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The Elks Magazine

The Splendid Thing Called Life

Some of the New Books That Tell Us of This Splendor—
Longed for, Searched for, Suffered for by Youth

One of Ours, by Willa Cather
Y THE time this issue of our magazine
is published, thousands of people will
have read and loved Miss Cather’s
remarkably beautiful novel, and most of

them will have read, also, the reviews of the .

book which have appeared in the press.

But, even after we have Jaid down the story
as' finished and thrown the reviews of it
away, the thing lives in our minds and in our
hearts as we go about our daily business,
more vividly, in a way, than when we were
reading the exact words with which Miss
Cather interprets her story. This, I think,
is the test of a living book: that the last
wor.d m it finds us not through but only
beginning to know it and to make its radi-
ance part of our thoughts and hours.

Not so very long ago the author of “One
of Ours” was an assistant editor on Mc-
Clure’s Magazine, come all the way from
Nebraska to take that course in learning her
trade, and few writers in America have
learned it better or now practice it with
greater distinction. To neglect to follow
Miss Cather’s work is not only to deprive
oneself of exquisite pleasure, but to be com-
pletely deaf to those voices which are trying
to tell us that the only thing worth while is
the poignant knowledge that we must get
some splendor out of life, or existence is
utterly futile, and that youth which does
not at least seek that splendor is but half-
youth and half-alive!

The plot of this book is negligible, like the
plot that runs through most human lives.
It is merely the story of a fine, manly, sensi-
tive boy, a farmer’s son in Nebraska, who
struggles blindly against the strait-jacket
mentalities of the community, against the
aridness and ugliness of life as he sees it
exemplified by the people around him.

“. .. his energy, instead of accomplishing

something, was spent in resisting unalterable
conditions. . _When he thought he had at
last got himself in hand, a moment would undo
the work of days; in a flash he would be trans-
formed from a wooden post into a living boy.
He would spring to his feet, turn over in bed or
stop short in his walk because the old belief
flashed up in him with an intense kind of hope,
an intense kind of pain—the conviction that

there was somethi lendi ife, i
conld bet fom it.”mg splendid about life, if he

.Claude Wheeler was not a poor boy. The
windows of his father’s house looked over
wide acres of grain and timber. The house
itself was comfortable; old Mahailey, the
cook, was his faithful slave; motors and ex-
pensive farm machinery and mechanical
household devices were in his everyday life,
but the part of him that was the real Claude
was starved. With all his strange, suffering
capacity for bigness, he was shut up within
hlmsp]f as in an awkward, crude prison. -

_His marriage to Enid Royce was one of
his worst mistakes in his vague search for

splendor. A rigid person, this girl, drawn in -

cool, uncompromising colors, yet it is easy
to see how he thought that through her the
doors of life might open.

In his despair over the failure of his love
for Enid, he found refuge in his own dreams

By Claire Wallace Flynn

more tnan ever. And “some of his dreams
would have frozen his young wife’s blood
with horror—and some would have melted
his mother’s heart with pity.”

This is the first part of the book, this nar-
row life on wide Nebraskan plains, this well-
told story of a generation that was no longer
pioneer, yet which had not yet reached that
knowledge of a life and civilization of which
later Claude saw silver flashes in France.
Up to now, the book has.been a gripping and
tender story of one young, burning creature.

Quictly through it all, however, there has
crept the threatening rumble of the Great
War across the sea. In Claude’s home the
news of the conflict is followed closely. Per-
haps nowhere else in the book does Miss
Cather show herself such an artist and a
patriot as when she brings the war right into

the wheat-fields of America. Wheat! The
war meant one thing to the farmer. The
news! Here was the human side. Claude

and his mother studied maps, read papers,
consulted encyclopedias! No dulness, no
mental sloth stood between him and a knowl-
edge of what was goingon in France. This is
perhaps the best picture that has been drawn
up to the present time of how vital a thing
the war was in the homes of America—how
intelligently and avidly this country watched
the conflict, long before we entered it.

Books Reviewed This Month

One of Ours, by Willa Cather..
(Alfred A. Knopf, New York)

Alolls of the Sun, by Frederick
O'Brien. (The Century Co., New
York)

The Judge, by Rebecca West.

" (George H. Doran, New York)

On Tiploe, by . Stewart Edward
White. (George H. Doran, New
York)

One Thing Is Cerlain, by Sophie
Kerr. (George H. Doran, New
York)

Black Pawl, by Ben Ames Williams.

(E. P. Dutton & Co., New York)

What I Sew in America, by G. K.
Chesterton. (Dodd, Mead & Co.,
New York)

Claude went into the army, of course, the

minute we-cast our lot with the Allies. He
went, inspired, ennobled, finding life at last.
His friendships among the other officers and
men were glinting and marvelous to him;
France the sort of place his heart had
dreamed of always. The very fact that here
men were dying for ideals, gave him a feeling
of confidence and safety.

“Ideals were not archaic things, beautiful and
impotent; they were the real sources of power
among men. As long as that was true, and now
he knew it was true—he had come all this way
to find out—nhe had no quarrel with Destiny.”

All the magic that we crave in a book we
may find in this one. All the unrest and
Iengings which have torn our souls and for
which we have found no words. we meet
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here in haunting phrases that soothe our
own disquietude. Here is adventure of body
and spirit, and here is the answer to that
question which the unfriendly have flung at
us, as to our real reason for joining in the
Great IFight. Here in a word is one of the
best books ever written to show the beauty
of those who ‘“hope extravagantly and be-
lieve passionately.” .

