the way from Hongkong to the
interior their factories and wharves, their
stations and warehouses, proclaimed their
four-square, insolent wealth. Even the
C. C. C. C, the Central Chinese Chartered
Company, tteated them with wholesome
respect, respect made doubly sweet by the
fact of the C. C. C. C.’s hatred for this, its
chief competitor,

AND be it remembered that the Char-
tered Company was a giant offspring

of the world-embracing Anglo-American Pe-
troleum Syndicate; that it had a king of

urope and a greater king of Wall Street for
chief shareholders, a Chicago billionaire
packer for president, a bishop for secretary,
a prime minister for chief counsel, a Hebrew
banker with an historical name for trcasurer;
that it fought its competitors with every
Weapon, from finance to political intrigue,
from pressure brought by powerful foreign
Inission boards to revolufion and open war-
fare; that its agents and factors and ex-.
plorers and concession-hunters were the
Dicked and reckless spirits of all the world:
Glasgow Scots, down-cast Yankees, P ortu-
guesc half-brecds, Welshmen, Armenians,
and Greeks
Several wecks catlier, when Sheng Pao
ad been on a business trip to Hongkong, he
had met there Morgan O’Dowd, the presi-
ent of the C. C, C. C., and stepped up to

m WItohi:l outstretched han% dqr”

%0d morning, Mr. O’Dowd!
. “Oh—good mo%"n ing,” had come the reply
N a negligent draw]. !
cgligent, too, had been the man’s way

of poising himself for 4 second lightly, for all
his well-fleshed bulk, on the ball of his left
foot, the toes of his Tight just brushing the
ground, about to walk on as if he had hardly
noticed the Manchu until the latter had a(‘l-
dressed him, as if even now it borzd him to
stop and converse,

Sheng Pao had wondered—for heretofore,
during chance meetings, 0’Dowd had always

cen friendly eagerness personified. e
felt hurt in his thin-skinned Manchu_pride,
and hot words had trembled on his lips.
but a businessman first and foremost, ot
had kept his temper. He knew of old that
Morgan O’Dowd was not the type © fstinct
who ever acted on instinct, be it instinct
of Sympathy or antipathy, nor ever ap;
Proached any question or situation ‘w-thoulf
Teference to the particular benefit he hlms§i
might derive from it. So he had ke_pt_h i
temper. He had decided to find out W kzl1
Was on the other’s mind. He had quickly
changed his scowl into a lop-sided smile.

“When did you leave Chicago?” he had
asked. .
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~ “Meet Mr. George F. Babbitt”

The Elks. Magazine

~ A Review of the New Novel by Sinclair Lewis

E HAVE it straight fiom tlic au-

thor’s own family that Mr. Lewis

- ¥ wore out numerous dressing-gowns

during the process of writing ‘“Babbitt.”

Wore them out—thought them out—wrote
them—sat them out!

The picture is clear in our mind: the tall,
impetuous, young novelist scribbling away
in ‘his London chambers (a great part of
“Babbitt” was written last winter in
England) and periodically calling aloud:
“Say, hurry! Bring on a new dressing-
gown. This one’s just gone through!”

The intimate details ceased before we
learned the exact number consumed by the
literary labors of America’s most-talked-
about fiction writer, but, we'll say, some
haberdasher in Piccadilly made a good thing
out of “Babbitt’’ before it ever went to the
printer. :

Which brings us to this: There’ll be many
a fine old dressing-gown worn out in these
United States while we are all wading
through this runner-up to “Main Street.”
You've got to sit down to “Babbitt,” as
to a full-course dinner—so it’s off with our
coats and on with our old slippers and draw
the big chair out! For read “Babbitt”’ we
must and will!

Mr. Lewis has painted too intimate, too
realistic, too conscientious a picture of
American middle-class life for us to ignore
the fact that among those people grouped
in the background of his big canvas stand
many of us—ludicrously visible to our neigh-
bors. Well, if not s, the fellow next door
is there. Anyway, it’s best to read the book,
know the worst, and then prove Lewis
utterly wrong—if we can.

Zenith! A big, booming, bustling Amer-
ican city of skyscrapers and streets jammed
with motors, of smug residential districts
and the eternal struggle for money, happi-
ness and expression,

In Zenith lives George F. Babbitt.
Babbitt is an Elk—which, so far as the
story goes, is neither for nor against him—
but it just shows that the B. P. O. E. is
to be reckoned with hereafter as a place
where novelists may turn for heroes.

At forty-six, George F. is prosperous,
extremely married, and unromantic, and
decidedly “nimble in the calling of selling
houses for more than people could afford
to pay.” You must be careful not to call
George a real-estate man. He insists on
the more professional “realtor.”

IF YOU live in any of the hundreds of

Zeniths in America, you know this man
well. He’s popular among the Regular Fel-
lows, he’s a Booster and quite a leader at the
Roughneck Table in the dining-room of the
Athletic Club. He’s busy and pompous in
his office. He doesn’t squabble often with
his employees. It is only when they attack
the sacred purse that he is frightened into
a temper. He likes to pick up a less pros-
perous citizen in the morning and take the
poor chap downtown in his car, and when
he’s finally dropped off, the citizen knows
what a modest philanthropist George Bab-
bitt is. In his well built house, he is
what the nation calls a “good provider.”
He has a wife, and three children, who
live completely outside his life. He plays
golf. His chief artistic and literary de-

By Claire Wallace Flynn

light is the comic strip in the evening
papers. He attends: the Presbyterian
Church. Whatever is the custom of his
clan he does, whether he likes it or not.

Yep! You know him. He flourishes in
the land. He probably lives in the same
street with you.

Only once in a great while does he ques-
tion his eternal excellence; and when the
existing order of conducting business is

S

EW American novels have
possessed to the degree of

et

ain Street” the quality of
making themselves talked about.
Whether or not “Babbiit,” its
successor, will stir people to as
much mingled indignation and
applause time alone can show.
ts coming, however, has been
awaited with such wide-spread
interest that we give it a full
review all to itself. You will
find tabloid sketches of seven
other recent books on page 64

attacked, the foundations of his pudgy
mind tremble as at the approach of a
tornado.

" The one person he loves more than him-
self is Paul Riesling, yet Paul becomes for
a moment almost a stranger to him when
he says:

“My business isn’t distributing roofing—it’s
principally keeping my competitors from dis-
tributing roofing. Same with you. All we do is
cut each other’s throats and make the public
pay for it.”

That’s the sort of thing that makes
Babbitt gasp, stammer denials, try to
justify himself. He doesn’t like people to
rock the boat like that. He respects big-
ness in anything—“in mountains, jewels,
muscles, wealth, or words”—but ideas are
staggering, and Paul Riesling, the man who
casts so real and tragic a note into the book,
has ideas. He says:

“I do_think about ten times as many people
find their lives dull, and unnecessarily dull, as
ever admit it; and I do believe that if we busted
out and admitted it—sometimes, instead of being
nice and patient and loyal for sixty years, and
then nice and patient and dead for the restof
eternity, why, maybe, possibly, we might make
life more fun.”

Was it this remark of Paul’s, for whom he
had “so high a fondness,” that made Bab-
bitt question whether *all life as he knew
it and vigorously practiced it was futile”?

At any rate, in his standardized little
brain, in his fat little life, there crept the
beginnings of rebellion. .

The faint notion assails him that the
booming, shouting, back-slapping with which
the “crowd” greet one another, may not be
the only forms of conversation in the world.

He calls upon a conservative old banker
and comes away wondering if bluster is
everything after all. “The wallop in the
velvet mitt” may be quite as effective.

And thé American—founded on English

roots—which he and his ilk speak so fluently
—is it a language?

Most of these dim perceptions slip water-
wise off Babbitt’s duck back. o

Although in perfect accord with the
general idea of Zenith’s lcading citizens
that the City ought “to capitalize culture;
to get right out and grab it,” what he really
wants to get and grab is some sort of an
emotional experience.

So—enter the ladies!

Louetta Swanson, his ncighbor, an at-
tractive flibbertygibbet. Nothing doing.

Ida Putiak, manicurist at the Thorn-
leigh Hotel; in Babbitt’s. own words “a
gutter-pup.” Nothing doing.

Mrs. Tanis Judiquell!

VEN with a Babbitt heart and a Babbitt
mind, how could he stand any of them for
onemoment? Why couldn’t Sinclair Lewis
have allowed him one good, rcal flare?
Vhen we met Tanis Judique first in the
book, we said, “Ah! Here’s a name! She
must be a third Mrs, Tanqueray, at least!
What right has the author to give a

- voman as Pinero-esque a name as that, and

have the lady turn out to be nothing but
a “mud pie’? .
calism, my fricnds, realism! If you
met an alluring widow who scemed to un-
derstand you, as Mrs. Judique did Babbitt,
and you thought you had found the fairy
girl you had becn dreaming about for years,
she probably would be the twin sister of this
widow of Zenith. Life is as merciless as that!
.But.lf Mrs. Judique had been the real
thing in sirens, she probably never would
have bothered about our Babbitt at all.
In ma_x:y’ Ca§Igs the author knows befst. of
1t 15, Tanis disappears out of one
the back chapters of BE: book, quietly and
discreetly—as out of the back door. An
good riddance, A stupid soul, if ever there
was one!

_A great strike threatens to paralyze the
city of Zenith. Babbitt, who has been long-
Ing to become daring and idealistic, chooses
this OPportunity to champion the strikers,
the poor, the People, the opinions of that
fearful Socialist, Seneca Doane. He wants
to be liberal and broadminded, though 1n
the words of the terrible Zilla Riesling hS

is “about ag broadminded as a razor-blade-:

'I‘cl)] THE fellows at the Club Babbitt

- ‘has turneq don’t like
him for jt. crank, and they do

With no fiber, anq no_true convictions,
he suffers a mjq persecution for his libera:-
ism. Only Mys, Judique appedrs to realize
the courageous réje he is playing. :

And then his wife—haye we mentioned
the lady before?  Well that’s the kind of
person she g, ou can not remember
Whether she is iy, the room or not!—Them

wife becomeg ill—appendicitis—acute—
a hurried Operation—and the Babbitts find
eachf other again! di
course you didn’t hope to S5
COvVer a rea] r«f:volution;jsztu.cin f Babbitt
chassis. Inde endence and non-conformity
seep out of him before the antagonism 1
other men’s eyes—before his wife lying inert

.on a hospital bed, Zenith claims him agail;

15 revolt collapses; the Clan wins! And he’s
(Continued on page 64)
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Can Women Be True to Women?. --

Your Frank Opinion Is Sought on this Important Issue

HO has not at some time been
thrilled by the thought of the
Brotherhood of Man; who has not

dreamed of the redemption of the race

through brotherly love; has not acknowl--

edged with grateful heart past benefits to
humanity and hoped confidently for still
greater achievements by the spirit of brother-
hood working through the fraternal orders
of the country, joining men in understand-
ing, in charitable endeavor, in ever widen-
Ing purposes of unity?

If we might look a little below the surface
of the slow stream of human progress, that
current bearing so many evidences of man’s
struggle toward his ideals, we perhaps would
recognize a tremendous power ever working
through apparent good and evil toward the
ultimate good of the race, urging each of us
toward an understanding of our duty to the
whole, to the ever broadening conception
of the universal life, making surely if slowly
toward the goal where all life. will be har-
monious and brotherhood will attain its full
meaning.

To work in harmony with that great force,
to surrender our weak selves to the tre-
mendous truth of brotherhood and unity,
is to work in unison with the highest spir-
itual law, whose rewards are above human
understanding.

_If brotherhood has the decp spiritual
significance which our inmost conviction
confirms, we can readily see that every
Joining by fraternal ties which aim to lighten
in the least the burdens of humanity, or in
social relations which make the world a little
happier, is helping the progress of the race.
In so far as the deliberate purpose of such
uniting is toward benevolence, protection
and unselfish service, it is even touched
with the Divine Compassion which is the
symbol of the Brotherhood of Man and
the Fatherhood of God.

Tracing so readily such high purposes
working out through the medium of the
great fraternal organizations, we are struck
with the thought that all this represents a
unity among men alone, and we are led to
speculate on what might be accomplished
through a sisterhood of women, believing
that much may be expected of that under-
standing and sympathy which finds in
women its most articulate medium,

We need not go far to find the reason why
the great fraternities have no counterparts
among the women. Giving but the briefest
consideration to the age-long difference in
training, in aims and ideals of the male and
female of the species, we would not be unpre-
pared for the difference in results. The man
has been free to roam the earth, the woman
has been held to the family and the home, and
this tradition and general custom had their
origins in plain human necessities. But these
centuries of domestic training and environ-
mernt would not foster the desire to acquire
world-wide interests and a broad conception
of human relations. Rather would the result
be an increased sense of the importance of the
individual and a narrower field of interest.

UT the world moves. Economic neces-
sity or desire for personal achievement

has sent into the ranks of the professions and
the business world multitudes of women.

By Angela Barrett Southard

Every one of them who has won for herself
a place of respect has done more for women
as a whole. To them we owe the rapidity
of the increase in our privileges, and,
having reaped the fruits of their efforts—our
adherence and unfailing support. e
Women are confronted by the fact that
in every public capacity they are as yet

largely on.trial. So many spasmodic sorties™

have been made on the industrial battle-
ground by those who have retreated at, the
first call to the shelter of a home, that the
great army engaged in a life work are all

_somewhat under the. implication of a lack

of steadfastness and -dependability. This

" seems from the nature of things inevitable,

but is affecting less and less the thoughtful
and mature woman who is facing responsi-
bility as capably and reliably as a man.

WOMEN have also found that men are
not always willing to accept them in
business on the basis of fitness and capacity;
there is a certain feeling of their encroach-
ment on men’s particular activities; a reser-
vation as to their desirableness as executives.

We would mark a long step forward if the
world could be persuaded that there is no
rivalry between men and women as such.
As well imagine tivalry between the muscles
and flesh of the body. Could the muscles
proclaim their greater importance because
of their strength which upholds the struc-
ture; or could the flesh claim precedence
because of its prominence, its coloring, its
beauty? Both are valuable only so far as
they fulfil the law of their growth and at-
tain the unity which alone makes develop-
ment possible; each is dependent on the
other for its existence, and in the harmony
with which they function lies the safety of
the whole. Not otherwise may we consider
the relations of men and women. No worth-
while woman wants preferment because she
is 2 woman; no man should want it because
he is a man. The alert minds of women
have only grasped what opportunities have
been given by our advancing civilization
and it is unworthy to deny them what they
have earned; beneath the dignity of man-
hood to belittle their success or fear their
encroachment. It is, however, one of the
greatest problems women are facing to-day
in this man’s world—how to win, without
antagonism and eliminating sex, the recog-
nition due their accomplishments. In this
real and often distressing situation every
thinking woman may help and should do her
part; not only because the turning of many
keen minds toward finding a remedy will be
of great assistance, but also because a step
made in this direction is of far-reaching im-
portance to each individual. All women are
either directly or remotely affected by the
working of these handicaps and should there-
fore unite in sceking the way to remove them.
To presenta unity of purpose is vastly to influ-
ence public opinion, which is our only shield.

Can wenot realize that it is a high privilege
to help, if only by our loyal thoughts—which
after all is the greatest help—in the work
which women are doing? By our unity and
cooperation we may enhance tremendously
our power for good; by united cffort may help
immeasurably toward the fulfilling of our
ideals; by protecting, understanding sympa-

thy of women for women we may lift many a
fainting heart and heal many a broken spirit.

THROUGHOUT the ages women have
been pouring out their compassionate
tenderness on the race, each in her iselated
place because of her necessities, but with the
lifting of our .civilization to a higher level
and the liberation in our economic life; we
are free to choose our aims, our occupations
and our pleasures as we have never been
before. If we have sometimes seemed un-
equal to the wise use of our freedom, if we
have loitered by the way in sheer joyousness,
rather than setting ourselves at once to high
and arduous tasks, what is this but the re-
action from the burdening of the ages? Who
really doubts that the sacrificing love which
has been the attribute of women of all times
will continue to lavish itself upon the race?
No less will the unselfishness, the devotion
to service, be met with in the new world as
in the old, but to insure the highest return
from these engaging qualities they should
be honored and rewarded and not discour-
aged and exploited. To gain the recogni-
tion we desire we have but to establish the -
dignity, the earnestness and reality of the
Sisterhood of Women.

It is helpful in considering our individual
part in this work to remember that by the law
of our spiritual growth the one most benefited
is the one most unselfishly devoted to the
good of all; that to labor with the great spiri-
tual forces forever at work in the world for the
common good is, truly enough, the road to
the highest personal progress, for “he who
would save his life must lose it” has the
same deep spiritual significance as when first
uttered by the Great Teacher.

On every side we are confronted by the
need and the high purposes of unity. Itmay
be that to meet on a common ground we will
have to lay aside our little individual mea-
suring rods; that we will be forced to con-
sider personalities less and results more, but
until we are able to do this we can not hope
to reach the full stature of womanhood, or to
be equal to the obligations and worthy of the
privileges bestowed by our day and age.

TO ATTAIN some practical measure of
unity and make of it a vital factor in
our every-day lives, we have to consider in
what definite form it may be presented to
cover the pursuits and ideals of the greatest
number. Shall we propose a Woman’s
Foundation; shall we have a League of Less
Criticism; shall we promote a Union for
greater kindness among women; shall we
wear a visible emblem, so that all women
who need understanding sympathy may
know where to find it? You, whose keen
minds are working out your individual
problems, have you not time for some
thought on this broader question; some sug-
gestion for uniting in a movement wide
enough to cover our individualities; char-
itable enough to embrace our creeds; high
enough to satisfy our ideals?

