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Personalities and Appreciations

How Far Under Do You Look ?

HE art of judging character at sight is interesting
and we have no intention of depreciating its value;
yet it contains an element of danger against which

everyone who practices it should guard. Unless one
has studied physiognomy and its relation to character
very thoroughly, he is liable to exalt or to condemn
others on inconclusive evidence. It is easy to mistake
mere impressions for reasoned conclusions; easy to say
“So and So's not honest—he has a shifty eye,” or
“What’s His Name's not an executive—his nose isn’t
big enough.” One feature does not inevitably make,
or mar, a character.

And the same is true as regards characteristics other
than facial. Faultless attire, a smoothly modulated
voice, an engaging manner, have many a time inspired
a confidence that has enabled their owner to make off
with the family jewels. The signs are not: infallible.
People are not easy to read and to classify, except for
those who have studied the species for years and have
ripe experience upon which to draw. And even they
frequently guess wrong.

There are pillars o? society who look like criminals
and there are criminals who look like pillars of society;
millionaires who dress like tramps and tramps who dress
like millionaires; profound thinkers who look like day
laborers and day laborers who look like profound
thinkers. Human beings are the most contradicwrg
things in humanity. And you can't tell very muc
about them by a casual glance at their exteriors. You
have to dig under the skin. .

In this issue Bruce Barton, in an article entitled
“Collecting Great Men as a Hobby,” gives expression
to a very happy thought on this subject. It will pay
you to read it.

&

A Humorist Turned Serious

IT SEEMS to be true that when able humorists turn
serious the result is often better than the usual run
of their work. Irvin S. Cobb is known as a_humorist,
but who can name any of his laugh-provoking stories
that can be mentioned in the same breath with Olsi,
Judge Priest,” or such tragedies as “UP a Side Street,
“Fishhead,” or “The Belled Buzzard’? .

Richard Connell has fairly earned the reputation of
being one of the leading humorous writers of the
younger generation. Yet once in a while he produces
a “straight’ story. One of these i’ou will ﬁnsl in thl§
number. It is called “Reverend Pendlebury’s Past
—and we believe you will like it as well as you have
liked any of Connell’s lighter stories.

=

Work Your Own Miracle

HIS is the title of an article by Joseph Gollomb
explaining in every-day terms the theory of auto-
suggestion as practised by M. Emile Coué. Mr.
Gollomb has been in close touch with M. Coué for the
last two years, having made several visits to his clinic
at Nancy before the genial little Frenchman had even
thought about coming to America. .
Although many thousand words have been written
about Coué and his methods, and although he has
persistently denied that he is a healer, or a miracle
worker, reports of his western tour have indicated that
eople generally have not really understood this point.
K/Ir. Gollomb's article makes it very clear. In fact, we
know of no other short article which interprets the
subject of auto-suggestion so lucidly and compre-
hensively as does this one.

E

Peanuts, a Million Dollars per Bag

E HAVE all been hearing a lot about Mark and
Franc and Lira and the rest of the Foreign
Exchange family—and a lot, tco, about the parlous

state of European finances generally. There has

so much written on the subject, andymost of it has gggg
so thoroughly incomprehensible except to experts
that many of us have lost interest in it and lost, at the
same time, the keen edge of our realization that
European finances have a direct bearing on our own
personal and business bank rolls.

In his article “The War for our Dollars,”

this month, Robert W. Mountsier brings tho’ isbed

g ¢ whole
ountsier, author of
book dealing with
student of affairs

matter very close to home. Mr. M
“Our Eleven Billion Dollars”—a
mlxlr f(l))relgn loans—is a writer and
who has spent many years in Europe investipatj

conditions there in the interests of Iiar‘ze A::li:::gg
commercial organizations. His article is brisk, clear

and informative—and, equally important—it js
readable. 1L is very

&
The Great Literary Training-Camps

OU sometimes hear people say, after readi

Y thing in a magazine, * Goah,yl could wrilgEl i f)ﬁ?zg;
story than that!” And once every so often some one
who feels that way goes ahead and carries out the
threat. We have no idea how many men and women
who to-day are well-known writers began in that
spirit of vengeance, though, if our memory doesn’t fail
us; P. G. Wodehouse was one of them.

There have been writers, of course, who began in
fields totally dissociated from the 1{/)Iublishing business—
such, for instance, as S. Weir Mitchell, who was a
famous nerve specialist before he turned to writing,
and Mary Roberts Rinehart, who was a trained nurse—
but the majority of the contributors to the widely
read publications of our day secured their early training
in newspaper offlices. Albert Payson Terhune, Dana
Burnet, Courtney Ryley Cooper, William Almon WollfT,
and others too numerous to mention, began on news-

apers.
P gam Hellman, who has Jeaped into the big magazines
almost, one might say, at a bound, is a product of this
great training-camp. He claims—very modestly—to
have worked on practically every paper in the United
States. This is probably an exaggeration. One day,
during a summer vacation, while a student at the
University of California, he ahlpi)_ed on a freighter
bound for Australia. He liked the life so much that he
was tempted to range the seas for the rest of his days.
But he somehow got into newspaper work and roved
the country instead. He has ridden the brake beams

d done all those things many of us tell ourselves we'd
?'11: u(,) do, and recently—having accumulated a store
c:f tc’:,xperier;ces—he settled down to the grim business of
being funny. ” an’s first contribution to this
Dulke's Flum;-s frlleltl;lr; present issue. We recom-
ar a dressing-gown or some other loose
ttle down to the hilarious husiness

magazine, appea
mend that you we:
garment w!len you se
of reading it.

¥

The Most Dangerous Possession of All

IREARMS in the hands of criminals, vast fortunes
F in the hands of fools, are beneficent in.contrast to
great power in the hands of men or women incapable of
rightly employing it. Like an insidious narcotic drug,
power lays hold of them who taste it and instils in them
a craving which only greater and greater power will
satisfy. To attain power men have sold their souls;
to retain it, they have sold their fellow men.

No matter whence it comes, the person who acquires

wer is faced with the one infallible test of character.

he uses he makes of it will reveal his inner nature as
uncompromisingly as the X-ray would reveal the
bumps on his hac{(bone. Read William G. Shepherd’s
article in this issue: “How It Feels to Have Power.”
It will give you something to think about.
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Lend a Hand

By Richard Le Gallienne

Decoration by Israel Doskow

If you have courage, bring it; if you have strength, stand by;
Never were vou so needed in any time or land:
So much work to be done
Under the sun
Before we die.
So bring your youth,
And bring your truth,

Bring the best that’s in you—
Lend a hand!

P I OW’S the time of times, brother, to lend the world a hand,

Cowards and slackers everywhere, and wills as weak as sand,

And sowers of black seed, hate, blood, and lies—stand by!
The fires are burning yet the foes of peace have fanned.

If you've an axe, then swing it;

If you've a song, then sing it

Loud and high; .
And the world shall chant the chorus,
There's a good old fight before us—
Lend a hand!

If you are wise, your wisdom; if you are kind, your smile;

Pily or “‘punch,” or laughter, bring what you have—sland by!
There’s every kind of work lo do, and everything’s worth while . . .

Sad’s the world, and we who're in il

Need to help it every minule,

You and I:
We can’t leave the lask lo others.—
Shonlder it, like men and brothers—
Lend a hand!

THERF.’S a new world in the making. it was long since dreamed and planned,
And whether it comes true or not depends on me and you;
The good old ship grows leaky. it was brave but under-manned,

The new one’s getting ready, but it's looking for a crew.
The voyage is worth the making,
And we all have got a stake in

The adventure, don’t forget;
For Life’s the sea we're sailing,
And the port that we are hailing,

With all our colors flying and all our canvas set—
There never was so fine a port before in any land.

And we’ll make it sure enough,

However black and rough
Be the skies above our masthead or the seas heneath our keel,
If only every man stand by the Captain at the Wheel,

If only every man aboard—

Lend a hand.
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“Now, go to sleep—that is, put the Con-
scious to sleep. The Unconscious has you
to itself. Suppose you are of the type who

in sleep fall so completely under the control

of the Unconscious that your whole body
obeys. Something suggests to it to take a
walk while still asleep. You get up and with
your eyes closed calmly ascend to the roof
of the skyscraper and walk that plank as
though it were a boulevard. Suppose, while
-you are in the middle of the plank someone
were to wake you, bring back your con-
sciousness and its agent, the will. , Do you
think your case would be improved?”

N OUR fable, it was not till the city man
fainted that the horse ‘got its chance to
show what it could do. What is thrilling
the world in M. Coué’s message is‘the real-
ization of how much and how - well-our

“horse,” the Unconscious, can serve every

one of us even in our sleep.

*‘As far as the Unconscious is concerned,” -

M. Coué says, ““the Imagination is stronger
than the Will. Whenever the two are in
conflict the Imagination wins. You are
- having trouble in falling asleep. The more
you try to force yourself to sleep the more
wide awake you get. . But murmur to your-
self, suggest to the Unconscious the picture,
‘I am falling asleep—falling asleep—already
I am sleepier—soon I will be too sleepy—I
shall sleep— . . ." Do this without effort or
will, and see how much better you will fare.
This presenting a picture to the Uncon-
scious—autosuggestion—once you learn its
simple technique, will do vastly more for
you than merely send you to sleep when you
need it.’ . .

As to what conscious autosuggestion has
done in the way of curing the sick in M.
Coué’s clinics at Nancy and elsewhere, it
would take volumes to report. From King
Albert “of Belgium, Lord Curzon, and
Countess Beatty to the humblest French
peasant at M. Coué’s clinics comes a chorus
of fervent testimony. This one was instantly
almost cured of life-long paralysis. That
ote came back to health after the doctors
had given up hope. Asthma and tubercu-
losis, neurasthenia and eczema, ulcers,
laryngitis and chronic rheumatism, sleep-
lessness, fainting spells, stammering, heart
trouble and headache—there is scarcely
an ill to which the flesh is heir that has not
been treated at M. Coué’s clinics by auto-
suggestion and with an overwhelming per-
centage of success.

It is all the more amazing because M.

Coué rarely treats cases individually. People -

flock to his clinics in Nancy in large num-
bers—rich and poor, in limousines and hob-
bling on crutches, from near-by farms apd
from far-off Uganda, China and Australia.
He takes as many at a time as his hallways,
office and living room will hold—the unas-
suming *‘best room” of a retired but not
rich French pharmacist; or in summer it 1S
the little garden he uses.

The patients are gathered, a sad group.
Enters the bustling, smiling little M. Coué
to work his “miracles” wholesale but with
no other visible means than a cheery manner
and lightning-like talk. Simply he out-
lines to his patients the elementary facts
we have already touched on, the A B C
of the Unconscious, the power of autosug-
gestion. ) .

Then he goes to each patient and gives a
brief individual talk. “And what most
troubles you, Madam?”” Poor Madam has
not walked for twenty years without the
aid of a crutch. ‘‘Ah, then, you will march
for me to-day with your crutch over your
shoulder, like a soldier with a gun!” Every-
body laughs. But later, when the poor

lady actually does as he promised, the
laughter changes to gasps, applause, the
thrill of miracle and hope.

When he has completed his round M.
Coué again addresses them. Getting them
to relax and close their eyes, he makes his
“suggestions”—speech, a complete picture
of health for every one there, homely, naive,
even crude recitals. But M. Coué knows
what a naive creature the Unconscious is
and how to talk to it to make it work. .

- “And now I will tell you how to realize
this picture of health,” he concludes. *“Tie
twenty knots in a string. Then, so long ‘as
you live, every night after you have relaxed
your body in bed and every morning as soon

as you are awake, murmur so that your lips

move and your ears hear it,

*“‘ Every day in every way I am getting better

and better” . . LTl
+ ¢ Use the string to save you the distraction

of having to count.. Say it"mechanically.’

Say it with faith if you can. Mechanically
if- you can’t. * But do not say it with effort,
will. And soon you will actually find your-
self getting better and better every day in
every way!”

Is M. Coué’s method too simple for cre-
dence, oh Hardboiled Sceptic? But suppose
indoor, tenement-bred people, ignorant of
the cause of their sickliness in body and

mind, were told by you, “Sunlight and fresh.

air—yours for the asking—will work mira-
cles for you!” The simplicity of your mes-
sage would not make it less true.

Is it M. Coué himself who works these
wonders at Nancy? Ask him, as I heard a
reporter do.

“When did you first feel your power to
cure——?" 3

He got no further for M. Coué almost
jumped at him.

“1 have no power! It is the Unconscious
in every one of us that exercises the power.
I do not cure. All I do is to tell you how to
cure yourself. I do not perform miracles.
There are no miracles. There is only the
workings of the Unconscious at the behest
of autosuggestion. I am not even a doctor.
And now that you know as much about auto-
suggestion as I, you can do for yourself as
much as I can!”

But the Hardboiled Sceptic shakes his
head. '

“I don't see how a mumbled suggestion,
made not even with energy, can affect even
the least of my glands,” he challenges.

The Elks Magazine

I asked M. Coué that for the Hardboiled
Sceptic.

B “Most easy to prove!” he exclaimed.

Here is a suggestion,—for instance, think
of this: a big lemon full of juice. Picture
yourself biting it, the juice squirting into
your mouth, acrid, lots of it. Keep that
before you—Ilet it fill your mind. Do you
think it will have no effect on your salivary
glands, make your mouth water?”’

If further proof is needed everyday life
overwhelms you with instances of how
mere suggestion works on the organism.

‘‘A winning team,” the baseball-wise will
tell you, *‘is always a ‘talking’ team. Its
coaching is as strong as its batting.” What
Is coaching but suggestion? And what is
the effect of *‘knocking” from the hostile
bleachers? :

» SUgges.trfood to an uneasy voyager when
the sea is rough. - Suggest to a child in a

lit room. that there are ghosts about.
At billiards when you are poised for a shot,
or at tennis just as the ball is coming at you,
tell yourself, *‘I'm playing rottenly to-day.”
Mere Suggestion in every case, but it can
have its effect on nerves, glands, muscles,
Just as surely as a finger can pull a trigger.

That is why M. Coué lays such stress on
the words “in every way” in his little
formqla: The TUnconscious—good beast
that it is when it is working for us—does
not need"s;.)eaﬁc instructions. Saying to it.

Home!” is enough. “In every way” will
tell the I.[nconscious more than even you
could tell it. ‘This is the explanation of one
type of thrilling experience that comes to
many who adopt M. Coué’s simple tech-
nique. Countless patients have come to him
with a complication of ailments. They
begin autosuggestion, hoping at best that
the principal ailment will yield. To their
amazement after they have practiced auto-
suggestion for a while—sometimes within a
day or two—good effects take place in
unexpected quarters. For instance a
chronic sufferer with insomnia came to
M. Coué. The man did not know the cause
of his sleeplessness, and M. Coué, with his
method of wholesale treatment, did not
have time to find out. (He always discoyr-
ages lengthy recitals of svimptoms.) Three
days after the patient came to the first
clinic his hand went mechanically tq hi
cigarette case after dinner. S

“Out of a clear sky,” the man tolq m
later, “I lost all desire to smoke, Mine
you, fifty cigarettes a day had been my hab'd
for twenty years. I had struggled agg;. .t
it with might and main. I had wille
self not to smoke. I had had my tongye
painted with silver nitrate. I had trieq
every other cure for excessive smoking\and
it was as though I had been trying tq got
my left hand to cut off my right.

8aingt
d ny.

“THAT night, without warning, Withoy

effort, without the least thought ¢, th
matter—for neither M. Coué nor I had evee
mentioned my smoking—I sudden]y lost
interest in tobacco! I stared at my Cigarett
case and wondered if I could throw itg Cone
tents into the fire. The moment the thOugh{
came, the cigarettes were in the hearth, |
speechless with surprise. I waited for fhe
desire to come back. It has been three
weeks now—but I haven’t felt the least stj,
of interest in smoking. With the smoking
went my insomnia. It was only then that
I fully realized what had been at the bottom
of most of my troubles.”

It is quite within the mark to offer my
own personal testimony. As hardboiled as
any sceptic, I tried M. Coué’s simple tech-
nique on muyself, out of sheer curiosity,

(Continied on page 61)
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. You May Have Wealth and Fame, But the Real Test of
: Character Comes When You ‘Acquire Power

How

NE time within the past
O twenty years—I want to
make the time long
enough so that no one can
identify our hero—a young man
who had been promised a job
as postmaster in his town, if a
certain party went into power at
Washington, made the sad but
not unusual discovery after his
months of hard political work
that he had been- tricked; that
somie one else had the job. .
He got a position as stenographer in a-
business firm in a certain big city and was
soon lost amid the millions of usordinary non-
political folks. In Washington, however,
there was a man whom the politicaloverthrow

had put into a place of almost unparalleled-

potver and this man knew that the young
politican had been crowded out of a job.
“I’ll try to do something for you some of
these days,” he wrote to the young man.
“I can’t get that postmastership for you
but keep your eyes open and if you see
anything you need, tell me about it.”
Within a few weeks a relative of the man

who was owner of the firm where the young "

man was employed was convicted of em-
bezzling money and was sentenced to a
federal penitentiary. The young man heard

of it and, stirring up his courage, went to-

his employer, who was working desperately
to get his relative out of prison. ,
““Will you let me try to help you?” the
new stenographer asked his employer.
“Why, surely,” said the desp,crate em-
ployer. “But what can you do?’ e
“Well, I can’t promise you anything,
said the young man. ‘‘But I can make a
good try, I think.” .
"And now let me tell the rest of the story in
the words of the man in Washington, justas he
told it to me, his face beaming with pleasure.
“I got a letter from the young stenog-
rapher,” he said, ‘‘telling me all about the
man who was in prison. It just hapgened
that prison cases were part of my business.
I put the machinery to work in Washington,
had my men tell me all about the case and
discovered that the man in jail had a fine wife
and three splendid children and that he had
never before made a slip.

H A FEW days later I happened to be in
the big town and it just occurred to
me to drop into the young man’s office and
talk things over. R
"Whengs I went in and asked for him, I
handed out my card. It put the whole
office in a flutter. When you see the words
“The White House’ on a card it means
something, I suppose. Well, the young man
was out to lunch. I asked to see the em-
ployer then. He came out, almost running.
“T told him that a young friend of mine
in his office had asked me to drop in when I
happened to be in town. I acted as if the
request from his new stenographer had been
like a royal command. It was something
about a man who was in prison, I said.
“Well, sir, that business man almost
threw his arms around me. The fact of the

“How does it feel to have power?” is
has been put by William G. ghepherd, duri
Jfour years, to scores of men in business and in
ment. His article is based on the answers he
ceived. Men at the top of government in Wash

men at the top of police” power in various ci
men with

Jfreely with him.
they all loved to tal
possessing and exercising power o

By William G. Shepherd

matter was that I had the pardon on my

himself. I'let the man tell me the wh
story and then I said, ‘Well, that’s :h:av w(;.l;

my young friend represented it to me and

on the strength of his letter I had the mitt
investigated. The President will glil;;t e;

" pardon. in this case.” The man broke out

crying and I went away. Within. twenty-
four hours his relative was back home with
his family. ' )

“The business man gave all the credit
where it belonged, and my young friend got
a boost into a big job which he has kept for
several years. I think that was the most fun
I ever got out of my power in Washington.”