Atolls of the Sun, by Frederick
O’Brien
ERE is a search after a very diflerent
kind of splendor, a splendor that lies in
smoking reefs beyond dazzling tropic beaches,
the splendor that is half buried in the history
of dying Polynesian races and in the brave
adventuring of frail craft in stormy seas.

In this new volume, ‘“Atolls of the Sun,”
Frederick O'Brien gives us the enthusiastic
result of his third visit to the South Sea
Islands.

It is a hardened and encrusted reader who
can turn away from the lure that these dis-
tant lands hold for the human imagination.
The very word island brings to us a picture
of a place not so much encompassed by water
as by mystery. From the time we first be-
gan to read adventure stories, islands have
seemed always to us the spots upon which
we would most desire to be “cast ashore,”
the spots where one most likely would meet
strange and fascinating people, and become
one with strange and fascinating customs.

The child-reader dies slowly in us. Mr.
O’Brien is taking advantage in his glamorous
books of that spirit of romance and love of
islands that still persists in our breasts.

“Atolls of the Sun” is not only an absorb-
ing record of a voyage but is a book of blaz-
ing stories, told gorgeously, and all presented
against a background of blue lagoons and
amethyst seas.

Some of the native characters who appear
in these pages we have met in others of
O’Brien’s books, but for the most part these
are new islands to us, where, strangely
enough, the author makes us so thoroughly
at home that we, with him, have a feeling of
nostalgia as he sails away at the end of the
book. .

Nothing more thrilling in recent fiction can
be found than one of the dramatic incidents
in this volume: the story of Willis, the
American, and Viola Dorey, the English
girl, on lonely Easter Island. There is a
native girl in this tale, Taaroa, who loves
Willis and, on the eve of his departure for
England with Viola, dies with him in the
tangled sea-grass at the bottom of a sparkling
sea. This story was told to O’Brien by one
of his white companions. When the tale was
finished, O’Brien says that he got to his feet
and staggered with the shock of the tragedy
ue had just heard. Truly, there is something
staggering about it—but it’s good reading.

Then there is the story that the crippled
diver tells, of the wondrous pearls planted
in the lagoon of Pukapuka—of the European
scientist who trizd to improve on nature—of
the threz meneaten by sharks— of the robbed
coral bank and cark reveire under the sea.

(Continued on page 66)
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entire service. All of you are so familiar
with this work that I feel sure you can
accomplish this with little effort. You will
then be in position to correct errors and
criticize freely and fearlessly.

This feature of lodge work is really first.
in importance. The initiatory work, prop-
erly exemplified, teaches a lesson that is
lasting and brings the candidate to a full
realization of the good he may derive from
association with us. Too much emphasis
can not be placed on the proper exemplifica-
tion of the Ritual.

VI. Knowledge of the Statutes—Impress

-upon the officers and members the im-

portance of a careful study of the laws of the
Order, so that no mistakes will be made in
conducting the affairs of the lodge. All
duties of Subordinate Lodge officers are
plainly set forth in the Statutes, and a few
words of explanation from you will clear up
many a cloudy situation. For instance,
acquaint yourselves thoroughly with the law
pertaining to the payment of Grand Lodge
dues, so that you may at once answer all ques-
tions asked regarding this important subject.

Give earnest consideration to your duties
as set forth in Section 48 of the Statutes.
While I am sure you are familiar with this
Section, yet I ask you to study it carefully
so that you may be fully advised relative to
your responsibilities,

You already have personal knowledge of
the chz_tracter and standing of the lodges in
your district, but to give you additional in-
formation I have sent you the reports of
your predecessors on these lodges. Study
present conditions carefully and make them
a point of departure for greater effort.

I think I am safe in saying that practically
all our lodges obey the Statutes of our Order
and the laws of our land. However, just
recently I have received a few complaints
regarding violations of law. I am moved
to bring this to your attention in order that
you may know just where I stand. A few
words will define my attitude. The laws of
the Order and of the Nation must be com-
plied with. This is positive. You are
a part of the executive branch of the Order
and it is your duty to see that the laws are
obeyed in every lodge in your district. I
ask you to exercise good common sense in
these matters, but in no case to back down
from your stand that the law must be ob-
served.

On the occasion of your visits you will be
expected to address the brothers, and I
want you to gather from this meeting suf-
ficient facts to form the groundwork for
a carefully prepared address which will
inspire your hearers to renewed efforts for
the advancement of our beloved fraternity.
Above all, talk constantly of the higher ideals
of the Order of Elks,

Now in regard to your official visits.
From a study of the reports of last year’s
Deputies, I find that the majority of visits
were made after January first, and very
many as late as March. We are not going
to have it that way this year. It is the
policy of.the present administration to get
right down to work. So I shall expect you
to start your visits to your lodges just as
soon as you get back home. You see that
if you do this you will have an opportunity
to size up the weak lodges in your district,
and so arrange your work as to give these
lodges. as much time as is necessary to put
them in condition to function properly.

T shall expect you to report to me after
each visit made, and at the end of your term
make a full and comprehensive report of the
Order in your district—the number of
lodges, their condition, and the general
progress made during your year.

In conclusion let me remind you that you
are the representatives of the Grand Exalted
Ruler in your several districts, and I ask you
to at all times conduct yourselves accord-
ingly.” :

THE first speaker at the meeting was
Past Grand Exalted Ruler William
W. Mountain, under whose leadership the
thought of the conference and cooperation
with the District Deputies was first applied
in practice a year ago. Mr. Mountain’s
faith in the project has been strengthened
by reason of his personal experiences and
observations of results. He said that the
beginning of a new era in the Order of Elks
had been registered by doing this very thing.