To the thoughtful earnest women who are
the inspiration of the race an appeal is made,
and their advice, suggestions and assistance
are hoped for, to the end that women may be
greatly benefited and the old slander be for-
ever laid that women are not true to women.
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Better let me make arrangements for the
whole party.”

“Oh, no. I’'m staying to restore the
Mohican’s good name. I must know what’s
the matter with the hotel before I go away
from it.” .

“ And suppose you can’t restore it! Sup-
pose this is something supernatural,” he
challenged. _

“Then I’ll call in the Society for Psychical
Research—just as I'd call in the plumber for
a bad drain.” )

Kent gave a short laugh. “And what
would tkey do with the old shack?”

«“ THEY are specialists—they’d go after

the ghost in ways I do not understand.
But until I am sure that I am helpless to
deal with this problem, I shall stay on here.
I am more curious than frightened now.”

Kent shrugged his shoulders. “Oh, well,
some one must have his way. I for one am
willing to take my chance both with the
ghost and the gas. Those tents look chilly
to me.” :

“Hot-water bottles for every one,” she
assured him.

“Oh, well, if it’s the law of the land
there’s nothing else to say,” he grumbled.

To Beulah it was a relief to have Caroline
leave the hotel and rejoin the group about
the camp-fire, who looked decidedly like the
first settlers in their heavy wraps and rugs.
About them was a ring of darkness and then
the hotel silvered with moonlight, and all
its windows wide open.
© “Ef it don’t get aired to-night it never
will,” Jake said. “Ma, warm enough?”’

Ma Simmons wrapped her rug closer
about her. “Yes, I'm warm enough; but I
won’t make no objections to sleepin’ in the
Mohican to-morrow, come what may.”
© “I’ll never sleep in it again,” said Kent.
“I’m leaving you all to-morrow.”

“Don’t say,” commented Jake, but no-
body else spoke.

“Miss Belford, don’t you want to take
a stroll?” Andrew asked, eager to be with
her alone; and the girl, who seemed worried
and distrait, rose promptly.

“Don’t go far,” Jake warned. “But if
you see or hear anything, holler. The rest

of us will sit tight where we are.”

The two promised and started off toward
the pines. Beulah looked back at the tent
andcamp-fire. ‘“Thisvacation grows queerer
and queerer,” she commented. “But aren’t
you glad he’s going? ”’

“Digby Kent? Yes, it will be a picnic
again when he is gone. He seems like Wall
Street let loose in a country lane.”

“I am sorry Cousin Caroline has to endure
him as business executor,” Beulah com-
mented, ‘‘and he is in love with her besides—
wants to marry her! Imagine my beautiful,
proud cousin linked to that man! If you
could see the little house in West Ninth
Street where she and Spencer lived, with all
its intimate lovely things: rarc books and an
Airedale; and a Botticelli—genuine, too; and
everything touched by their hands. They
always did everything as if their hands were
clasped together. Spencer always kept her
favorite flowers about—great single violets
and small sunset roses; and always in deep
winter red roses and holly whether it was
Christmas or not. . . . Poor Cousin Spen-
cer!—to die so suddenly; so terribly!”’

“Yes, the Clarendon Club fire was a hor-
ror,” Dr. Farrell said. ‘“‘It seems to have
wiped its victims out like bits of tissue
paper.”

“The smoke did as much as the fire,”
Beulah remarked. “And people falling from
landings and fire-escapes in the darkness.
Since Spencer’s death my cousin clings des-

perately to any place dear to him. I wish you
could have seen their old farmhouse on the
Sound. The house at Newport- he didn’t
like much—though it had belonged to his

_people for years—but he loved the Sound

house; so quaint and beautiful among its
hollyhocks and zinnias.”
“But she can’t keep them all.”.

“NO, the house at Newport will be sold.
That will. leave her a town place and
the farm; and this—”. she paused, ‘‘this
strange, ghostly Mohican.”

[ ‘Beulah.” . . R

She turned, a flash of premonition in her

face. : ,
- ““My dear, I’ve known you only three
days. How little time counts! I couldn’t
love you more in all the years of a long life.
Don’t speak yet. Tell me one thing only.
Are you writing to your friend, Richard
Marvel? Do you really miss him and want
him here to complete your happiness?

“Richard Marvel?” she repeated. “I
almost asked who he was—no, please,” as
he took a step toward her—“not yet. How
could I be sure yet! Why, we’ve only just
been introduced.”

“You shall have all the time in the world.”

“Just now Caroline counts so much. She
is on my mind constantly. Will you think
it strange if I say I want her happy before I
can be happy? I gave up my art studies in
Paris to be with her. I could give up much
more.”

“But suppose she wanders forever in a
world of memory,” Farrell said gently.
“Must I wait years and years—for you?”

“Remember I am only eighteen,” she
answered with quiet dignity, “and I have
very much to learn. You’'ll gain by wait-
ing,”’ she added.

“ Adorable you! what have you to learn?”

“Everything,” she sighed, and changed
the subject abruptly. “I'm glad we’re here
in spite of all these queer happenings. Out-
side is a world that doesn’t know of a haunt-

PR T R T o

HA VE you a “complex”? Do
you, for instance, find it
actually iainful to be in the same
room with a lemon meringue pie?
Psychoanalysts claim that com-
plexes—which is another word
Jor peculiarities or weaknesses—
may be traced back to childhood
influences. Dana Burnet has

written a story about a boy who,
shorn of his self-confidence by
hearing, whenvery young, the fate
of Goliath at the hands of David,
regains it under thrilling cir-
cumstances. Coming next month

ed hotel and a footstep—"’ she broke off
suddenly. ‘“Why, there’s a light on the

.third floor. Jake must be exploring.”

Farrell looked up; then gave a halloo,
which was answered by a thin, strained voice
like that of a man exhausted by calling. “It
isn’t Jake. It must be Mr. Kent getting his
things for the tent.” .

“But his room is on the fourth floor—
that’s the third.”

They watched the lighted window in si-
lence. It seemed tightly closed and on its
shade was reflected the broad mesh of an
inner curtain; but for a time nothing else.
Then, as they watched, the figure of a man
crossed the shade. ‘‘Let’s go back,” Farrell
said, “and count the party.”

The Elks Magasine

Both Digby Kent and Jake were by the
camp-fire, Ma Simmons and Mrs. Hartley
talking together at a little distance. . -

*“Oh, Jake,” Farrell called, “will you
come here a minute?”’

They told him of the light in the window.
“You’re both dreamin’. Can’t be!”

“Come, see for yourself,” Beulah said.

Jake watched the window with a .fac,e
slightly pale under his tan. “If that isn’t
the gol-darndest—"’ he ejaculated. ‘‘Miss
Beulah, I'll take you back to your cousin.
Doctor, you stay here, and watch that win-
dow; I'm going in with a gun. We've got
that fellow now—sure.” )

Andrew watched them until they disap-
peared among the pines. Then he seated
himself, lit a cigarette and fixed his eyes on
the pallid oblong of the window, the only
patch of light on the hotel’s great flank.
He was enough of a believer in psychic forces
to realize that much that is called supernat-
ural is the result of laws imperfectly undcl;i
stood and tabulated—but as orderly, _C°“l :
they be known, as any of the finalities o
science. .

Into this philosophy, however, he did not
dig too deeply; believing that a certail
amount of mystery was as healthful ag
night-time—a season for faith and rest an
trust. And daytime was made for action,
not for speculation. :

ALL these minutes he was staring at the
lighted window and wondering what on
earth ailed this building. Haunted hou_Selfé
the psychical researcher explained, mig
have been made so through the intens;ty o
lives spent in them—usually an intensity O
evil, not good—but what on carth co if
cause a hotel so full of restless careless life
to become shunned, abandoned, as hopeless
as some demented human being? .
Indians had once swarmed over this
island. Did their earth-bound spirits claim
the old place? He would be glad when Beu-
lah was out of it. He was not casy now !
she was not in sight. “It’s the horrible
depth of that lake that’s on my nerves, gc
muttered as he listened to the lap-lap of t“e
water against the granite boulders. ““Really
I can understand those nervous patients now
who tell me they want to jump into de?p
water. I believe if I sat alone on that o
dock for a whole day I would jump in. t
. He started at a footstep behind hlm—_bu
it was Jake—a Jake he didn’t quite recos-
nize, for the face turned to him was as white
as a ghost. The man was actually Sha]'?}nhg .
“Has that light been on every minute?” h€
demanded.
“Every minute.
eyes off it.” TN
_“Well, there ain’t no such room, ¢
ejaculated between a gasp and 2 grow%
“I’Ve been in every room on this SldC.O
the house—and there ain’t a light or a SI8
of a light.”
‘(‘ll\II?lvlv I’ll go!”” said Farrell. ‘
an go. Two people can’
You sit here, Jake, l?mdpkeep your eygs \32
that window. "I'll shout to you right (;s ”
the line; and we’ll see where that .h ghtthix"d
he added as if threatening an invisible
person. his re-
He skirted the side of the hotel o W% 5 0
turn journey, keeping in the Shadowlsff rtley
did not wish either Beulah or MTS- ?vous‘
to see him. Wondering at his oW ¢
nesidh_e stepped into the lobb).'rs
could just sce his way up the stairs:
landing he jumped }i,nslt)mctivcly before\v};:
realized that the man confronting him e
his own reflection in the huge mirror: d i
struck a match and by its light shielded I
the curve of his hand made his way to the

T’ve never taken my

“You watch
be nutty.
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The Business of Being Secretary

It Consists in Being Ready to Tackle Almost Anything

HE “Business of Being Secretary’’
consists mainly of signing member-
- ship cards. At least this is-a defini-
tion given by one member not long ago, and
it probably represents the views of a large
share of the membership. To enlighten the
Order at large as to the real business of the
Secretary will give what we may term the
‘‘laity”’ a better understanding of the Order,
for a conception of the duties of this official
will shed clearer light upon the manifold
activities of the subordinate Lodge.

This article has not been prepared for the
sole consumption of Secretaries. It is for
the rank and file, those members who are
not in constant touch with lodge affairs and
who must depend upon the Elks Magazine
for intimate information. The conclusions
it sets forth are based upon the experiences
of the Secretary of a Lodge of fifty-seven
hundred members, located in a great cos-
mopolitan city; but the duties of one are the
duties of all, varying in volume only with
the size and location of the Lodge. And
it deals only with the fraternal side of the
office, leaving out of account any connection
the Secretary may have with the manage-
ment of club or hotel features maintained
by his Lodge.

The “Business of Being Secretary” is
set forth in the Grand Lodge Statutes
and Subordinate Lodge By-Laws. The
multifarious duties falling upon the Sec-
retary can not be outlined by any humgm
agency, for they depend upon the daily
state of health and finances, the grievances
troubles and burdens, not only of members,
but of many outside the Order who feel that
the world owes them a living which should
be in part collected from the Elks. Just the
plain  “business” means keeping office
records and accounts, collecting c_lues, fol-
lowing up delinquents, answering cor-
respondence, sending out notices of varied
character, writing up a weekly bplletm, and
supervising the office routine incident to the
conduct of an organization with fifty-seven
hundred resident and almost nine hundred
thousand non-resident members. Add to
these an average of twenty-five telephone
calls covering an equal variety of subjects,
ten to twenty callers whose missions are as
widely varied, and you may form some con-
ception of what, in the Secretary’s office,
constitutes a “perfect day.”

THE growth of the Order of Elks has
been phenomenal. In four years its
membership has almost doubled. How
many members consider how this great
increase must be reflected in the Secretary’s
office> How many understand that it has
increased the relationship between lodges
so that the “business’’ is multipled by two?
This means more correspondence, more
requests for assistance, more appeals for
aid, more of the miscellaneous tasks he is
called upon daily to perform, for every Secre-
tary in the Order.

Speaking of correspondence, the Secre-
tary’s mail is a “curious compound.” It
contains its quota of letters of the “nut”
and “begging” variety, there are appeals
from churches and institutions from all
over the country, prospectuses of various

By William T. Phillips
~ Secretary, New York Lodge Number 1

“philanthropic’’ schemes having no bearing,
connection with or claim upon the Order in

any respect, requests for aid in seeking lost. -

relatives, for advice upon almost every
subject under the sun as well as the routine
letters relative to legitimate Lodge affairs.
Just to show the eclectic character of the
mail-bag, here are a few samples culled from

the pickings of one hot August day: A
-request for a couple of good boys who can

“go,” for a boxing carnival; a communica-
tion from a lady desiring information
regarding the condition of a gentleman in
‘““some hospital” in “your city’’; a letter
asking information regarding the survivors
of a club extinct for more than thirty years.
This matter of mail is cited to show the
membership that through its welfare and
community service the Order is assuming
a public character, and acquiring a reputa-
tion for benevolence which is reaching into
the smallest towns and hamlets of the
country. o

HE “Business of Being Secretary’ in-
cludes looking after the sick. Figure
the percentage of illness among almost
goo,oco men. This is no small task in
a large city where the visiting list will aver-
age thirty-five or forty weekly. It is also
a phase of fraternal duty that makes the
Visiting Committee a most valuable adjunct
to the Secretary’s office as well as one of
the greatest assets of the Lodge. There is
no higher form of Brotherly Love than to
bring good cheer into the sick-room, to help
lighten the burden of illness with a personal
message of good-will, to tell the suffering
brother that, far from home he is neither
forgotten nor forsaken. The writer’s lodge
is fortunate in the possession of a Visiting
Committee whose members regard their
duties as a sacred trust. In the glow of
summer and the cold of winter they make
their rounds of hospital and sick-room, find-
ing no journey too long if ot its end they will
find some brother whose pain they may
soothe. Truly the members of the Visiting
Committee are real disciples of the very
highest and noblest there is in the Order of
Elks.

The “Business of Being Secretary’’in-
cludes funeral arrangements for brothers
who pass into the Great Beyond. Last
year seven thousand five hundred and forty
members answered the call. It is safe to
estimate Elk services were performed for
seventy per cent. of these. This means that
the officers of subordinate Lodges were called
upon to perform the last rites more than
five thousand times. And as no Cere-
monial of our Order is more beautiful and
impressive than this expression of our pecu-
liar reverence for the dead it is for the Secre-

tary to see that no detail is overlooked -

which will add to the dignity and impressive
character of the funeral service. No func-
tion brought more men into the Order than
the simple ceremony of farewell. It touches
the heart, and when the heart is reached the
soul is not very far away.

When misfortune overtakes an Elk, his
first appeal is to the nearest Lodge. If he
requires financial assistance, it is the duty
of the Secretary to wire his home Lodge.

L,

Here is where the “Business of Béing Secre-
tary’’ requires quick action. A worthy
brother does not appeal for aid until he is

down and out. He may be without food or

a place to sleep. * His family may be threat-
cned with eviction. . To every cry of dis-
tress there should be a prompt response if
our Brotherly Love is more than empty
words. Of course no Secretary will permit
a brother to go without a place to sleep or
food to eat, but the statutes put the matter
squarely up to the Lodge of the member in
distress. The reply should be immediate,
whether it is “yes’’ or “no.” The reverence
for the dead touched upon in the preceding
paragraph does not absolve us from the
care of the living, and to the credit of the
Order be it said that few Lodges within the
experience of the writer have failed to re-
spond to the call for aid. The Secretary
usually manages to cut red tape when it
comes to helping any worthy cause.

HE “Business of Being Secretary” is

full of change. It never becomes
monotonous. It is very pleasant some-
times and always interesting, because the
kaleidoscope is ever bringing to his view
some new phase of duty. It is pleasant to
greet the visitor, to engage in fraternal
intercourse with his brother members.
It is sad to hecar the tales of suffering, mis-
fortunes and sorrow that come to his ears,
for the Secretary’s office sometimes takes
on the character of a confessional, and many
:h?jart is opened under the seal of brother-
cod.

While this article has touched upon the
seamy side of the “Business of Being Secre-
tary’ to a great degree, it must not be
assumed that it is an organization of “down-
and-outers,”” for its members will probably
rate higher, man for man, than any like
number of citizens in the country. The
Secretary’s business, however, brings him
in touch with misfortune, and to the aver-
age member it should be a source of great
satisfaction to know that he is helping sup-
port an institution that does so much to
aid unfortunate humankind.

THE Elks Magazine wanted an article
on the “Business of Being Secretary”
and the writer has endeavored to furnish
one that would give the members some
insight into the workings of the human side
of the subordinate Lodge. As it deals with
the Secretary it must of necessity feature the
Secretary, but it does not imply that this
official is the whole Lodge. Without the co-
operation of the official staff, of which he is
only a single unit, the committeemen and
active workers, and without the confidence
of the membership, he can do nothing. He
is able to serve only because he is an instru-
ment of the Lodge, and he is foremost in this
work only because he is constantly on the
firing-line.