This is only one story of dozens which I

have heard which go to show that the great- .

est pleasure which men, as a rule, find in
possessing power, is to use it for some kind
purpose.

Over a hundred men, possessors of power
or ex-officials, full of reminiscences havé
chatted freely with this writer on the subject
of “how it feels to possess power” within the
past four years, and the one outstanding fact
is that the greatest pleasure comes from
using power lI:iixd]y. .

The psychological effect of possessi
power is astonishing. The posgessioisnz)%
fame changes men overnight to a marked
degree; it brings out all the glitter and gilt
in a man’s soul. The possession of wealth
may give a man the necessity, for the first
time in his life, to conduct himself, cau-
tiously, with more regard than he has ever
had before, for the estcem and judgment of
his neighbors. But the effect of the Pposses-
sion of power is to uncover a man so that he
reveals, in his use of that power, almost
cverything that’s in him.

For this reason it’s fine to know that when
most men who have experienced power talk
about its use, they turn almost invariably
to the. thrills which they enjoyed in using
power for kindly purposes.

When you uncover a cruel man, however,
who is in a position of power, you reach
black depths.

«1 used to know how to handle people
who came to my office,”” said one man who
discussed this subject with me. “It was
during the war and I was pretty busy. I
gave my assistants instructions how to act
and I followed them out myself.”” he con-
tinued, laughingly, as if it were a good joke.
“People used to come in by the dozens
every day to give us their idea of how to win
the war. When one of these fellows got to

me, I used to sit back in my chair, look him

a question that

ng the past

govern-

has re-

ington,
127

great power in the business»-worldetsal‘;czg

I found,” says Mr. Shepherd, “that

of the fascinating sensation of

ver their fellows.”

desk in Washington signed by the President . power.

. the war, h

It Feels to Have Power

square in the eye and tell him to
go ahead. He would begin to
tell his story. I’d kecep my cyes
fixed on his face. After awhile he
would finish. And thenI wouldn’t
say aword. I'd only kecp on look-
ing him square in the cye and
pretty soon he’d get up and go
away. They used to hurry out
under that treatment,” he
laughed.
That was the best story he had
to tell me of his experience with
He hadn’t seen in all his visitors,
who often came from faraway corners of

t . o .
. the country, American citizens who were

afire with enthusiasm for winning the war

ﬁgg ‘i"‘}(‘;, with their new ideas, good or bad,
o toil aside everything to come to Wash-
pogw on htod try to help. The possession of
e | ad unearthed a strcak of cruelty in
at :x}[l)lalrl\)s the fact that ever since
as been a failure in business,
Erg"’lgﬁ Place after place, without success.
iy gusm 2 government job and cruelty
things; amess position arc two different
for o l’nas a wolf there isn’t much room
power innt111n business, and the tragedy of
gave }’um hlg case of this man, was that it
Next to doilérglforigtzllblfh_tastchof blood.
.4 Kin ng, the avera
man who finds himself a possessor of powcgrc,

delights in using th;
th ¥ 3 i
smashes at evilgthinlgs?o“ er to take mighty

. feminisced an old-timer in Washing.
t'.[?}?’ Was to use my power against a lobby?sgt
q Cre was a big contract to let involving '1

ozen million dollars and it was my duty t,
make the award. The firm that had put in
the lc?west bid was thoroughly reliable and 1
Was just getting ready to sign the contry ot
wnth. them, when a big, happy-go_luCk
looking fellow came into my office and saig

“‘I've come, Mr. Secretary, to ask yoy ¢
award the contract to So-and-So.’ o
“But they’re the second lowest biddery »
I suggested. . I ’
“Oh, well,” he said, I’'ve got things
fixed over at the White House. Yoy all
take my word for it, if you want to apq Can
yourself some trouble or you can inveSt.S Ve
what I say. But the contract goeg t 8ate
You know that fellow actually ¢ P us.?
thumbs in the armholes of his Vestuck hig
talked to me. He was JUST the Lio5 De
man I didn’t like, A ' e kind
fhan n’t like. And he was talking ; of
¢ way I had heard that Washington |o Just

THE very first thing I ever didin office,”

ist ‘aT"dl l\gmftcr talk. bby-
“Talk about the sweets of ver!
my head, but I said to him, - © <Pt

“It’s all fixed u

: p, then, huh? Just p]

step over to this window, will you?P eﬁe

str‘?!led over, smiling. ‘

q 'Stand right here by the light,’ I sajq
| Want to take a good look at your face,

\\;{ 11;3’y0u tell me again that this thing ¢
ed.

“He laughed and said, ‘Now don’t take it
59 h,ard. You’re new here in Washington.
You'll find out about things in time. It’s all
fixed, as 1 say.’
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«'d kick you out of this office, except
I want you to stay here a minute,’ I told him.
I went to my desk-button and rang for my
secretary. “Please bring in that contract,’
I said.

““When the paper was brought in I asked

the man to come over to my desk. I won’t
tell you all I said to him. ‘Look here, you
dirty blankety-blank-blank-blank crook,” I
told him. ‘I want you to watch me while I
use this pen. I'm giving this job to the
lowest bidder’ When I had signed the
paper, he was still smiling. ‘Oh, wel}, if you
want to get yourself in trouble,’ he said, as he
ambled toward the door. ,

*“To shorten my story I saw that I hadn’t
phased the crook and so I just shed my gov-
ernmental powers for a minute and gave him
a physical beating right then and there.
And we fixed it up in Washington, after .that,
so that he didn’t dare to show his face in an
oflice. With all the power I had in Washing-
ton, and it was great, I found I never had
quite enough to get good and even with a
crook lobbyist. But it was sweet to use it
against one of them, when you got the
chance.” .

Some men discover the dangers of power—
and some don’t.

The chairman of one of the greatest and
most powerful commissions in Washington
put it this way:

““The trouble, when you have great pOWer,
is that you haven’t any boss. There’s no one
but yourself to tell you whether you were
right or wrong. You wo.rk a wholf_: year,
making tremendous decisions, day in an,d
day out, and at the end of the year there’s
no one in the whole world to tell you whether
you were wrong most of the time or right
m("?})()f fhe time. the commission it

uring my years on :

wasa luckg;r yg:uy for me when I felt like say-
ing to myself, ‘Well, you’ve been right, [
think, about 51 per cent. of the time.
You can’t ask anybody whether youve
been right or wrong. All the chances are
that they’ll comfort you by telling you that
you were right. h

“I always felt that power was such 2
dangerous tool that 1 ought to keep it
locked up until I had to use it, he contin-
ued. ‘“We used to have long hearings in
which business men, with great interests at
stake, would appear before us. Do you kn(;lw
the frame of mind in which I tried to do the
job? Well, I used to sit there and try to
make believe to myself that I was in 3
poker game. I tried to forget that I ha
any power at all;
I tried to act asif1 &
had left my power at “rA
home that morning. I

“And I used to
try to make the men

“They do it by personal tricks, by smiling,
by using smooth tones, by not getting mad
at the other fellow, by seeming to be kind.
It was my job in the poker game to see
through these tricks and to get down to the
real truth, and to see what they really had
in their hands. .

“You hear about some of the big salaried
lawyers that work
in Washington and
get ~ more money )
than the President. e
Let me tell you,
they’re worth it
The things they can

IHE psychological effect of
possessing power is aston-
ishing. The possession of fame
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good friends with more than one man that
I didn’t like at first meeting. After you get
acquainted with a man you can’t hate him,
you know. I learned in my police experience
that you can’t help liking a man that you
really know, no matter what kind of a fellow
he is.
“There’s always the risk that you’ll go
: off half-cocked and
rub it into the fellow
who doesn’t strike
you right at first
glance. First thing
you know, if you're
not careful, you may

do to a man’s mind
by suggestion and
other tricks are al-
most beyond belief.
They always act as
if you don’t really
want to bother your-
self by getting down
to the dull truth but
only want to have
your mind soothed
and satisfied. Their
main stunt is to
show you how you
can give a ruling
in their favor and

changes men overnight to a
marked degree; it brings out all
the glitter and gilt in a man’s
soul. The possession of wealth
may give a man the necessity, for
the first time in his life, to con-
duct himself, cautiously, with
more regard than he has ever
had before, for the esteem and

judgment of his neighbors. But

the effect of the possession of
power is to uncover a man so
that he reveals, in his use of that
power, almost everything that’s
in him—the good and bad alike”

be ruining the life of
some man just be-
cause he wasn’t
good-looking, or be-
cause his voice grat-
ed on your ears, or
because his finger-
nails were dirty.”
Perhaps the most
cautious and con-
scientious official in
the whole United
States is a great big
fellow from a breezy
Western State who
still sits in power in

WAYS feltthat poa;)e;l wa.ls-_
h a dangerous tool that
S locked up until
said the chair-

ought to keep it

find a conscience-
salving reason for
doing it.

#Well, when you’ve got two sets of men
trying to do this to you, you feel like pulling
out your power and turning it on them.
You want to say to them, ‘Now quit this
stalling. I want to get down to the truth of
this thing.’ But the minute you do that,
they both give you exactly opposite stories
and you’re worse off than you were before.
And so I used to have to sit for hours playing
poker with smart men, until I had sifted
everything out and satisfied myself where
the cards lay. Then I would have to take
out my instrument of power, perform the
necessary operation with it, according to my
decision, and put it back again until the
next time.

“Using power that is final is about the
most indefinite thing a man can do. Itisa
wonderful thing to have such power, but if
you stop to think about the harm you can do
with it you lose a great deal of the pleasure
of possessing it.”

When I find a conscientious man who
speaks freely about his use of power, he
usually describes the difficulty of keeping
down his personal
aversions to men he
encounters.

A man who had
been chief of police
in one of the largest

on both sides feel
as if I didn’t have
any power, though
it ~ rarely Wfl)rk:afil-
Very few peop!é

acinrrmturally in the
presence of a2 man
who has the power
to decide for oOf
against them in any
cause. It was my
job in the poker
game to try to find
out what the men
on both sides were
trying to do to my
mind. In such hear-

ings smart men rarely
truth; their ausl is tod ik
of some particular an k
the oﬂiciallJ with whom they are dealing.

I had to use it’”

f the greatest and

man of one 0,

most powerful commissions in
Washington. “We used to have
hearings with business men with

eat interests at stake. Do you

now the frame of mind in which
I tried to do the job? I used to
try to believe myse‘li[ at a poker
game. I tried to forget had

any power at all; I tried to act
as if I had left every bit of my

power at home that morning”

cities in the country
confessed to me that
the hardest part of
his job had been to
avoid making deci-
sions according to
the impression, fa-
vorable or other-
wise, which individ-
uals made on him.
“It’s human na-
ture,” he said, “and
you can’t help it,
but now and then
you'll meet a per-
son that you just
pointedly don’t like.

try to tell the exact His aura bumps into yours, I suppose. He
make an impression doesn’t have to speak a word to prove
orable kind on your case for you.
and that’s all there is to it.

You don’t like him

I’'ve become

a certain govern-
ment commission
in Washington and
makes decisions which affect the business
and the personal welfare of hundreds of
men. To a man whose fate rests in his
hands this big man may look pretty grim,
at times, but I have occasion to know that
way down in his heart of hearts the big man
from the West would rather do anything
else than make a decision that settles the
destiny of a fellow-citizen.

““One time,” an associate of this big fellow
told me, “we had a case which was passed
over to the Western man for hearing and
settlement. He was new to the job then and
he didn’t know what a buzz-saw his power
could be.

““On one side of the case there was a little,
weazened-up man, who whined and snarled
when he testified, and got on our nerves ter-
ribly during his afternoon on the stand. On
the other side were some smooth, suave law-
yers, whose voices were comforting and who
never got excited. The little man was
plainly in the wrong and I suspect that
Bill”—the Western man—*“found a secret
joy in deciding against him. When the little
man heard the decision he got down on his
knees and screeched and talked about his
family and how he was ruined, and Bill
walked out of the room.

““The next morning Bill came into his
office, wiping his forehead with his handker-
chief. He was all broken up. ‘Didn’t I de-
cide that case right yesterday?’ he asked us,
over and over again. ‘Wasn’t I fair?
Didn’t I go according to law?’ We told him
he couldn’t have given any other decision
than he did.

““Well, look at that, then,””” he said. He
showed us a newspaper story of the suicide
of the little man in a hotel room.

“‘It was weeks before we could get Com-
missioner Bill to make an independent de-
cision. He wasn’t himself for months. And
I know that he hasn’t decided a single case
in all the years that have followed without
remembering that little man who went off
and killed himself.

“‘If that little fellow had only been as
handsome and smooth as those lawyers, I
wouldn’t have felt so bad,’ Bill told me.
‘But, doggone it! He was so mean looking
that I couldn’t help disliking him.””
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The ornery looking man in Mr. Bill’s office
is always sure to get a full hearing with
slight odds, perhaps, running against the
man who makes a pleasant impression.

The man who possesses power and is con-
tent to let things run along quietly without
exercising power except as the utmost occa-
sion demands, is as rare as a rich man who
doesn’t spend money.

“Miser” is the contemptuous name we
have for the rich man who enjoys the pos-
session of wealth without using it. L.

The man with fame is always experiencing
the pleasure of appearing in more or less ex-
clusive public and -tasting the  sweets of
recognition. It is only human nature for the
man with power not to be satisfied with pos-
session alone, but to be constantly tempted
to use it. )

A’certain man in Washington who, with
several others during the war, reached almost
the very limit of power became a study for
his friends. His name is known in every
American household; he fell just short of
Presidential powers. This man literally
passed days of agony because he had literally
come to the place where his power was so
great and so final that no one ever _cha.llenged
it or even asked him to exercise it. In the
spirit of winning the war we Am_encans hgd
all bowed to his slightest suggestion or whim
and for him, as for Alexander, there were no
more worlds to conquer. . .

Dining alone in somber state in a Wash-
ington hotel one evening, he was approached
by a friend who, only that day, after leaving
a position of importance in'the Government,
had got into a soldier’s uniform. .

“By golly!” said the man of power to his
friend, “I’d give a million dollars if I could
get into a uniform like that.” The idea came
from the heart, too. . E

“Holy Christmas!” said the newly made
army captain, ‘‘here you are almost running
the United States, and yéu want to be a

fap M -

501‘1‘113?2.5,” said the big man. ‘I’ve got every-
thing running so smoothly now -that it
doesn’t seem to me as if I'm doing a thing.
The President hasn’t asked me to talk with
him for over 2 month and all the orders I
have fo give -were issued weeks ago.. I feel
like I’vé come to a dead standstill. I want
to get into the army where I can see what
I’'m doing.” . .

Shortly after this he joined in the vogue
of certain powerful officials in Washington
to have their names printed publicly when-
ever possible on all posters, public proclama-
tions and newspaper notices that issued from
his department. He had reached the point,
attained by few men of power In these
democratic days, of using his great power to
satisfy personal whims and vanity. There
was no one to stop him or criticize him.

FOR him the mere possession of power was
not enough. He, like almost any ngrmal
man under similar circunistances—like a
rich man spending wealth—could not realize
his power unless he was exercising it in some
fashion. )

It is when you get up into these rare alti-
tudes of power that you see its real dangers.
You can almost trail Nero to his balcony tl}at
night of the big fire in Rome when, in talking
with men who know about the effects of
power on the possessor, you realize the moral
and psychological stresses and strains to
which power subjects its holders.

“The strangest thing to me about the
possession of power,” said a philosophical
old-timer in Washington, *‘is how men try
to find out how much power they’ve got.
I've seen a whole lot of men come into power
in this town and go out of power again but it’s

my experience that as soon as a man finds
himself possessing power he wants to know
right away just how great his power really is.

*“In every new administration men get to
fighting with each other because they find
their powers overlap. They’re just ordinary
human beings like the rest of us and we'd
do the same, but one of these fellows is like
a horse turned out to pasture which runs
around the field to find out how large it is
and where the fences run and then looks over
into the next field and gets mad because
there’s any fence at all for such a fine horse
as he is. :

“It’s human nature for a man to test his
power, if he’s got any, and he’s got to test
it out on the edges of his territory, where
doubts as to his power exist. Men get over
this testing stage pretty early in every ad-
ministration, but it is a fact that almost
every new government starts off with a vshole
batch of family rows.”

Certain men, however, seem to be born

“f ERTAIN men seem to be

born power - testers. This
writer, in a long study of men in
power, is developing the sneal:-
ing notion that a good many men
succeed in life not so much be-
cause they crave wealth as be-
cause they are the sort of men
who are constantly testing what-
ever power they possess. Life
consists of skating out beyond
where the ice seems thickest—and
finding that the ice out there
holds. . The "power-testers’
are, apparently, the men who
attain the greatest prominence.
When two real ‘power-testers’
come together, something is

bound to break, sooner or luter.”

power-testers. This writer, in a long study
of men in power, is developing the sneaking
notion that a good many men succeed in life
not so much because they crave wealth as
because they are the sort of men who are
constantly testing whatever power they pos-
sess. Life consists of skating out beyond
where the ice seems thickest—and finding
that the ice out there holds.

“Ever since I was a boy,” said a gulm

, soline drives many an automobile,
;;h:;:aﬁ?ng with this .writer., “I have declared
mvself in on everything going on around me.
I was always trying to see how far I could go.
That was my disposition. When I took a
notion that I wanted to have an oil well I
went out to try to get or}e—and’ Igotit. As
I look back at it now it wasn’t so much a
question of owning an oil well as dlscoverm’g
whether I COULD own one, if I wanted to.”

It was in this same spirit of seeing ho‘\: far
he could go. perhaps, that he finally decided
that he wouldn’t sell his oil to another fel-
low’s refineries but that he would try to have
his own refineries. He succeeded at that and
now he has “tested” his way until he has oil
wells throughout the world.

The “power-testers” are, apparently, the
men who attain the greatest prominence.
When two real “power-testers” come to-
gether something is bound to break. Ap
instance of such a collision, in which I beg
my readers not to find any political signifi-
cance, is the case of Bryan and Wilson. I
give it because it is a personal incident.

As an inquisitive newspaper correspondent
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I was once instructed to interview Woodrow
Wilson when he was governor of New Jersey,
on his Presidential possibilities.

“What do the Democratic leaders say
about your candidacy?" I asked.

“Well, a friend has just come to me from
Bryan’s home.” replied the Governor. “He
tells me that Bryan says that I'm the kind
of a man who would rip the party up the
back if I couldn’t have my way.” This was
a year before election day.