Past Grand Exalted Ruler Joseph T.
Fanning was next introduced as Executive
Director of the Elks National Memorial
Headquarters Commission. He spoke with
authority on the subject of The Elks Maga—
zine, Mr. Fanning described many inter-
esting details connected with the ne}txonal
publication, through the agency of which the
operations of the Order and all the govern-
ing departments had become the familiar
and instructive and inspirational story of
every member of the organization, as con-
trasted with the former method of m.dlﬂ'er-
ently reaching the Elk membership by
communication through Subordinate Lodge
secretaries. Comparing the superseded
method with the improved system of to-
day, Mr. Fanning made this point:

“If you are not fortunate enough to be
present at your lodge meeting when a com-
munication from Grand Lodge officers
is received and read there, you can sit down
in the quiet of your home, read it, consider
it and analyze just what it means. That,
to me, is one of the leading advantages of
this publication.” .

The Magazine is endeavoring to supply
something of timely appeal and interest for
every member of the home circle, Mr.
Fanning continued. With its labors de-
voted to the upbuilding of the Orgler and
the interests principally concerned, increase
of circulation by means of news-stand sales
has never been a matter of major considera-
tion, but rather an incidental of convenience
for the Elk away from home. .

Mr. Fanning also spoke of the influence
of the Magazine in restoring members to
active fellowship by a reawakening of their
interest in the current affairs of the Order.
Over 40,000 incorrect or unknown mail ad-
dresses were encountered at the beginning.
This original company of 40,000 whose in-
terest as Elks was unfortunately being al-
lowed to lapse, has been steadily corrected
or restored since The Elks Magazine began
publication and it seems safe to predict, ac-
cording to Mr. Fanning, that within a year
or so the mailing address of every Elk will
be on file.

The desire to make the Magazine as good
as the best and maintain it at that standard
can be realized with the cooperation of the
membership; not by appropriation of addi-
tional funds, which is not contemplated, but
by the enlistment of the membership with
and for the Magazine, as an advertising me-
dium. Mr. Fanning said: “We do not want
to give this the appearance of a commercial
proposition, because it is not. But if you will
recognize the advertisers who have accepted
us on faith in the early establishment of this
journal and encourage them wherever it is
possible by patronizing them in return for
the patronage they have given; if proper
support is given our advertisers, the support
to which they are entitled, there is no end to
what we may accomplish through this Maga-
zine. Our advertisers do not expect to be

The Elks Magazine

‘favored where it conflicts with local interests

or where an advantage is taken of a com-
petitor. What we do urge is that the lodges
and the members consistently show their
friendship for those advertisers who have
already exhibited their friendship for us.
If District Deputies, in visiting lodges, will
call attention to these things and explain
how necessary it is to stand by our adver-
tisers in a friendly spirit, I am sure that by
thus combining efforts we will be able to
make the Magazine all that we have set
our aims to do.”

Mr. Fanning told his audience that one
function of the Magazine was to bring all
points of the compass into near relationship.
There is interest in knowing what is taking
place throughout the Order. It is pleasing
to read in the Magazine what our brothers
are doing in California and in New England,
in the South and in the North and every-
where. In other words, The Elks Magazine
keeps everybody in close touch with the
activities of everybody else and everything
worth knowing and reading about. Serving
these purposes every Exalted Ruler has
been invited to contribute, punctually and
frequently, any matters of importance that
may come to his knowledge.

For purposes of more fully acquainting
District Deputies regarding the Elks Na-
tional _Melporial Headquarters, so that the
Deputies in their turn may be enabled
authoritatively to inform  Subordinate
lodges of these facts incidental to the per-
formance of their official visitations, Grand
Exalted Ruler Masters invited Past Grand
Exalted Rgler John K. Tener, Chairman of
the Commission, to address the meeting.

PRQCEEPING at once to the heart of
- his subject, Ex-Governor Tener visual-
ized a picture of the property, interesting in
description. Though the structure would
embody utilitarian features, such as the
office of the Grand Secretary, and the vari-
ous departments of The Elks Magazine
Ex-Governor Tener wished to emphasizé
its dominant memorial character. “It is
being built,” he said, “in order that we may
In perpetuity evidence our regard and our
sacred—I ’rmght say, reverence—for those
who contributed so much in the Great War
for the liberties of the world; to those
members of our Order who gave their lives
and rendered the supreme sacrifice in that
great struggle. It is fitting that an Order
of this kind should do so.” Ex-Governor
Tener then entered descriptively into the
details of the property and the Memorial
structure as provided for—location and
building—style of architecture and details of
completion. “We propose during the com-
ing year,” said he, “to levy only sixty-five
cents, and that will be on the first of April.”
In closing, he drew attention to the fact
that while the location was remote from the
business center of Chicago, it was yet easily
and quickly accessible and that a trip to the
site could be made in twelve minutes.

Next in order Past Grand Exalted Ruler
John P. Sullivan, Chairman of the Com-
mittee on Social and Community Welfare,
was called upon. Colonel Sullivan spoke of
the ideas and ideals with which the Com-
mittee was addressing itself to its duties.
He said that it was not possible at this time
to outline any definite plan of procedure.
Occasion creates opportunity for activity.
What may be good and needed in one com-
munity is often not good and not needed in
another. In other words, each community
has its own particular problems to solve, and
lodges must be variously occupied. The
principal point is to keep the lodge in close
and constant contact with the people of the
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The Mechanics o f Kindness

Suggestions as to How the Elks Lodge Can Most Effectually
Embark on Relief Work for the Needy

CONSIDER the plight of the confirmed

waffle-eater whose wife is going away.
In the Pullman, he blusters:
“Nonsense, Lucy, I’ll be all right; don’t
you worry. As for breakfast, a couple of
eggs and coffee is all I ever want.”