The Order of Elks is fortunate in its Secre-
taries. Many of them are men whose long
years of service make them shining examples
of Fidelitv. There are few changes in the
Secretary’s oftice of the average Lodge. The
brother chosen to fill it stays on because he
loves his work and finds unselfish pleasure
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- in its performance. He is called upon to do
many things-in the course of his “business.”
He must be a combination of lawyer, doctor,
clergyman, undertaker. Above all he must
be a man of sterling honesty, highest integ-
rity and sympathetic understanding. -

The Secretary of an Elks Lodge must have
a personal aptitude for his office. Qualities
of temperament and habit mean as much as
mental or administrative ability. He must
have a comprehensive acquaintance with
human nature. He is the buffer between the
Lodge and the seeker after its bounty. He
must listen to the urgent requests for loans,
personal and from the organization funds, to
the various schemes of uplift in which the
interest and cooperation of the Elks are
sought. In fact,until one becomes Secretary
of an Elks Lodge he never knows the number
of self-sacrificing humans there are in’ the
world, willing to give their time and brain
for the benefit of humanity, provided some
one else pays the bills. Then there is the

daily caller with no claim on the Elks but
who has heard so much of their charity that
he or she “makes bold” to come for aid
which they “know “will not be refused.”
And there is thre occasional crank seeking for
the Elks to protect him from the enemies on
his trail. In fact, there is no variety of fakir,
crank, panhandler and just plain “down-
and-outer? that does not some time or other
find its way into the Secretary’s office. To
handle these with the necessary firmness;

discretion or sympathy: requires a cultivation

of what is commonly called tact. The
ability to estimate instinctively the man and
treat him accordingly. The Order of Elks
and its activities in community and -chari-
table work is attracting more of these every
day and the “Business of Being Secretary”
includes the protection of the Lodge, and as
far as possible the officers and individual
members, from the schemers and grafters
who regard Elks as peculiarly susceptible to
the sympathy plea.
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The Order of Elks is growing, its lodges

. are becoming larger, its activities are finding

hew: channels, and with its progréss the
“Business of Being Secretary’’ has become a
real profession. Like the Secretary of any
other organization he has his executive
duties plainly laid out for him. Added to
these are the innumerable duties arising from
the ever increasing reputation of the Order
for benevolence and charity. But after all
it is a labor of love to most men, for it cn-
ables them as an instrument of a great and
powerful Order to let the light in the dark-
ness of human misery, and with the aid of
his brother officers to bring good cheer into
embittered lives. ..

OF COURSE, there is no ideal Secretary.
To reach this exalted state would re-
quire the patience of Job, the wisdom of
Solomon and the bank roll of Croesus. And
thése qualifications will never be found in one
individual this side of the millennium.

© A the Twig Is Bent—"

F IT were desired to sum up in a single
word the principles conveyed by the
creed-words of the Order of Elks it

would surely be—*Altruism.” There is
no other word in the language which more
tersely but comprehensively expresses the
spirit by which the varied and multiple
activities of the B. P. O. E. have been
inspired and guided.

As the sphere of these activities has
broadened there has also come into being
a gradually strengthening conviction that
some, at least, of these activifies could be
so guided as to result in not merely a tem-
porary benefit to those who needed friendly
aid and encouragement, but in a lasting
communal good and a furtherance of the
good of the Order.

When it was decided, for instance, that
the Lodge should be not merely a resort
for its members but, also, a recreative center
for their families, it was—though probably
quite unconsciously—a very positive and
definite stride in that direction. It led the
way to the later ideal of making the Lodge
not merely a home for its members and their
families but, also, a communal power and
center for the social and beneficent agencies
of the district.

It is as a subsidiary but important means
to this end that the Order now seeks more
effectively to concern itself with the younger
generation—the Elk’s Sons. It is to them
that we, in due course, will “ toss the torch.”
It is to them we look to carry on the work.
1t is for us to fit them worthily for that duty.

For the benefit of this younger generation
the Elks have not spared themselves. To
the Big Brother movement and similar
“agencies they have given freely of their
time, their labor and their money. To their
loyal and unwearied service is due an enor-
mous amount of good in training boys to
be good citizens. But may it not be that
this work might be more profitably con-
centrated? Would not quite as much good
—and more lastingly, so far as the Order is
concerned—be ensured if some of the atten-
tion now devoted to outsiders should be
given closer home?

HERE the ideal relation exists be-
tween father and son they are chums.
The father gives time, sympathy and ser-

By Fred A. Morris

vice to earn and hold his boy’s friendship
and confidence, as the surest means of
making his son the sort of man he wants
him to be; and the boy feels free to go to his
dad for a heart-to-heart discussion of his
most intimate aspirations and perplexities.

Comment: A brief and
simple recital of the present law and
current facts as applying to the matter
under discussion, will prove interesting
and, at the same time, serve a timely
purpose. Our Constitution reads: (Sec-
tion 19 of Article 3):
“There shnll(}n:l no branches or degrct;e: rofn nﬁgg;i
ip i insuran
Il:g:};il{’ ;;::Ses.rnoe:'a;:or :2;:37” be other adjuncts or

auziliaries other than the optional or, anization
and maintenance of State Associations.

So much for the Constitution as it at
resent safeguards the Order of Elks,
ow for the latest developments relating
to revision or amendment of the Con-
stitutional inhibition above recited:

At the Atlantic City meeting of the

- Grand Lodge (July, 1922) the Com-
mittee on Judiciary. to which had been
referred the question of Junior Elks,
along with other proposals involving
prospective constitutional revision, rec-
ommended — which recommendation
was immediately adopted—that these
several suggestions for_ either Constitu-
tional or Statuory revision, be referred
by the incoming Grand Exalted Ruler
to the Standing Committee on Good of
the Order to the end that exhaustive
and impartial investigation might be
made; and said committee was directed
to report its conclusions for the informa-
tion and guidance of the Grand Lodge,
at the next annual meeting (Atlanta,
July, 1923). .

In these circumstances, until the Com-
mittee stipulated for the purpose has
functioned and reported its ﬁnduz’gs to
the Grand Lodge, and until the Grand
Lodge has taken action affirmatively or
negatively, as its wisdom may decide,
and until this action has been ratified
and promulgated in the manner pre-
scribed by law, the Junior Elk, however
meritoriously he may be regarded, and
whatever advantages, or otherwise, such
auxiliary may or may not extend, re-
mains wholly without legal status before
the Order of Elks.

Edilorial

A boy, contrary to the generally conceived
idea, is a very shy animal—and especially
shy of being ridiculed. When he is on such
a footing with his father that he feels free
to go to him and unbosom himself of his
boyish thoughts and fancies without fear of
being laughed at, then that ideal relation is
attained—they are chums!

It is on this principle, this ideal of ‘““chum-
hood,” that The Junior Order of Elks
is being framed, the first Lodge of which
has been organized as an offshoot of Mexico,
Missouri, Lodge No. g19. The membership
is comprised of boys from 8 to 14 years of
age, who are all sons of Elks, in good stand-
ing. The work is under the direction of the
Social and Community Welfare Committee;
a committee of interested members co-
operating and helping to advise and direct
the boys and keep them interested.

The boys have their own ritual and elect
their own officers. They meet twice a
month, and are given twenty minutes mili-
tary drill and twenty minutes of chorus
singing. The remainder of the program of
meetings includes outings, dancing classes,
organization of a band, and anything else
that is worth while and that a live boy is
likely to be interested in. .

These boys are all Elks in the making,.
Here is a plan which takes a boy at the most
plastic stage of his growth and plunges him
into an Elk environment which inevitably
gives him mental impressions that will
lastingly stay with him. When that boy
attains maturity, is it not a practical cer-
tainty that he will naturally join thq Order
of which he has already, through his boy-
hood, learned to feel himself 2 part?

He is already grounded in its principles,
and conversant with its aims and purposes.
Both father and son have found in it a
common subject of interest, and for each of
them that interest is strengthened by the
sympathetic comradeship of the other.

THE plan is yet in a youthful stage, but
Mexico, Missouri. Lodge No. 919 is
testing it out by the surest of all practical
methods — actual demonstration — and it
works! The results are giving gratification
to all concerned and it may conceivably be
that here is the root of a big thing. to which
the Order at large may oWe much in future,
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" In the Na-mé of Friendship |

.Creat Nations Have Bgen Built and All History Swayed

RIENDSHIP has been called “the
solder of society.” In that respect it
has the advantage over love—one of

the many superiorities over that passion
which its numberless panegyrists have always
claimed for it. The friendship of men has
built cities, but the ‘“‘love o’ women” has
destroyed them. Was it not the fatal love
of Helen and Paris that proved the ruin of
Troy, as it was the friendship of Achilles
. for Patroclus that finally brought victory
to the Grecian arms? It was not till Hector
had slain his friend that Achilles was stung
to patch up his quarrel with Agamemnon,
leave. off sulking in his tent, and take the
field in-good earnest. ‘“Patroclus, my dear
comrade, is dead,” he cries, ‘““whom I hon-
ored above all my comrades as it were my
very self.” At the call of friendship, the
great fighting machine becomes suddenly
human, even tender. Few things in Homer
touch the heart as the mourning of Achilles
for his friend, and particularly the scene
. where the ghost of Patroclus comes to him
-in the night, begging him, “lay not my
bones apart from thine, Achilles”—as in
boyhood, let them lie together in death—
and the hero stretches out his arms towards
his friend, to clasp but a vapor.

“I am distressed for thee, my brother
Jonathan.” It is the same cry on Mount
Gilboa, as on the plains of Troy. One of
the few beautiful things about war is the
noble friendships it has always inspired, and
in this respect the recent war has been no
exception, as the volumes of many young
poets engaged in it bear witness. Such
friendship, need one say, is the theme of
many a Greek and Roman story that
thrilled our boyhood, the friendship of
those heroes, who— . .

Scarcely were we born,
Were straight our friends.

Castor and Pollux—or Polydemes—*‘ Cas-
tor tamer of steeds and Polydemes the
boxer”’—the patron saints, so to say, of all
comrades that fight in pairs; Damon and
Pythias, than whose love none has been
pronounced greater; that a man layeth
down his life for his friend. For when
Damon, having been condemned to death
by Dionysius, the tyrant of Syracuse, de-
sired a short reprieve to visit his family,
Pythias gave bail with his own life’ for the
return to prison of his friend, an act which
so softened the heart of Dionysius that he
pardoned both, and begged to be admitted
as a third in so wonderful a friendship.

Then there was Epaminondas the Theban,
who when his friend Pelopidas had fallen in
battle, carried him on his own shoulders from
the midst of the enemy, refusing to share
his friend’s riches in return. Whereon,
Pelopidas, as Plutarch tells us, ‘“stepped
down into his poverty, and took pleasure
in the same poor attire, spare diet, unwearied
endurance of hardships, and unshrinking
boldness in war” as his friend.

Greek and Roman literature abounds in
the praises of friendship, and Cicero’s
famous treatise illustrates a form of friend-
ship, to which perhaps too little justice has
been done, the friendship between a writer
and his patron. The tribe of Maecenas,

By Richard Le Galiienne

Decoration by Louis Fancher

none too prolific, after all has been some-
what scurvily treated. Whatever the short-
comings of the relationship, the friendship
between the rich man who loves art and
letters and the men who make them has
often been of great service to the world at
large. The friendship of Atticus for Cicero
is certainly one of the fortunate examples,
as was the friendship of Augustus Cesar
for Virgil—a friendship which, according to
tradition, saved us the “ZEneid”; for in
his last illness, Virgil, dissatisfied with
that poem, asked for the manuscript with
the intention of having it destroyed. Only
by the express command of Augustus was it
withheld from the fire—an interposition
which, however little to the taste of genera-
tions of schoolboys, has earned the gratitude
of adult posterity.

LATER friendships between monarchs
and artists have been that of Frederick
the Great and Voltaire, and that between
Ludwig of Bavaria and Wagner. Both, par-
ticularly the latter, were to the credit of t.he
Kings, and, if Voltaire could not get on with
Frederick, it was from no lack of generosity
on Frederick’s part, but perhaps chiefly
because it was hard for Voltaire to get on
with anyone. King Ludwig and Wagner’s
was, however, a finer, more s'ympathetlc re-
lationship, and but for court intrigues would
have been entirely successful. The friend-
ship between Goethe and Charles Augustus,
Grand Duke of Weimar, is perhaps the best
modern example of prince and poet living
in harmony together; while among literary
friendships, that of Goethe and Schiller is
one to which both poets owed much for
mutual stimulus, to the great gain of their
readers. .
The great example of what one might
call collaborative friendship in literature is,
of course, that of Socrates and Plato,.whose
writings are well described as ‘“the literary
outcome of the profound impression made
by Socrates upon his greatest follower.”
Socrates would have remained little more
than a name but for the devoted discipleship
of Plato, as Plato could hardly have been
“Plato” without Socrates. The case of Dr.
Johnson and Boswell is somewhat of a
parallel, for, contemptuous as the worlgl
has been towards Boswell himself, there is
no question that, without his almost menial
hero-worship, there would have been no Dr.
Johnson. The friendship of Johnson and
Edmund Burke was, of course, a friendship
on more equal terms; and the Doctor’s
friendship for Mrs. Thrale and Hannah
More reminds one how large a part in the
history of friendship has been played by the
sisterly devotion of women to great men.
The love of Pericles andi Aspasia had been
based on a deep friendship of the mind, as
later was that of Michael Angelo and Vit-
toria Colonna. To recall Madame de
Maintenon and Fénelon is to descend to a
lower level, but there again, in a shallower
world, we have the same inspiring combat
between the mind of an understanding
woman, and the creative mind of a man, of
which the friendship of the poet. Cowper
with Mary Unwin is another familiar

_example. But the debt of literature and all

the arts to this silent spiritual collaboration
of devoted women with creative men has
never been sufficiently recognized, and in
its nature never can be, as the inspiring
women so often remain unknown, hidden in
the brightness they have helped to kindle.
Such spiritual and mental unions are among
the finest forms of friendship.

‘}VIVES may, perhaps, be considered

ruled out of court in a discourse on
friendchip, as coming under the head of
that “love” of which philosophers dclight
to say so many hard things—as thus, for
example, John Cowper Powys: ‘Love, too,
—in the ordinary sense—implies jealousy,
exclusiveness, insatiable exactions; whereas
friendship, sure of its inviolable roots in
spiritual quality, is ready to look generously
and sympathetically upon every wandering
obsession of passing madness in the friend
of its choice.” True, in the main, no doubt.
but it is quite a question, I consider, whether
“jealousy, exclusiveness,” etc. do not haunt
and torture friendship also. However, I
think it will hardly bz denied that, in those
marriages which have stood the test of
time, after the first careless rapture 1Is
over, the foundation of their security is
friendship, a {riendship the deceper and
sweeter because it began in ‘“love,”” and
love, indeed, continues to be subtly and
musically blended in it. In such_marrxages.
how true and rare a friend a wife may be
no few fortunate men have happily known.
Such a man was Nathaniel Hawthorne.
The story is familiar, but bears retelling, of
the day when, dismissed from his post in the
Salem Customs House, Hawthorne returned
home, and said to his wife: “I. have lost
my place. What shall we do for br’ead?
“Never fear,” was Mrs. Hawthorne’s gay
and confident answer. *You will now have
leisure to finish your novel. Meanwhile, 1
will earn bread for us with my pencil and
paintbrush.” Tha novel was “The Scarlet
Letter.”

Yowre my fricnd— . )
What a thing friendship is, world without end!
How it gives the heart and soul a stir-up. . ..

So Browning, in his hearty manner, of the
stimulus of friendship. Certam.ly, it unites
as love seldom does stimulus with security,
though perhaps it only does both when it
has lasted a long while. ‘Many bushels of
salt must be eaten together,” says Cicero.
“before the duties of friendship can be ful-
filled.” Old friends are best, he says. as
everything which is oldest nght to b:
sweetest, ‘““as those wines wth]_\ bear age
well.” But after all, is not this rather a
prosaic view of friendship, a little too
Baconian in its eye to worldly advantage?
It fits well with “those slow and regular
Friendships, that require so many precau-
tions of a long preliminary Conversation.
but very different was friendship as Mon-
taigne conceived it. Very different was his
famous friendship for Etienne de La Boétie,
when, young men together. fellow counsellors
in the parliament of Bordeaux, Etienne
made his fiery ‘attack on monarchy. and
their friendship began. to end six vears
later with Etienne's carly death. There is
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The State Associations
~ News of Meetings and Elections of New Officers

vania State Association ended in a

blaze of glory at Scranton, August 24.
Excelling all previous gatherings of the kind
in point of attendance, enthusiasm and
entertainment, the Elk brotherhood of the
Keystone State established a new and re-
splendent record. From social and patriotic
view-points, the event will always remain
memorable. The Stars and Stripes, min-
gling profusely with the Purple and White,
added kaleidoscopic color to sccnes of con-
tinuous festivity. Thousands of Elks arrived
smiling and departed cheering.

The climax was reached in a four-division
parade, which counted, all told, 3,000 Elks
in line, and which represented 110 of the
115 Lodges located in Pennsylvania. Twenty
Lodges and twenty-five bands were specially
noteworthy for gaicty of color and other
spectacular features. John F. Conrad,
Past Exalted Ruler of Scranton, served as
Grand Marshal. Scranton’s contribution
was 1,200 Elks in uniform, supplemented
by a gorgeous float that carried a bevy of
Scranton’s most beautiful girls.

