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_greater fraternal activity.

Personalities and Appreciations

Recording Our First Anniversary

ITH this issue, your magazine enters upon the
second year of its life. You have received
twelve numbers, each, we believe you will agree,

an improvement over its predecessor. For the twelve
months to come we pledge you a magazine of increasing
merit, a magazine worth more not alone from the stand-

- point of entertainment and information, but from the

important standpoint of practical usefulness.

When the first number of this magazine appeared
last June it was received with acclaim. Letters
literally poured in from Elks all over the country
saying how surprisingly it had exceeded their expecta-
tions. Other publishers expressed al surprise that
we had been able, in a comparati\fgl;- short time, to
launch so professional a publication right at the start.
It is not our aim here to dwell on this point, nor to

-try to make too great a virtue of having fulfilled our

promise as best we could.
‘What we want you to know is that we who are en-

" trusted with the making of your magazine regard the

first year’s accomplishment with anything but com-
lacence. We take pride in it, of course, just as Robert
ulton took pride in his first steamboat, or Mr. Edison
in his first phonograph. But we feel we can produce a
ma?azine better in many respects than the one we have
so far produced.
Developing a new kind of magazine is a little like
developing a new kind of flower, or fruit. It requires

. constant experimentation and blending and watching

to see what the reaction will be. It would be rela-
tively easy to make an exact copy of any one of the
existing “ commercial” magazines—by which we mean
the magazines that are published purely as a commer-
cial proposition with the sole aim of making money for
their owners. But there would be no point in doing
that. This is not Tom, Dick and Harry’'s magazine,
but The Elks’ Magazine; not a commercial enterprise,
but a fraternal enterprise; not founded for the sole
purpose of making money, but founded to fill the very
definite place outlined as follows:

“Tt is not to be a mere bulletin or calendar of events,
but a vigorous, high class, literary and fraternal journal,
of which the contents will render it worthy of a place
upon any library table. It is to contain matters of
interest and information to all the members of an
household. It is designed to be entertaining as well as
instructive; but primarily its purpose is to place in _the
hands of each one of the million Elks in the United
States a monthly volume of fraternal information that
will insure recognition of the Order’s beneficent power,
a keen appreciation of its uplifting mission, a deeper
pride of membership, and a constant inspiration to a
renewal of fratern obligat.ion and an incentive to

It becomes a problem. therefore, not of merely going
out into the market and buying right and left, but of
studying carefully exactly what elements will, when
compounded, produce a magazine capable of doing the
work that is required of it.

If you are a motorist you know that a new car cain
not deliver its full power until it has been *broken in.
If you are familiar with Kipling you assuredl)hremem,;
ber his story of *“The Ship T{at Found F erself.

»

This magazine, too, has been *‘finding itself.

We do not wish to be considered as assuming the
attitude of apologists. We simply submit our point
of view as your best guarantee that The Elks Magazine
will continue to forge ahead.

We Want To Tell How You Do Things

NE of the most important functions of this maga-

zine is to provide a means of informing every mem-

ber of the activities of Elks in Lodges other than his
own.

Many Lodges, for instance, have well-organized
bands and glee clubs, which help considerably to pro-
mote fellowship and are useful in connection with en-
tertainments for charitable or purely social purposes.
We believe a number of Lodges which do not at present,
boast any musical organization within their ranks would
like to have bands, or glee clubs, and would appreciate
information telling them how best to undertake their
formation.

We would be glad to receive, from members closely
identified with Lodge bands, cr glee clubs, such facts
as to costs, uniforms, programs, ard the like, as they
believe would give members who might be contem-
plating the inauguration of such features some idea of
the amount of work and expense involved.

If we receive sufficient information along this line
from those in a position to send us facls, we will pub-
lish an article based on these facts which will tend to
help those Lodges which want bands, or glee clubs,
to organize them with a minimum of faltering and
friction. )

We have already published considerable news telling
what many different Lodges have done and are doing
in varied fields. It is interesting news. But, in addition
to telling what is bein done, we want more and more
to tell how il is being done. That will be practical and
helpful, as well as interesting.