To lose power and to sink back into the
ruck with us common, ordinary, every-day
citizens, is a tragedy to any man who has
tasted the sweets of its possession.

There is tragedy in the loss of great wealth
because the loser must dispense with luxuries
and perhaps even some of the comforts of
life. The loss of fame is a quiet process. but
no famous man’ ever committed suicide be-
cause he had moved out of the spotlight.

here is something ludicrously pathetic,
however, about the loss of power. The man
who has lost his money will necessarily ad-
mit his plight. The man who has lost fame
conceals his situation. But any one who has
studied public men knows that a man who has
once possessed power and loses it will keep up
the make-believe and reverence his emblems:
of power and office until his last breath,

Perhaps one of the most astonishing dem-
onstrations of this tendency of men not to
relinquish power or at least the“emblems of
bower was shown at the funeral of the
Kaiserin at Pottsdam a couple of years ago
There was Ludendorf, who had been master
of life and death in Germany; von Tirpitz

teacher of frec killings on the high seas and
all the other German leaders who had ryleq
with iron hands. Now they were Powerless
nothing. And yet they bore all thejr trap.
pings with a mighty mien. Their chests We‘:e
covered with decorations and they scowled
ferociously as they moved along in hollg

pomp. All that remained to them of the"N
days of power were the emblems and toke ir
of their former might, but they displa ns
these with a futility that approacheq )t’ﬁd
ludicrous. I heard a German $ay to his wis N
“How silly it looks!” te,

IT ISN'T often that a man who has |
great power ever finds it restored oh ost
If it ever does come back to him he s im,
differently than before. Thg case of Trotes it
the Russian, illustrates this fact. sky,
hand study of this man, in power and Ist.
shows the extremes to which the posgeges:
power will carry a human being. e w
world was astonished at the suddenne, holq
violence with which he seized power j, i 2nq

and brought together a Russian Req ';_lssi;l
But the inside facts about Trotskyg n My
edge of power leave no mystery aboyy WI-

readily he used power when he Cart':et l:lo“,

possession of it. ) Intg
In tracing his career in Russia T discq
these enlightening facts: Vereq

In the revolution of 1903, during th
anese war, a Council of Workmee Jap.
formed. Its purpose was to take ove Was
government. Trotsky was president o the

Council. Within that Council Trotskof this
ays it
0

sessed great power and for severa] (
looked as if he and his Workmen’s Coupes
might gain control of the governmen¢. %Cll
workmen, however, were unarmed, anq the
plan failed. Trotsky fled for his life. Oe
twelve years he mulled over that failyye. Ir:
anarchist and socialist dens and Meeting.
halls in Switzerland, France, England and
the United States, he talked constantly of
his failure. He analyzed every “mistake »
He had a dozen years to think things over.

It isn’t often given to a man to have 5
(Continued on page 56)
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Why All Of Europe Is Now Fighting For Qur American Money

- The War For Our Dollars

United States lead daily lives that de-

pend on dollars, thanks or no thanks
to the laws that govern our economic exist-
ence. Fortunately for us, our national
integrity and the country’s record-bieaking
quantity of gold, which back up the paper,
silver, nickel and copper we use every .day
in buying and selling goods and setvices,
have made this highly important dollar of
ours almightier than ever before in the
history of the United States.

To-day the dollar reigns supreme through-
out the world. It has displaced the pound
sterling as sovereign ‘among the world’s
monies—francs, crowns, marks, rubles, lire
and what not. But ever since the Armistice
a war has been constantly waged against the
supremacy of our dollars. - - L.

The principal enemies are the disunited
states of Europe, which seem to have only
one thought in common—to capture as
many American dollars as possible, by fair
means or foul, by trade, by unsecured loans,
by the cancellation or the non-payment of
debts due our Government. It isn’t that
the Europeans hate our dollars—quite the
reverse. Never have the eagles and the
buffaloes and the Indians and Miss Liberty
of our coins been squeezed so tight, never
have George Washington and Abraham Lin-
coln and those minor characters of American
history who get their faces printed on our
currency been held so close as they are now-
adays when they fall into the hands of the
money-maddened peoples of the continent
of Europe. . »

They have a monomania for acquiring
money, our money—the $4,000,000,000, or
less, of gold, samples of which you and I
don’t carry around in our pockets for fear
we'll pass them out for quarters, halves or
dollars; and the $11,000,000,000 and more
which seventeen European governments or
so-calléd governments owe our own Uncle
Sam. If this stupendous debt is ultm}ately
paid, our children and children’s gh}ldren
may inherit some of its benefits; if it is not
paid, Uncle Samuel’s nephew, A. Taxpayer,
will have to foot the bill to the extent of $500
and up per his own pocket.

At present these $11,000,000,000 of ours
constitute the biggest stake in this post-war
of the dollars. For more than four years the
fighting for them has been going on. It
began before the cards were dealt at the
world’s most notorious poker game, held at
Versailles within the memory of countless
millions still suffering from it, when the
Allies, headed by England, tried to get us to
cancel the I. O. U.’s they had given us after
we had paid up the debts incurred abroad
by our army and navy, and ever since the
game broke up they have been harping on
U.0. Us.

For example, listen to Lloyd George,
whose fall from the premiership hasn’t yet
affected his powers of speech or his writing
hand: “England’s debt to America is nothing
to the debt which America owes to us. I
should like to write the balance sheet: Debit,
five billion dollars; credit, John Wesley and
George Whitefield.” What! these two gen-
tlemen are trving to charge us $5,000,000,-
o000 for their hymns and sermons! But then,
it’s only Mr. Lloyd George’s way of trying

j 7 OU and I and 109,999,998 others in the

By Robert Mountsier

to please his British listeners without caring
what he says.

In addition to this example of what we
owe, you will recall that certain persons in
France, which owes us about $4,000,000,000,
credit themselves with the loan of Lafayette
and a lot of francs during the Revolutionary
War despite the facts that the monetary
loan was paid and that General Persh-
ing followed by 2,000,000 soldiers said
“Lafayette, we are here!” If the French
aren’t careful, now that we have learned
from Lloyd George how to do it, President
Harding may get mad some day and charge
’em up with Pershing’s speech and that
famous war song which our Army taught
the poilus and mam’selles, “‘Hail, hail, the
gang’s all here!”’-—not forgetting also the
cigarettes and chewing gum.

What with Europe begging, urging and
threatening us, not to be allowed to pay
their I. O. U.’s but to get more of our dol-
lars, it’s got so an American can’t enjoy the
reading of the latest murder case. No sooner
does his eye fall on the headline, “Woman
Murders Husband,” than a cablegram from
Europe catches that eye, and duty to his
country compels him to leave the poor mur-
dered husband in bed or under a tree and the
wailing wife to be acquitted by a jury of
twelve tried husbands and true, who haven’t
yet been murdered by their wives.

You know those cablegrams from Europe:

“America Gorged with Gold While
Europe Starves,” and you read what follows
only to learn that Europe wants to gorge
herself on the very same gold. .

“Says United States Must Forgive
Europe’s Debts,” but those European
countries scheme together that we should
forgive their debts as they don’t forgive
their debtors.

“German Scientist Says U. S. Will Die
Death of King Midas,” and yet the ex-
Kaiser Wilhelm thrives on a large income at
No. 1 Sawing Wood Ave., Doorn, Holland.

“Europe’s End Near Unless America
Extends Financial Aid,” etc., etc.

HINK, or don’t, of all Europe’s col-
lapses, wars and revolutions and crises
and conferences that Europe claims have
occurred simply because the United Staggls
hasn’t poured across the Atlantic m];)ref lll; -
lions of gold and of products than t de't(; s;
over there are willing to give us cre ld }cl)r.
As a result of Europe’s attitude an her
failure to establish _reasona:ble order in her
political and financial affairs, our Gﬁ)vclzrn-
ment has turned a stone-deaf ear to all pleas
and threats to secure American participa-
tion in the chaotic aftermath of.the war.
Political plottings and international in-
trigues, from the Irish Sea to the Black Sea,
have made the European situation more
dangerous and added to its complexities.
From a sound financial point of view the
Continent is a poor place for investment—
for more than political reasons. Of the
European nations that took part in the war
only Great Britain is really solvent to-day,
and of our European debtors the English
alone have balanced their budget and made
an attempt to meet interest payments.
The neutral countries of the Continent
have had their ups and downs since the war,

but they are not suffering from major
financial and. political troubles as are all
of the European countries that took part
In or grew out of the war. The new coun-
tries, established by the Peace Conference
on alleged racial lines in defiance of econo-
mic and geographic boundaries, have been
Vvying with the older governments of Europe
in making laws that ignore and violate the
inexorable laws of economics. They have
subsidized foods and unemployment, erected
tariff walls and attempted to build up export
trade while legislating against importing—
bug: people who live in glass houses shouldn’t
build their foundation walls of sugar, wool,
etc. Both the new and the old European
governments have made their various
attempts to stabilize exchange and to replace
gold with paper. While failing to balance
budgets they have established and supported

unnatural industries and have spent money on

armaments in preparation for the next war.
Since the last

war we Americans have
come to know Europe and its big and little
tricks tsciv fmtflmately that we have little
respect left for many of her instituti

Wiat a topsy.t stitutions.

: urvy old Europe we hz

se%rl: stmce the war! Currenc)lr) on a ;‘:;
with stage money! The Amer s
watch on the Rhine— grican soldiers

e—watching the mov
ments of the German mark 3 i "
ments nd their German

ng dollars, sj inti
marks angl crowns gno longés";f:ygr m’tll‘r}:
French Ministry of Finance so accusto 3
to dealing in billions that a bookke me
mistake, which made Irance owe cping
b!lhon francs more than the three h SEVen
billions she actually does owe owt] red
noticed for four years! Billionai?e o
common as American millionaireg an(sl as,
world’s most objectionable ““ ney ric’h nd the
teers shoving to places of Prominenc profi-
power in every capital in Europe ‘Vh‘? a
‘“new ppor’’ eke out a miserable xul ¢ the
The “victorious” French, their ¢q al tence!
destroyed by the Kaiser’s Own, payi Mineg
“conquered”’’ Germans for fuel! :5 the
pouring hundreds of millions of gOOdncans
dollars into the hands of German b 8olq
and speculators, who with the he, ankerg
port of their government and l‘t}f sup.
presses have kept on selling worth] pnnting
throughout the world! €SS margg
But ’twas a famous victory |
Having acquired bad habjtg E

it difficult to eliminate instrufneuro
fare, reduce inflation ang balangts of war.
but her costly experiences maye b“dgf;ts,
her to a point where she understang brmg
a thorough reorganization is "ec(en S that
prevent further military, politi Ssi“y to
financial disasters. Without sucl al “ang
ization she has been tol ! reor,

Pe findg

d agaj gan-
that no financial assistance ?sg Ztl(l)nb:el r;d <Sain
from thg United States. Neverthel}q)ected
war against the dollar hag continuegSS he
America’s billions, instead of hard ' as if
and political and financial honesty we “‘&rlk
sole means of rehabilitation, ) Tere the

THE seemingly hopeless situation of vari-

ous countries in Europe is by no means
unique. They have been impoverished by
war many a time in past centuries, and
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no country to-day has a more discouraging
outlook than had the United States after
the Revolutionary War, when the new nation
had been formed from thirteen impover-
ished colonies. For us that period is an-
cient history, along with the Continental
dollar, which became of so little value that
it gave rise to the expression, ‘‘Not worth a
Continental.” But living to-day are Ameri-
cans who have actually forgotten that after
the Civil War they handled an American
dollar that was worth little more than the
French franc of 1921, and that not until
fourteen years after Lee surrendered did
the United States resume gold payments.

_ To bring Europe’s situation home to us,
since it is so closely connected with our own
economic life, and to see some of the things
that would happen to us and our dollars if
we had conditions existing in certain Euro-
pean countries duplicated here in the United
States, let us transfer some of Europe’s
troubles to this country by a lot of upsetting
and shoving and by much stretching of the
Imagination.

Half a minute, and it’s done!

EW ENGLAND gets conditions existing
in England, while New York City takes
on London. New Jersey plays a dual role—
the Irish Free State, with Atlantic City
'tl’ymg to act like Dublin, and Ulster, repre-
sented by the northern part of the State.
Delaware is possible as Belgium, and Mary-
land and Virginia constitute France pro
tem., and in spite of Congress we ¢an play
that Washington is Paris. Chicago just
naturally becomes Berlin, with the rest of
German conditions extending across Indiana
and Ohio to southwestern Pennsylvania,
which with its mines and steel mills becomes
the Ruhr, with Pittsburgh, Essen. Every-
thing between the Mississippi River and the
Pacific assumes the sufferings of Russia,
although the West may not like it. But
few Russians to-day would object to being
transferred to a new Russia where food,
fuel, money and the comforts of life are
pRlent}ful. _ However, we’re not moving the
d.“?Sla.ns in; we have put only Russian con-
lt}Ol_)s.of .hving on the folks west of the
thss‘SSIPRI, and may heaven and the rest
of the United States help them, for the Bol-
shevist bunch won’t!
intlgog that we have turned San Francisco
what’ etrograd and Denver into Moscow,
Whats happening in our western states?
and thare the people of the cities and towns,
ivin >e ranchers and farmers, doing for a
and gis Well, the moujiks of the Missourl
and elsewhere are counting each other’s ribs
whil Praying for more food and real money,
£ lSe the workers of the cities, from Seattle
t° St. Louis, from Minneapolis and St. Paul
f° an Diego and San Antonio, are praying
bor real money and more food and making a
are living by licking each other’s postage
stamps—or something just as unremunera-
tive—for with dozens of stamps of $100
denomination required for a single letter,
?a.nlcllew occupation has sprung up in the

In Russia a working-girl is paid not less
than 50,000,000 rubles a week, so with the
poor working-girls of our western states
earning not less than $25,000,000 per gir
weekly, everybody is at least a millionaire—
or if he or she isn’t, he or she is headed for
one of the country’s graveyards, which after
all the deaths due to starvation and the
murders committed by the Cheka, are dis-
playing “Standing Room Only” signs. If
you have any pity, be prepared to show it
now. Pity these millionairesses 2nd all the
poor millionaires of Kansas City, Santa Fé,
Salt Lake City and every town north, east,

south and west, where a cake of soap costs
a million dollars, even in the cut-rate drug
stores.

Pity the poor multi-millionaires of Dallas,
Omaha and Butte, who pay $400,000 for
dinner at the factories where they work—
black bread without oleomargarine, Ox-
tailless soup and mock Irish stew—and who
on pay days have to do an extra day’s work
carrying home their millions of dollars
“worth” of greenbacks.

Pity the billionaires of Boise, Spokane
and Little Rock who to keep warm find it
cheaper to burn their paper millions than
to buy wood or coal.

Pity not the trillionaires of Denver, Holly-
wood and San Francisco—the real Petrograd
and Moscow actually have their men of
trillions—for as a result of food and factory
profiteering, gambling and speculating,
which the so-called communist government
has permitted, they don’t have to worry
about where the next month’s rent of $50,-
000,000, more or less, is coming from, or
how they’re going to get the necessary paper
—not wrapping—to take Friend Wife home
a $2,000,000 pound of butter or a pound of
sugar costing many times its weight in
paper change—$1,250,000. (Wasn’t there
somebody out on the wild and woolly steppes
of Arizona who objected back in 1919 to
paying 3o cents for sixteen ounces of brown
sugar, and almost molasses at that?)

‘A trillionaire has money enough to enable
him to pay business and social calls in a
taxicab whose meter figures in tens of mil-
lions. A billionaire or a multi-millionaire,
if he is very multi, can ride in a one-horse
cab with a driver who would look as thin as
his horse if all his padding were removed.
Millionaires can afford only now and then
to pay from $37,500 to $75,000 for a street-
car ride. Thousandaires aren’t worth con-
sidering—if they aren’t already in a ceme-
tery, they don’t even have the shoes in which
to walk there. )

Vou will recall that out in this Wild West
of ours before it took on the Wild East Show
from Russia, they wouldn’t be bothered with
such small change as one-cent pieces; they
would be glad to have coins so valuable as
pennies now that they find it useless to
carry anything less than a $5,000 bill, which
won’t even buy-the latest newspaper telling
that Lenin is dead again. Five thousand
dollars is a mere drop in the bucket, or rather
a mere scrap in the waste paper basket,
where the notes in circulation are some hazy
sum over fifty trillion dollars—$50,000,000,~
ooo,000—and the government budget is one
quadrillion—count ’em, $1,000,000,000,000,-
ooo!l (Now that you can use them, aren’t
you glad you played at making the most
ciphers, but it’s awfully hard on one’s eyes
and the o’s of the linotype machine.)

IN OTHER words, Bolshevists Russia is
doing business with paper money that
hasn’t the value of American cigar coupons.
Once upon a time a million Russian rubles
were worth $500,000 in gold; to-day you
can become a millionaire of the Russian
variety for ten cents. Not so long ago the
Russian State Bank, with 116 branches, had
a capital of 5,750,000,000,000 rubles and
the assets were then estimated as being
worth $6,000 in honest-to-goodness money.
At the time almost nine-tenths of the bank’s
deposits belonged to state institutions. To
help out the Ministry of Finance and to add
more ciphers to its balance or won’t-balance
sheet, the State Bank is now issuing notes.
In nine months the bank’s balance, measured
in paper rubles, increased 123 times; figured
in gold rubles, it increased only four and one-
half times.
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Is it any wonder that the bankrupt Lenin,
Trotsky & Co. hate our *capitalistic”
American dollars, especially when the well-
known firm of Harding, Hughes, Hoover
and Mellon refuses to have anything to do
with the Soviet mis-government or loan it
billions of gold? No, it isn’t any wonder,
seeing that the Bolshevists are what they
are, and being what they are there is nothing
surprising about the fact that they are still
working through their agents for the revo-
lution of the proletariat that would bring
about throughout the whole of the United
States conditions which are amusing when
we try to imagine their existence in a section
of our country but which, if actually of
reality and not of imagination, would be the
ruin of our American institutions, including
the dollar.

ONCE Bolshevism held this country,
we Americans would become just as im-
poverished as the Russians are to-day. With
production and transportation broken down
Russia- is the poorest of the European
nations. But to hear the Germans talk
and to read their propaganda, which in one
form and another appears daily in various
American newspapers, one would be led to
believe that Germany is the most poverty-
stricken country in the world. Russia is
absolutely poor; Germany’s poverty is arti-
ficial, having been created by German print-
ing presses, which ever since 1914 have been
turningout lies, lies, lies, marks, marks,marks.

The Russians have been living on their
capital; the Germans have been storing up
new capital, which will retain its value no
matter how far the mark may fall. Econom-
ically Germany is growing richer day by day,
piling up resources at home and abroad in
spch a way as to escape seizure for repara-
tions.