Philadelphia Lodge duplicated many of
the unique features displayed in the Atlantic
City pageant at the time of the Grand Lodge
meeting in July. It was escorted by a band
of 115 pieces. Harrisburg Lodge kept step
behind an American Legion band uniformed
the same as when it saw service in France
and Flanders. Other Lodges, numerously
represented, included Wilkes-Barre, Read-
ing, Easton, Hazelton, Pittston, Strouds-
burg, Danville, Allentown, Erie, Williams-
port, Bethlehem, Milton, Berwick, Mahanoy
City, New Castle, Johnstown and Union-
town.

Charles H. Grakelow, President of the
Association and Exalted Ruler of Phila-
delphia Lodge, presiding over the banquet
served in honor of the delegates, was pre-
sented with an enormous key made of rose
blooms and typifying the freedom of the
city and the affection in which™ he is held.
Standing under a canopy made of American
flags and enmeshed with the colors of the
Order of Elks, he expressed to Scranton
Lodge and everybody responsible for the
reception and entertainment the emotions
of gratitude sincerely felt by the multitude
of visitors.

“It is especially fitting,”” observed Mr.
Grakelow, “that an Order such as ours,
truly American to the heart’s.core; broad
enough to embrace all creeds; believing
whole-heartedly in the Fatherhood of God
and the Brotherhood of Man; ‘should be
teaching closer adherence’ to the Golden
Rule in these days of unrest, misunder-
standing and readjustment. It is for this
rcason that I have always pleaded for the
numerical expansion of our Order. We must
attract to it the best there is of American
citizenship. All Elks must teach and preach
and exemplify Americanism and that, above
all other things, the American Government
must endure forever, and that our safety

- and well-being must not be imperiled by any
doctrine to the contrary.”

Myer Kabatchnick briefly recounted the
history of Scranton Lodge, which was insti-
tuted on May 2, 1889, with fifteen charter
members, four of whom still survive, and
which, at the last enrollment, showed nearly

THE sixteenth meeting of the Pennsyl-

3,000 in good standing. Scranton’s assets, _

exclusive of indebtedness, at present exceed
$200,000. In ten years, its Christmas-tree
disbursements have increased from $2,000
to $7,500 per year.

Grand Exalted Ruler Masters attended
the convention in a dual capacity—first as
the official head of the Order, and secondly
as a delegate from his home Lodge of Char-
leroi. His reception amounted to an ova-
tion. Mr. Masters stressed the necessity
of continuous activity in Social and Com-
munity Welfare work. “Our Order,” Si}ld
he, “owes its growth and increasing prestige
to the fact that it is eminently practical.
Founded on the Golden Rule, it scrves all
humanity.”

Hon. John K. Tener, former Governor of
Pennsylvania, happily responded to the
sentiment ‘‘The Elks.”

The value of properly conducted selective
membership campaigns was importantly
emphasized. The belicf was exptessed that
the enthusiasm characterizing the present
proceedings at Scranton was due in a large
measure to the stimulus that had been im-
parted by such efforts. It was cited that
when Scranton conducted a selective mem-
bership campaign in 1920-21, there was
witnessed the greatest percentage of increase
enjoyed by any Lodge in the country at that
time. This spirit continued to gather mo-
mentum throughout the Lodges of Pennsyl-
vania until Elks everywhere became stirred
by the magic of its influence. A motion
was adopted recommending appointment of
committees in all State Lodges for the or-
ganization of bands, drill corps, mounted
guards, glee clubs and other agencies cal-
culated to intensify interest in Elk success.
Senator E. F. Blewitt suggested the thought
that a home for Elk widows and orphans
be established in cvery State.

Many interesting committee reports were
considered by the convention. An impres-
sive memorial service was observed as a
special order of business. This scrvice was
presided over by President Grakelow and
participated in by Vaughn Comfort, James
McCool, James Jones, Lawrence Rupp,
James B. Yard and Rev. Potter, Chaplain.
Every night during the convention, the
Eleven O’Clock Toast was delivered by a
prominent member of the Order from the
beautifully decorated court of honor.

Officers elected to serve during the ensuing
year were as follows: President, George J.
Post, of Mahanoy City; Vice-President,
L. Verdue Rhue, of Johnstown; Secretary,
W. S. Gould, of Scranton; Treasurer, H.
W. Hough, of Harrisburg; Trustee, Howard
Davis; of Williamsport.

Erie was selected as the place of meeting
for 1923. It was explained that by the time
of the next convention, Erie Lodge would
be ready to dedicate a $40,000 summer
home and park for the entertainment of
children and that these ceremonies would
be made a feature of the State reunion.

B.

P. O.
E.

THE meeting of the Wisconsin State
Elks’ Association at Beloit attracted
27 delegates, representing thirty-five Lodges
and 22,004 members. It was presided over
by President Wm. F. Schad, who was unani-
mously reelected. The proceédings won
for the convention the compliment of being

the most patriotic held in Wisconsin since
the days of Liberty Loan demonstrations.
In other words, the Elks of Wisconsin have
dedicated themselves anew to the protection
of American idcals and institutions.

In sounding the keynote of the conven-
tion, the Rev. Evan J. Evans, Episcopz}l
rector of Beloit, said: ‘“We face a crisis
that threatens the life of the nation. Wis-
consin Elks can not strike a higher note
than to reconsccrate themsclves to the in-
stitutions that the Stars and Stripes repre-
sent. . . . The Order of Elks does not
herald its deeds of charity or benevolence.
. . . It believes that the proper measure-
ment of manhood is character—the basis of
Democratic government. . . . Every Elk is
taught the worth of his own manhood, the
sanctity of his home and fireside. . . . Be-
lieving that good-will is an essential in all
relationships, Elks arc committed to the
ideal of liberty. . .. The Order of Elks
does not value a man for his wealth, but for
his manhood. . . . The Great War taught
us a new sensc of responsibility—that cach
individual should produce some actual social
value. This is the reason that our Order is
taking the initiative in such a vital move-
ment as the Boy Scouts of America, and is
taking an active interest in the noble work
of the Salvation Army. It is through such
crusades as these that we can render the

" highest service to the Republic.”

In dedicating a Memory Tree in honor of
Wisconsin Elks whose lives were lost in the
World War, Frank W. Fawcett, of Mil-
waukee, also waxed eloquent in expounding
the Elk doctrines of patriotism. Recalling
that these ideals of love of country were the
ideals of all Elks, he urged that the Memory
Tree enshrined to the Elk heroes of Wiscon-
sin become a perpetual reminder of the
sacrifices they made. .

The parade was exceptional. Red, white
and blue blended on every hand with the
white and royal purple. The joint display
seemed to incarnate a pledge of loyalty.
Beloit had the largest representation in
line, but Milwaukee, Kenosha, Racine, La
Crosse, Oshkosh, Madison, Rockford, Janes-
ville and Manitowoc Elks added to the
splendor and gayety. Thousands cheered
the spectacle. .

Following the parade, the scene shifted to
Morse Field where there were troopers, drill
teams and volunteer merrymakers. An old-
time barbecue was staged. A feature for
wives and relatives was a golf tournament.

President Schad expressed the })ehef that
the Wisconsin State Association is entering
upon its most prosperous cra and that Elk
popularity in Wisconsin is growing In an
amazing way.

Theodore Benfry, of Sheboygan, was
elected Secrctary and Louis Necker, of
Watertown, Treasurer. i
' B.

P, O.

E.
J- W. l\’ICL:\NE' a member of Cl’lSrﬁel.d
(Md.) Lodge of Elks, was clected Presi-

dent of the Maryland State Elks’ Associa-

tion, at the second annual meeting, held at
Frostburg. Mr. McLane predicts that the
ensuing year will witness the greatest prog-
ress in the history of the Order throughout
that jurisdiction of which he is the head and
of which the District of Columbia and the
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State of Delaware are also a part. An at-
tendance of morec than go per cent. of the
Lodge representatives, the enthusiasm dis-
played and the adoption of plans for sys-
tematic and constructivg Social and Com-
munity Welfare work, justify a radiant
outlook upon the future. F. B. Gerald, of
Crisficld, was chosen Secretary to succeed
K. C. Young, of Hagerstown, now serving as
Treasurer. The convention gave careful
attention to a rcading of the report made to
the Grand Lodge by William T. Byrne,
Chairman of the Committee on Social and
Community Welfare. Notable visitors at
the meeting were Grand Exalted Ruiler J.

Edgar Masters and Past Grand Exalted

Ruler William J. O’Brien, Jr., who reviewed
the parade. The association will meet in
1923 at Occan City.

n.

P. O,

E.

September 28 was Elks’ Day at the
Oklahoma State Fair. At ten o’clock in the
forenoon, President Norman M. Vaughan
convened a meeting of the Oklahoma State
Association.

B.
P. O.
E.

T THE twenty-fourth annual meeting
<X of the Ohio State Elks’ Association at
Cedar Point, A. Bart Horton of Cincinnati,
was elected President, succeeding John B.
Sherry of Bellaire. Other officers chosen
included: George Canolas of Lorain, 1_'1rst
Vice-President; Rud B. Gue of New Lexing-
ton, second Vice-President; G. F. Helfrick
of Elyria, third Vice-President; John Ranney
of Columbus, Secretary; Wm. Petrie of
Cincinnati, Trcasurer; George I'. Hamilton
of Steubenville, Trustee for three years;
George J. Dorezbach of Sandusky, Trustee
to fill out the unexpired term of George
Canolas. The 1923 session will be held at
Cedar Point. .

In the report presented at the business

meeting, it was shown that Ohio’s eighty-
six Elk Lodges represent a total membership
of 50.000. Five thousand persons witnessed
the parade, the first of its kind ever staged
at Cedar Point. Grand Exalted Ruler J.
Edgar Masters and” Grand Secretary Fred
C. Robinson were present at the initiation
of 100 new members.

B.
P. 0.
B.

The Missouri State Elks’ Association held
its annual three-day session at Excelsior
Springs, opening September 6.

B.

P. O.
E.

ONE leading purpose of the Elks State

Association is to cultivate and radiate -

closer social and fraternal relations and
more strongly to unify Lodge activities.
Before its adjournment, the Indiana Asco-
ciation took an important forward step in
this direction, and in assuring the desired
results, by providing for the appointment of
what will be known as District Presidents
whose special purpose shall be to promote
and encourage visits between local Lodges,
stimulate contests in ritualistic work, and
devise other ways to broaden and extend
acquaintanceship and social ties. It is
furthermore provided that the President of
the State Association shall procced to divide
Indiana into convenient districts for the
accomplishment of the purposes above men-
tioned, and thereafter to assign a district
to each member of the committee, upon
whom shall be placed the responsibility of
maintaining constant communication with
the President and keeping that officer in-
formed of "all progress and development.

B.
P. O,
E

THE fifteenth meeting of the Kentucky -

State B. P. O. E. Association will bz

held at Middlesboro, Aug. 9-10, 1923. A
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leading feature programmed in advance will
be a ritualistic contest. At that time, Cov-
ington Lodge, now in possession of the
trophy, will compete against all comers to
retain it. At the-recent annual session held
at Newport, Clyde R. Levi, of Ashland, was
elected President to succeed M. Schwartz.
Fred O. Nuetzel, reelected for the eighth
time as Secretary, was the recipient of an
additional honor when he was escorted to
the altar to receive from the delegates
present, formed in marching order, the
Grand Lodge salute in recognition of his
election as Grand Esteemed Lecturing
Knight, at the Atlantic City meeting of the
Grand Lodge. Letters from Grand Exalted
Ruler Masters and other Grand Lodge
officers were read.
B.
P. O.
B.
THE annual gathering of Minnesota
Elks, in State convention at Mankato,
proved to be a happy and harmonious oc-
casion, and was distinguished by the for-
ward strides taken. Much business was
transacted, and the social functions were
enjoyably successful. Special honors and
festivities were provided for the ladies.
John P. Murphy, of Hibbing Lodge, was
elected President, and Hibbing will be the
next place of meeting. Lannie Horne was
again chosen Secretary. Rochester Lodge
will receive from the State Association $500
annually to assist in entertaining Elks who
journey to that city for medical and sur-
gical attention. All Lodges represented
pledged themselves to still greater achieve-
ment in Sodal and Community Welfare
work. Owatonna, baby Lodge of Minne-
sota, scored first by two points in the ritual
contest. The band of St. Paul Lodge, and
also St. Paul’s prize-winning drum corps,
were conspicuous in the parade, which event
~was wif hy 10,000 people. The city
of Mankato was tastefully decorated in the
white and purple.

The Elk at Work in His Community

broadcasting patriotic sentiment all

the time. At the last Flag Day
celebration they presented small flags to
1,600 children who had taken the pledge of
loyalty. On the community playground
provided by the Lodge, many events take
place that add happiness to childhood.
Field sports are conducted, in which Boy
Scout Troops compete with others for prizes
offered by the Elks. East Stroudsburg Elks
are interested in the Boy Scout movement
and contributed materially to a fund this
season that sent the lads camping.

¥

The Elks of Omaha made it a point of
pride and pleasure that the former soldier
boys, of whom there are at present more
than 100 lodged in the Belleview Vocational
School (maintained by the Governmenty; do
not lack for diversion. Recently a company
of Lodge members supplied with sufficient
autos to comfortably accommodate every-
body, entertained these World War veterans
with an extended motor trip. Refreshments
were served al fresco at the end of the ride.

)

~ In 1920, San José (Cilif.) Lodge con-
ceived the idea of producing the musical
comedy “King Dodo,” the entire direction
being in the hands of Lodge members. In

l DLKS of East Stroudsburg, Pa., are

1921, “The Sho Gun” won for the Lodge
additional renown. The engagement in San
José was for three nights, with two of the
performances at capacity. Salinas was a
one-night stand. The net profit for -the
charity exchequer was $9,000. The orches-
tra and all performers volunteered their
services. So great has been the demand for
another musical show that San José Lodge
began planning weeks ago for the most pre-
tentious offering so far undertaken, De
Koven’s “Foxy Quiller.” It will be staged
late in November. Principals, chorus and
orchestra will include 120 persons, all home
talent. At this time, the Elks themselves
are building the scenery and electrical
effects. ’
&

Two hundred and seventy-five orphan
children of Mobile, Alabama, were ferried
across Mobile Bay and entertained at an
all-day outing, where every description of
innocent device added to the funmaking.
Of course, Mobile Lodge was host, and the
occasion was fifth in the series of annual
events. The only disappaintment of the
day was that the committee had provided
good things to cat largely in excess of the
appetites and capacities of the youngsters.
The Elks of Mobile are leaders. Their hand-
some home enjoys spacious accommodations
for alt public meetings that look to Commu-

nity Welfare. At Christmas time Mobile has
not failed for years to scatter good cheer
abundantly among the worthy poor, old and

young.
&

August 14 Gardner (Mass.) Lodge of Elks
No. 1426 had a birthday. It was eight
months old. The members felt so happy
owver the prosperous start that had been
made by the Lodge that they celebrated by
entertaining 3,000 little folks with an out-
door frolic. Each kiddie was given a bag of
candy and a big whistle to blow for the Elks.
A merry-go-round was engaged for all day.
The juvenile Rough Riders had the merriest
time of their lives. First aid forces, anticipa-
ting possible misadventures, never had to
answer a call.

-

E

Minneapolis Elks donated $25,000 to the
Boy Scouts of that city for a summer-camp.
Accordingly the Boy Scout organization has
purchased a site on Lake Minnetonka, at
North Arm. Recently the oftcers and
members of No. 44 were invited to visit the
camp and witness an exhibition of Scout
tactics. In addition, 400 boys put on a
realistic Indian pageant, depicting the life
of Daniel Boone, and stirred the enthu-
siasm of the Minneapolis Elk visitors. The

(Continued on page 74)
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Mr. Jones Explores the Cellar

He Makes Some

OR twenty minutes Mr. Jones has
F been. walking about the house, poking

vaguely into closets and chests with-
out avail. His wife is just opening the front
door, pulling on her gloves and saying some-
thing about going over to Mrs. Miller’s to
borrow some patterns. In a somewhat in-
jured tone Mr. Jones asks her:

“Clara, will you kindly tell me where you
put my fishing stuff?” A Saturday after-
noon in spring, when the lawns are beginning
to need their first haircut, has set.him think-
ing of the live tug cf a bass, the angry lashing
of water in a woods-bordered lake. :

“It’s down in the cellar,” answers Mirs.
Jones. ““Y.ou remember I told you last fall,”
and departs.

There ensues a cautious descent of steep
wooden stairs, a scratching of matches, the
explosive puff of a lighted gas jet, and a
peering about in the moldy darkness. Then
comes exploration: a jrinding of trunk bot-
toms on the cement floor, a tipping of the
crate of extra table-leaves for a view behind
them, a sudden retreat after stepping in a
pool of water. !

Finally the tin box of tackle is found. The
lid is rusty, and inside there is a splendid

lining of mildew. Flies, leaders, line—all -

seemed to have tried to emulate the pussy-
willow.

“Say,” confides the man to himself, “this
place is damp. I'll bet a lot of our things
are being ruined.” For the moment he for-
gets the tackle—perhaps he can clean it up,
if not he will buy new—and looks at a
precious case of books. One by one he takes
them out: their covers are warped, the
edges brown, as if some one had poured
coffee over them. -

“Say,” he continues, “this won’t do.”

He continues the investigation. The ex-
tra table-leaves, he finds, are white in
splotches; Billy’s bicycle, which will be called
on as soon as he comes home from school, is
so rusty the pedals won’t turn. Unpleasant
straggly things hang from the ceiling.