“But your waffles, my dear ” .
“Oh, I guess I can do without them for
few days.” He believes it for the moment.
- Two days later we see him peering into
the pantry. His glance roves about the
shelves, resting sentimentally upon black
waffle-irons hanging from a hook beneath

" the bottom shelf, then shifting speculatively

and timidly to other objects: a large, round,
white tin labeled “flour,” another and
smaller with the gilded inscription, ““salt.”
In the ice-box, previous exploration had dis-
closed a pasteboard box cobbled with clean
white eggs: and there, too, were the morn-
ing’s milk and cream. He had, of course,
rummaged about for a cook-book, but rather
hopelessly, for he knew his wife had not for
a long while played her culinary pieces by
note. -Pensively he stands by the pantry door.

“Oh, I guess a couple of eggs and some
coffee is all T want,” he confides to himself.

Thus the prandial tragedy ends. He
wanted waffles, wanted them badly and
could not have them. Aspiration and failure
constitute tragedy. What adds to the
pathos of the story is that all the ingredients
are there, enough to make a heaping plateful
of the golden cakes and yet because he does
not understand the mechanics of waffle-
making, he can not avail himself of the
pantry’s potentiality.

SOMETHIN G of the same sort happens
.~ frequently to a lodge of the Elks when
it desires, following the example of many
other lodges, to make a start in welfare
work._ The members of the lodge are aware
that in their community are scores or hun-
dreds or perhaps thousands who need help.
The members have in the pantry of their
prosperity the ingredients of aid; and yet,
for all their sincerity of purpose, they are
retarded by lack of experience.

They can not, they know, go down into the
poorer parts of town, stopping each needy-
lookmg 1n<_:hvidual to ask if he needs a good
meal, if his rent is paid, if his clothes are
warm enough. While such procedure might
yield a measure of results, it would in a
multltude.of instances fail ard offend, and
so defeat its own end. Nor would it reach
all. The writer recalls an instance of the
deceptiveness of appearances. Just out of
th_e army after the war, he was depositing,
with some small pride, a hundred dollars to
his Aaccount at a savings bank. Directly
behind him in the line at the teller’s window
was a dark, squat foreigner whose clothes
seemed to have been chosen from some
unregarded ash-barrel, who was redolently
unsoaped. His deposit was nine hundred
dollars, and the pages of his check book
were crowded with rubber-stampings. If

¢ Intended to return to his own country,
€ Was in a fair way to sail in his own boat.

' There must, therefore, be a more effective
way of finding those who need a lLift. As
between the flour, eggs and milk, and the

finished waffle, so is thére, between the im-
pulse of kindness and concrete, definite
assistance, a system. And since what must
be is, there follows an outline, prepared by a
member of one of the lodges which has suc-
cessfully engaged in welfare work. It gives
some of the steps toward finding those who

ST DI

THANKSGI VING DAY is the great
American festival. No other na-
tion in the world shares that day with
us. It is America’s alone. Set apart
Jor commemoration by Proclamation
of the President, it brings home to
every Elk a sense of responsibility. He
Seels that he must make of it by deed
and word a day of plenty throughout
his community. In keeping with this
spirit and as a suggestion of how it
may best be expressed, Colonel John
P, Sullivan, Chairman of the Grand
Lodge Committee on Social and Com-
munity Welfare, has urged in an Offi-
cial Circular the appointment in every
lodge of a Thanksgiving Basket Com-
mittee. May this serve as a reminder
to you of your olpportuniz , through
your lodge, to help make this Thanks-

giving a day of new hope for many to
whom life seems bleak and cheer{ess

need help and who, given relief, will there-
after be sound and have a fair chance for
their share of happiness.

The first move is consultation with the
specialists whose knowledge is based on
wide experience: the churches, the several
charitable organizations, and the police. A
representative of the lodge going to these
bodies will find it an easy matter to get lists
of the needy. He will find, no doubt, that
there are more cases than hislodge can handle.

From this list a selection can be made of
the most acute cases, such as families suffer-
ing from both illness and lack of money.
The visit of a Big Brother to such families
will determine the degree of aid necessary.

It is well, always, to know what will be
the reaction of a family to such aid. Those
who have been kicked about by life are as
wary as stray cats of the advances of
strangers. The majority of their contacts
with the world have been painful; they
therefore argue, and logically, from their
premises of experience, that all approaches
are likely to result in more disaster. Again
there is pride; and to overcome that, or
rather to sidestep it, actual stealth is some-
times necessary. If the investigator finds,
through information furnished him by the
society which has provided the list, that a
certain family is obdurately hostile to all
offers of aid, or that it nurses jealously a
pride against charity, the obvious move is to
help that family anonymously.

NO BETTER introduction exists, before
- ¥ extending the helping hand, than food.
The Elk must sneak up, literally, in the dead
of night, if necessary, and leave a basket of
eatables where the family will find it.

Here is a sample list of things to include
in such a basket:

One good-sized ham, one pound of coffee,
one pound of butter, two loaves of bread,
one peck of potatoes, one sack of corn-meal,
two cans of tomatoes, three cans of soup,
five pounds of oatmeal, one slab of bacon,
five pounds of beans.

This is real food, good food, and if the
family at whose doorstep it is left is hungry
and if it knows of no one to whom it must
express obligation, the food will be caten.
The recipients and consumers of such food
as this will be in far better frame of mind,
far more amenable to projects of help
leading to permancnt self-support than they
would be when hungry.