®

Do Not Suffer in Silence

ONCE in a while we hear indirectly of some Elk
who complains that he has never received the
magazine, or that he has not received all the copies
due him, or that it does not come regularly. These
things are all possible. With well-nigh a million maga-
zines to mail every month, to well-nigh a million ad-
dresses, errors are bound to creep in now and then.
But we want to make our mailing lists as perfect as
ossible and we want every member 1o receive every
jssue to which he is entitled. And if every member
who does not receive his magazine regularly will be
d enough to let us know direct we will appreciate
ﬁ?so giving us the opportunity to correct our mistake.

&
Coming in Early Issues

=W authors are being added to the distingui

list of our contributors. Very shortly ";%ll]:sa'?ﬁ
be introduced to James H. Collins, Edward Mott
Woolley, Paul and Alma Ellerbe, Forrest Crissey,
George Middleton and Henry Irving Dodea 5y
“new’ authors, we meant new to this magazine. The
foregoing. of course, are well known 1o you as estab-
lished writers for other publications. But we have
some really new authors as well; writers from whom we
believe much may be expected in the future. Amon p
these are Sam Carson and Vivian Drake. Keep an
eye open for stories by these two,
. And this month, by the way, you will find fascinating
reading in Walter de Leon’s “Draw One in the Dark,”
William F. Sturm’s “The Saint Lends a Hand” and
Dana Burnet’s *“The Beautiful Island.”
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which he declined with the brief but honcs,t,
assertion that he was “only a sergeant”
who lacked the ability to “read or write.

THREE years and more passed; then

came the siege of Savannah in the
autumn of 1779. Fast‘and most furious
was the battle. When the standards had
been shot down and the man who picked
them up instantly killed by a shot from
the enemy, Sergeant Jasper hurried for-
ward to fasten them onto the parapet. He
would repeat what he had done at ’Fo.rt
Sullivan, later renamed Fort Moultrie in
honor of the indomitable commander. But
the missiles of death filled the air, and
he fell.

Suddenly the order to retreat sounded.
Though grievously injured and dying, the
brave Jasper scized the standards, crawled
painfully back, and thus saved them from
capture by the enemy. His last words were
spoken to Major Elliott to whom he said:

“Tell Mrs. Elliott that I lost my life sup-
porting the colors that she gave to our regi-
ment.”

They were taken, however, on the twelfth
of May, 1780, when Charleston surrendered.
Now they can be seen in the Tower of Lon-
don. The flag which heroic Sergeant Jasper
saved at Fort Sullivan, or Moultrie, suf-
fered the same fate. .

When the Marquis de Lafayette received
a wound in battle he was placed ul}der the
care of the Moravian Single Sisters in Beth-
lehem, Pennsylvania. There it was that
Count Casimir Pulaski, who had obtained
permission from Congress to raise and com-
mand an independent corps, called upon his
friend. The gallant officer noticed the ex-
quisite embroidery of the hangings, or
drapery, in the hospital section. Accord-
ing to one version of the story, he was so
much impressed with the beauty of the work
that he at once requested the women to
fashion a flag for him; but an official in the
Society of the War of 1812 presents another
version. .

““When jt became known,” he maintains,
“‘that the brave Pole was organizing a corps
of cavalry in Baltimore, the nuns of Bethle-
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hem prepared a banner of crimson silk with
a number of designs beautifully done with
the necdle by their own hands. They sent
it to Count Pulaski with their blessing.”

Anyhow, this emblem made by the Single
Sisters was one of the smallest of all those
flown during the war of the Revolution.
It measures only twenty inches square, and
is composed of two pieces of silk cloth sewn
together. On one face thirteen stars en-
circle a triangle which incloses an eye and
the words, ‘“Non Alius Regit,” or ‘““‘No
other governs.” 1In the four lower corners
are hand grenades worked in silk, once
bright yellow but now woefully faded. The
other face contains the abbreviation “U. S.”
and a misspelled motto in quaint Latin,
“Unita Virtus Forcior,” or ‘“Union makes
valor stronger.” The error appears in the
motto’s final word, in which the ‘¢’ should
be a “t.”

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow gave the
flag’s history, which has since been attacked
as unauthentic, in his “Hymn to thec Mora-
vian Nuns.” In that poem you will find
this picture of the women gloriously saying:

“Take thy banner, and if eer
Thou shouldst press the soldier’s bier,
And the muffled drums should beat
To the tread of mournful feet,

Then this crimson flag shall be
Martial cloak and shroud for thee.”