“This won’t do at all.”

Indeed not. For in that cellar are things”

as precious as any in the house above.
Clara’s wedding-gown, for instance; is in one
trunk; and his own varsity jersey. The
cellar will have to be cleaned up. .

The imminence of the slow loss of posses-
sions makes him forget what first brought
him down to the foundations of his house.
The next day finds him working with a man,
lugging up trunks and boxes and barrels and
awkward handfuls of curtain rods. They
clear out the cellar entirely, pump out the
water, unpack and dry the contents of all
the receptacles in the back yard; and dis-
cover, by the time they are ready to be put
back again, that the pools of water have re-
appeared. Inspection discovers an almost
unnoticeable seepage in a wall at the far end.
The owner of the house is called up.

“I'm sorry, Mr. Jones,” he says, “but
yours is not the only one of my houses with
that trouble. We can’t avoid it, with the
city’s drainage system the way it is.”

It’s a bigger proposition than it seemed at
first: its ramifications have led from artificial
flies to reconstruction of the city’s drainage
system. But because the job requires a
degree of doggedness does not mean it is not

Vei’y Interesting Discoveries —and
~ Passes Them On to You

worth while attempting. If Jones’s cellar
is to be-dry, there is only one way to make
it so, and that is to dig indefatigably for the
root of the trouble.

THE unhealthy and destructive condi-
tion of Mr. Jones’s ccllar and his
consequent perseverance in seeing that this
condition ceases is, of course, hypothetical.

EGLECT is the arch enemy
of well-being.

Your garage man will tell you
that about your car; your dentist
will tell you that about your
teeth; that to disregard a th.mg'zs
the surest means of destroying it.

This article is about a man
who disregarded the condition
of a few of his priceless posses-
sions by leaving them forgotten
in the cellar. )

And it is not only about this
particular cellar, but the A!ner!,-
‘can nation’s, where, if nothing is

done about it, the irreplaceable
treasure of American youth will
‘mold and rot and helplessly
destroy itself.

But it is an illustration of the manner in
which the sanitation of our national cellar
must be achieved; the manner in w}nch the
Elks have gone at such work and in which
they are still laboring.

The movement to make more healthy the
lives of people whom chance threw into the
cellar of life began as casually as did J'onesfs
renovation of the below-ground part of his
house.

Let us say, for example, that twenty years
ago or morc an Elk saw some street children
being chased from a park fountain where
they had been wading; and that ‘thereafter
he fell into conversation with one of the
boys. He discovered that this boy waded
in the fountain not because that was his idea
of the epitome of enjoyment, but because it
was the best substitute he could find for a
swimming-hole.

“I tel.lgyou what you do,” said the Elk,
“you and, say half a dozen of your friends,
get on a trolley-car and ride out to my place.
Tt’s outside the city, and there’s a place on it
where you can swim. Tell Fred, the man
that works there, that I sent you. 1*,.,nd if you
want carfare, come up to my office.

Doubtless as the summer wore on, the boy
addressed proved to have more acquain-
tances than a press agent. The proposition
soon got beyond the control of the hasty
Elk. But he felt he was right, even if three-
quarters of the city’s barefoot population
did crowd the corridors. outside his. office
every morning. And he solved the dilemma
by putting the proposition up to the Lodge.

“See here,” he told the other members,
“T can’t handle all these kids. Even now I
have to give out tickets, so that just so
many go up there a day, Can’t I split

Being an EIF,

up th?‘ crowd, or—” and here came the
idea—“I say, can’t we get a fund and fix
up a regular swimming place. A camp,

maybe, where they can stay a week or two
wecks.”

IN SOME such manner the Big Brother

movement started: with a chance con-
versation with a boy flecing before the right-
cous blue uniform of a policeman. First with
the individual, then with one Lodge, then an-
othe}' and another and another; until, in 1911
the interest of Elks in the welfare of boys,
demonstrated in one form or another of
benevolent effort in behalf of the young-
sters, became so noticeable and wide-spread
as to inspire national organization of the
work.

It was destined to go far from the source,
as far from providing swimming facilitics
for a few boys as Jones’s reclaiming his fish-
Ing-tackle was from his later assaults upon
the methods of city water supply. Between
the time of the national inception of the
movement and 1916—five ycars—a stagger-
Ing mass of data was gathered. Amazing
revelations came to light, little by little, one
ata time. Although it was not a hard task
to give every kid in town a place to splash
about unafraid, Elks began to sce that, even
with their summer camps, the job was not
half begun. Two weecks in the summer
would not make up for the fifty wecks spent
In a baking, grimy tenement. The quest
for doing good began to lead into the homes.
In some instances it was found that the
barents—the father worn down by long hours
at work, the mother a slave to many other
children—were delinquent in their responsi-
bilities. Boys were allowed to run wild; to
mix with other boys more hardened, boys
Wwho had seen the inside of reformatory walls
and had become learned in the evil which
somehow or other breeds there. In some
cascs the youngsters, for a more or less inno-
cent escapade, had got their names on the
police blotter, and thenceforth, feeling them-
selves Officially criminal, had, with a pa-
thetic Ingenuousness, decided to live up to it.

here came tq light multitudes of cases
where boys haye gone wrong, or where they
had not had theijr chance at health, through
little fault of their own. Cruclty at home
sometimes drove them to run away, to be-
come vagrants; factory work so used up
t]:lell‘ normal encrgy that they must turn to
I‘:liii beyond their years for quick excite-

These are merely suggestive instances,
random examples o¥ con%lgitions Elks began
to discover. "And because the Order, like
Jones, was persistent untiring in its effort to
remedy the state of a’ﬂ'airs, it failed to be dis-
lcouraged, because the trail to improvement
ed far and was ardyous to climb- .

By 1916, besides the original lodges which

ad officially yndertaken welfare Wwork,
there were a hundred more; and a year later
the Grand Lodge Committee reported that
more than thirty thousand boys had been
helped along the road to a useful and happy
manhood. Two years later the total had
swelled to forty thousand cases of im-
Provement a year: and so vast had the
work become ‘that the Subordinate Lodge

(Continued on page S0)
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Jones, Maker of Miracles

(Continued from page 21)

“Do you know the meaning cf that last

word?” he asked. )

“A Lolo word, isn’t it? Meaning medicine-
?”

“Yes. Or witch-doctor. Something of that
sort: ” He scratched his chin delicately with
the long, gold-encased finger nail of which he
was so proud. “I know,” he continued pres-
ently, “that you, the son of an impatient race,
care not for the age-green wisdom of my race—
the wisdom which is as pure as crystal and as
sonorous as an ancient temple bell. Yet—
permit me to remind you of Confucius’ saying
that in digging up the tree one must begin with
the root.”

THIS time Jones did not give way to nervous-

ness or impatience. He remembered that
seldom, after all, did the Manchu use flowery
simile without reason.

“Well?”” he asked.

“Speaking about the tree and the root and the
digging,” Sheng Pao continued unhurriedly,
“consider that these jungly Lolos, so justly
despised by the Chinese, are a savage, primitive
folk, mated to the stench, the miasma, and the
many blighting superstitions of the jungle. There
exist in this world three causes through which you
can influence such savages; and they are love,
hate, and religious superstition and fanaticism.
Now, granted these southern jungle tribes know
something about the disappearance of our
agents . . .”

“I doubt it.
jected Jones.

“Granted just the same for the sake of argu-
ment,”” went on the Manchu, “it could not have
been hate against us which influenced them, since
they do not hate us; nor love for the C. C. C. C.
people, since they do not love them. Remains
superstition. Tell me—is there a medicine hut
near the Taping Station?”

“Yes. Right next to the agency headquar-
ters. It’s just the ordinary affair.”

“Did you search it?”’

“Thoroughly,” replied Jones, “although I
know how touchy the Lolos are about their
temples and although the head witch-doctor
raised objections. But I searched the place just

the same. No trace in there, thougg, of our
agcl:ints. ;I‘here v;iril onlydthe regular parapher-
nalia—a few rou ay idols—and in
—:}othing else.” Y cense pots

‘““And yet—" the Manchu slurred, stopped.

“What?” demanded the Virginian. ppe
. “Do you recall the words we heard drifting
in from the courtyard a -few minutes agor’”’
Sheng Pao rose, crossed to the back veranda, and
pointed at one of the men in the group squatting
about the rice pots: a tall, narrow-hipped, broad-
shouldered savage with bronzed, half-naked
limbs, a flat face tattooed with yellow and indigo
on forehead and nostrils, a thatch of bushy hair
burnt rust-red by the sun, and a number of wood
and bone amulets strung around his powerful
neck. “This is the man who spoke about
Ko-w’angs, about witch-doctors. He is not
a southern Lolo, nor a Miao nor an I-pien. He
does not belong to any of our people. I know
his breed. He is a Meng-tzi from the east, from
the Tonkin border. How did he get here?
What is he doing here?”

“Nothing mysterious about that,” replied
Jones, smiling a little at his partner’s rising
exﬁig}?;??t. “I brought him here myself. ”

“Yes. TFrom the Taping River station.”

“And what was he doing down there?”

“ Drifted overland, I reckon. Became one
of our porters. He asked me to take him along
to Yun-nan-fu—seems to have a wife and a flock
of children here, from what he gave me to under-
stand.”

The Manchu made a great gesture. It was
more than a gesture. It seemed an incident
which cut through the air like a dramatic shadow.

“My friend,” he said, “I know the jungly

I consider them loyal,” inter-

tribes. Look here! What can our people
being Lolos, have to do with a Meng-tz!; fl%n;
the Tonkin border where—remember—are

located the ou
“You—"
startled.

sts of the C. C. C. C.?”

lennerhassett Jones looked up
“You mein—-"

“How and why did he get from the border to
the T(z)l,ping jung}l’e? Drifted overland? Wife
and children in Yun-nan-fu? A lie—by the
Buddha! These tribesmen do not like to travel
far from home without a good reason. He is
a spy in the employ of the C. C.C.C.” The
Manchu’s voice rose a hectic octave; gone was
the usual, bland racial calm from his butter-
yellow features. “Why is he making talk to
our people of witch-doctors? ‘What Pond .tl:):m
there be between him and the Lolos? Tnde,s;
do not mix with tribes in this he:'xthemsl‘l‘ land.
His voice dropped to a sudden whisper. - Agar:{l,
for tribe to be friends with tribe, there are l:) ty
three reasons: a common love, a common :}1 e,
or a common superstition. There is neither
common love nor hate. Thus—superstition,
religion—and religion, to these savages, mt;a:lll:
ever and alwa;;_s.thg brc}a;wnc% r?tfm slfcrge Brlec ethe

i riend,” he co , 1
Euréd(é. (%VI s);cceeded in brewing such 2 mlmclre:
4 miracle dealing, belike, with lthte (::‘S?xg?nc:te
ance of our three az;'ent.sIZ ?n ;2;1;2: a? Cheir own
i ir buying out our L < (NIt
;nﬁgl;henyi for one, believe in stopping it.

o How?” iracle—by brewing

“ wing a counter-miracle—oy ne
it soBs)t’rcl))r:eg thagt it shall r{ler'n,z,un for all time a bit

in their nostnls: .
te§<5ts§3§lésl2u right,” said t:le é})l;ngncan. “But
re we going to )
w}ﬁ"lt :lfglcltcli,ogs that l%ridge whenI get to Tapm'g
armed with the knowledge we gathered this
hour.”

las‘t‘ é)lﬁlf—” Jones was silent; considered; then he
looked up. ‘“You are not going there,” he
announce

“Why not, pray?”’

“Because,” Jones smiled, “pardon me—but
you are rather—well—rotund! I amlean. I am
more fit for the jungle trail than you. I am
going there myself.”

“You will have to hurry. The banks—you
know—our credit—-" ‘

“I shall start to-night.”

““You will have to go alone,” said the Manchu,
“by the short overland cut.”

“You mean—because——"'

SHENG PAO inclined his head. “Nobody
must know of your coming. No warning
must be given, by runner or drum code, to the
C.C.C.C.or to—" he shrugged his shoulders
—*“whoever is our enemy in Taping.”

“What about our Lolos in the courtyard?”
asked the American. “They know that I only
returned from Taping this morning, and they
will think it strange that I ”

. “L know,” interrupted Sheng Pao. “There
is a large shipment of cotton-cloth and sewing-
machines due for the Tibetan border. The
caravan starts to-day, and is short of men. All .
our Lolos shall go, including the houseboys.
Nobody shall refain here except my two trusted
old Manchu servants.”

“Think it will be easy to fool the Meng-tzi—
if he is really a spy?”

“I shall take care of him myself,” replied the
Manchu. .

“How?” Jones demanded with a certain faint
misgiving, knowing of old his partner’s peculiar
tactics when up against a raw fact of life and
disapproving of them deep in his meticulous
Virginian soul.

Sheng Pao laughed thinly. :

“Do not ask me how,” he replied. “You
have certain Anglo-Saxon prejudices. I respect
them—in theory. But I do not care for them—
in practice.” .

Then, while Jones went to his rooms to see
about his preparations for.the journey, the other
stepped out into the courtyard-and up to the
group of jungle natives. ’

““A newcomer in our midst?”” he addressed the -
Meng-tzi. - . .

“Yes.” The latter looked up.suspiciousty,
but felt reassured when he saw the Manchu’s
gentle smile and heard his kindly words:

“I hope you will be happy with us. We are
not hard taskmasters. Come with me, my
friend. There be certain rules of the house
which you should know.”

Accompanied by the Meng-tzi he walked into

- colored silk robe, and resting his
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one of the office rooms where an old Manchu
‘servant kowtowed deeply and closed the door.
Then, suddenly, an extraordinary change of
manner came over Sheng'Pao. Without expla-
nation or parley he took a heavy Tartar riding
crop from a table and brought the silver handle
full force between the man’s eyes. The Meng-
tzi fell to the ground; and the Manchuy smiled ’
“Fool!” he said. “Fool!” He sat down
comfortably on a carved Chinese chair, gathering
the folds of his magnificently embroidered, plum-
f
body of the prostrate man. “Hagglth !on\;(]:lc,
came here from the East, flat-nosed and stinkin
and objectionable; and you have spoken poisonxf
words of evil to the boys of my house!” I,
laughed. “Listen!” he went on. Yoy dig
leave your home, a cock; and you did expect t
return a peacock, strutting and colorful. "List n
ay.gain, }llle-goat bereft of shame and .modcsti’l}
ou will not return a peacock! : "
return at all]!(” P You will not
With quick, purring Manchy w.
to his.scrvax:lt, and the latter b:w‘egfds he turncd
.“Llstcn is obey, Your Excellency 17
plied; and, the next moment, there wz;é tl
of a dagger, a rapid, downward thrust:
Meng-tzi rolled over without 5 sound whj
servant wiped the knife on the edge f\v ile the
and sheathed it again with a )i Bd of his robe
clic‘kHof finality. ¢ dry, metallic
“Here is one,” said Shen P— .
his foot at the dead man, “%;v]?: c:\,'i 10;23 g w.]th
the blessed Lord Buddha’s ten thousa c(rl o
blue lotus fields.” He tossed a purse ﬁl?cd r\mv.ltel;
money to tl‘x‘c servant.  “Arrange the detai‘lle »
he added. There may be hands to he greased
—a minor Mandarin or two—to explain this—
ah—accident logically.”

he re-
he fla 1y

SO, LATE that afternoon, the caravan of Lclos

left the compound for the Tibetan border
amidst the braying of the donkeys, the ill-
natured squealing of the pack camels, the jin-
gling and clanking of headstalls, the laughter of
the porters, and the rough shouts of the drivers;
while Jones, alone, atop a shaggy dromedary,
took the overland trail back to the Taping
River station whence he had arrived that very
morning; and while Sheng Pao, his huge bedy
wrapped in a butterfly embroidcered robe of
coquettish and decidedly unbecoming baby-blue
silk, reclined on a couch in his apartment, a
bulky and ancient Chinese tome in his delicate
fingers.

“To go straight and honest to onc’s honest ob-
ject,” he read, “‘is @ more descrving deed than
the building of a seven-storicd pagoda, saycth the
Buddha!”  He smiled. ““Perhaps the Buddha
is right,” he said, and he put down his book and
calted for his opium pipe.

“Perhaps the Buddha is right,” he repeated
the next morning, over his breakfast, thinking
of his partner who, at the same time, was pushing
his dromedary rapidly across the sun-baked,
yellow tableland of Yun-nan, leaving the ani-
mal, on the evening of the sccond day, with one
of the firm’s agents at a station ncar the border

of the jungle, whence he proceeded on foot, over _ .

the short cut.