This follow-up system from leads, pre~
cisely like the follow-up system of sales
organizations, nced not stop with investiga-
tion of prospects and the consequent success
or failure to land them. From the names of
persons given by the several organizations of
charity, the Elks may obtain, besides a list
of adults, the names of boys who un-
doubtedly would respond to the call of a big
Thanksgiving or Christmas dinner; and
from those boys the names of others, not
listed, to whom the picture of turkey and

* pumpkin pie is a vision rarely realized.

Through these boys, after they have been
entertained and fed, will come a mass of
first-hand evidence of conditions in their
home, and many an obstinate father or
mother can be won over to acceptance cf
help through the youngster’s earnest ap-
proval of the Elks. Make of the boy a
deputy salesman of relief.

ONE group which can be approached

without the fear of domestic complica-
tion is the orphans. The Elks may be sure
that whatever they do in providing food
and clothing and partics for these children
of the State will be appreciated; and that
the institution harboring them will, if it is
properly conducted, cooperate eagerly. If
not, it should be investigated.

These brief suggestions do not pretend to
cover all the ground. They are merely
rough diagrams of the manner of beginning
helpful welfare work, and the most im-
portant point to be remembered is the ne-
cessity of the initial appeal to experts before
such work is begun. The second most im-
portant is a continuance of relations with
these bodies. The Elks can go, in many
instances, where professional charity work-
ers can not. More cffective in welfare work
than many organizations patently such, the
Order brings with it no terrifying hint of
the official. Yet the inexperienced lodge
can learn much from relationship with those
who are uniformed and badged. Without
appeal to these they are like the man who
wanted waffles, had all the ingredients and
yet went without. He did not know the
mechanics of waffles. And no lodge can be
expected to know the mechanics of com-
munity-wide kindness without experiment
sometimes so vast as to discourage, or
without appeal to those who have already
experimented and compiled a cook-book of
relief recipes which work.
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it up before the other’s eyes. “Look at that,
Davey. And look at me. You know I can
smash you, and what’s more important, I know
it, too.” He was silent a moment; then he said:
“If I thought you really cared for Alicia—loved
her, I mean— But you don’t. You never
have. Damned if I think you love anything or
anybody—but yourself. Now I'm going to
Alicia’s. If you show up there to-night, I’ll
‘take you out-on the front lawn and beat the
holy living daylights out of you. That’s all.
Good night, Davey.”

He walked off. He didn’t stop, or look
around. He simply kept on through the snow-
covered Park, toward Alicia’s. . . .

She was sitting on the couch in the drawing-
room when.he came in. There was a fire on the
hea‘réllll, an,d the liﬂlt of ii’t was in (};er hair, . . .

“Oh, it’s you, Henry,” she said, giving him
her hand yo nry, ) SIVIng

“Were you expecting any one else?”” he asked.
“Only,Dave)S’)’e -g ,y,
“Davey isn't coming, to-night.” .
“But.he telephoned—" She paused; then
said: *“How do you know??’

“The Lost Star was his boat, then,” gasped
a. :
“Listen and you’ll hear,” went on Thor

ly. “Somehow the man who was out of
his head—didn’t want to stay in the room with
this Mr. Kent—now, he may have had his own
reasons—but Mr. Kent claimed it was because
he was so gaod to thid man in the past; and shut
him up in an asylum; and for the family’s sake
kept him there; and he had escaped, because he
wanted.to run wild and free—and find his wife
again. Now Mr. Kent didn’t tell me that; but
the man keeps a-callin’ his wife.”

.Caroline had risen to her feet, trembling
violently, afraid to hear the remainder of the
Darrative lest the sinister confession of a drown-
ing man should have its conclusion in a second

death, another tragedy. “His wife,” she
whlspered._
“Yes, listen, Mrs. Hartley. Mr. Kent

marched this poor demented man to this trap-
d?or,' bein’ stronger than his prisoner, and now
I'm gettin’ ‘back to Kent’s story. Kent said
you was’all 50 nervous here he wasn’t goin’ to
alarm You, so in spite of the man’s screams he
forces him down the ladder—the poor harfnless
critter—and slams the trap-door down and bolts
it; and in the morning he takes food to the poor
prisoner, who thinks he’s in the asylum again;
and then goes to Otto Bergthal after making
Inquiries to find if there is such a man in the
village; and he asks Otto to take him fishin’;
and when they’re on the lake out of earshot he
tells him about this poor demented man he’s
befriended, and keepin’ from alarmin’ Mrs.

“That much is fact. What T pieced out is
this: Kent had some incriminatin’ letter left
there by mistake by Otto who was under
Suspicion of bein’ a traitor; and his price for
silence was that Otto should help him take the
man away. Otto told me he knew right away
what man was meant, because he had talked
with him in his hut near Ione Cove—took Otto
to prowl around deserted regions of this lake!
I su pose he had his own reasons! Well, they
fixed it up that I was the man to act as keeper
and be watchman until midnight or so, when
they would fetch him down the fire-escape; and
the way they put it to me was like a clear case of
humanity. "I was out on the lake fishin’ and
they asked me to come into their boat for a spell,
while they told me about a poor helpless crazy
man who had broken into the Mohican—and
they wanted to remove him without alarmin’
Mrs, Hartley. They planned, they said, to
take him back to his hut; and keep him there
with me watchin’ over him until Mr. Kent could
make arrangements to put him in the asylum.

; ‘What.se’nt him insane?’ I asked.