Look at the German conditions that we
have created for the moment in this country.
Travel from the Ruhr in western Pennsyl-
vania across Ohio, Indiana and Illinois, and
you will see, as American tourists did last
summer in Germany, wonderful crops and
beautiful vineyards, cultivated more care-
fully than anything these States have ever
before boasted of; factories, unharmed by,
the war, working at full blast; no signs of
unemployment, for the working population
of Germany’s more than 60,000,000 inhabi-
tants, all have jobs except the Hohenzol-
lerns and other ex-royalty; everywhere
people spending money freely for food, drink
and merriment, for to-morrow the dollar may
be heavily taxed or worthless, for under
German conditions the dollar of our imagina-
tion is traveling so fast that it may soon pass
the Polish mark and the Austrian crown on
its way to join the Russian ruble.

With our big IF still a kettle, ‘““made in
Germany,” we see in our Teutonized states—
cities, towns, country districts all affected—
constant violations of the eighteenth amend-
ment against speculation in moneys, with
the government openly helping the foreign
exchange bootleggers and their customers;
secret organizations distributing arms and
propaganda of hate; the plants of the
world’s greatest chemical industry prepared
to turn at any time from dyes and fertilizer
to poison gases for war purposes; scientists
working day and night to help restore lost
foreign markets through new inventions;
government employes adding ciphers to the
budget deficit, which has already passed
$100,000,000,000; printing presses turning
out daily $2,000,000,000, to be added to the
$250,000,000,000 that are already in circula-
tion; vaudeville comedians pulling the old
joke that the only deflation in the country
is in the once rotund figures of the beer
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drinkers—for Chicago, Cincinnati, Cleve-
land, Indianapolis, all have beer under the
conditions transferred from Germany, and
perhaps they have it under less German con-
ditions; the government paying subsidies for
the construction of ships and houses, to the
old, to women about to become mothers—
paying money to anybody for anything but
reparations so as to hasten the day when the
government’s scheme for fraudulent bank-
ruptcy will achieve its aim—the cancellation
of reparations and the completion of the
mulcting of Americans, English, French e! al.
who exchanged billions of gold for billions
upon billions of paper.

All while the people of Dayton, Fort
Wayne, Peoria and Springfield are paying
$100 for a loaf of bread, $24 for an egg and
850 for a quart of milk when it can be had.
A skilled laborer in any one of these cities
or ten thousand other places receives $5,000
a week. This is 400 times his pre-war wage,
but in gold value it is $2.50. The weekly
wages of an unskilled workman are $4,000,
and if he goes to and from work by street-car
he pays $45 each day in fares.

The living conditions become worse as you
g0 up the social scale. A ‘ Justizrat,” that

Going to

is, a prominent lawyer, living, say, in Toledo,
Ohio, has this sort of a life: He and his wife
live in a comfortable home, which he bought
before the war, so he pays no rent. The
family is somewhat crowded, because the
housing laws, enacted to solve the problem
of the shortage of houses, have compelled
them to make room for another family in
their home. Even though he has no rent to
pay the lawyer finds it extremely difficult to
make both ends meet for himself and family.
They have meat once a week only, and now
and then each has an egg, and sometimes the
children have milk. The family’s meals con-
sist chiefly of soup, vegetables and cheese.
Butter and chicken they never get unless
they are invited to the home of 2 banker,
factory owner or some other kind of
profiteer.

Salaried workers and people who had
fixed, incomes before the war suffer most
from the new order of things. "Take the
elderly merchant who retired back in 1913
with 860,000, expecting to spend the rest of
his life in comfort and without worry, with |
his wife and unmarried daughter. His an-
nual income was then $3,000, and it is still
the same. No longer is it sufficient for the
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three of them. Both the father and the
daughter are working in order that the three

may have decent food and respectable
clothing.

DON’T for a moment think that every-

body is poor in this imaginary Ger-
many of ours. If you could go back to the
real Germany—I have been back four times
since the Armistice—and look at the country
as a whole, you would not find this the pre-
vailing state.

So I might go on and disorganize more
sections of the United States by bringing
across the Atlantic conditions illustratl_ve
of this bungling, debt-ridden Europe, with
her foolish, frenzied finances and her war-
producing politics. It is because of these
conditions that the struggle for the Amer-
ican dollar is being waged, that all F,,urope
is out to capture, by any means, as imany
American dollars as possible. \Where it
all will end and how it will affect us ulti-
mately is largely a matter of conjecture.
That, in the words of Kipling, “is another
story.” However, it is no secret that for
the present, at least, we arc better off than
any European country.

at Home

Reading Plays Can Be as Much Fun as Seeing Them

q QUARTER after eight! In the cities,

restless, eager crowds pour into the

theaters, where there are things rich
as plum cakes, in the way of plays, being
offered by the managers. In the smaller
cities and towns “second companies”’ and
flying “one-night standers” carry the mes-
sage of the theater just as valiantly to just
as eager an audience. In the deep country,
winter-bound men and women long for a
part in all these thrilling nights, this un-
olding of new interpretations of life, new
light on old emotions and struggles, and
new hope born of new vision.

Is a play, then, an almost inconceivable
thing to most of us unless it is being enacted
on some stage—costumes, scenery and all?
For whom are most of the splendid new
plays published in book form almost as soon
as they reach the last dress rehearsal? Why,
for the fellow wise enough to watch without
envy the mobs stream down to the theater
district, who draws up to the glowing coal-
fire and who takes from his bookcase one of
these plays and—knows how to enjoy it.
But there’s a trick in that.

It does, I think, take a quicker imagina-
tion, a more ardent mind, to get the full joy
out of a printed play than it does to lead a
man amblingly through a long-winded
story. You’ve got to fill in such a lot your-
self, but, after all, that’s where the fun lies.
Most of the stage directions, the descrip-
tions, the “business,” are staccato. In fact,
they are simply a word to the wise. For the
most part, you must set the stage yourseli.
You must cast your characters, visualize
them. And you may do this from amongst
your own {riends and get a keen or fiendish
joy out of it, according to the parts you let
them play. If you are a woman, you may
be wardrobe mistress, to boot, and your
mind may revel in costumes that make you
envious to dream of. In fact, there isn’t
much more fun in the world to be extracted

By Claire Wallace Flynn

from mere books than you can get out of
reading plays—if you get the habit.

Galsworthy’s “Loyalties”
THERE has been published very recently
John Galsworthy’s play, “Loyalties,”
which is, at the present writing, running to
crowded audiences in New York City. This
play, looking at it from its printed form and
not as a human performance, is one of the
most perfect things that Galsworthy has
ever done. It is a sheer delight to read it.
The thing acts itself out before your very
eyes. With the shortest descriptions possi-
ble these people become alive before you,
and the very thrill of the rising and falling
curtain is yours as you read. Its three acts,
or chapters, are given over to an almost
faultless expression of the idea of “keeping
faith.” Here we find the theory of loyalty
to one’s race, one’s family, one’s profession,
one’s love, even one’s prejudices.
Unhandicapped by either an excess of
realism or too much sentiment, Galsworthy
seems to stand preeminent as the play-
wright who turns the spotlight truthfully on
the frailty and courage of human nature.
Read this play, this story of a group of En-
glish people who, through the weakness of
one and the racial pugnacity of another, find
themselves involved in a drama which works
up to its climax step by step, like one of the
Greek tragedies. There seems no circum-
venting fate, no matter what one may do,
Here is Captain Ronny Dancy, with a dis-
tinguished record left over from the war,
but all at loose ends as far as his principles
are concerned. Recently married, he finds it
necessary to bribe silence on a past episode
by giving another woman several hundred
pounds. A debt of honor, he calls it. To
get this money, Dancy has to steal, and when
he has stolen from Frederick De Levis, a
young Jew throbbing with a sense of out-
rage and unsubmissive to the cool code of

those others with whom he associates, the
tragedy of Ronny becomes keen and unfor-
getable. There is well defined the Anglo-
Saxon trait of sticking to your kind—even to
the point of willing perjury—and there are
clearly and poignantly drawn the reactions of
all Ronny Dancy’s set to his dc{cnscless act.

But, evidently in Galswprthy s cyqs,’t,'alth
and “sticking through thick and thin” are
not enough. They were not enough for poor
Dancy, when, pushed to the wall, he shoots
himself. Would the answer, perhaps, have
been found in De Levis not standing up for
his principles, his ideas of law and justice?
Our armor is weak, and only in the breaking
of it altogether sometimes do we find
strength and humanity. ,

The note found in the dead Dancy’s hand
says: ‘. .. it’s only another jump. A
pistol keeps faith . . .” And his cousin
Margaret crics out: “Keeps fz}nth! We've
all done that. It’s not cnough.’

Our Own Booth Tarkington

OULD a collection of good, cheerful read-
ing,plays or otherwise, be quite complete
without the voice of Booth Tarkington?
Cries of “No! No!” o .
Well, then, I vote to put his The Int}-
mate Strangers” in this little list. It’s
sparkling, human, true; hits at many sides
of our social life, and leaves us in rare good
humor. The Strangers in this case are an
attractive man and woman, storm-bound in
a God-forsaken junction railway station in
upper New York State, who find that they
like each other amazingly. And no wonder
—we’re quite mad about them by the end
of the first act. The man is a gentleman.
Like the upper and lower middle-class, we
have divided middle-age into young middle-
age and old middlc-age, and Mr. Tarking-
ton’s hero bhelongs decidedly to the first
class. So does the lady (a part played
adorably by Miss Billie Burke), only she
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accentuates her dates a little because she sees
that it piques and intrigues Mr. Ames (the
stranger) and because the only other weapon
of conquest left her sex is being wielded by
her nineteen-year-old niece in a riotous and
nearly fatal attack upon Mr. Ames when the
“flapper,” after driving her roadster across
country all night to rescue ‘“Aunt Isabel,”
finally arrives—knickerbockers, bobbed hair
and shouting the jargon of her kind—and
discovers her delicate and respectable rela-
tive snoozing on a station bench, and her co-
traveler snoring on another, with his head
made comfortable by Isabel’s muff.

“Pretty good-lookin’ ole bird, if you do
snore!” she says, marking him for her
own.

From there on it is a ladies’ battle, deftly

waged, the new school of flirt against the old;
and the racier the niece acts the more Isabel
piles on the years—if she can’t compete
she’ll attract by very opposite. Even with-
out the fragile and always girlish personality
of the actress who portrayed Aunt Isabel,
it is difficult to sce how any one as cosmopoli-
tan and astute as the nice Mr. Ames was
fooled for a minute by an attack of rheuma-
tism, by worsted slippers and shawls.
) Still, when Florence bubbles and slangs
into the scene you understand immediately
how she affects Ames—like a naughty,
ribald little dawn on a monotonous sea, and
her aunt looked more than ever ‘‘high
noon.” But at last he knows.

Ames—I want to tell you just this: you've
been mocking me every second since we first
met in that God-forsaken railroad station.

Isabel—No!

Ames—You have! Every instant!

. Isabel—When did you decide T was mock-
ing you?

_ Ames—I thought so all day, but 1 knew
it when I saw you dancing with that boy?

Isabel—Can’t you imagine a woman’s
being a little nervous about one man know-
ing how often the earth’s gone round the
sun since she was born?

Ames (with feeling)—.m 1 the one man?

Isabel—That’s why women are afraid
of everybody’s knowing; it might reach the
one man. That’s the reason a woman
cares about her age; he might care!

Mr. Tarkington may be right about this
dangerous question, but whether he is or not
does not matter. The play’s the thing. And
this one is sheer joy to read. We would like
to use the words, “witty,” ““poignant,” “re-
f‘reshmg,” “entertaining,” in relation to

The Intimate Strangers,” but the author
of ‘“Babbitt” says these, among many
others, are squeaking and offensive ad-
Jectives in praise of books—so we will not
use them. We sacrifice them, because in
our heart we think the author of ‘‘Babbitt”
knows how to write better than almost any
one in America and should know something
about the job. But we wish four neat and
pleasant and hardworking words would
apply to 4ll the vacancics!

And, apropos that particular author, Mr.
Lewis, at the end of a certain article upon
the craft of book reviewing, speaks of “‘a
whole new world of fire and dreams.”
That is, a priori, what all books, poured
from a searching and free brain and from
a turbulent and open heart, really are bound
to be. Here in a little group of published
plays we find a particular kind of a *‘new
world”’—until lately not a very popular
form of reading, but a feverish glow of
activity is now felt in all bookstores and
on publishers’ shelves as the “new reader”
finds out the charm of going to the theater
at home. -

“The Dover Road”

“ HE Dover Road,” by our old friend,
A. A. Milne, leads to an absolutely
delightful evening. In fact, I am heretic
enough to say that, despite its great vogue
as an acted play, and its rather more limited
vogue as a book, it is greater fun, more satis-
factory, to read this play by Barrie’s under-

study than to hear it from the stage.
Mr. Milne is pretty much of a romanticist,
letting fancy quite free one moment and
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then hringing it quite smashingly to earth
as, for instance, where in the midst of an
apparently serious situation the author has
one of the leading characters contract a
most *‘sappy”’ cold and order a “smaﬂ
mustard and water.” His eloping wife,

confronted by a new and pathetic vision of
him as a sick husband, explains even In the
presence of the lovely young man with
whom she is running away: ‘“It’s to put
his feet in, not to drink.” At whu;h the
host amends the command to his ser-
vant—"“A large mustard and water,” he
says.

That sort of thing is easy to act and almost
bound to get across. But what we plead
here is that it is even more chuckly to
read.

After seeing this genial and felicitous
comedy—the story of a rich bachelor whose
alluring house is on the Dover Road, which
is the road that eloping couples from Lon-
don take on their way to guilty honey-
moons in France—the Riviera by preference
—vyou are conscious of having listeged to
a good deal of delightful wit and wisdom,
given with a charming air. You wish to
heaven you could recall some of the epi-
grams and clever thrusts—thus insuring
a greater social success, such as the adver-
tisements all warn us we must cultivate.

So, when you have this play in your hand
and can browse among its fascinations,
imagine what you can pick up in the way of
a light and easy manner. Surely, this is
legitimate—taking lessons thus from Mr.
Milne!

Latimer, the bachelor, has an incurable
interest in erring and eloping young people,
and quite a plausible way of getting them
into his house where, he keeps them by fair
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means or foul and shows them up to each
other at discouraging crises and under most
disillusioning moments. Sometimes they
are cured of their passion—it seems incred-
ible how Mr. Latimer conceives it all—but
tempers over breakfast—missing trousers—
colds in the head—being fussed over, being

-snapped at, and so forth, have a way, in

little comedies, of being quite as devastating
as theyv are in real life. Mr. Latimer at-
.tacks near tragedies, and deftly turns them
into amazing games, filled with laughter
and good nature. It is satire in a silken
sheath—all the hurt guarded against—all
the edge there still.

This has all been about “The Dover
Road,” but it applies just as much to Milne’s
other plays—*‘Mr. Pim,” for instance—
a classic now obtainable either in play form
or in novel form and it’s a toss-up which is
the better; “The Romantic Age” (played
this winter in New York); ‘“The Truth
About Blayds” (one of the great artistic
successes of last season in the theater), and
*“The Great Broxopp,” which was produced
to the delight of many though it did not
create the comment that followed the first
night of **The Dover Road.”

Mr. Manners Tries to Make the
World Safer

HARTLEY MANNERS wrote a play
¢ last year, flaying the young jazzing,
drinking set, and this play which Laurette
Taylor acted for months in New York City
is now in book form, its dramatic picture of
the revolt against all duty, conscience and
reverence as striking as ever. Stony,
glaring truths are brought out by Mr.
Manners’s characters in biting sentences.
Thexr_ gentleness, if these people really have
any, is hidden under a paucity of language.
This colloquial style is very-real, very much
of the present, and the whole play has an
aliveness and a sweep about it that only
a clever craftsman of the stage knows how
to achieve. -

Two young Americans marry. They are

products of the after-the-war civilization
and all its madness at its worst. In-the
year that has elapsed since the production
of the play, Mr. Manners has evidently
found the world so little better that he has
not softened his sermon by reediting.
. In Paris, 1\_/Iarion and her Arthur, search-
ing for a different life, sink only deeper
into t.he slough. Here are some passages,
carrving much intensity of purpose, and
their brevity and vividness illustrate one
of the reasons for the fascination of the
theater.

Tom (enlers—breathlessly,
Marion? She’s all right?

Arthur—All right? Of course she is.

Tom (relieved)—Thank God!

Arthur—All right? What do you mean?

Tom—She ’phoned me just now. She
seemed upset. I—was—afraid—(stops).

Arthur—. . . What business have you
got coming here at this time of night?

T mp—l came because I thought your wife
was in danger—-grave danger. . . . When
she ’phoned me she was in great distress.
She seemed out of hand. Before I could
reason with her she gave a cry and cut off.

Arthur—That’s when I came in.

Tom—. . . 1 came here as I would to
save any human being from doing a rash,
terrible thing. And I warn you if Marion
does her death will be at your door.

Arthur—At my door? Damned cheek.
(Goes to table and lifts up decanter.) This
is the cause of her whining. ZIkis. She’s
drunk—that’s what she is.

(Continued on page 64)

anxiously)—
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Pretenders
Part Four—the Midnight Pursuit on the Sand Dunes

The two pretenders now face the climax
deception.
love and one with a desire for reve
who draws all the characters of the

By Meredith Nicholson
Hlustrated by O. F. Howard

of their months of

Two men enter the scene, one with a mission of

nge—a desperate man
story into a siluation

crowded withdangers. If you missed reading the earlierinstal-

ments of this exciting sertal, turn to

of the real Olive Farnam was to give

the fraudulent Olive a degree of
courage, and she reflected that if the in-
sistent visitor should prove to be a traveler
from the West who really knew Olive there
could be no happier time to precipitate a
crisis. It was only her sense of lo.yalty to
the girl she had promised to shield that
gave her pause. Then it flashed through
her mind that with Simmons out of the way
she could explain that the Crosbys and Miss
Farnam were away, and thus dispose of the
man whoever he might be. As she hurried
along the hall she heard the caller saying,

“If you will take her my card ”

*“You may leave your card, if you plcase,”
interrupted  Simmons with an unamiable
intonation.

*“And then I’ll sit on the fence until it’s
quitt’e convenient for Miss Farnam to see
me.’

“I’ll see the gentleman, Simmons,’
Qodles calmly.

Simmons silently flung open the oor.

“You may come in, sir,” he said im-
perturbably.

Instead of retiring down the hall after
ushering the caller into the reception-room,
Simmons waited for Oodles to approach.
She had not counted on this, but he had
planted himself grimly at the threshold of
the room and as Oodles reached the door,
announced:

“Miss Farnam has just returned, sir

“Miss Farnam!” ecxclaimed the caller
smilingly. “I’m sorry to have made a nui-
sance of mysclf. Out where I live things
are simpler. When you give the sign the
whole family runs to the door.”