It was a long, heart-breaking tramp; through
a crazy netwoirk of jungle paths spreading over
the land; through long grass and short grass;
through grass burned to the roote, and through
grass green and juicy, waiting for the stamping,
Iong-horned cattle of the river tribes. Avoiding
all human habitations, so that there could be no
sending of bush messages to warn the Taping
Station of his coming, he left the river to the
south, walked north again, then southcast, in
a sweeping, half-circular direction so as to avoid
the miasmic, fever-breeding stcam of the low-
lands. On he tramped through thickets where
elephant-thorns and cactus lacerated his skin,
and through somber, black forests where evil,
bat-like things. flopped lazily overhead- and
slimy, spineless things squirmed and crawled
underfoot. He tramped up and down stee
ravines, up and down stony hillsides ablaze witﬁ
white heat. He was tired and fever-woin. It
was all so insufferably irritating: the heat, the
nasty, stabbing insects, the sour sweat which
oozed from his forehead and the pores of his
nose and itched in his beard stubble, the straps
of rifle and knapsack which rubbed his shoulders
raw. But he carried on. Nor was it altogether
a matter of business, of dollars and cents, the

(Continted on page 58)
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Jones, Maker of Miracles
(Continued frem page 56)

lust of financial gain nor the fear of financial loss
which drove him on, but something bigger and
finer and more basically vital: the feeling of
what he owed to himseclf and his partner, in
ideals of justice and fidelity to his principles,

and the refusal, if indeed the C. C. C. C. was

in back of the trouble, to accept defeat at the
hands of a power which he knew to be intrinsi-
cally unjust. He said: to himself that he and his
partner were right, while the C. C. C. C. was
wrong. He must try his utmost to make his
own principles victorious.

On then—through the wilderness!

He struck the heart of the jungle on the
seventh day. The sky was cloudless, blazing
with a terrible, vindictive heat, and steeped in
primitive colors, red, blue and orange, like a
futurist painting. So he rested during the day
and walked in the late afternoon and at night,
when it was a little cooler, when the merciless
flare had died in the skies, when the far-off
hills had turned a faint, pink color, and when the
grimness of the bush was blurred as in a veil of
purple chiffon. RO

Finally, late the next evening, he reached the
Taping River. .

He turned down a decline, slippery with tim-
ber falls, into the steaming valley. From behind
the black curtain of trees ‘which lined the river
bank the camp-fires of some distant jungly tribe
soared up in great, eager sheafs of crimson and
golden sparks. It was late at night when he
came within sight of the station itself. But he
could still make out the contours of the agency
residence, the squat, grim bulk of the ware-
houses, the sweep of the jetty, and the peaked
grass roofs of the native houses.

Noiselessly he swung through the rush-fence
of the station.

It was evident that the place had been,aban-
doned to the tender mercies of the Lolos and
that the directing mind of the White Man was
missing. For it was ill-kept, and with the speed
of the tropics—during his recent short stay
Jones had not had time to reorganize the settle-
ment—the few months since the disappearance
of the last agent had sufficed to change it into
a great sea of vegetation, an entangled exuber-
ant mingling of leaves, creepers, and waxen,
odorous flowers. In seve places, in the
hundred-odd yards between the fence and
the agency residence, the crawling, victorious
jungle had buried the very houses—a small
warehouse here, farther down a couple of large
tool-sheds—beneath its corrupt and glorious
surge. A throbbing sea of green life it seemed,
but life that was incredible, exaggerated, in-
nately vicious and harmful. Here the cable-like,
spiky creepers drooped low. They opened be-
fore Jones with a dull, gurgling sob as his fist
jerked them aside; they closed behind him as if
the bush had only stepped away for a second to
let him through, leisurely, contemptuously, in-
vincibly—to bar his way should he try to return,
the morose thought came to him.

HE STEPPED out into a clearing where the

taller, stouter buildings had so far with-
stood the sweep and rush of the jungle. There
had been no sentinels at the fence gate; now
he saw that there were no watchmen anywhere,
not even at the doors of the warehouses which
gaped wide open.

e frowned. A great rage rose in his throat.
For, a Virginian, a gentleman, he was under-
neath it all a businessman who hated waste and
inefficiency. But he reconsidered when he
thought that this very inefficiency—this absence
of watchmen everywhere—was on the other hand
a guarantee of the fact that no messages had
been sent here by runner or drum code, and that
his coming was unexpected.

He looked around. The place seemed empty.
l?oubtless they had all gone into their huts to
sleep.

e wondered what he should do. Sheng Pao
had said that superstition, the brewing of a
miracle, was one of the great driving powers that
influenced the savage mind; had spoken, vaguely,
of the brewing of a counter-miracle.

But—what could he do?

He crossed the clearing, silently, noiselessly,
and stopped in front of the agency bungalow.

A LITTLE shudder ran through him. Be-

yond the river he could see the farther for-
est standing spectrally in the dazzling moonlight,
and through stir of the leaves and the refuse,

_blown about by some vagabond night wind, was

the mystery, the mad, amazing stillness of the
tropical jungles, touching his heart with clay-
cold fingers. Fear rushed upon him full-armed,
and he was courageous enough to admit it.
Then, almost at once, he controlled himself.
There was his duty, he thought; his duty to-
ward his partner, his firm, himself, even—
somehow, curiously—toward his race and civ-
ilization and ideals. A wrong had been donec.
How? He was not sure. He would have to
right this wrong. Again—how? Again—he was
not sure. But the problem was there, and the
solution was his, his alone.

Next to the bungalow the medicine house
loomed up, large, shaped like a bee-hive.

He measured the distance between the two
buildings with his eye. Just a few yards—
enough for a strong man, at night, while the sta-
tion was asleep, to carry a dead body across and
inside and bury it there. None of the Lolos need
have known about it, he thought; for, still, he
held to his theory that the latter were loyal, were
in ignorance of whatever had happened to the
three agents.

On the other hand he had investigated the
medicine hut on his recent visit. In spite of the
witch-doctor’s angry protests, he had tapped the
earthen floor, had even dug here and there. And
he had discovered nothing.

He stared at the temple. A faint light flick-
ered through the tightly woven rush walls. Then
he became aware that, with the light, came a
sound, dull, bloating, like many voices talking
low and in unison.

““Oh—God!” he whispered. It was not an
ordinary, automatic exclamation. It was almost
aprayer. ‘“Dear—dear God!"”

He had been a fool to come up here alone, he
said to himself. Then, once more, he got a hold
on his nerves.

When in doubt, lead trumps—he remembered
the old whist rule. When in doubt what to
think—act!

‘““Here goes!”’ he said out loud; and he walked
up to the medicine hut with firm steps, and
puslhed open the door, suddenly, unceremoni-
ously.

With the swing of the door, a heavy rush of
air poured from the interior and hit him square
in the chest, with almost physical force. Mo-
mentarily he felt sick, d . For the column of
air which came from the building was thick,
viscous, fetid—a mixture of oiled, perspiring
bodies, incense smoke, and burning torches.

He steadied himself and looked.

Dimly through a reddish haze which swirled
up to the low ceiling with tongues of opal and
milk, he saw a sea of naked bodies, yellow, shiny,
supple. Hundreds of Lolos knelt there, close
together, with curved backs, foreheads and out-
stretched hands touching-the ground.

They had neither seen nor heard his entry.
They swayed rhythmically from side to side
with all the hysterical frenzy of savages in mo-
ments of supreme, religious exaltation; chanting
an amazing hymn in high-pitched, quivering
voices, swelling and decreasing in turns, dying
away in thin, quavery tremolos, again bursting
forth in thick, palpable fervor, with now and
then a sharply defined pause, followed by a
great, heaving murmur, like the response in a
satanic litany—*“the brewing of some unclean
miracle,” Jones remembered Sheng Pao’s words
as, mated to the chanting, he heard the palsying
din of drums and tomtoms, as the incense swirled
up, darkening the air with a bloated shadow.

The scent and smoke of it dried his mouth.
It bulged his eyes. It touched his spine with
hands of cruel softness. And again he con-
trolled his fear. He looked.

At the farther end of the hut he saw the three
idols, man-size, roughly shaped to resemble
human figures, and covered with black clay.
Still the chanting continued, the smoke rose.
Then, suddenly, the darkness and the noise
were cut as with a knife.

First complete silence. Then a wail of drums
and tomtoms and reed-flutes peaked up with
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shrill triumph, in maddening waves of sound;
and, at the same time, a greenish-opalescent
light came from behind the clay idols. Gradu-
ally it changed into a crass, vivid, luminous
scarlet and—from nowhere, it seemed to Jones—
a witch-doctor, the same who had talked to him
during his recent visit and had spoken vaguely
about the anger of the jungle gods, stepped forth.

He was a huge man, his naked body smeared
with ochre, his face covered by a black devil-
mask, the witch charms around his neck flitter-
ing and rattling with every gesture and move-
ment.

At the sight of him the mad fervor of the
Lolos seemed to swell and grow. The cries rose
to a hideous, coul-freezing pitch, while the witch-
doctor stood silent, motionless, staring into the
crowd with cold, opaque eyes. ITven to Jones,
in spite of his prejudices, there was something
ominous, somecthing savagely superb in the
poise of the man’s huge, muscular body. -

“Great Heavens!” he said to himself. “I'm
in the deuce of a pickle, I reckon!”’

Then he acted.

““Good evening!”’ he said in a sonorous voice.
He was quite calm, quite courtly, absolutely
Virginian, and his words scemed to galvanize
the tribesmen. They jumped up, turncd, saw
the intruder. There were minatory, throaty
shouts; a crackling of spears and clanking of
broad-bladed daggers. But Jones did not hesi-
tate. He took a step forward, a smile on his face.

“Greetings, my people!”’ he said in the Lolo
dialect, and he stepped further into the hut,
recognizing a man here and there and addressing
him by name: “ Greetings, Tai Fong! Greetings,
Wu Gen! Greetings, O first-born of Quai Yi!”

The men gave greetings in return, and Jones
walked on until he found himself face to face
with the witch-doctor, a few fect from the clay-
covered idols.

HL witch-doctor scemed to grow rigid.
His right hand shot upward with the fist
clenched.

“Why have you come, White Man?” he
demanded. “Wgat do you wish?”’ .

Jones drew in his breath for a moment. His
heart was beating with fierce, rapid strokes.
On all sides of him was the sea of yellow faces
and bodies, broken by the flash of the torches on
the hundreds of weapons. A giant jungly Lolo
raised his sheaf of spears and began a wild
tirade. A score of voices bellowed angrily. The
mob surged forward, while the witch-doctor’s
voice rang out sharp and cutting above the tur-
moil, repeating his challenge:

“What do you wish, White Man? Why have
you come here, into the holiest of our faith?”

“Desecration!  Blasphemy unspeakable!”
cried the Lolo who was brandishing tge sheaf of
spears, and there was a great clicking and chat-
tering of guttural words that rcminded Jones
somehow of the rattle of hundreds of typewrit-
ers; and his nerves scemed ready to snap. He
felt a terrible weakness in his knees and a catch
in his throat. .

Then he controlled himself. For, suddenly, it
had seemed to him that somewhere, quite near, a
muffled voice was whispering his name—halt-
articulate, thick, strangled. He tried to dismiss
the idea as chimerical; turned to the quicine-
man, speaking easily, with hearty sincerity: :

“And is there any reason why I should not be
here? Am I then an enemy?” He hesitated;
said to himself that his words were weak and
inadequate; decided to play a trum card: “I
hep.rd of the brewing of a great an wondrous
miracle—so I came

“Oh—" came the witch-doctor’s sibilant ex-
clamation, as he drew in his breath. * You came
to—?”

“To see!” went on the American. *Belike, to
help!”

“To help? You—to help—us—?"

" “Why not?” Jones mal?d_e a great gesture.

Are not these Lolos my people? Have they
not worked for me and my partner these many
years, faithfully?” He addressed the mob di-
rect. “And have not I and my partner been as
faithful to you, protecting you against famine
and fire and flood, against disease and thieving
mandarins?”’

“Even faithfulness comes to an end,” replied
the witch-doctor, “when the jungle gods com-
mand!”

“But—have they commanded?” challenged
Jones.
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Jones, Maker of Miracles .

like a book—‘‘by my friend who, as a medicine-
man, is second only to me!” i

He had read the latter’s mind rightly. For -

suddenly the man understood that the American
held the winning hand. So he did what most
Asiatics would have done under the circum-
stances. Fight the inevitable? Not he! What
profit was there in that, or, if ‘not profit, what
glory? Better far to ally himself to the rising,
victorious power! : .

Thus he, too, commanded the crowd to leave
the hut, because—he said—*the White Man is
right! There will be presently a great and won-
drous brewing of medicine! Go, go, all of you!”

Then, when the Lolos had rushed out, chat-
tering excitedly, he turned to the American with
a half-smile:

“You—ah—know?”

“Yes. You kidnaped my three agents. You
gagged them and covered their bodies with clay.
Once in a while you gave them drugs and a little
food and water. And when they moaned with
pﬁ%n, you told the Lolos that the gods talked—
e ” Ly

.

Again the medicine-man smiled, nowise
ashamed nor even embarrassed.

“But how did you discover the truth?” he
asked. .

“Because,” came Jones’ measured reply, “I
have seen idols a-plenty in this land; even idols,
given the ventriloquist powers of certain witch-
doctors, that talk. But never before have I seen
idols with blue eyes!” There was a short si-
lence; then he continued: “You will help me to
release these three men from their clay prisons.
You will tell the Lolos that in the future it is I
and my partner, and not the C. C. C. C. people,
your employers, wio are the favorite of the
gods. But—” musing—“what am I going to
do with you?”

“You can’t kill me,” came the calm reply.

“Can’t I?”

[{4 No.77

““And why not?”

“Didn’t you say to the tribesmen that as a
medicine-man I am second only to you?”

“I did—worse luck!” admitted Jones. “Still

reflection as if it belonged to another. A shirt
%pen at theneck showed muscles hard and tense.
Lven make-up could not widen the tight red
line of the mouth. The eyes were dulled as if
viewed through a curtain.” Frank Moore went
through his final preparations like a2 machine
correctly set in motion. When the last touch
had been given, he walked to the door ‘and
listened to the surge of the incoming throng like
the song of the sea on a smooth beach.

Suddenly rebellion shook him. What right
had they?” Pleasure! That was all they cared
about. To make of him a puppet, a thing for
their amusement! God, what a joke! Those
lights. the chatter, the laughter—himself about
to stalk onto the stage!

A few minutes later, as he made his entrance
to an anticjpatory round of applause, he had an
insane desire to step down to the footlights and
shout his thoughts to the upturned faces that
came vague and white out of the dark. Those
gay seekers who were using him for an hour’s
diversion, why should they not know what that
hour meant of anguish to him? Why should the
curtain that lifted to them lift only on illusion?
Why should their pleasure be permitted to
surmount his pain?

But those in front saw only a man going
through his part with leaden apathy. Frank
Moore, the spontancous, the man, who, with the
lift of an eyebrow or the flick of a little finger
against a cigaret ash could carry an audience
into his mood, what had happened to him? A
stir, that faint but agonizing presage of dissatis-
faction, sent its warning up and over the foot-
lights. Moore felt it with the rest, but it quick-
ened neither fear nor blood in his veins. Only
grim resentment and dull indifference. He
could not shake them off. He didn’t care.

(Continued from page 59) .

—what am I to do with you?” he growled.
“What would you suggest yourself?”

“Trust me, my master!”

(‘Eh? bE]

“Employ me!”

.“Trust—yon? Employ—you?”’

“I know this country, and also—"" he coughed
discreetly—‘““do I know many secrets of the
c.c.c.c.”

« But 'n ¢

“If T were powerful and swore fealty to you,
then you would be right in not trusting me,”
argued the witch-doctor. ‘For, powerful, I
would strive for yet more power. But hereafter
it-is you whom the Lolos will consider the gods’
favorite. And, shorn thereby of power, since
you are the greater miracle maker, under the
heel of 'your mercy, thus deprived of everything
except what you would grant me yourself, I
should be forced to remain loyal to you through
self-defense!”’

‘“ Absolutely immoral!” said the American.

“But my partner Sheng Pao would say: abso-
lutely logical! All right! Consider yourself in
our employ from this moment on!” and he
walked up to the clay-covered idols whence,
thirty minutes later, issued three White Men,
decidedly weak, decidedly hungry and suffering
and angry, and decidedly amazed when Blenner-
hassett Jones introduced to them the witch-
doctor as:

. “Your former jailer—now one of our em-
ployees!”

“But—"" stammered M'Namee, not helieving
his ears, ““what the devil ”

“I know what you are going to say,” cut in
Jones. ‘“Absolutely immoral, eh?”’

“Yes, Mr. Jones!”

. ‘;?ut—” added the latter—‘“absolutely log-
ical!”

And he repeated the words, several weeks
later, when again the Taping station hummed
with keen barter, with the firm’s agents, now
favorites of the jungle gods, speeding up the
Lolos and sending shipments of rubber and fossil
ivory to the north that bloated the accounts of
Jones & Sheng Pao in various local and over-

Two Masters

(Continued from page 12)

Backstage the sensitive fingers of Oswald
Kane on the pulse of his public trembled for the
sum, always enormous, that would sink with the
swaying ship of the production. As the act drew
to its close, his restless feet paced the boards,
his heavy brows drew together. Yet when the
curtain fell and Moore came off, the manager
showed no anxiety. He approached the actor,
gently taking his arm. Moore looked up a trifle
dazedly as if not quite sure where he was.

“Wish I could do something for you, old man,”
was all the other man said. .

“Rotten, wasn’t I?” Moore answered with a
tight smile.

Kane said nothing.

“Do my best this act,” Moore supplemented.

“Shall T telephone and find out how things
are? You might like to know.” .

“No—don’t—don’t! I couldn’t—stand jt.”
His strained eyes closed. He went quickly into
his dressing-room and banged the door. .

Kane stood for a second, hesitant, thex} hurried
out to the eclevator that mounted to his studio
at the top of the building. )

In the lobby, critics exchanged a few cryptic
remarks, conservatively trying to withhold
snap judgment. But frankly puzzled, they
asked each other what was the matter with
Kane. He was permitting an actor like Frank-
Iyn Moore to walk through his part like an
automaton.