He ain't exactly insane,” Mr. Kent an-

"Goliath
(Cohtim:ed Srom ‘page 59)

“I met him in the Park,” explained Henry.
“We—we had a little talk, and Davey decided
he wouldn’t come.”

She rose, and put her hand on his arm. He
remembered that she had done that once before,
a year ago. Only this time she did not with-
draw it.

“Why, Henry, you— You’re looking awfully
solemn. What’s happened?”

“It's Davey,” said Henry grimly. “He’s
licked.” .

She looked up at him, and her face flushed.

*Tell me what happened, Henry. I want to
know.”

He told her. When he had finished she went
back to the couch. Henry sat down beside her.
There was a long silence.

“It’s funny,” said Alicia, at last. “Davey’s
never mentioned that bet he had with me. I
should think he’d have paid it.”

‘“He’s probably forgotten it. He hasn’t much
of a memory, Davey hasn’t.”

Silence. .

The crackling of the fire. . . .

A light on Alicia’s hair.

The Footstep
(Continued from page 37)

swered, ‘but he’s lost his memory; and his folks

ink that under good regular care of profes-
sionals in a sanitarium his wanderin’ personality
—s0 to speak—will come back to him.’

“‘What caused him to lose his memory?’
I asked. ‘Fell on his head in escapin’ from
a burnin’ building,’ answered Mr. Kent. ‘I was
witl:i l’ﬁx’n—a.nd tended to all arrangements after-
ward.’’

An exclamation broke from Caroline. She

The Story So Far

CAROLINE’ HARTLEY has bought the
abandoned, repuledly ghosi-haunted Mohi-
can Hotel, on an island in a mountain lake,
which once been the scene of her idyllic
honeymoon with Spencer Hartley who, fourteen
months before this story opens, was reported
killed in a fire which destroyed his clubhouse,
and from which no trace of his body was recov-
ered. Caroline plans {o spend the aulumn
months on the island alone with her young
cousin Beulah Belford. Armed with a burglar
alarm and an aulomatic the two girls feel quile
safe, bul their gense of pleasan! adveniure is de-
stroyed overnighl by the creeping, stealthy horror
of a human footstep in corridor and the
apparition of a ghostly deathlike figure on the
stair-landing.

Abandoning Ulei;:plan of complete solitude,
they take in a Dr. Farrell who has come to the
lake for his vacation and they induce Mrs. Sim-
mons and_her husband, Jake, the villager who
brings their supplies, {o come and keep house for
them. They are soon forced to admit a sixth o
their circle—Digby Kent, Spencer Harlley's
Sriend and execufor and a would-be suilor of
Caroline’s, though both Caroline and Beul
dislike and distrust him. . .

Numbers, however, bring no immunily from
their mysterious disturbances. The foolslep
still haunts the corridors, Kent in his isolaled
suile on the fourth floor has a midnight visilor
whose terrified screams al sight of an aufomatic
raise the house, and they are all overcome by
Dpoison gas while exploring the altic. The climaz
is reached nex! day when Kent, out fishing with
one Olto Bergthal, sends Thor Jones back to the
hotel with a nofte requesting that the man be
allowed to go {o Kenf's room for a forgotien
swealer, and Thor fails to come down, nor does
a thorough search reveal any trace of him. That
night Jake and the doctor ‘hear a boat leave the
hotel dock, and quickly joined by Beulah, they
pursue it in the Huntress {o a lonely spol on
the mainland.  Scrambling up the sleep bank,
they burst through the underbrush ezpecting to
come upon the fugilives—and find themselves
confronled by a newly made, deserled grave.
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“You were wonderful that day, Henry,” she
said. “I haven’t had a chance to tell you
before, but—I was thrilled.”

“Because I won the game?”’

“Yes, of course. But not just that. ... It
was as if I'd been watching for something all my
life, and suddenly—there it was!”

“Yes,” said Henry. “There it was. And
there it’s going to stay.”

Silence.

The ticking of a clock. . . . .

A light on Alicia’s cheek as she turned toward
him. . . .

Then his arms were around her, and she was

aying her debt—a wholly gratuitous debt—to
enry.

“Alicia, dear Alicia. . . . I’ve loved you so
long. Ever since we were kids!”

“I know,” murmured Alicia. L.

He reached up his hand and touched her hair.

“What’s that for?”’ she asked, smiling.

“Pulling your curls,” said Henry, in a queer
voice. ‘:Pul].ing yourcurls. . . . Always wanted

?

to. . ..
_Alicia kissed him.

half-rose from her seat. ““It’s true! It’s true!”’
she cried. “But he’s dead. He said he killed
him. *

“Listen, please, Ma'am,” Thor said gently.
“When he told me that tale about the fire,
T asked, ‘Was you burnt—rescuin’ your friend?

“‘Scorched!” He rolled back his cuff, and
there was marks of an old burn. Well, he
told me he got his friend to a hotel and
put him to bed, thinkin’ he'd be all right in
the mornin’; but in the mornin’ he couldn’t
remember a thing. So Kent he sent a telegram
to the man’s folks; and they come and Kent
made all the arrangements to put him in a
sanitarium.”

“A telegram,” Caroline interjected. *Nol—
there was no telegram”—she was trembling
violently, but she didn’t lose her self-control.

Ma and Mrs. Jones glanced at each other.
Even on their minds it was dawning that there
was some sinister connection of this case with
Mrs. Hartley’s own experience. .