He stood before her, tall, broad-shoul-
dered, his blue eyes dancing with quiet
mirth, and gave his hat and overcoat to the
hovering Simmons.

*‘Please sit down, won’t you?®” She lis-
tened to Simmons's retreating step and heard
the click of the door that closed upon him
at the rear of the hall. “Of course Sim-
mons didn’t mean to be rude!”’

“Oh, I was the rude one!” he exclaimed.
“But it was Miss Olive Farnam I wished to
see. I am Richard Conwell of Warrenton,
Montana.”

“Yes,” Oodles answered faintly.

She was caught in a trap and her wits
worked rapidly as she sought some way to
extricate herself.

“You’re Olive’s cousin, I suppose?” said
Conwell, and he scrutinized her with the
frankest interest.

A cousin?” she repeated and she saw a
glimmer of hope in the question.

“Well, I just jumped at that. I under-
stood the servant to announce you as Miss
Farnam. That’s why I may have seemed a
little flabbergasted to find that you weren’t

r I \HE effect of the prcsencﬁ in the house

said
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the onc I know. Hadn’t occurred to me
that you—that there might be several of
the same name. I think I heard Mrs.
Crosby was Miss Olive Farnam before her
marriage.” . .

“Yes,” said Oodles encouragingly. .

The idea that she was only- another Olive
Farnam and that there might be innumer-
able young women of the same name cleared
the path for the denial that Miss Farnam
was at home, which she had-deccided upon
as the safest course.

“I wasn’t quite sure from the way your
man acted that Olive—I mean our Olive of
Warrenton—was here -or not.”

“Qh, that was because he hasn’t got used
to my cousin being a member of the house-
hold; her coming was so unexpected, you
know. And Mrs. Crosby has been denying
herself to every one since her brother’s
death.” .

“Yes,” Conwell answered in a sym-
pathetic tone; “I understand that. It must
have been a great shock to her.” .

“Yes; and the news was slow reaching
her. She was in Canada. I'm so_ sorry
cousin Olive is away. Mrs. and Mr. Crgsby
left suddenly—two days ago—a ”busmess
matter—and they took her along.

“Not to Warrenton!” he exclaimed.

b

and thinking it would be unsafe to
risk mentioning Albany, she broadened the
scope of her lie. ‘‘They went to Syracuse.
It was a law suit.” .

“Now that’s an explanation that ex-
plains!” . .

“I'm awfully sorry,” she replied, noting
with a flutter of the heart that he had
taken a step toward the doot.

“Oh, I haven’t anything else to do, so
now that I'm here on this queer island
I'll just stay at the Inn till they come
back.”

He had advanced further and had turned
in the doorway to bow himself out when
he paused and lifted his head.

In her relief that he was leaving, wh_olly
unconscious of her falsehoods she had given
little heed to the sound of the piano which
now rang insistently through the broad
central hall. Oodles saw Conwell’s gazc
fall upon her questioningly as an abrupt
silence followed the climax.

“Debussy! Olive—Olive always played
that piece the last of all when sh’? played
for me. Out at the ranch, I mean.” .

He regarded the girl before him quiz-
zically. Then a voice, singing happily as
though the harmonies that had been evoked
refused to be quiet in the musician’s soul,
floated out to them. .

“QOh, the Farnams are all lovers of music! ”
cried Oodles, hoping still that Conwell
would go. But, with his hand upon the

“NO' oh. no!” she answered hastily;
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brass knob of the outer door, he waited, and
into the hall came Olive Farnam, late of
Warrenton, announcing her presence unmis-
takably in song.

The fast deepening twilight was flinging its
shadows through the house, and in the gloom
the girl advanced with a quick step, thinking
she saw ahead of her only the girl who bore
her name and filled her place in the house.

““Was my playing as bad as that!”’ she
cried. ‘‘The next time you ask me to play
for you I'll tie you to the piano. I'd be
ashame ”

“Olive!” cried Conwell, reaching her with
a long stride and seizing her hands.

[y Dick! 12

*‘Back from Syracuse and hiding from me!
I must say this is a fine example of eastern
hospitality!”

The first delight of seeing him passed in-
stantly. She freed her hands and urged him
into the reception-room. Te the dark girl

.who had watched the meeting in impotent

silence, she said very quietly:

“Don’t leave; you must stay with me
till we've cleared matters up a bit. I need
your help.”

Oodles remained outside the reception
door. Simmons had come into the hall to
turn on the lights. She called to him that he
needn’t serve tea, and followed Conwell and
Alice—the Alice who now for the moment
became Olive again.

“You are certainly a great lot of jokers
here!” exclaimed Conwell good-naturedly.
“What’s all this mystery about?”

His manifest joy at her appearance just
when he had given her up belied his tone of
irritation.

*Sit down, Dick,” said Olive tensely.
‘*There are some things I must tell you, and
I must be quick about it.”

“I'll leave you alone; there’s nothing I
can say,” said Qodles.

‘“Please, dear!” Olive pleaded.

*“Well, Olive,” began Conwell.

*‘Dick, don’t call me Olive! I'm no longer
Olive Farnam!”’

*“Not Olive Farnam!” he cried aghast.
“You’re not—you’re not married!”’

Olive shook her head impatiently, but
smiled wanly at his earnestness.

“Don't be so silly, Dick. I don’t belong
in this house. I just happened to be a
visitor spending the day here. I'm known
as Alice Morton; I'm a governess employed
by a family that lives— Well— I never
came here as Olive Farnam,” she went on
hurriedly. *‘I decided before I left Warren-
ton that I would never go to my aunt and
uncle. And they've never seen me, never
had the slightest——"

““Come now,"” he said, turning to Oodles.
““This is carrying the joke pretty far!”

*“She’s telling you the truth. I'm here as
Olive Farnam in her place.”






March, 1923

“Yes; it was Peyton.”

“If I promise that you need not face him
at the trial, will you come here and acknowl-
edge yourself to Mis. Crosby?”’

“No, no!” she answered quickly.

“But you can’t just say that without
giving a motive—"

“I am saying it and giving no reason;
and that’s all there is to it!”

“ BUT you can’t believe that you can go
on this way; that you will never be
found. I tell you, Olive, that you are all
wrong! Peyton can’t harm you; nobody on
carth can injure you if you come here and
make yourself known to your aunt.”

“It’s because I don’t want her to know
this thing—this thing that you don’t know—
that I mean to keep away from her.”

The clock on the stair was slowly booming
five. She stepped briskly to the door, then
swung around to Conwell, who rose to
follow her.

“Please, Dick; I beg you to keep silent
about this. I shall never again be known
by my own name. Olive—you, Olive’—
she turned to Oodles with a smile of appeal
and confidence—*“I trust you not to tell
where I am living. And Dick—what I am
doing is for my own happiness—remember
that, and forget me!”

She flung open the door decisively and
when Conwell tried to intercept her, Oodles
stepped in his way.

“Please don’t!” she cried.
for her to go.”

With her hand resting lightly on his arm
she stood waiting for the sound of Olive’s
steps to die away, listening for the click
of the door that opened toward the garage.
A moment later they heard the whir of a
car speeding out of the grounds.

Oodles turned to Conwell as though de-
manding that he answer the question that
was in both their minds.

“My God,” he muttered; ‘“she must be
mad!”’

“Not that; but there’s something in all
this I know nothing about. I gave her a lot
of letters to-day and one of them was from
some one who wanted her to return to
Warrenton immediately. Maybe you know
what it is?”

“I know what that letter was. It
shouldn’t have been sent; it was bound
to trouble her; so I hurried along to ex-
plain it. You promised Olive not to tell
where she’s living. Do you feel absolutely
bound by that?” .

“Yes—yes! No girl was ever so dear to
me as Olive is!”

“Then I must find where she is in some
other way. Don’t think me rude,” he said
abruptly; “I don’t mean to be, but I must
decide on something quickly—"

“Yes; but there’s one thing I must tell
you first,” said Oodles, again detaining him.
‘I never told Olive—Alice, I mean—"

“It is better

SHE told in detail of her encounter with
the stranger in the garden. When she
repeated the words used by the man she
saw the color deepen in his face and his
carnest eyes brightened with a glint of
anger; but he listened quietly till she had
finished.
. “What you have told me is of the greatest
importance,” he said calmly. “I won'’t take
time to explain it.”

She saw that her story had made a deep~

impression. “I'm not asking where Olive
is, but—is she—is she in a place where this
man would be likely to find her?”

“I hardly think so unless he’d come upon
her accidentally.”

“The worst thing is that he knows

Olive!” he said harshly. “You were wise
not to tell her of his visit; it would have
been sure to send her flying to a new refuge.
I’'m at the Sheldon. Call me by telephone
instantly, please, if anything should happen.
Now that we are friends, I hope, Miss
Farnam——"

There was hope and confidence and assur-
ance in the warm clasp of his hand.

“Yes,” she answered; “and I'm so grate-
ful to you! I feel happier than at any time
since I met—Alice!” o

“I love her; you know that!” he said with
the directness that was part of his charm.

“I'm so glad!” she answered, and an
instant later she was at the window watch-
ing Kim vanish with long strides toward the
road.

There was Simmons to reckon with, and
she resolved to summon him at once. His
word was law among his fellow servants,
and a promise from him not to mention the
visitor to the Crosbys would commit all th’e
others who might have known of Conwell’s
visit.

When she had won him to silence she ran
up the stairs humming softly. Later she
called Alice on the telephone to ask whether
she had reached home safely.

“I hope I didn’t cause you any trouplt’:;
it was a narrow escape,” came the girl’s
voice checrily. .

“Come over to-morrow and stay forever.

“Never! Never!” came the discouraging

reply.
CHAPTER NINE

“Y/OU’VE been comfortable and happy,
dear?” asked Maybury when he and

his wife returned Friday afterr,loon from

Albany. *No news of that girl?’ .

Oodles avoided answering by producing
the accumulated mail, which included a
letter from Perkins that had been delivered
that morning. . "

“The old fossil’s really making progress,
Mrs. Crosby commented as she scanned the
lawyer’s letter. “He’s traced her to Chi-
cago, and found from the ?u]lman people
that she had made friends with some woman
who had just landed from Japan. He’s
waiting in Chicago till he can get a list of
the steamer passengers who might have
been on the train Olive boarded at War-
renton.” .

Oodles listened to the reading of the lgtte’r
with deep concern. At any hour Perkins’s
methodical investigations might result in
the announcement that the girl had been
traced to Onamatogue.

Silence was becoming more and more
difficult. It would be so easy to blurt out
the whole story, drive to the Wendlings and
end the whole affair. But Mrs. Crosby all
unconsciously carried Oodles over another
period of doubt and indecision. Having
gone so far with the matter and feeling
that the problem would soon be solved
without any trouble to herself, that lady
snapped her fingers as she rose from the
tea table.

“T’ye known from the beginning that the
girl would make herself known sgoner or
later,” she said, stifling a yawn. “Perkins
will strall in one of these days leading her by
the hand. It will be exceedingly interesting
to know just what she means by her conduct.
l‘vla_ttering, I must say, to her own flesh and
blood!”

“It was unkind of her, to say the least,”
remarked Maybury. ‘But there have been
compensations!” “he added, smiling at
Oodles.. ‘I hope she will feel properly
humble when she finds that her place has
been filled so very acceptably.”
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“If you don’t love her right away I'll
always be sorry I.ever came!”’

There were tears in Oodles’s eyes, and she
had uttered the words with a flare of passion
that arrested Mrs. Crosby’s flight toward
‘the door.

“I'm afraid the strain has become too
much for you, Oodles,” remarked Maybury,
:%xiously, with an appealing glance at his

e.

“It’s just lonesomeness! We were brutes
to go away and leave you!” cried Mrs.
Crosby, turning back and putting her arm
about the girl. “Dear me! I'd forgotten
to ask how you got on with Miss Morton—
she did come, of course!”

“Oh, we had a marvelous day together!
And 1 haven’t been unhappy—really I
haven’t!”

“I’m anxious to meet her. It’s time to
dress. Dr. Wendling is dining with us, you
remember.”

Maybury was reading in the living-room
when Oodles came down. In the black
evening gown she had bought the day she
became Olive Farnam, she was superb. His
strong sense of the beautiful instantly

' quickened as he caught sight of her in the

doorway.

“I grieve to remember that the painters
who should have painted you are dead!
Truly, thou art like a flower!”

“Thank you, tuncle Maybury,” and she
pinned a white carnation in his coat.
**There’s our guest now!”

She darted to the table, seized a book and
feigned to be absorbed in it, then laughingly
held it out to show Maybury that it was
upside down. She was happy in the thought
that she was to see Wendling.

Maybury had met Wendling at the door
and the doctor erossed the room quickly to
Oodles. She had thought him handsome when
he first paused before the counter at Arling-
ton’s, but in his "evening clothes, against
the background of the Crosby house, he
was a striking and distinguished figure.

“Miss Farnam, this is indeed a pleasure.
I hope I find you fully recovered.”

“Oh, entirely so, Dr. Wendling.”

It was a stupendous joke that they should
address each other in this formal fashion,
and the mirth danced in their eyes. But
they were quickly on guard as Maybury
joined them and the two men exchanged
commonplaces. Wendling was not without
pride in the instinctive feeling Oodles had
awakened the first time he saw her, that she
was unusual, quite different from any other
woman he had known. He was enormously
happy, remembering that the story Tomlin
had told him of the missing granddaughter
of the Hastings’ gave him the clue to her
origin, which Maybury’s discovery .of her
tie with Italy only substantiated. As he
talked he was thinking of the great men in
America and Europe who would jump at
the chance presented to him of announcing
the opening of a new door down the mysteri-
ous corridor of Heredity. But science must
stand aside for love; and he was now quite
sure that he loved her. ‘

Mrs. Crosby appeared briskly, apologizing
for her tardiness.

She led the talk in her usual animated
fashion, carefully making openings for
Oodles, who, watching Wendling across the
round table, could not help smiling to her-
self when she remembered the vast difference
between addressing a gentleman at a dinner
table perfect in all its appointments and
asking the same gentleman over a counter
whether it was a cash or a chaige transac-
tion! : Coe T

Wendling quite thoroughly relished the
piquant situation.
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The Elks Magazine

The Values and Advantages That
- Come With Being an Elk

| What Real Constructive Fellowship Means To The Community

Dr. J. Bradford Pengelly, Rector of St. Paul’s
Church, Flint, Michigan, is the Chaplain of
Flint Lodge. His activities within the Church
and in the Order have given him a keen insight

into the possibilities of sacial and community
welfare service.

EOPLE are the most interesting things
in the world. The next most interest-
ing things are the institutions which

people create. Of all the interesting people
in this world none are more interesting to me
than Elks. And of all the interesting insti-
tutions created by people none is more
valuable to American men in many ways
than the Order of Elks. Creative genius
makes a person interesting and valuable.
Creative, constructive work makes a fra-
ternal organization worth while. As creators,
Elks and the Order of Elks have a big place
1n our life.

A great French scientist has pointed out
that there are four sexes; men who are men,
men who are women, women who are
women, and women who are men. All the
Elks I ever krew are men who are men. It
1s wonderful to have a membership in an
organization composed of men who are men.
Any. person who knows Elks will readily
admit that they are a group of real men
who have real ideas, who are really going to
put them into effect, in a real, practical
world_. Practical, constructive reality is
certainly one of the outstanding and strik-
ing elements of the Order.

But even real men, standing individually
and alone, can accomplish little compared
with what such men banded together in
fellowship can achieve. One of the ideals
toward which human society has been striv-
ing for countless ages is unity and coopera-
tion. As society realizes this ideal it be-
comesmore fraternal and useful. The ultimate
goal for. humanity, I should say, is a great
fellowship based on service. It seems to be
the case that we need fellowship in order to
understand one another before we can
achieve cooperation, or, to put it in another

way, brotherliness is necessary to unity and
progress.

THE Order of Elks not only teaches but

Inspires fellowship, This fellowship is
not slushy but virile. It ig the fellowship
of men who have an aim and are going
in the direction of that aim and are carrying
others along with them in the same direction.
This fellowship of constructive idealism is
a force which draws the most creative and
active men of our great American communi-
ties into the Order and unites them for the
purpose of doing things.

The constructive ideals of the Order of
Elks growing out of this fellowship can be
seen and valued in many very practical
ways. For instance, there was the work of
the Order during the war. I think it is safe
to say that no other organization of equal
membership accomplished so much as the
Elks in patriotic service during the war and
immediately after. The support of the Sal-
vation Army, the use of the Elks Clubs for
war work, the help to individual soldiers, the

By Rev. J. Bradford Pengelly

teaching of patriotism, the example of indi-
vidual Elks, all combined to leave impres-
sions on the country which will be lasting.
Any man who is a member of the Elks can
not but be proud of the war record of the
Order.

But we are still in the throes of a period of
rebuilding. This period of rebuilding is

“(F ALL the interesting people

in this world none are more
interesting to me than Elks. And
of all the interesting institutions
created by people none is more
valuable to American men than
the Order of Elks. . . . Thevalue
of being an Elk is both individual
and social. Every Elk is helped
by being an Elk and is placed in
a position to serve through the
Order. The advantage is equally
evident, for every Elk has the

opportunity of becoming a bigger
mpfn individually and of maklgng
through the Order a real contri-
bution to his city and country”

going to cover many years, for the reason
that our work in this country will not be
done until the reconstruction has taken
place in all the other great countries of the
world. We are a great link, probably the
greatest link, in that chain of human society
called nations, and that chain is really no
stronger than its weakest link. We may
therefore really say that the reconstruction
era has only just begun. Europe and Asia
must recover before America can be entirely
well.

In such times as these, we need real men,
great leaders. Leade_rs may be born but
they must also be trained. The Elks have
undertaken a most remarkable work in the
establishing of scholarshigs for poor and
worthy boys whose mentality gives promise
of leadership. What the value of a few wel]
trained, able men of this type can be in their
respective places, we can not overestimate.
Here is the beginning of a most constructive
and helpful service to the New America that
must come.

OC CASIONALLY we see and hear the
expression, “The New Americanism.”
Those three words sum up for me the
national problems of this country for prob-
ably the next two or three generations. We
hardly realized until the war came what a
conglomerate, confused lot of people com-
posed the American nation. The old hoast
that we were drawn from all parts of the
world was gloriously and pathetically true.
It was gloriously true because the United
States has been a refuge for oppressed people
and a land of promise for ambitious people.
Natwally people flocked here from every

quarter. It was pathetically true because
we never really assimilated millions of these
people. Consequently in all of our large
cities we have little Hungarys, little Rus-
sias, little Italys, little Greeces, etc. Instead
of being all one great American people we
are many different peoples jumbled together.
The glory of our population is in its pos-
sibility, the pathos is in its lack of unity.
Our problem for the next one hundred years
will be to create unity in this great mass
of discordant and distressed humanity.