The auditorium darkened. The curtain lifted
on Act II. Moore made his entrance. He
played a statesman, ruthlessly trampling under
iron hoof friends, family, wife, to reach the pin-
nacle of his ambition. But up to that moment,
he had not been iron. He had been wooden.
Not ruthless force, but numbed suffering marked
his gestures, the intonations of his deep voice.

seas banks, with other agents, coached by the
former witch-doctor, carrying on a merciless
commercial war on the Tonkin border, in the
very territory that had hitherto been one of the
C. C. C. C.’s undisputed monopolies. Five
minutes earlier he had credited the witch-
doctor’s account with five hundred taels—
“special commissions.”

“We shouldn’t employ that man,” he said
nov, facing his partner across a siphon, a square
Lottle, and two tall, frosted glasses. “It is abso-
lutely immoral—"’

“Frequently,” calmly rejoined the Mapchu,
‘““is a great principle of moral justice built on
immeoral foundations!”

“Oh—Sheng Pao!”’ came the Virginian’s
shocked exclamation.

“Even zo!”’ the other went on blandly. “For
do not the ancients say that virtue and vice are
only outward symbols?”

“Personally,” said the American, “I believe
in justice—straight through!”’

““So do1,” replied the Manchu. “Yet, being
not altogether a fool, would I consider-it a crime
to make justice profitable? Would I hold it a
sin to—ah—accumulate an uncarned increment
on the dung-heap of my neighbors’ evil deeds?
Look—"" he tossed a slip of blue paper across
the table—“you saw Morgan O’Dowd’s tele-
gram?”’ .

“Yes. He offers to buy us out at just three
times what he offered last time.”

“Indeed,” said Sheng Pao, filling his glass.
“Which goes to prove the truth of Confucius’
saying that the broken furnace may turn out
exquisite tiles.” :

“You can always get my goat with those
Mongol proverbs of yours,” smiled the Virginian;
and the other smiled back. .

“I know it,” he said. “That’s why I do it.
But—we are of the same opinion in one thing,
aren’t we?”’

“What? "

“We won’t sell out to the C. C. C. C.”

“You bet! Not for five times the price!”
agreed Blennerhassett Jones, and he tore Mosgan
O’Dowd’s telegram into a dozen pieces.

More than once, his hand strayed with desperate
weariness to his thick brown hair. He managed
to catch the gesture in time, but, even halted
midway, it marked itself as strangely out of
chardcter. )

_As he came off at his first exit, Kane was in
his path, pacing up and down. Once more he
took the actor’s arm, but this time his voice
shook.

““Do you want to go home, old man? Shall I
step out now and explain? We can ring down
the curtain.”

“You mean I've flivved the whole thing’, any-
way. You mean there’s no use going on-

‘No!”  Kane pulled down the hands that
tremblingly covered the staring, empty ¢yes.

No—don’t say that. But it was too much to
asl‘c‘ of you. I had no right!” ]

You—you weren'’t the only one who asked it
of me. I'm going through with it, T tell you
I—-T'l get them yet.” ] )
A shout of laughter came from the auditorium.
ne could not control a sigh. It was relie
after the murmuring quiet that had marked the
play’s reception from the first. Moore looked up
with a quick, comprehending glance. He had
flivved the production. Failure was upon his
shou!ders-his alone! He squared them de-
terminedly. He waited attentively for his cue.

When he walked onto the stage again, he
looked out upon the vague faces in that crowded
cavern at his feet and then his gaze traveled to
an empty chair in the stage box. It rested
there an’instant and gradually something was
Woven into the mauve velvet of the chair- ack.
Filmy and gauzelike as a cloud across the sun,
it took at first no form. Only white and gent.hlc
and indefinite, but even before it floated into the
folds of & woman’s gown, he knew that above it,
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two dark eyes were sending the flan.c of inspira-
tion into his, a silky blonde head was bent for-
ward with the light of love gleaming from it.
The lips were slightly parted as if to call to him.

Against the rail of the box rested transparent .
hands, ready to lift in applause. She was so -

eager, so intent, so full of faith and urge and
hope that he did not realize his imagination had
put her there. Those other men and women
must see her, too. They. must know now that
the one he needed to help him onward had come
because of that nced. !

His head went up. A light lifted the curtain
of his eyes. A live look loosened the tension of
his mouth. He turned toward the leading woman
and again his glance swept the audience. Some-
thing electric passed over them. Franklyn
Moore had come to life. He was acting now.
No, not acting! For as his rich voice responded
to the unvoiced call which had come to him, it
swept that waiting throng across the footlights.
Not illusion but a sense of reality made them
move forward with the drama. To them he was
no longer an actor playing a part. He was a
man living in anguish because in tearing the
laurel wreath from another’s brow, he had
torn down his own happiness. The wife he
loved had turned to the man from whom he had
snatched it.

“Of what use is the applause of the multi-
tude,” he pleaded, “if I must lose you?”

And as he spoke the words only a few in that
vast audience saw his eyes fasten on an empty
chair in the stage box.

The dark eyes that met his shone. The
shadowy hands came together in applausc.
The white throat pulsed. She was so alive in all
her vagueness. She was sending out to him
what he had always known she would give him
when the moment came, the spark she had said
she lacked, fhe power of love to leap the chasm
of uncertainty, to know the heights of achieve-
ment.

His lips formed “Elaine.” He waited for the
applause to die down. Then with the man’s
eyes still on that box, the actor crossed the stage
to the woman he had lost.

“T ask you only not to leave me! Not now!
Give me the chance to share with you the success
that has robbed me of—everything. One
chance! Just one!’

And as she told him it was too late to ask
anything of her and the door shut behind her,
he lifted his two arms and his voice broke with
the tragedy of the immortal tenor’s in “Il
Pagliacci” as he cried out:—

“I am at the top—and I am alone

Even before the curtain fell, the bravos rang
out. The force of them was deafening. That
drawing aside of the curtain of his soul, that
sudden springing to life of the fire of genius had
an effect more dynamic than would have been an
easy success from the very beginning.

It was like a clarion blast across a silent world.
It galvanized the sullen crowd to action. It
carried them out of their seats. Through the
din and the repeated rise and fall of the curtain,
Moore did not move. They clamored for a
speech. He shook his head. But like insistent
cgildren, they shouted his name, and as the
curtain remained lifted, he stepped downstage.

“There’s nothing I can say . . . the credit for
this is not mine. . . . It belongs to one—"" his
voice halted. It broke. He stepped back.

Construing his few words as a tribute to his
illustrious manager, they called for Kane,—
called and waited. He did not come.

TFrom the wings, members of the cast scurried
in search of him. It was not like Oswald Kane
on a first night to be far from the footlights at
the curtain of the big act. He was always close
at hand after eight or ten calls, for a gracious
speech of thanks.

But to-night he could not be found. They
sent a call-boy to his studio. He was not there.
He had evidently left the theater. Discouraged
by Moore’s early failure, he had apparently
given up all possible hope of the ultimate over-
whelming triumph that was his.

The curtain descended finally after announce-
ment had been made that the manager could not
be located.

Keyed to his topmost effort, Moore changed
for the last act. He had come through! e
had scored—nothing could alter that And she
‘had made him do it. It was her success! His
Elaine’s! He had not failed her. Two masters!

(Continuted on page 62)
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She had said he must only serve one. Had he?
And, if so, was it not she, his beloved, whom he
_had served?

Out onto the stage again, with that swift
glance toward her place, that prayer to a filmy
figure of his imagination. And yet not quite!
More than his  imagination—his spirit! They
two were one, would be one for all time. He
knew that now.

With the same fire of inspiration, he went
through the final scenes. For her he played his

—to her he spoke his lines. “You’ve come
to me!” he cried as the door opened and
the wife of the play entered. ‘“You’ve come
back. I haven’t lost you, dear.” And a vast
throng of seasoned New Yorkers responded,

- unashamed of their emotion.

The play was done and as the last clatter of
hot hands died away, Frank Moore covered
with quick, precipitate steps the short space to
his dressing-room. His eyes were still lifted and

Two Masters

(Continued from page 61)

alight. He caught hold of the door knob and
as he did so, another hand covered his.

&« Frank__,,

Oswald Kane was standing beside him.

“T put it over!” came swiftly from the actor
and with a breath of triumphant relief. .

“T know.” -

“But I wasn’t the one who did it. She did!”

“T know that, too!”

‘KYOU—? ”

“I was with her.”

“You—?” Frank Moore repeated.

“When I saw you were winning out, I felt
she ought to know. I went over to tell her.”

“You saw her? You talked to her?”

“Yes. She knew all about it. Frank—if you
could have seen her joy! It was like a light
from heaven.”

Moore pushed past him.

“T’Il go to her—I’ll see it nowl”

“Frank—wait!”
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The actor paused under the shaky, detaining
hand.

“Frank—not yet!”

Frank Moore looked up dumbly.

“Vou will see a smile on her lips,” Kane went
on.- “It will be there—always.”

The man who heard him stood silent. One
would have said no change had occurred. Then
very low, he brought out: .

“ Are you telling me——?

“Yes, my boy.”

Quietly the hand dropped away from the
door. He stood looking up into the sympathetic
face of the great manager and then with slow,
shuffling steps, he went back to the dismantled
boards- that faced the dark auditorium. With
shoulders sagging and head bent he stood for a
moment. And then a stagehand moving the
last piece of scenery saw him lift his arms and
stretch them out to an empty chair in the
stage-box.

01d Time Stuff

Detroit third-baseman, was accused of de-
liberately kneeling in front of the bag and
blocking off runners. Finally Byrne, in running
to third, jumped into Moriarty, spikes fore-
most. He ripped Moriarty’s uniform to pieces,
but Byrne himself was borne from the field with
both ankles broken.

Hahn, outfielder for the Chicago White Sox,
had his nose broken by a pitched ball, hurled by
Pfiester in the Cub-Sox series of 1go6. Leach
of the Pittsburghs backed into a temporary
fence when he was going after a ball in this same
series, and it was thought that he was seriously
injured, but he emerged from the wreckage with
the ball in his hand.

It is not often that home has been stolen in
a world series, but Cobb turned the trick in the
savagely fought contest with Pittsburgh. Willis
had just been sent in as a relief pitcher. As he
wound up to throw the first ball, Cobb, who was
on third, made a successful dash for the plate.
Evers tried the same trick in the series between
the Cubs and Detroit in 1907, when in the first
game, which went 12 innings to a tie, he was
on third in the ninth, with Moran, a pinch-
hitter, at the bat. Before Moran could hit,
Evers started for home; but was thrown out,
retiring the side.

Among the rare plays that have come up in
world championship games, the triple th by
Wambsganss, second-baseman of the Cleveland
team, in the series with Brooklyn, in 1920, is
outstanding. Very few unassisted triple plays
have been made in the history of the game.

A hunting trip robbed Pittsburgh of almost
certain victory in 1go3, after that team had won
three out of the first four games with the Boston
American League team. Pittsburgh had only
two pitchers in form, Phillipe and Leever, but
they were going great guns, and seemed invinci-
ble. They won their first games in brilliant
fashion, and it seemed all over but the mere
formality of recording another victory for the
Pittsburghs. But Sam Leever had gone on a
hunting trip between the close of the regular
championship season and the opening of the
world series. The constant recoil of the gun
during a few days of steady shooting, had
bruised his shoulder, and he began to falter in
the world series. Boston, with the veteran Cy
Young just settling into his stride, gathered
confidence and won four straight victories, giving
that team five to Pittsburgh’s three.

The 1909 series between Pittsburgh and De-
troit not only was notable for its bitterness, so
far as the players were concerned, but it marked
the only time when a world series game was

layed in a fog. Twenty-nine thousand persons
1n Detroit watched the play in the opening game
in a heavy blanket of fog that made the out-
fielders look like ghosts.

In early days the world series was started late
in the month of October, but now it is begun
earlier. This is because there are more cities
in which Sunday ball-playing is permitted, thus

(Comtinued from page 25)

admitting a better condensation of league
schedules.

Postponed games on account of weather have
done much to help out teams that have been
short of first-class pitching material. In 1910,
during the series between the Philadelphia
Americans and the Chicago Cubs, the weather
undoubtedty had much to do with the result.
The Athletics had only Bender and Coombs
upon whom any dependence could be placed in
tlg: box, particularly in the stress of a world
series conflict. But there came one postpone-
ment after another, on account of bad weather
conditions, with an occasional game sandwiched
between. This gave Bender and Coombs their
needed rest and enabled them to work alter-
nately, with the result that the Athletics won
four victories to Chicago’s one. .

Tickets are sold in the fond expectation on the
part of the officials that the entire series will be
played, but sometimes a world series proves one-
sided, and the result is costly. Where a team
wins four straight games, as in the case of the
Boston Braves over the Philadelphia Athletics,
it is a notable achievement for the winning
team, but a heavy loss to the leagues. .

“Tt is not generally known that something
over $1,000,000 has been refunded to the pub-
lic,” said John A. Heydler, President of the
National League. “Tickets for four games are
sold with the understanding that if the full
number is not played, money for the unused
admissions will be refunded.” .

Planning to take care of world series crowds
is the bane of the managerial existence. Many
things enter the calculations—the weather, the
freaks of fortune on the diamond that may ex-
tend a seres beyond its limit or end it before it
has much more than reached the normal starting
stage. All these delightful uncertainties also
help to whiten the hair of the ticket speculator.
If the series goes to the limit, with a grand
crescendo of public interest at the last, the
ticket speculator faces the winter with the
equanimity common to the weal_thy_. But, as
the poet says, the man worth while is the man
who can smile when his guess on the series is
wrong—particularly when he has tickets for
sale in bad weather or to a community that has
gtown dispirited beneath repeated defeats.

Umpiring has caused no end of trouble in
world series games, ever since that first occasion
when rooters for the Metropolitan team became
so “highly incensed” that the object of their
wrath did not reappear for the final game.

= o]

Somebody—evidently a lawyer—figured it out
that what was needed was a sort of Supreme
Court on the diamond, so it was arranged to
have two umpires and a referee, the third
individual’'s word to be final. The _umpires
were frankly partisan—one representing each
team. In case of a close decision, the opinion
of the referee was to be sought. That worthy,
who was appointed by the Board of Umpires,
stood between the pitcher and second base.

This plan was tried out in the series of 1886
between the St. Louis Browns and Chicago
White Stockings. Games were prolonged to
four hours, and the fans had to light all their
cigarettc matches to find their way home to
supper, so the referee soon returned to those
cloistered temples of law where there is all the
time in the world for decisions.

The four-umpire system, which came later
and stayed, grew in this way: Interest in the
game was increasing and crowds at world series
games began encroaching on the playing field.
Two extra umpires were stationed, to see }\vhere
balls dropped in the crowd. Later, when it was
ruled that there must be fences at certain dis-
tances, and the crowd must be kept b_ehlnd those
fences, the extra umpires were kept in ghe field.

World series were hit-or-miss affairs until
1905, when the first real playing rules were
adopted. Previous to that time the series had
been governed only by the whims of those most
concerned. John T. Brush, owner of the New
York Giants, saw the danger ahead unless rules
were drawn up and adhered to. In 1904 Mr.
Brush refused to allow his team, then champions
of the National League, to play the champion
Boston team of the American League. The
following year the New York Nationals and the
Philadelphia American League champions played
under t]l:e Brush rules which are virtually in
existence to-day. Under these rules the players
share in the first few games only, thus removing
any incentive to prolonging the series. The
players get a larger percentage now, but in
general the Brush rules stand. .

There has been no Letter illustration of the
spirit of sportsmanship which rules the world
series than when Brooklyn waived its right of
grotest and allowed Sewell to play in place of

hortstop Chapman, who had been Kkilled in
1920, Sewell had been brought to the Cleveland
team, to take Chapman’s place, SO late that he
was not eligible to play in the world series, but
the Brooklyn management announced that under
the circumstances it would make no protest.
Sewell played a great game and aided Cleveland
materially in getting a flying start which enabled
the Western club to win the series by five games
to three. .

As long as such a spirit is in evidence and the
public is convinced that the series that blooms in
the fall is honestly conducted, the public will
continue to acclaim these world championship
contests as the greatest attractions in the line of
professional sport.


















SELL WHERE THE
SELLING IS GOOD

Chart showing distribt-xti‘on of
Elks readers:

|
Towns nndgf, 2,500—19, *

Towns of 2,500 to 100,000—75.9%,

I
Towns of 100,600 and over, 23.17,

Practically every national ad-
vertiser has reasonably broad
distribution in the first 50 cities,
but how many can claim it.in
the next 1,000 cities? How
many are planning their adver-
tising where it will effectively
build and maintain a consistent
demand for that product in
these same towns?

Advertisers who appreciate the
need for placing greater em-
phasis in their selling plan on
these medium-sized towns, will
find The Elks Magazine, with
its great proportional concen-
tration of circulation in towns
between 2,500 and 100,000, a
useful medium.

Added consideration is given
to the point that The Elks
Magazine reaches most of the
dealers in these same towns;
and these same dealers have a
definite knowledge of the im-
portance of The Elks following
in their towns.

Furthermore, the Elk audience
is a responsive one. The Elks
know that every advertisement
in their magazine is guaranteed.
They appreciate the patronage
of its advertisers, and recipro-
cate by answering the adver-
tisements they see in its pages.