“Listen, Ma'am,”” Thor said kindly, “it
sounded as queer to me as to you—when I had
time to think it over; but for a while I didn’t
think, I acted—just naturally wantin’ to help
a poor creature. So I agreed to go back for the
sweater and to linger up-stairs ; and Mr. Kent he
was to follow on pretext of my bein’ a thunderin’
long time findin’ a sweater. OQtto was like a babe
in arms about that seccret chamber. ¢Thor,’
he says to me, ‘somebody’s done me dirt.
bet Chermans were over there plottin’ and
plannin’ to ruin me. Thor, I ask you, wasn’t
it low down on Otto?’

“Well, I didn’t want to say how low down
Otto was—and I just passed up the secret
chamber as if all well-regulated hotels had ’em
like they was stationary wash-bowls and such
frills, And when I saw that dark-haired, pale
gentleman they’d shut up there I loved him like
a brother. You couldn’t help lovin’ him. He
was as easy to handle as a baby if you took him
the right way; and he asked very pitiful not to
be sent back to the asylum. He wanted to 80
back to his little hut, he said, and an old dog
who had made friends with him. *Keeper,
he said, be called me keeper, ‘my boat The Los
Star is out there. I named it for all the lost
stars that make night grow darker—and a lost
love—a woman who died. T find her somé
day,’ sez he, ‘where there ain’t no night and
the stars sing together—the morning stars.’

“Then he talked to me of houses—¢T’1l build
no more in this world,’ sez he.”

“Oh, stop »”

Caroline had buried her face in her hands.
“Tell me, is this man alive? is he alive!”

“He is alive,” said Thor solemnly.

“But the man drowned at theé dock’—she

(Continued on page 62)













“Dr. Farrell, you'll stay with us?” Caroline
said imploringly. “I think you saved his life.
I can—never thank you,” she added brokenly.

“I am only too glad to stay,” he said with
a glance at Beulah. :

“Silence fell upon them for 2 moment. Out
of her strange reflections Caroline spoke at
last.

“Beulah, how did you recognize Spencer?
after the—the earth was taken away?”

Beulah glanced at the Doctor, then with
a little smile she said: “Dr. Farrell ordered me
into the bushes, but I didn’t go; and the moment
the moonlight fell on Spencer’s face I knew it
must be he. Everything seemed clear—not the
facts, but what they stood for, Kent’s jealousy
and villainy. It was incredible, and yet I
seemed to travel back months in a moment.
I remembered everything—that the body had
never been found—all the mysterious as-
pects.”’

“For what purpose could Digby Kent have
committed such a crime—such a dreadful
crime?”” Caroline exclaimed. -

“My darling,”” Beulah said, “you’ve never
realized how much in love with you he was.
Most important you should think Spencer dead;
and important in other ways. He knew Spencer
had appointed him executor—he must have
known—and he was playing the stock-market;
needed just such a fortune as you possessed. I
am afraid,” she added, “that fortune has been
tapped already, dear.”

“What makes you think so?”’

“Read this letter from Richard Marvel.”

Caroline-opened it and read:

“Dear Beulah:—

“This is no plea for myself; so do not throw it
away, but read on. This concerns your cousin, Mrs.

artley, to whom, as you know, I am very devoted.
Beulah, to plunge right in and be frank, there’s gossip
on Wall Street about Digby Kent. Men down there,
who know him, have intimated to me that they don’t
think he’s the safest person in the world to have
charge of Mrs. Hartley’s fortune. He gambles in
stocks beyond the dreams of avarice, believe me, and
the Sunrise Silver mine in Mexico is not doing the
wonderful things under his management, they say,
that it was made to do when Spencer Hartley was
manager, and Kent only a small stockholder. There
is talk of a meeting of the stockholders to look into
the books; to bring him down to plain facts and hard
tacks; less talk of Eldorados and future plums and
big dividends, and more common sense and real show-
downs. I'd like to have a talk with Mrs. Hartley—
truly I would advise that she keep a sharp eye on
Digby Kent. It’s most unfortunate she’s saddled
with him as executor.”

Caroline laid down the letter—gazed at
Beulah, the growing horror of 2 plot interrupted
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only by the sudden death of the plotter was like
living again in the misery of the past fourteen
months of her widowed desolation.

“He didn’t get him,” she whispered. “Beulah,

I don’t care what else he got. “If all my"

money is gone, I’ll run the Mohican to earn our
living till Spencer is well,”’ she added, laughing.

Thor appeared in the door of the cabin where
he had ‘been keeping watch over Spencer Hart-
ley’s deep but natural slumber. “Still sleep-
ing,”’ he reported. “Like any tired man.”

"“Thor,” the Doctor said, “Miss Belford really
saw her cousin Mr. Hartley in that big mirror—
saw him twice.” .

“No, it was me the second time,” said Thor.
“When MrHzggtléy. was asléép in that coop in
the hotel .I stole down in-my stockin’ feet to
stretch my legs. " Wish I'd given voice then to
what'I ‘Was “thinkin’.  But it’s all’ come out
dght!” v, L Lol

Later. in .the afternoon - the. little. procession
started for the two motor boats which,had been
sent down to fetch them back to Mohican Tsland
in triumph.- The Doctof walked at-the head of
the_stretcher in' which'ldy Spencer Hartley, this
hand . tightly clasped in Caroline’s; He had
beggéd to walk, but Andrew would not permit it.
Beulah brought up ‘the rear with Jake and Thor,
whose admiration of the girl provided an endless
source. of comment when they were going over
the events of the night; her quickness, her daring,
her helpfulness as a nurse, asa cook, “and a dern
good cook, too,” Jake commented, “considerin’
how little she had to do with.” spoa

Only the Doctor was silent; his thoughts about
Beulal{ were not for the flimsy vehicle of words.
Almost he resented. this quick rescue from a sit-
uation which had brought them so closely and
intimately togethér. ' “But ..you' are mine!
Mine! Minel You don’t know it—but you
arel” he reassured himself.