IT DOES not seem egotism to say that

one of the greatest organizations in the
country to bring this about, is the Order of
Elks. Take, for example, our celebration of
Flag Day. Here in the city of Flint our
celebration of Flag Day last June attracted
more people than the November Armistice
Day parade, and I think it was a greater
demonstration in many ways. There are
no reasons why the observance of Flag Day
can not be more universal and more force-
ful in its observation. It can become a rally-
ing point for unifying the people. .

Fine as the Flag Day observance is, I do
not think it goes far enough. It ought to be
followed by some more practical efforts.
In nearly every city of any size there are
generally two classes of foreign-born people
taken into American citizenship every year,
one in the spring and the other in the fall.
Why could there not be some way of relating
the patriotic thought and action of the Order
of Elks to these people at this time when they
are so sensitive to sympathy and coopera-
tion from their new American br9ther5-
Probably there is no other time in_ the
experience of these foreign-born Americans
when they would be so susceptible to }und-
ness and the right hand of fellowship as
when they become citizens of this country.
Could not every Lodge have an American-
ization Committee whose business it would

€ to get into touch with these people at
this time and if they did nothing more than
present them with a beautiful American
tlag they would be accomplishing something.

BUT we could do more than that. We
have our splendid Club Rooms and
Lodge Halls everywhere. Why not have an
“American-International ”’ night twice a year
and invite all these foreign groups to come
together. Let us have an address or two by
some of the members of the Lodge and then
have a leader of each group of foreigners
make an address, after which a buffet supper
could be served. I feel that such a night
would show these new Americans that we
are at least interested in them, that we desire
a fellowship with them, that we want to
know them and want them to know us.
The value of being an Elk is both.individ-
ual and social. Every Elk is helped by
being an Elk and is placed in a position to
serve through the Order. The advantage is
equally evident, for every Elk has the oppor-
tunity of becoming a bigger man individu-
ally and of making through the Order a real
contribution to his city and country.
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spirit of mutual interest that many.Lodges
have taken up the work of rendering real
and tangible service to members whenever
the need for such service is required.” Every
Lodge has its own angle on the problem and
its own method of evolving the details.
Generally speaking, the Secretary acquaints
the membership by personal interviews,
letters or by announcement in the printed
Bulletin, with the past experience of the
person in need of assistance. Splendid co-
operation is by these means obtained from
those in a position to employ _men, and the
job and the man are, in the majority of cases,
brought together promptly and satisfac-

torily. All of which is praiseworthy. It is

to be anticipated that Lodges which have
Dot yet fully considered this important
subject will give it careful consideration in
the usual course.

35,000 Gift to the Salvation Army.
Each Member Assessed 85 in Addition

Youngstown (Ohio) Lodge, starting a
drive for the Salvation Army, votqd_ a gift
of $5,000 to the cause, and in addition as-
sessed each individual member $3, payab}e
at his option—cash ‘or equal settlement in
April and October of 1923. * God Bless the
Elks” was the comment made by the com-
mittee in charge and echoed by every poor
person who will share in the benefits. More-
over, the Lodge has organized an Elks’ teamto
take part in energizing and directing the drive.

Union Hill Clinic Established— .
World-famous Surgeon Treats Cripples

Union Hill (N. J.) Elks have establisht_:d,
in line with their Social and Community
Welfare Work, a clinic for crippled children.
John M. Bussow, Chairman of the Welfare
Committee, is supervisor and Dr. Abraham
Urevitz, also a member of Union Hill Lodge,
is physician in charge. The clinic is known
as “Union Hill Lodge of Elks’ Clinic for
Crippled Children” and is held every
Wednesday from ¢ A. M. until 12 noon. - A
large number of children are examined and
each case is diagnosed and treatment pre-
scribed and given by Dr. Urevitz and his
staff of assistants. Union Hill Lodge
recently had the honor of having the great
surgeon, Dr. Adolph Lorenz, visit the_cllmc.
Forty-eight children received attention at
his hands on that day. After the clinic
Dr. Lorenz was given a luncheon by the
members at which he voiced his appreciation
of the good work being done by the Elks of
Union Hill, and throughout the United
States. Joseph G. Buch, President of the
New Jersey State Association, who has been
interested in similar welfare work, was also
a2 guest of honor. At the present time,
Union Hill Clinic is taking care of cases from
Jersey City, Hoboken, Weehawken, Engle-
wood and other neighboring districts. It is
expected that the success of the Union Hill
Clinic will lcad to the establishment of
similar organizations in these and other
communities.

Good Fellows Get Together.
The Season of Banquet Glitter

Now recurs the season of banquet glitter,
when the Order of Elks yields itself to the
graces of commemorating an anniversary
historic in our annals and outstanding on
our calendar, or providing special honors
for the Grand Exalted Ruler or other emi-
nent Elks altogether worthy of distinguished
consideration; when good fellows are con-
vivially reminded to sit together and dine
on the fat of the land and revel to the

heart’s delight while our orators, specially
trainied for these present purposes, turn on
the flow and sparkle and eloquent inspira-
tions in acclaiming the splendid things the
Order has achieved, is achieving, and will
hereafter achieve. Usually before the eve-
ning ends, the toastmaster, with a few well-
chosen words, surprises a favorite guest with
a handsome testimonial, in which gift every-
body shares and takes pride. Toward the
conclusion, somebody starts the chorus to
confirm that “He’s a Jolly Good Fellow”
and a grand climax rolls its cadence heaven-
ward with the Elk hymn, “Should Auld
Acquaintance Be Forgot.” Whereupon,
each diner remarks to every other diner that
nobody ever had a better time in all his life.
Uniquely the Elk has a weakness for the
sociability of victuals served en masse style.
So beguiled is he by these opportunities
that he cheerfully defies the penalty of gout
or indigestion rather than miss them. This
year establishes a new record for agreeable
occasions of this character. Unmistakably
these events testify the stability and pros-
perity of the Order, the happiness that
pervades its fellowship and baptizes anew
the faithful at the Fountain of the Virtues.
Here’s to them, one and all. Like the brook
Tennyson sings about, may they “go on for-
ever.” Never must it be forgotten for an
instant that a serious purpose predominates
every Elk banquet. In a real and revealing
sense, these occasions are ceremonials con.
ducted with high regard for dignity and
decorum, finely flavored with merriment.

Many Vital Propositions
Under Committee Advisement

Acting with the approval of Grand
Exalted Ruler Masters, Chairman John F,
Malley called a meeting of the Committee
on Good of the Order, which was held in
New York City February 135-16. In ad-
dition to Chairman Malley, Judge John C.
Karel of Milwaukee, Wis., and Judge W. H.
Crum _of Springfield, Ill., constitute the
Committee. The meeting took the charac.
ter of an open hearing and listened to the
counsel and suggestions of those who have
given serious thought to the various propo-
sitions under advisement. Prospectively
the details embrace: (1) Junior Elk move-
ment; (2) Boy Scout activities; (3) Recrea-
tional Fields and Promotion of Athletics;
(4) Elk Scholarship Foundations; (3) Care
of children; (a) Should Elks establish a
home or homes in which the orphan or needy
children of Elks can be cared for after the
plan of the Elks National Home at Bedford,
Va.? (b) Should the work of Subordinate
Lodges for the benefit of children be made
uniform, or should the present situation of
different activities in different parts of the
country, regulated according to the peculiar
needs of respective districts, be approved
and encouraged? (c) Should Elks take up
the work of correctional surgery for crip-
pled children? (6) Should Elks take up
correctional and reconstructional work in
general? Intensive interest was exhibited
and much valuable advice was offered.

Grand Lodge Reunion of Old Timers.
Call Issued for Atlanta

At a Grand Lodge meeting (prior to 188 1),
the first six officers of each Subordinate
Lodge, viz.: Exalted Ruler, Esteemed
Leading Knight, Esteemed Loyal Knight,
Esteemed Lecturing Knight, Secretary and
Treasurer, were seated as members of the
Grand Lodge. Birmingham (Ala.) Lodge
is proud to claim three members of the
Grand Lodge under this former regulation.
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They are: Past Grand Exalted Ruler B.
M. Allen (Exalted Ruler); Capt. C. E.
Meglemery (Esteemed Loyal Knight), and
Harry W. English (Secretary). These gen-
tlemen were clected officers at the institution
of Birmingham Lodge, March 25. 1888.
When the membership increased. a resolu-
tion was adopted that discontinued seating
the first six members of Lodges. At present,
Mr. English is anxious to establish communi-
cation with each of these old mcmbers.of lh(f:
Grand Lodge as described, with a view 0(I
holding a reunion coincident with the Gran
Lodge meeting in Atlanta, Ga.. this com-.
ing July.

Elks Combine Fighting Forces
To Destroy Narcotic Menace

Many Lodges throughout the country
have either under advisement at this time
or have been spurred into action and.al'e
already on record with ringing .resomtlo'ns
denouncing the nefarious traffic in narcotu;s
and pledging their best cfforts to a dctfi c
mined movement to forever suppress “g
menace of opium, morphine, cocainc %nc
kindred destroying drugs. Chicago Lodg
took the lead 'in launching this rightcous
crusade. It proceeded upon a sugges}vgolﬂ
offered by the Social and Community l\ -e:
fare Committee acting upon_ a gencra T]l?c
struction issued by the Grand Lodge. r
response was instant. From far and n}?is
a spirit of revolt against the horror ds
grown and expanded and still Spr;,a le
rapidly until it would seem that the W ol
country has been aroused and defensnl;.c%
arrayed. Some recent ecvents have E?}?s
tened and solidified the momentum. re
at Yakima, Wash., and Portland, Orc.};t;‘n
among the latest acquisitions to the ﬁgP E
forces. All resolutions adopted urge lt?}jlsm
dent Harding to utilize every means W l'rhe
his power to suppress the Shame‘(; and
Program has the endorsement of il
Exalted Ruler Masters. Onc outstan ggg
feature of the plan set in action provi =
for an international conference th.a td“;ill
formulate and carry vigorously forw ay'rnt a
steps necessary to eradicate and pre\euar_
recurrence of the evil, not only in all q'vil-
ters of the United States but in 5‘" Clncc
ized countrics where the reform mﬂt(liethf:
can be made to reach and apply and ath
weak and misguided be saved from ded
and worse.

In Excess of a Million
San Francisco’s Plans

Plans for a thirteen-story Elks’ Home c‘;’:;l
Club-House, costing in excess of S'Loio’d e:
projected for San Francisco (Calif.) o‘ogns’
are under advisement. Recent accesst ons
in membership hastened conclusion tol I:‘.er
ceed without delay. As proposed, the lo e
or basement floor will accommodate st
Roman plunge, said to be the pret f:rst
salt water tank in the country. On the to
floor will be the main entrance leading >
the offices. The second floor is glVC]l'; en
tirely to Lodge-room purposes, the hall }?1115
one of the largest on the Pacific Coast, ain
ing clear floor space 30 x 70 feet. The maoo
floor and gallery of the Lodge will seat I,tz °
people. A fully equipped stage for en f -
tainments and a maple dancing-floor od
social diversions will make the combmi
Lodge area useful and popular. In t-'ﬁ
front of the building on the second floor wi
be a memorial hall. The gallery on the
Lodge floor will afford space for secretary’s
offices, ladies’ rest and accessories, including
the organ loft, projection_booth and musi-
cians’ quarters. The main lounging room
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in front and dining space will be located on
the third floor. On special occasions, the
entire third floor can be used in one suite.
On the fourth floor will be accommodations
for billiards, buffet and cards, lounging and
game rooms. From the fifth to the thir-

teenth floors, thirteen double bedrooms are.

to be placed on each floor, all being outside
rooms and with bath. The furnishings and
accessories will be the finest obtainable and
every detail will be faithfully carried out to
accomplish a maximum of comfort.

Toasting Their Leader,
Fourteen Lodges Join in Banquet

The fourteen Lodges comprising ' the
Pennsylvania North Céntral District ban-
queted Grand Exalted Ruler Masters at
Williamsport. The occasion was attended
by 400 members. District Deputy Howard
R. Davis officiated as toastmaster. There
was a sparkling flow of fellowship and many
responses that were enthusiastically ap-
plauded. Interest centered in the address of
the Grand Exalted Ruler who spoke as usual,
forcefully and persuasively. Mr. Masters
described some of the ambitions the Order
of Elks was striving to accomplish. Among
them he mentioned: Recreation Fields in
every community where there is an Elk
Lodge, Social Welfare Work embracing the
Big Brother movement, directing intensive
efforts toward preaching and teaching the
doctrines of Americanism, fostering Boy
Scout troups, helping to educate the rising
generation. At the conclusion, the fourteen
Lodges united in presenting the Grand
Exalted Ruler with a sterling silver tea
service accompanied by their compliments
and very best wishes. The Williamsport
Band and Glee Club enlivened with melodies
during the evening.

Plans Rapidly Maturing
For Omaha’s Club-house

Elks of Omaha (Neb.) are in high spirits
these days. Plans are rapidly maturing for
their fine Club-house which is in sight at
last. Bids have been received and opened.
It is estimated that the cost of construction
will figure close to the $1,000,000 mark.
Its actual work will begin shortly. The
fellowship of No. 39 confidently expects to
enjoy its house-warming within a year. The
occasion will be made historic within the
annals of the Order.

Phoenix Elks to Have
Attractive New Club-house

Phoenix (Ariz.) Lodge is out for a hand-
some new home building to cost approxi-
mately $400,000. Plans under considera-
tion call for a four-story structure. The
ground floor will be occupied with stores.
The remainder of the building will be de-
voted to club-rooms, restaurant, billiard
parlor, Lodge accommodations, and dormi-
tory. The Lodge-room on the fourth floor
will measure 65 x go feet and will be also
used for receptions, dances and banquets.
A roof garden is included in the plans.

President Murphy Advocates
Stanch Support of Elk Program

President John P. Murphy of the Minne-
sota State Elks Association, in making his
official visit to Minneapolis Lodge, stressed
the importance of every member getting
§tanchly_ together behind the Grand Lodge
in carrying forward the administration pur-
poses for the advancement of all interests.
In the course of his remarks, Mr. Murphy

referred to THE ELks MAGAZINE as un-
doubtedly the greatest of its kind any Elk
had ever seen, and easily the leader in the
field of fraternal publications. ’

Wyoming Organizes
“The Executive Council”

A meeting of the officers of the various
Wyoming Lodges was held at Cheyenne.
An organization was perfected to be known
as “The Executive Council,” to consist of
three- members from each Lodge—the
Exalted Ruler, the Secretary and either a
Past Exalted Ruler or the Chairman of the
Community Welfare Committee, according
to the choice of the several Lodges. These
officials are to meet annually, about the
first of September, for the purpose of propa-
gating the work of the Order and fur an
interchange of ideas. W. W. Slack, Secre-
tary of Casper Lodge, was chosen as Secre-
tary of the Executive Council. On account
of the great distances to be traveled between
Wyoming Lodges, it was not deemed practi-
cable or expedient to organize on the same
basis as other State Associations. “The
Executive Council ” will have the same ideals
and will accomplish the same good at con-
siderably less expense.

A Record to Command Admiration.
857,000 Raised by New York Lodge

In this feverish age, when the rush and

- crush of money-making pursuits seem to

expel almost every sentiment from the mind,
an unparalleled Elk event becomes highly
gratifying. When the Grand Lodge created
the Social and Community Welfare Com-
mittee, it brought into existence similar
Committees in Subordinate Lodges, sinewy
right arms acting in concert with the gl_'and
body. When the Christmas Committee
was appointed by New York Lodge No. 1,
Chairman A. F. Groll announced that in
providing for the necessary expense, the
Lodge Treasury would not be drawn upon
for a dollar and that the financing would be
provided along altogether original lines.

When Thomas W. Keene, the late trage-
dian, retired from office as first Exalted
Ruler of San Francisco Lodge, No. 3, he was
presented with a magnificent diamond-
studded Past Exalted Ruler’s jewel and later
bequeathed it to his daughter, Mrs. Edwin
Arden, who, years later, donated the jewel
to the Actors’ Fund to be contested for at
a bazaar held in aid of a worthy cause. The
fortunate member who won the jewel was
Samuel Lewis of New York Lodge. This
jewel remained in the possession of Mr.
Lewis until he generously gave it to help
increase the funds of the Social and Com-
munity Welfare Committee. And thus it
happened that from this source over 313,000
was raised and in so doing, the admirers of
Timothy Mara secured for him the valuable
trophy. A souvenir program, called the
Book of Gold, swelled the receipts by $10,-
ooco. By other ways and means and through
personal donations, a grand total of 857,000
was reached, and it must be remembered
that the Committee had started its work
without a dollar in pocket.

Eight thousand worthy poor children saw
the resplendent Christmas tree at the Home
on Christmas Day, and received gifts of
wearing apparel, toys, candies and endless
other good things. Over two thousand
unfortunate families received baskets full
of substantial Christmas provender or din-
ners. Checks varying from ten dollars to
one hundred dollars were sent as surprise
gifts to those whose names appear upon the
Lodge relief lists. After paying all expenses,

43

the Social and Community Welfare Com-
mittee had a surplus of over $30,000.

this amount, $20,000 was turned over to the
Lodge Treasury, to be held subject to the
requisition of the Committee. The Com-
mittee is developing plans for further good,
a Boys’ Camp being among the numerous
projections. The success of such under-
taking, under the auspices of the Committee
and the Lodge, has awakened great enthu-
siasm and beyond all doubt will inspire future
efforts along kindred lines.

American Legion Shows Its
Appreciation of Berkeley Elks

As a mark of their appreciation of Elk
support and hospitality, the officers and
members of the American Legion, Berkeley
(Calif.) Post No. 7, have presented Berkeley
Lodge with a bronze tablet inscribed to the
Elks of No. 1002.

Kansas Elks Project
Largest Office Building

Financial arrangements were recently
completed for a twelve-story office building
to cost $800,000 to be built by “ Wyandotte”’
(Kans.) Lodge in Kansas City, Kans. The
structure will stand on a tract of land 65 x
105 feet between Armstrong and Minnesota
Avenues. The three upper floors will be
used by the members, the space including a
roof garden and balcony. The ground floor
will be devoted to stores and the Iobby, while
the intervening eight floors will be for general
office use. This will be the loftiest office
building in Kansas City. Excavation for
the structure began in February.

Southern Lodges Extend
Invitations to Stop Over En Route

Savannah (Ga.) Lodge extends a hearty
invitation to all Elks to stop over in that
city, either on the way to Atlanta or on the
home-bound trip after the convention.
Memphis (Tenn.) Lodge also broadcasts a
similar invitation and promises a fine
reception to all members of the Order who
can arrange a visit. Open house and a
series of special entertainments will be in
order at both Lodges. Chattanooga (Tenn.)
Lodge will send Committees and bands to
meet and serenade all arriving trains, armed
with invitations to tarry awhile and enjoy
and be refreshed with the milk and honey of
Elk hospitality.