50 East 42nd Street New York City
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The Footstep

(Continued from page 67)

to enlist any one’s sympathies. To have a sim-
ple errand end in a disappearance was discon-
certing, indeed. The two men ran down to the
dock. Sure enough, there was the grimy,
clumsy Lily rocking at the end of a frayed
rope, suggestive of a mongrel dog who has lost
his master. The fisherman’s tackle and a torn
net and a bailing pail'lay in a little pool of
muddy water. Caroline and Beulah came down
to view the boat, Ma having volunteered to sit
on the front door-step and guard the grim
Mohican. :

“Here's his boat, Caroline—right by 7T/«
Lost Star,” Kent said.

“This is certainly a port of missing men,”
Andrew commented, looking down thought-
fully at the two dilapidated boats, brought to
harbor by owners wllx)o were fast becoming as
mythical as Ulysses. Through Caroline’s mind
slipped the fantastic thought that these poor
ol(f leaky tubs might well belong to the men
who had perished underneath the dock on which
they were now standing—ghost-boats, small
Flying Dutchnizen of an inland sea.

“If we are not careful,” Andrew continued,
“we will have a string of these unclaimed
craft.”

Otto Bergthal, patiently waiting in his motor-
boat, eyed The Lily phlegmatically. “Say,
Otto,” demanded Kent, “have you seen any-
body who even faintly resembled the man I sent
after the sweater?”

“No, I ain’t,” Otto replied.
no one.”.

“He never went near my sweater. And we
can’t find him anywhere,” Kent explained.
“He must have seen something at the island
that interested him more than my sweater, and
forgot all about his errand.”

“You don’t say,” the phlegmatic German
replied. “Here comes Frau Jones. I bet Thor
is late for his dinner and she’s after him.”

A little bright-eyed woman in a moth-eaten
fur coat brought a boat as rickety as her hus-
band’s with skilful strokes to the dock. “Say,
Otto,” she inquired in a high discontented voice,
“have you seen Thor? He promised faithful to
be home at one to his dinner and here it is two.”

She peered from one face to another. Caroline
felt conscience-stricken, as if somehow she was
to blame for an overdone dinner and a missing
Goliath of a husband whom merest accident had
sent under the roof of the Mohican. Otto saved
the day by answering, “Here’s Thor’s boat!
nobody knows where Thor is. Huntin’ bee-
honey, mebbe. Go home and eat your dinner,
Lily Mirandy. Thor—he will come back when
he is good and ready, not before.”

““It does beat all the way Thor treats his food
after all my trouble of gettin’ it ready,” the little
woman lamented. Caroline felt like calling out,
“This wicked hotel has your husband—and we
are just as worried as you are,” but it was need-
less to involve Mrs. Jones in fears, which might,
after all, be groundless, and which it would be
impossible to convey to her without the super-
natural twist that could not reasonably be in-
troduced.

“Wa’ll, I suppose I might as well go home and
eat ham that’s like chips by now. Ireckon that
Thor’s tendin’ to everybody's business but his
own, as usual.”

This so fitted in with the facts of the case
that everybody looked guilty. Kent was ob-
served to be peeling off a bill from a fat roll.

“Mrs. Jones—or Smith?”

“It is Jones—

“Buy yourself something fresh on the way
home.” He held out a five-dollar bill to her.

“T don’t want money, thanks. I want Thor.

“I ain’t seen

T1f you see him, Otto, tell him if he don’t want

his vittles enough to come home for them it
ain’t my fault. They was all hot and ready.”
She looked impatiently at the Lily. “Named
for me,” she jerked out. “Lilian Miranda, my
mother called me because my skin was white
when I was a little gel.”” She looked down
at her brown freckleg hands. “I've had to
work hard. Me and the old Lily look about
alike.”

Caroline wanted to put her arms around her
and say, “Why, you're both beautiful, and I'll
" find your Thor for you. Don’t worry.” In-

stead she said, “Will you come and see us some
day and have a cup of tea?”

“Yes, ma’am,” came promptly from the boat.
“I'd be glad to come, and thank you! Sorry to
trouble you about Thor! But me and that boat
has both waited for him a lot; he’s worth waitin’
for,” she added with a touch of wifely pride in
her voice.

She was off again, a little frown of perplexity
about her tired eyes, her oars dipping as if
moved by an automaton, .

“Does she live in the village?”’ Caroline asked.

“Just a piece outside,” Otto answered.
“Mr. Kent, shall we go out again? Do you fish
some more—eh?”’

“If I could be of any use—"’ Kent said, looking
at Caroline.

“But you can’t,” she answered.
and fish, you might as well.”

“Well,anhourortwo. ThenI’ll pack my bag,
and you can take me over to the village, Otto.”

They were off again! When they were well out
of hearing Caroline turned to Beulah and An-
drew. “I don’t know why,” she said, ‘“but this
disappearance alarms me more than anything
that has yet happened. For a plain, every-day
man to come in that hotel to do a simple errand,
go up-stairs and disappear into thin air—is to
me at least terrifying. Dr. Farrell,” she added,
“do you think it possible for places to affect the
sanity of people?”

“No, I do not,” he answered promptly-
“Gloomy or deserted or unhealthy habitations
might make them melancholy—but, nothing
more. Of course, long brooding in solitary shut-
off places might unhinge the mind, but there
could be no instant disturbance. Of course,
Thor Jones might go suddenly in.sav.l'le--,i““fl geg
out of the hotel by some insane mgenult};’lt uf
it’s not likely—and it wouldn’t be the fault o
the hotel!”  him!

“What kas become of him!” .

Farrell was silent. Beulah'answered’.“ IiIe::SE
Jake coming. We'll put him on rthis la
prokblem.” .

Jake divined that something had happened
when he saw the figures on the dock. | rim
three talked at once while he listened with "i gt n
setting of his jaw, which betokened a reso urli(;h
to restore. Thor to his little tired wife of 9:' >0
in the attempt. “Could it be sudden insanity
Caroline asked. lest

.““Thor go insane? He’s the sanest, cooheessé
kindest old blundering giant d tevcr
arts—ain’t got a fault, Thor, except he n
nows when to go home; and Mirandy, e
at seein’ good vittles spoil whilst he’s after
or foxes or wild honey.” torn

“He must be found if the hotel has to be n't
apart,” Caroline said. *“Big strapping men &
vanish into thin air like that.” s

“No, they can’t,” Jake agreed. “Now her®S
The Lost Star got 'a mate, The Lily- ‘:1
Tl wager The Lily will go out this afterfioh
Do you think Thor fell asleep in one ©
rooms?” he asked, 4 but

They had searched every room, they said, "lld
another search must be undertaken. _Jake to
his intentions to Ma, who was still keeping
gsuard a little grimly on the door-step- , "

“From this time on,” she announced, ¥?m
don’t go out of my sight, Jake Simmons. 47
hot a-goin’ to have you disappear in this hoted
not cven to help out Mrs. Hartley,” she add% z}
trifle tartly. Caroline forgave her. The MO
hican was enough to ruin any one’s nervous
tystem. And the next minute Ma’s overflowing
kindness came back. “We won't desert YOui
Mrs. Hartley, bein’ as ‘you've blundered into
this terrible’ place—and I've made 2

“Go back

_]ar Of
doughnuts,” she added, as if they were about to
susSLam a siege. .

0 they took another weary pilgrimase
through the deserted rooms. “Trﬁ’or isn’t here,
that’s plain,” Jake said to his companions. AP I
there’s somethin’ more happenin’ in this hote
than just ghosts or rats or merves. Theres
somethin’ close to murderin’—men enterin’ 2
place and never comin’ out again. Ain’t there,
Doctor?” )

B “It looks terribly like it,”” Andrew an§“’?f‘3d,;
I am sorry Thor Jones is among the missing:
(Continued on page 70)
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Season of Business and Festivity
Successfully Inaugurated

San Luis Obispo (Calif.) Lodge entered upon
the coming season’s activities on the night of
September 30 by initiating 100 best citizens into
membership. It was a joyous occasion with
many prominent visitors in attendance from a
distance. A banquet was spread, followed by
diversified entertainment. The Lodge has an-
nounced a calendar of social events, among them
a Hallowe’en party and a Christmas and New
Year festival.

Old Mardi Gras Custom
Revived in Grand Rapids

Elks of Grand Rapids, Mich., in the revival of
an old custom, scored a genuine success with a
Mardi Gras festival given at Ramona Park, the
spectacle opening September 10 and continuing
one week.” All park concessions were placed
under the direction of the Elks. This included
circus and vaudeville attractions. At 11 o’clock
every night, a motor car was presented to some
lucky ticket holder. In this manner, three tour-
ing cars, one roadster and one sedan were
awarded. One day was especially devoted to an
Elk Jubilee. Ten bands competed for prizes.
On the final day, the feature was the crowning
of a king and queen of the Mardi Gras.

Three Days’ Celebration
Marks Opening at Ironwood

September 21-22-23 witnessed the opening of
the Elks Home at Ironwood, Mich. Preliminary
to the dedication on the second evening, there
was a ball. A contest on the diamond was the
next day’s feature, followed by a house-warming,
beginning at 5:30 o’clock with a stag banquet.
There was oratory galore, diversified entertain-
ment. operatic selections and dancing. Saturday
the Elks and their guests motored to points of
interest, chief of which was the Gogebic Country
Club links, reputed to be the most difficult course
in the Northwest. The same evening a large
class was initiated by Ironwood Lodge.

Historical and Romantic
Pageant by Boy Scouts

A notable event in the history of Boy Scouts
in America took place at the Interstate Pali-
sades Park, near New York City. Six thousand
parents and friends witnessed the historical
pageant, which was organized to show the
evolution of the American Boy Scout. Five
episodes were depicted, each taken from stories
by American authors familiar to the Scouts.

The first, “The Indian Scout,” was borrowed
from Cooper’s “The Last of the Mohicans;”
the second, featuring Daniel Boone, was en-
titled, “Pioneers and Pathfinders;” the third,
“Rip Van Winkle and the Dwarf,”” from Wash-
ington Irving’s famous story; the fourth,

- Under the | Spreading Antlers

(Continued from page 78)

‘“Buffalo Bill, the Forty-Niners and the Western
Indian Tribes,” was re-inforced by a tableau in
which Abraham Lincoln was the central figure;
fifth, “The Boy Scouts of America,” showed the
growth of the movement during the last thirteen
years. This scene required 275 people.

Welcome Home for Grakelow
From a Short Trip Abroad

A unique celebration was staged in New York
Harbor on September 17, when Charles H.
Grakelow, Exalted Ruler of Philadelphia Lodge,
and Louis N. Goldsmith, Past Exalted Ruler of
the same Lodge, returned from a brief trip to
Europe where they voyaged for rest and
recreation. More than 500 members arrived in
Jersey City by special train and subsequently
boarded the steamship Nassax on which they
sailed down the bay to meet the Celtic on which
Messrs. Grakelow and Goldsmith were returning.
Floating pennants told of the mission of the
Nassau. The Philadelphia Elks Band went
along to keep things lively. After greetings were
exchanged, the party was variously employed in
pleasure-seeking until the late afternoon, when
everybody proceeded homeward where-a formal
reception was conducted in the home of Phila-
delphia Lodge.

Lorain Investing $350,000 *
In Lodge, Home and Welfare Center

Elks of Lorain, Ohio, expect to complete
“The Antlers,” their new four-story brick build-
ing, on or before April 1, 1923. The _total
expenditure involved is $350,000. The building
and .equipment will provide for every require-
ment and convenience of the Lodge and its
Club, and will, besides, afford the site of Lorain’s
first modern hotel with a capacity of go rooms.
There will be an auditorium specia.lly dedicated
for the promotion ofl Community Welfare ideals,

Nashville Lodge Has Fine Library
Presided Over by Lady Librarian

Over a decade ago, 13 years to be exact,
Nashville Lodge, in competition with severaj
other organizations, was victorious in a local
popularity contest, winning several hundred
volumes of books in gilt-edge editions by the
best standard authors. After the books were
assigned to a place in the club building, it soon
became evident there were some among the
membership who experienced the literal truth
of Wordsworth’s lines that,

e . books, we know,

Are a substantial world, both pure and good.

Round these, with tendrils strong as flesh and blood

Our pastime and our happiness will grow.”

With the fear of losing some of the prize vol-
umes, arose the necessity of having some one
appointed specially to look after them. The
choice fell upon a woman, a trained librarian,
who put in operation the first circulating library

Mr. Jones Explores the

Committee was given over to an organization
and cxpansion of it. Investigation began in
1919 of the homes of boys, of the conditions
of their parents; and, of course, in the first
years of reconstruction, the welfare activities
threw themselves full weight against the dishear-
tening problems confronting ex-service men.
For all that the Elks have done in the short
eleven years since the official beginning of the
Big Brother movement, the Order feels that it
has made no more than a good start, that it has
only begun to see that the solution of one prob-
lem but leads to another, and to accept the chal-
lenge of that second problem without fear and
without thought of leaving it unremoved.
There has sprung up a proragation of laws
known under the froup name of “The Children’s
Code,” as a result of the welfare work and its
incident disclosures. A few of its constituent
items are worthy of note, as for instance: the

(Continued from page 54)

regulation of Juvenile Courts, the care of mothers
during the critical period before and after child-
birth, more exacting laws of adoption, insistence
upon clearer reports upon the treatment of the
deaf, dumb and blind in detention homes; fairer
disli)osa.l of the problem of rearing illegitimate
children; the raisingof the age of consent; require-
ment of ten days’ notice before the issuance
of marriage licenses; extradition of child de-
serters; punishment of adults for neglect of chil-
dren; Erohibition of the marriage of the epileptic
or feeble-minded; prohibition of children under
fourteen working; that no girl under eighteen
shall work as a messenger; that no one under the
same age shall work underground; that children
must attend school until the age of sixteen, and
that poverty be no excuse for avoidance of this;
the teaching of child-hygiene to parents; the
investigation of schools, of the methods and
personnel of county and state welfare organiza-
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to be maintained in a Lodge of Elks. At the
expiration of the first year, she was succeeded
by the present librarian, Miss Ada E. Blake,
who has occupied the position for twelve years.

Lending an atmosphere of culture in 2 home
environment, the Elks of Nashville have suc-
ceeded in establishing from a nucleus of a few
hundred books a library whose equipment is not
only a source of pride to the membership, but
a decided acquisition to the civic community
as well.

While primarily a library of fiction, acquiring
every month all that is new of the “best sellers,”’
yet the secker of real knowledge may find a
genuine storchouse of information here where
rich endowments have been made from time to
time, of historics and valuable books of refer-
ence. In addition, some rare old volumes are
also to be found in this collection, among which
is a set of Zola in the Rougen-Macquart edition.
The volumes became the property of the Lodge
through the generosity of one of their members.

Books from this library often prove a real
blessing to members invalided in home or
hospital. During the World War, several hun-
dred volumes werc sent to the army canton-
ments. That a few of the books have had wide-
spread circulation was proved by the return of
some bearing a London postmark, chosen com-
Ppanions of a sea voyage to be read on board ship.

Capsules of Elk News
Prepared for Quick Reading

As many as 200 troops of the Boy Scouts are
being looked after by Elk Lodges. . . . The
annual outing held by Freeport (N. Y.) Lodge
began with a breakfast and ended with a shore
dinner, with athletics and a band concert in
between. . . . August 16 was the date of the
biggest outing in the history of Elmira (N. V.)

dge. . . . During the reunion of the gist
Division, Seattle Lodge transported disabled
veterans in motors. . . . A home to cost $110,-
000 is being planned by the Elks of Rock
Springs, Wyo. . . . Madison (S. D.) Elks are
considering the advisability of a combination
Home and hotel. . . . Dallas (Tex.) Ilks,

aving acquired a building at present occupied
by the Y. W. C. A., will convert it into a modern
club house. . . . . One thousand children, be-
tween seven and fourteen years of age, enjoyed
an outing at Columbia IPark, North Bergen,
N. J,, the hosts being the members of Hoboken
dge. . . . New Haven (Conn.) Elks ap-
pointed its Christmas Committee as early as
August 3, with the promise that this season’s
holiday ‘activities will eclipse those of former
years. . . . Elizabeth (N. J.) Lodge treated its
members to a corn roast and a vaudeville per-
formance. . The Children’s Home, at
Tampa, Fla., is being completed with the sum
of $19:623.58 raised by the Elks of that city.
- . . Worcester (Mass.) Lodge, aided by 25
ladies, entertained 400 orphans with motor
trips and launch rides on Lake Quinsigamond.

Cellar

tions; and the provision of recreation parks and
ﬁndg)laygrounds. e
Obviously, none of these things is original
with the Elks. They are common forms of wel-
fare activity. But the Elks have taken it upon
themselves, cither alone or in conjunction with
some other sincere body devoted to the improve-
ment of social conditions, to sce that in their
communities there is neglect of nothing which
will give American boys and girls the rightful
privilege of starting their race from scratch,
g\yﬁ? in health and morals, with the rest of the
eld. .
The Elks are lugging up from the ct;lllars of life
the priceless treasures of childhOOd’dt d?y are ’un—
covering moldy cases of OYerty_anh lscasg and
neglect which must surely impair the soun lr:css
of their contents, letting the sunlight w 3’"}:’ them
and clean them; and making sure that they are
not returned to a place where they may rot.