NEARLY all the village, it seemed to Caro-
line, was on the dock of the Mohican to meet
her; and when she landed they pressed about her;
and told her that Kent’s body had been recovered
and taken away., But Otto Bergthal’s body had
not been found; only the floating wreck of his
boat. Ma Simmons embraced her and whis-
pered that the Coroner would not ask them to
testify until the next morning—as they had been
through so much. Then Ma embraced Jake
ublicly and retreated to the kitchen to express
ger feelings in a royal supper of fried chicken
and waffles.

Thor called Beulah’s attention to the telegram
which had come for her, but she did not at once
open it, too absorbed in watching the color
return to Spencer’s face as they carried him into

Wl
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the hotel. He sat up on his stretcher and looked
around him eagerly.

“Why, Caroline,” he said. “This looks like the
old Mohican where we spent our honeymoon!”

“It is the Mohican, dear—and we’ll spend
another honeymoon here,” she whispered.

“You say I've been ill. Well, I'll get my
health back quicker here than any place in the
world. T’d like to get up now and explore some
of the old places.”

“Not yet,” Andrew warned.
next thing on the program.”’

When he and Caroline had seen to everything
concerning the patient’s comfort they returned
to the lobby to report that Spencer was really
dozing off. They found Beulah with an opened
telegram in her hand.

“It's from the Blackheath Inn,” she an-
nounced quietly. “I telegraphed them yester-
day after getting Dick’s letter. I had been
putting this and that together and my suspicions
were aroused. You remember how Digby
Kent never saw you, Cousin Caroline, without
lamenting his being at the Blackheath Inn that
night. Now read this.”

Caroline took the telegram and read aloud:

“Mr. Dig!)y Kent was not registered at this hotel
on August nineteenth of last vear. ”
THE MANAGER.

“Curious villain!” remarked Andrew, “to
leave such an easy loophole. But, of course, he
knew you would never question his word.”

. That evening while Ma and Jake were chat-
ting over the fire with Thor and Mrs. Jones,
and Caroline was watching by her husband,
Andrew led Beulah into the moonlit October
{ught', and they walked between the pines look-
ing silgntly at the lake, now a calm mirror be-
neath the moon. He had meant to speak of
Merlin’s Island, of enchanted places and shores
beyond all tides of parting, of lovers who charm
destiny to do their bidding; of the heart’s cry
that goes on forever and forever. But he said
none of these things. Suddenly he paused in
his walk and took her in his arms.

ake came out of the door a minute later and
looked in the direction of Beulah and Andrew
as if he wanted to set at rest some doubt in his
mind. Then abruptly he turned on his heel and

went into the hotel again. .

What brought you back so sudden?” piped
Ma. “Did you se¢ another ghost?”

. Jake grinned, drew his chair before the fire,
lit his cigar and settled himself comfortably.

Who said the Mohican was unlucky?” he
commented and blew a ring of smoke towards the

ceiling.
The End

“A nap is the

Attention of Bramwell Booth—ILondon

the Grand Exalted Ruler was prompt to voice
the feeling of the Order, sending to General
Booth, in London, this cable message: -

i

Your statement published in American Press an-
nouncing coritemplated removal of Evangeline Booth
from leadership here was received with consternation
and regret by tl.ié.hB'eneyo)epE' and Protective Order of
Elks, which Ordef I represént as its chief executive.
If such removat-ig enforced your action will -directly
offend the jntelligeiice of our more -than eight hun-
dred thousand membership, as it will; I am suré, every
friend of the Salvation Army in the United States.

The Order:5f-Elks hasstood solidly back of Miss
Booth in .your"Army’s ‘dark hours and therefore
claims the right to protest her removal from America
wherg she has become an institution as well as an
angelic personification of all that the Salvation Army
means here.

General Booth has, at the time these words
are written, done no more than make a bare
and formal acknowledgment of this message.

(Continued from page 43)

General Booth is very far away from Amer-
icax.Too far, perhaps, to know:the extent to
which all that the Salvation Army was able
to do in the war—to which, beyond all doubt,
it owes the great position it enjoys to-day
—was made ' possible [by the love, the rever-
ent gteei‘n, that was and is felt for Evangeline
Booth. = .. - .-

If something has been made, here, of the part
the Order of ‘Elks hds played, no selfish motive
of self-aggrandizement, no desire for praise or
credit lies behind :what has been said. Far
fromit. . I, . ;
- Rather is it itsywish that General Booth, as
he sits ini Exeter Hall, in London, three thousand
miles away, shall realize how. eight hundred
thousand and. more’ Americans have received
the blow that he has dealt them; its hope that
the thought-of 'what, in'their faith in Evangeline
Booth and the Salvation Army in America, they
have done, and stand ready to do, again and

. ¢ . . . | ..
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again, whenever the need shall arise, may move
him when the fina] decision is to be made.

MORE than eight hundred thousand Elks
feel, as one man, that they have earned
the right to say what has been said here; to
make a protest in grave and sober words in &
crisis the gravity of which for the Salvation
Army itself it is impossible to overstate. :I'he
Salvation Army in America, under an American
commander, is one thing—it is the great and
noble Institution to which the Order has given
friendship, support, sustenance, material and
spiritual. - The Salvation Army in America,
controlled, directed, from London, the adjunct
of a British organization, subservient to it,
would be another thing. ‘ :
And to every'Elk the passing of Evangeline
Booth from the field that they have shared with
her would come with a sense of grievous, Per-
sonal bereavement.


