In the Old Kentucky Home
It Was a Gala Day for the Order

Louisville (Ky.) Lodge royally remem-
bered its thirty-ninth birthday, broke
ground for its $1,600,000 Home and enter-
tained Grand Exalted Ruler Masters, the
triple events successfully achieved within
the short span of a day. There was a
uniformed street parade and ritualistic
ceremonies that were elaborate and impres-
sively performed, at which time Chairman
Lewis formally received the deed to the
property and immediately affixed the con-
tract and issued orders that the work proceed
without delay. At the sumptuous dining
and dance which followed at the Seelbach,
there were oratorical pyrotechnics expressive
of the good cheer of the Order. MTr. Masters
voiced this thought: ‘‘Being Elks means
that we are Americans and try to make good
Americans of others by being good Ameri-
cans ourselves. Elks are not radical. They
know no complex plans. They stand solely
in support of the Government of the United
States and all its laws. They make their
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others, perhaps no man in the National cir-
cumference is more widely acquainted.
As he steps down and out this time, a dif-
ferent situation is faced. He retires upon
his own motion. That fact he asks you
to keep respectfully in mind. Listen again:
“Had I so desired I could have been re-
nominated and reelected without opposi-
tion,” which is his own guarantee for the
change that has come to pass. Almost we
were forgetting to mention that during
eight years of the total forty-six spent in
the House, Uncle Joe ruled as Speaker and
rapped with a wicked gavel.

AF TER this slight digression, Mr. Cannon
is entitled to resume discussion of the
Order of Elks. He had been thinking how
the Elks’ Club in Danville is going to relieve
the tedium of his empty hours after he quits
the spotlight, and trying to remember what
took place the night he was initiated, but
couldn’t. “All I recollect,” Uncle Joe
vaguely called to mind, “is that they had
a hilarious time and it must be I rode the
goat or did something like it. I know I
couldn’t dance because I stopped ‘shaking
a leg’ long before that and never cared a
tinker’s-what-do-you-call it about any ?f
the crazy new steps. By the way, I haven’t
attended Lodge as regularly as I should,
but there are excellent reasons that excuse
me, and I pay my dues every six months
and get my full money’s worth. I am no
life member—just a regular contributor.
Other Lodges, of course, have largerand more
expensive Club quarters, but, getting down
to specifications, there is none better any-
where than out in Danville, if any as good.
We have the best Elk Lodge that can be
found on the map. That’s the miracle
about every Elk Lodge I ever heard of—
every one of them is the best in the country.
It is the genius of the Order that constitutes
them that way. It was the spirit of fellow-
ship, the proof of real service, the not stop-
ping to haggle about expense when there
was real work pressing, that attracted my
fancy first of all. My friends in Danville,
leading citizens every one of them, were
members, and being something of a gregari-
ous sort of animal myself, I naturally flocked
with the birds of my own feather and have
been glad of it ever since. L
“Comprehending the Order of Elks in its
big and vital capacity, taking its National
measure as I have learned to know it, the
Elks are a great people and growing greater
all the time,” continued Unclc Joe, warming
to his theme. ‘‘They understand as few
others have the wit to do the fine art of
fellowship and the sources of true happiness.
Being patriotically an American Order, in-
valuable work is done by them and under
their direction in building up and standard-
izing a more loyal citizenship. It is an
inspiration to witness with your own eyes
the gallantry and fervid enthusiasm with
which the Order upholds and defends and
consecrates itself to the Flag and spreads
and inspirits the doctrine of Americanism.
“Looking to another phase of }he Elk
panorama, when it comes to lavishing gx.fts
upon the worthy poor (yet always with
intelligent prudence), to rolling the mil-
lennium a little nearer our door, the Order of
Elks is two-fisted in making every day
Christmas Day somehow for somebody
somewhere. Remembering the unfortunate
and rejoicing the hearts of little folks,
the Elks keep the angels working overtime
enfering names in their Books of Gold.
These splendid things the Order of Elks does
and much more; the things that need to be
done with altruistic spirit and out of a chest
flowing with silver. Such things I tell you

can no more be kept a secret than you could
stop the sun from shining. As often as the
big and needful requires attention, you can
depend on the Elks to make a good job of it.

“To my way of thinking—and I know
I am right—the Golden Rule is the Elk
Magna Charta,” continued Uncle Joe,
focusing his thought upon the point. “Than
right now there never was more acute neces-
sity for observance of that Golden Rule by
everybody everywhere. In times of stress,
our safety is in sticking tight to the Golden
Rule. It fills me with pride to know that
the Golden Rule is an article of Elk faith.
Undoubtedly it is the greatest lesson in
morals and Brotherhood that ever resounded
in the language. It embraces all creation
and yet is as simple and easily comprehen-
sible as the mind of a child. It teaches all
that is fair and square and noblest between
men and Nations, in business, in politics
and all responsibilities.

“What has the Order of Elks meant in
my life?” pursued Uncle Joe, repeating
a question, put to him by Mr. Rodenberg.
“Just this: sunshine and lots of it, sowing
seeds of kindness and reaping the harvest
in happiness.

*“Furthermore, to me it has seemed that
the cultivation of sociability was typically
characteristic of the Elk. When you know
a man and understand him, there is less
chance of quarreling with him. You get to
realize his point of view. Sociability is a
civilizing, educating, uplifting influence.
This life of ours would be miserably deso-
late without that elixir of sociability that
makes you ready and keen to shake hands
and wish bushels of good luck to all the
world and mean it every word and out of the
heart. Under Elk sunshine and in the evo-
lution of every-day affairs, many hundreds
and thousands of noble friendships have
been ripened and sweetened and brought
forth good gifts. A joke beats a grouch any
day in every market of the world. You can
bet your bottom dollar on that dope.” And
Mr. Cannon took out a cigar and suggested
the “loan” of a match.

“ ANOTHER essential I won’t preach
about, but which appeals strongly to
me,” Uncle Joe was kindling anew, *“Is the
breadth and liberality and wide-inclusiveness
of the religion of the Order. Take them as
they come, Jew and Gentile, Protestant and
Catholic, every man of them stands erect
and equal on a common footing in the pres-
ence of the Bible and the Flag that invest
the altar with solemnity, the single test and
qualifying factor being belief in a Supreme
Being. All theologies are unified in that
satisfying Elk. creed. There never arises
an argument after that as to where the ex-
emplary man goes in the hereafter and how
finally he gets to Heaven, I suppose. It is
still another reaction of the infectious elbow
touch within the ranks, the universality of
the address to right living and right think-
ing under the graces of fellowship and the
mellow-wine influence of Brotherhood.”
Mr. Cannon next occupied his attention
for a few moments considering a different
view-point, and commented: ‘‘Elks, or any
great organization of normal men, can assist
the country back to prosperity conditions
by cooperating along old-fashioned lines of
optimistic business and cheerful cfforts just
as though Kingdom-Come were already here
and not dallying somewhere in the distant
future. I have all my life considered hard
work as the great stabilizer of society and
the best comforter of the human being ever
invented. So far as I have known, work is
the one thing that distinguishes man from
the rest of creation. The Creator rested
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from his labors and commanded man to
‘replenish the earth and subdue it.” That
is the command to-day the same as it was
in the beginning. Man has been subduing
the earth until it seems as though he had
almost finished the job. The present
troubles, ominous as they appear, are but
fly specks by comparison. In a few years
normal man will laugh at the absurdity
and buckle down to business without wast-
ing much more time over present tendencies
toward demoralization. Elks preeminently
are blessed with the qualities to lead the
parade back along the paths of safety and
security.

“Perhaps the one characteristic that
pleases me most about the Order,” was
Uncle Joe’s further observation, ‘‘is that it
has no secrets, no signs and passwords to
forget. So far as I know, a meeting of Elks
could be held in public and the whole pop-
ulation invited. Do right, lend a hand,
love your fellow-man, honor American insti-
tutions and ideals to the limit. That
makes you an Elk whether or not you
joined in conformity with the Ritual cere-
mony.

“In my judgment, coming straight to the
heart and meat of it, nothing more important
can be done for our country at this time
than to arouse the public mind over the
practical advantages of the American
standard of government. In the preva-
lence of unrest, our perpetuity and the hope
and salvation of the world, depend in large
part upon our happy homogeneity. An-
other consideration—and this isn’t boasting
either without cause—there is no single
agency in operation to-day and about which
I am informed, that is more resourcefully
prepared for real results along patriotic
lines then the American Order of Elks.
By what arts or energies these results are
to be accomplished, it is not for me to fore-
tell, but it is prophetic to me that the Elk
dynamics and ingenuities bave never stum-
bled, have never failed to realize every task
set for their conquest. In all emergencies,
the wisdom of our leaders has proven in.
finitely dependable. In years formerly
when unrest was sporadic and nothing like
so aggravated, the Grand Army of the Re.
public served a high and mighty purpose 55
an exponent of -the Flag and Freedom apq
National supremacy. As the Grand Army
of the Republic gradually dwindles anqg dis-
appears down the slope, the Order of )"~
arrives to step into the ranks and take its
place and lift up _the shield. I 2Specia))
commend the activity of the Elks in Puttip,
American ideals in the hearts and mipgg of
the youth of America. Activity like thi
quickens the National pride. Seedg 0‘;‘
patriotism planted in the mind of the o
ripen patriotism in the soul of the mag
Besides, we have in this country so many
foreign born who require to be fused in thsé
melting pot and schooled into Tepresenty.
tive citizenship. Already we have done
gloriously much. Let us be prepared to go
forward still further.” .

Mr. Rodenberg was deeply Interested
and asked Mr. Cannon another Questiop,
His inquiry was: “With your understand.
ing of conditions prevailing at present at
home and abroad, what is your thought and
recommendation as to some greater service
the Order of Elks can perform for
humanity?” .

Quick as a flash, Uncle Jo‘e‘ was on his
mental toes and made reply: Clc;ntmu% to
carry on what they are doing. hI?OSSI le,
do more and more of the same thing. Icg
possible again, enlarge upon the scopea an
increase the effectiveness and speed up
results.”
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Having delivered his compliments thus
fervently as to his Elk brotherhood, and
with a host of reminders stirring all the
while within, and with old friends dropping
by almost continuously to wish him God-
speed. what more natural during his parting
days than that Mr. Cannon’s thoughts
should go revisiting some of the flower
fields of the past upon which he delights to
dwell. He strayed in memory once more
to the scenes when he reached his eightieth
birthday and the House took a day off to
help him celebrate. Another similar House
party was dated on January 29, 1920,
when Mr Cannon gained the distinction
of the longest service on record and humor-
ously referred to the observance asa “* wake.”
It is pertinent to recall that he saw service
under Presidents Grant, Hayes, Garfield,
Arthur, Cleveland, Harrison, McKinley,
Roosevelt, Taft, Wilson and Harding, and
played his man’s part of leadership in all the
great dramas for which the period was re-
nowned, and never shirked a responsibility.

The year 1873 that introduced Uncle Joe
to Washington, was characterized by other
memorable events. The stars in their
courses were out to establish more records
than for Mr. Cannon. Vesuvius was in
violent eruption that year. The German
Empire and the French Republic were both
organized. In Porto Rico slaves were
emancipated. Australia was connected with

the rest of the world by cable. There was
the devastation of the great.Boston fire.
The Geneva award of the Alabama Claim
was made. History was on a rampage.

As for the mottoes and such matters that
have influenced Mr. Cannon’s life, mainly
these have been borrowed from the Bible,
which book, during his adolescence and
because other books were scarce and hard
to get, he read with industry and under-
standing. Illustrating his apt readiness
with Biblical quotations, - Mr. Cannon’s
secretary for more than thirty years, Mr.
L. W. Busby, relates this: “It wasata Grid-
iron dinner and a fortune teller was making
merry for the guests. ‘I seem to see the
prophet Ezekiel here in the room with us,’
the fortune teller pretended and thereupon
paused impressively. = Shortly afterward, a
confederate, approaching the back of his
chair, indicated Mr. Cannon as the man

reincarnating the role of Ezekiel, by placing:.-

both hands on his shoulder. ‘That is
where you are wrong,’ sparkled Mr. Cannon,
in retort, and jumping to his feet. ‘Ezekiel
was driven into exile and stayed there. I
have come back.’ ” .
Since the time of his maiden speech in
the House, gesturing has always been an
accessory of eloquence in Mr. Cannons
style of oratory. Without the sweep of his
gestures, he would appear, almost wordless.
Once when John G. Carlisle was Speaker
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(Mr. Cannon tells this on himself) “Sunset”’
Cox had the floor. Uncle Joe sought to
interrupt Mr. Cox and requested the privi-
lege of the floor.- .

“Jf the Gentleman from Illinois,” an-
swered Mr. Cox,““will put his hands in his
pockets, I will cheerfully yield the floor to
him so long as he keeps them there.” Im-
mediately up rose Uncle Joe, sure of his -
self-control. He immersed his hands deep
into his pockets, but alas! The very next
minute they were out again and describing
every circle known to higher geometry-

-Down came the Speaker’s gavel with a thud.

The gentleman’s time has expired.” Amid
gales of laughter, Mr. Cannon, caught red-
handed in the transgression, subsided.

O HERE'’S a hearty hand-shake and 2
good-by and safe journey, and hallowed
associations to Uncle Joe returned to Dan-
ville and fraternizing with the Elks. Con-
gress and the country will miss him more
than they know. At his zenith, he packed
a nasty wallop and loved a fight but scorned
to hit in the clinches; and now withal, in
the serenity of -his better discretion, he
becomes a cooing dove of peace. His im-
perishable cigar will never go out or lose its
fragrance. Cartoons of him will no longer
provide our matutinal refreshment. Notin
many a day shall we look upon his like again
amid the haunts of Washington.

Established By The Record

Elk Tooth Never an Oﬁcial Emblem

S A MATTER of official record and
for the purpose of effectually dispos-
ing of certain allegations, here and

there circulated by the carcless and unknow-
ing, it can be stated upon unimpeachable
authority, once and for all. that at no time
has the elk tooth ever been authorized, or
recognized, in whole or in any part, as an
emblem or symbol representing the Order
of Elks; but that exactly the reverse is the
fact and that any attempted misuse of the
elk tooth as such emblem has been discour-
aged in every way (by reports and recom-
mendations adopted by the Grand Lodge),
and that such discouragement has been
repeatedly reaffirmed during the twenty
years or so intervening since mention was
first recorded of the matter.

The only official emblem, recognized by
the Grand Lodge, copyrighted and pro-
tected, is the device reproduced every month
on the cover of this magazine.

Recalling and reviewing this long-contin-
ued and voluminous chapter of our history,
it is established that the Elk member, actu-
ated by a sense of pride and duty and as a
matter of conscience, has made it an absolute
condition that no opportunity for helpful
service toward the protection and preserva-
tion of the animal elk has ever been neglected
through any dereliction on his part. Instead
of creating a market for the sale of elk teeth
within the Order of Elks, the situation has
been exactly the reverse. For these things,
the Elk expects no special credit, but he does
object to any misrepresentation bordering on
1njustice.

Since the beginning, various committees
have been making researches and reporting
their findings of facts and the Grand Lodge
has been adopting remedial resolutions. In
seeking to encompass the care of the elk,
every forward step taken has been beset
with more or less difficulty. There have been

conflicting view-points to reconcile between
State and National governments; Congress
did nothing because Congress, -according to
its lights, failed to recognize urgent require-
ments for so doing; there have been varying
opinions as to the wisest methods to be
adopted; contrary opinions have delayed
and defeated action at Washington, no mat-
ter how strongly advocated by Elk Lodges
and successive Grand Exalted Rulers; there
have been failures of appropriations to pro-
vide against starvation by the wholesale.
Wherever possible, such deficits have been
made good as a privilege by the Elks. Un-
fortunately, starvation has been a prolific
cause of disappearance among the herds; this,
coupled with the decimation by wolves and
other predatory animals and influenced, log-
ically, by the constant encroachment of
civilization.

By means of memorializing Congress and
multiplying other efforts and enterprises,
there have resulted certain practical advan-
tages. The count of the elk has remained
reasonably the same for several years.
Appropriations are now made for winter
feeding. Game preserves, or game sanctu-
aries, now provide protection. But the
licensed hunter is still abroad in the land.
Wolves are a. constant menace, and there
have been other thwarting circumstances.
If proof were required to complete the case,
it would be interesting to recall that in the
same period of time the neighboring antelope
has decreased in numbers even more rapidly
than the elk, and yet no part of that beautiful
animal is exploited by members of any fra-
ternal organization. .

As an outside testimony, directly bearing
upon the discussion and paying tribute to
the Order of Elks, we quote from the report
of J. W. Nelson, representing the Depart-
ment of the Interior as a member of the
United States Forest Service, and reported

to the Grand Lodge by courtesy of Past
Grand Exalted Ruler Henry A. Melvin, as
follows: *“The Benevolent and Protective
Order of Elks has been of great assistance in
investigating conditions on the elk ranges,
in memorializing Congress to provide the
purpose of feeding stations and in refuting
the fictitious idea that the elk tooth was an
emblem of the Order. Local Lodges and in-
dividual members have assisted in securing
protective State legislation, and have ren-
dered assistance in many ways.”

THUS of invidious and unseemly report,
nothing remains to impugn Elk motives
or to hold the Elk responsible in any account-
ing for a slaughter wantonly cenducted, as
improperly reported, to supply elk teeth to
be worn as emblems. A pertinent fact in this
connection is that in those remote sections
where teeth are occasionally worn (ncver as
lawful emblems) the handsomest specimens
are admitted to be celluloid imitation.
Again, in an earlier day, the graves of In-
dian chieftains were opened to recover
elk teeth buried in blankets with the
bodies. The effect of such burial in blank-
ets was to color the teeth variously and
in a manner supposed to add to their
attractiveness. At most, Elks who exhibit
elk teeth have never been more than a
small and scattering handful of a decreas-
ing minority.

Returning to the main question, the elk
tooth is not and never was an emblem of the
Order of Elks or any part of the same.
That fact of itself settles the issue beyond
controversy and establishes the Elk upon
high ground where he rightfully belongs, as
resourceful and protecting friend always and
never the destroying enemy of the animal
elk. More than anybody else the Elk would
guard the elk securely for all time to come
from all its enemies.
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GLENDALE LODGE No. 1289 surprised
its neighbors in 1917 by erecting one of
the handsomest homes in the state when it
was thought the financing of new clubhouses
was impossible. Since, its growth has been
so marked that the property immediately in
the rear of its present home has been pur-
chased. On this property, which gives them
an additional frontage of 8o feet and depth
of 143 they propose to erect a building con-
nected with their present quarters, the upper
story of which will contain a large, adéquate
and” well-equipped . lodge-room, and - the
lower floor will be either an entertainment
hall or fully equipped theater.  -Their
present lodge-room would then - become
their billiard room, etc. T
. Pomona Lodge No. 789 has attained a
membership too large for its present three-
story home, and has -purchased a large
corner lot almost directly opposite their
present quarters, and will erect a magnificent
~ home in the near future.

Huntington Park Lodge No. 1415 has
given the contract for the crection of a two-
_story building on its main business street,
Pacific Boulevard. .

Monrovia Lodge No. 1427, the youngest
Lodge in the county, having been instituted
but slightly over a year ago, recéntly fur-
nished and occupied attractive rented
quarters They also celebrated the visit of

the D. D. G. E. R., Dr. Frank V. Cason, -

on December 11, by burning the first mort-
gage note on a building site purchased about
six months ago. :

Redondo Beach Lodge No. 1378 has the
unique record of owning its own home when
instituted, about three years ago. Its pre-
liminary organization committee arranged
for the purchase of a building, which was
remodelled and occupied exclusively within
a few weeks after institution.

Alhambra Lodge No. 1328 is a rapidly
growing Lodge in a fast growing community.

. _Candidates for

THREE Subordinate Lodges have au-
thorized announcement of the follow-
ing candidacies for Grand Lodge offices to
be filled - at the annual Grand Lodge
meeting to be held in Atlanta next July:.

Watertown (S. D.) Lodge Presents
James G. McFarland for Grand
Exalted Ruler

Watertown (S. D.) Lodge No. 838, has
indorsed and presented for the office of
Grand Exalted Ruler James G. McFar-
land. Mr. McFarland was initiated in
Watertown Lodge, February 18, 1907. He
was elected Esteemed Lecturing Knight,
1907-1908; Esteemed Loyal Knight, 1908-
1909; Esteemed Leading Knight, rgog-1910;
Exalted Ruler, 1910-1911; appointed Dis-
trict Deputy Grand Exalted Ruler under
Grand Exalted Ruler John P. Sullivan,
1971-1912; member of the Grand Lodge
Committee on Judiciary, 1913-1914; Chair-
man Committee on Distribution at Los
Angeles, 1915; reappointed member of the
Grand Lodge Committee on Judiciary,
1915-1916-1917~1918; appointed member
of Grand Forum in July, 1918; resigned from
Grand Forum and again appointed Chair-
man of the Grand Lodge Committee on
Judiciary  (October), 1919-1920; reap-
pointed Chairman the same Committee,
19211022,

They occupy rented quarters, which they
have furnished attractively, but have plans

in development stages for a home of their '

own, which will probably be located near
the business section, but devoted wholly to
Lodge, club and entertainment purposes.
Whittier Lodge is in a thriving condition,
and has ambitious plans for the future.
In San Bernardino County there are three
Lodges: San Bernardino, Redlands and
Ontario. The latter, No. 1419, although
but a little over a year old, has purchased
a site at Euclid and Fourth Avenues and
is arranging a bond issue to cover "the
erection of a permanent home on the

property.

SAN BERNARDINO, No. 836, the strong-
2 est Lodge numerically in its jurisdiction
with 1435 members, is located in a rapidly
growing inland city of 25,000 population.
Its home is of strictly mission type,
and artistically planned. ‘‘Home effects”
have been skilfully worked out. Its main
building was erected in 1908 at a cost of
$35,000, and furnished .at a cost of $10,000.
In 1915 a large gymnasium was erected on
the rear of the lot, costing furnished $37,000.
This is a very complete establishment,
with bowling alleys, handball courts, gym
floor, baths, etc. During the past year over
$16,000 has been expended in remodelling
the Lodge and club rooms, and an addi-
tional $3,000 in additions t6 the gym. This
wonderful home occupies 134 acres of ground
with a frontage of 212 feet on one -of the
main streets of the city, only a block and a
half from the recognized commercial center
of the city. )

Redlands Lodge No. 583, erected a few
years ago, is one of the handsomest and con-
venient clubhouses in the state, providing
amply for the splendid growth the Lodge
has made.

Riverside and San Diego counties each

e
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" In proposing Mr. McFarland and dis-
cussing his Elk activities, Watertown Lodge
ptoceeds to say: ‘“His continuance in these
important offices indicates' his ability and
leadership and the confidence reposed in him
by successive ‘Grand Exalted Rulers who
have so brilliantly guided the affairs of the
Order in recent years.”

In professional life Mr. McFarland enjoys
high standing. He was born at Dubuque,
Towa, October 26, 1880. The University of
Wisconsin conferred upon him the degrees of
Bachelor of Arts and Bachelor of Laws. In
1604 he entered upon the practice of law in
the States of Wisconsin and Iowa and has
since earned reputation as a leader in his
profession. The announcement promul-
gated by Watertown Lodge further says of
Mr. McFarland: ‘“He served as Major
and Judge Advocate General of the South
Dakota National Guard for eight years
and as a member of the Legislature from
1913 to 1913. He is married and has two
sons.”

Grand Rapids (Mich.) Lodge
Presents Jghn K. Burch for Grand
Treasurer

Grand Rapids (Mich.) Lodge No. 48
announces the candidacy of John K. Burch

for the office of Grand Treasurer.
Mr. Burch has served as Exalted Ruler

49

have a Lodge located in its county seat and
principal city.-

Although' Riverside Lodge No. 643 has a
splendid home in the center of the city, it
has plans rapidly maturing for a larger and
more commodious establishment, which will
include a swimming tank, and gymnasium.

San Diego No. 168, located in the second
largest city of Southern California, has an
unusually strong Lodge, and a beautiful
home exactly in the center of the city, so
much so that the Chamber of Commerce of
the city occupies part of it. It, too, has a
Building Committee at work, as its rapidly
increasing membership is crowding them.
Their present property has become so valu-
able that their financial problems would be
nil should they decide to sell their present
home and build elsewhere with the proceeds.
In Imperial County, Imperial Valley,
there are three Lodges, El Centro, Brawley
-and Calexico:- El Centro now has a building
committee at work, and will have plans out
very soon for a $100,000 building, including
athletic features, dormitories, large lodge-
room, jinks room, etc. Brawley and
Calexico have committees at work, but are
not prepared to make any announcements
at this time.

RANGE COUNTY has two of the most
prosperous Lodges in the state, Santa
Ana and Anaheim, each with around a thou-
sand members and beautiful, modern homes
used exclusively by the Lodge. Santa Ana’s
occupies nearly a half block in the center of
the city, amid its civic buildings. Improve-
ments to the extent of $18,000 have just
been completed, including the remodelling
of the lodge-room. The Anaheim home,
the newest and- handsomest of the entire
-Southland,-is-within' two or three blocks of
the center of business and contains prac-
tigal.:ly everything 'a modern club could
wish.

Grand Lodge Offices

of Grand Rapids Lodge for three years,
he is now serving his seventh year as a
member of the Board of Trustees, of which
board he is Chairman; he has held office
and been active in the State Association of

‘Michigan-and has been a member of the

Grand Lodge for many years.

Quoting from the announcement made by
Grand Rapids Lodge in submitting the can-
didacy of Mr. Burch: * His record in business
is one of success and achievement; his quali-
fications as a man and Elk are unquestioned;
he has taken a leading part in municipal
affairs and his patriotism and loyalty to
country are matters of public record. He
has given .liberally of his time and money
to the poor and needy and he has served
his Lodge long and well.”

East St. Louis (Ill.) Presents
Louis Boismenue for Grand Trustee

As a candidate for Grand Trustee, East
St. Louis (Il.) Lodge No. 664 presents
the name of Louis Boismenue. In so do-
ing the statement is attested that he ably
filled the office of Exalted Ruler of his
Lodge for two terms; has served as Presi-
dent of the Illinois State Association; has
served the Grand Lodge for two terms as
Chairman of its Auditing Committee, and is
eminently qualified for the duties of the high
office his Lodge now seeks in his bebslf.
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Reverend Pendlébilry’s Past

(Continued from page 11)

touched a card, it might be enough to damn

i Men like Luke Cobb and Job Sanderson
were as rigid as granite shafts; they were just
men, but they were hard men. Supﬁ?sse he
did have to leave our church? At age,
and with that charge against him, who would
take him? What would become of him?

I had finished with my lamps. I went to the
window and looked out. Very faintly I could
see the snow-whitened steeple of the church
down the valley—his church, that he had built
for us. Then, on the road, I saw a moving
smudge. It came nearer; it was Cephas Bon-
ner in his cutter, his old mare plod_dmg home-
ward.

I saw him clamber from his sleigh and stump
up my path. He exploded into my kitchen,
breathless, his eyes so lit with excitement that
they were bright as new dimes.

‘“Elder ”

“What is it, Cephas?” .

He tumbled out the words as if he were
anxious to get rid of them. - L

‘“Bad news! Old Simon Middlemass is going
to move to Florida, and is selling all his holdings
here.”

“Well, what of that?”

“Plenty. Last night he sold the church’s
note for thirteen thousand dollars to Jesse
Hornbeck!”’

*“Good Lord! He didn’t do that?”

“Yes, he did, the old devil. And elder, »

“What?”

“Job Sanderson asked me to tell you that
there will be a special meeting of the elders and
deacons at the minister’s house to-night at
eight. That rumor has got too strong, I
reckon.”

WE GATHERED a little before eight in the
threadbare study of the Reverend Pendle-
bury. There were six of us, three elders and
three deacons. At the head of the table sat
Job Sanderson, first elder, a huge, grizzled man,
with a long-jawed, gaunt, horse-like face, and
somber eyes. He was a man who'd rather
freeze to death by inches than owe any man a
penny, or cheat 2 man out of a penny. Next
to him sat Luke Cobb, second elder, bald and
bearded and austere. I sat at Job’s left hand,
the youngest of the elders; I was nervous and
worried. Deacon Bogardus, with cheeks like
the pippins he raised, overflowed one of the
horsehair chairs; then came Deacon Fuller,
almost lost in his whiskers, a patriarch of a man
whose wooden leg dated from Shiloh; and
finally, at the foot of the table, sat Deacon Peck,
choked vermillion by an unwonted stiff collar,
which, however, was innocent of necktie; he
looked even more grave than he did when he
read the ritual at lodge meetings, and that was
very grave indeed. We were distinctly not a
jolly gathering. Lo

“Gentlemen,” said Job Sanderson, jerking
ceilingward a hairy thumb, “he’s up-stairs in
his bedroom, waiting for us to send for hm’1.
If he’s heard this story that we've all heqrd, he’s
given no sign. Some folks around this town
agpear to believe it. We've got to do something
about it—give him a clean bill of health, or a
vote of confidence or something——" . .

“We might ask him if it’s true first,” put in
Luke Cobb, dryly.

T stood up. o

“I'm ashamed to be here,” I said. “Our
Presence on such a mission is an insult to that
good man up-stairs. The story’s a lie; a child
could tell that. Rev. Daniel Pendlebury was
never any more a gambler than you were, Job
Sanderson, or you, Luke Cobb. We've got
enough on our hands as it is, I guess. Do you
know that to-day is the fifteenth of the month
and that the note falls due? Simon Middlemass
agreed that he would renew it. But the note
isn’t his property now. It belongs to Jesse
Hornbeck. Do you think he’ll renew it

‘“He hasn’t made a move not to,” said Deacon
Peck.

‘““But suppose he won’t, what then?” I asked.
“At the end of to-day—at twelve midnight—
he has a right to take over the church property.
I asked Judge Easterly on the way down. Yes,
sir, we’ve got a bigger problem on our hands than

a winter rumor. Do any of you happen to have
irteen thousand dollars on you?”

Job Sanderson reflectively rasped his thumb
along his stubbled jaw.

“I reckon we all know about that note,” he
said, slowly, “and I reckon we all know what
we can expect from Jesse Hornbeck. I, for
one, was awake all Jast night, praying and
meditating; but I didn’t see any way clear to
getting thirteen thousand dollars.”

He pronounced that sum almost reverently,

as if so much money could only be mentioned
with res§>ect.

“But,” he went on, “I reckon it would be
almost better to have no church at all, than to

have one whose minister is accused of being an
ex-gambler.”

I was on my feet at once, speaking indignantly.
. “Job S&;lgae:soni:; Il'lsaid, “now you’rg calliryg
names. ng ave you to say w
just did? What proof—x' Y what you

‘“Easy, elder, easy,” he said. “1
man to judge any man without a fair
confident Reverend Pen
self of this charge.
tainly hope he can.”

“ Then why go any further with this miserable
Rusmess?” I asked, before he could go on.
What grounds have we for even suggesting
Reverend Pendlebury had a past?”

_“My brother Matt,” said Luke Cobb in his
h, nasal tenor, “ain’t exactly a fool. I ad-

mit he started the story, b f
Nomy Start e h ry, before he went back to

: e remembers his Klondike
S:glin?l];: tlh)qy Wasd gesterdra;y and he says he

rs Diamond Ste i i
Reverend” porgond ver Paige, too. Tadmit

don’t i
like no gambler butlzdid “omcuct Dimselt

- You ever notice the
way he Elcks up the little cards with the choir
an:;‘l 1E}a‘x)b"ath ool announcements on them?”

(‘WC‘H, he shuffles ‘em ,
out exactly like th, and then fans ’em

ctly like they was a hand i
Luke said this with a triumphant air.a ¢ cards

«© ) - .
Pecl]zy thunder, that’s s0,” admitted Deacon

m not the
Lo tliia.l. I'm
lebury can clear him-
I think he can and I cer-

B ——
e o, Lot Just lay e dont il a oot
down, onec at a time.” = - He deals ‘em
1 s ey M b of schul i
e o —adk s
it e, T T
that meant a fight. ’ re faking sides;

. “Well,” said Job Sanderson in his -
siding voice, “that’s neither here, thergi'i?r’ 3;2_
where. T reckon the best thing for us to do is
call him down, tell him what we've heard, then

't:gusal.l}lrr.x’l’ we don’t believe 1t, and see what he hag
BEFORE any one could ob

. had moved to the door,
stairs.

“Op, Mr. Pendlebury, would you mind
stegpmg down here a minutep”

n the stairs we heard the brisk, uneven tap
of his limp; the Reverend Pendlebury came in
smiling. T felt like a dog. I think the others
did, too.

“At your service, gentlemen,” he said. Then
he stood, straight as a marine at attention, wait-
ing for us to speak. 1 had not thought that
Job Sanderson had anything resembling a blysh
in his case-hardened system, but he had, for his
wind-browned face flushed and he fumbled
about with his words.

“Well, you see, now, Reverend,” he began,
“there wasn’t anything very special. Byt—*’
he grew even redder—“we've been sort of
hearing things lately; of course we don’t take
any stock in them, but we feel that something
ought to be done to—to put the kibosh on them,
as the boys say. We thought it might be a good
idea to sort of talk things over—not that any

ject his heavy frame
and he called up the
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- of us believes what we've heard—so—" He

stopped and traced patterns with his thumb nail
on the study table.’
Still smiling, the Reverend Pendlebury spoke,
facing Job and all of us. .
“There, there Job, you’ve no rcason to be
flustered. You're doing your duty. I know
what you mean. Don’t think I haven’t heard
the talk that’s been going round about me.
Don’t think I haven’t felt it. I think you do
right in coming here, like this. A church and
its good name are more important than any one
man. But before I say anything further abol’lt
this story you've heard, I really think we'd
better talk about that note. I've worricd about
it all day. It’s more pressing than the other
thing.” .
He drew out his dollar watch, and looked atit.
“Eight seventeen,” he said, “I think

A SERIES of loud raps, needlessly loud raps,
on the front door made him stop. Deacon
Peck opened the door. Into the room came a
lanky, long-nosed, youngish man, Roy 5‘“'3‘?
doer of odd and dirty jobs for Jesse Hornbeck.
A half smile turned down the corners of his thin
lips. - We all stiffened hastily in our chairs.

“Well?”’ said Job Sanderson, curtly. h

Roy Siller tossed his cigarette butt into the
open fireplace, took a seat, without u}vntatlont,
surveyed our gloom-ridden faces with grea
deliberation, then drawled: . t-

“Evenin’, gents. I called about a little ma ;
ter of 2 note owed by the church as party °f
the first part, to Mr. Jesse Hornbeck, party l°
the second part. Of course, I'm a bit egr)g
You've got till twelve, if you want to stan ]° 4
your legal rights. But I thought you 'd be gl?le
to pay now so we can all go home. T'll trou "
you to hand over thirteen thousand in Cssto’
and then I'll give you the note and the dec Poi
the church property you executed when ¥
made the note.” . ket:

He tapped a long envelope in his coat POCl ]‘; .
I remember the suit he wore well; it was h) ve
with white stripes and, I suppose, could ha g
been described as “snappy.” Job _Sﬂndcrb}?nto
face was black; he was opening his m°‘]t n
say something to Roy Siller when the Revere
Pendlebury spoke. " id

“Thank you for coming, Mr. Siller, *,w}j“ o
in his level tone. “Of course, if we don tH ‘:_g_
pen to have the money at this time, Mr. Tm

eck will be kind enough to extend the note,
sure.” hoke

“Oh, are you?” My fingers itched to ¢ qve
the gloat out of Siller’s voice. *‘Well, Yo‘éers
got another think comin’, dominie. My or
were to get the money.”

::%nd if you dlo not get it?”

ay up or close up. .

“Don’t you think if T saw Mr. Hornbeck and
had a talk” with him " . «ed

‘“Not a chance, dominie,” cut in Siller. s
be a waste of breath. Jessc Hornbeck mﬁ“ve
business. He ain’t forgot the cracks that tahis
been made about him by some people in )
town”—he looked pointedly round the ta.b,e;;
“and now that he’s in the saddle, he’s goin r
ride. He said to tell you you could bet you
bottom dollar on that.” ! “jn

“But,” said the Reverend Pendlebury, ; q
time we could pay. What possible good wou .
it do him to take over the ?ropert)r’? What us
could he make of a church?” . d

Roy Siller lit another cigarette, discharge
blue smoke from his long nose, and smiled,
wryly. Plainly he was enjoying himself. wthat

“I guess you ain’t heard,” he said, thl‘]’
Jesse Hornbeck bought a franchise in t] ¢
Marcus-Gruber Burlesque Circuit when he
found he was probably goin’ to have a swell site
for a theater.” L.

Job Sanderson rose up from his chair, his body
and voice quivering with wrath.

“You damnable jackal,” he cried, ‘“do you
mean to say that Hornbeck is gcing to turn
the house of the Lord into a burlesque show?

Siller shrugged his shoulders. A

“It will be his property, I reckon,” he said,
with a touch of bellicosity, “and I guess he can
do what he damn well pleases with it.” .

Job Sanderson seemed about to throttle him
but the Reverend Pendlebury ste ped between
them and laid his hand on Job’s thick arm.

“It’s no use, Job,” he said. “The law is on
his side. I signed the note in the name of the

(Continued on page 54)






































