Count Pulaski’s corps carried the emblem
until he fell and died in the Savannah con-
flict, which was also the death place of the
brave Sergeant Jasper. The Pole’s licu-
tenant, having fourteen wounds but still
up and going, rescued the flag and took it to
Captain Bentalon, who subsequently re-
turned it to Bethlehem. It led, nearly half
a century afterward, the procession which
welcomed the Marquis de Lafayette at
Baltimore when he paid a visit to the coun-
try for which he had so nobly fought. In
1844 it was presented to the Maryland
Historical Society, which has since carefully
preserved it in a glass case. The silver
fringe is tarnished and dark, the stars are
muddy and it now shows little indeed of its
original magnificence.

This article would be incomplete without
the story of Betsy Ross, the Philadelphia
widow who made the first “Stars and
Stripes.” She is said to have embroidered
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ruffles for the shirts of General George
Washington and to have done various sorts
of needlework for her many customers.
In that line she seems to have had a repu-
tation second to none.

Colonf:l George Ross, an uncle of Betsy’s
by marriage, was a member of the committee
appointed by Congress to prepare a design
for a national emblem. He quite naturally
suggested to the other members, Robert
Morris and General Washington, that they
should call on his relative and advise with
her about the matter. The other gentle-
men were willing; so the three of them soon
went to the widow’s little shop on Arch
Street.

“I do not know whether I can,” Betsy
frankly doubted when she was asked to cut
and sew the official emblem, “but I'll try.”

That, of course, was all that Washington,
Morris and Ross desired. -The committee
then displayed a rough sketch and re-
quested the woman’s opinion on how it
might be bettered from an artistic stand-
point. She immediately showed them cer-
tain crudities such as its near-squareness,
the irregularity in the placing of the stars
and the ugliness of a star possessing six

points. She preferred the five-pointed
style.

““RUT,” one of the members protested,
“our own stars arc easier to make
than yours.”

Then Betsy picked up a bit of paper
quickly folded it and with a singlepsgifl;
clip of her scissors produced a five-pointed
star of evident beauty and trye symmetry.
There is no record of what she said at that
moment; perhaps she told the astonished
committee, ‘“There is nothing easier in the
world if you know how,” just as other
women have informed other men,

General Washington then drew another
sketch with the flag a third longer than its
breadth. The stars were arranged in the
form of a circle to typify unity, and each of
them bore five points. ~ All of Betsy’s own
recommendations were accepted and em-
bodied in the design.

With her hands, plus needle, thimble and
thread, Mrs. Ross made the first ‘“Old
Glory.” She wanted to be sure that the
whole effect was good; so, on its completion,
she had the banner run up on the topmast



























































































































Anna McClure Sholl’s New Mystery Story
The Garden of Terror

The Story So Far

ERTON CALVERT, a young engineer,

. has spent the week-end in the mountains

with his friend Carroll Jayne. Driving

in to the city in his friend’s car he stops

for a few minutes at the entrance to a country

lane and is presently amazed to see two men

and a woman, evidently house servants, emerge

and go tearing down the road with every indica-

tion of fleeing from something in abject terror.
Calvert turns into the lane to investigate.

He finds a large substantial house in the midst
of vast lawns. It has a strange quality of terror.
Entering, he finds the kitchens deserted but
the scattered silver in the pantries is untouched.
Beneath the last of the family portraits in the
entrance hall is seated a darkly vivid, imperious
girl, the-original of the picture above her, wear-
ing a noticeable dress of violet and Egyptian-red
which somehow does not seem to “belong’’ and
intensifies Calvert’s creeping sense of horror.
Glancing up he sees a masked man, gazing
steadily at him from the second gallery. He
turns and quietly leaves the house and goes out
onto the terrace. There he encounters Eulalie
Falcon, crouching on a bench, also under a
mysteriqus spell of terror. Her father, Wendell
Falcon, is an eccentric man of violent passions,
reputed to be enormously rich. Calvert ex-
plains his presence and she begs him to return
with her to the house.

Bom the woman and the masked man have

disappeared and investigating further they
find Wendell Falcon dead in the armchair in his
study with no sign of a wound and the telephone
receiver dangling by his hand. While Calvert
is calling for the doctor a police officer enters in
response to Falcon’s call to headquarters—“A
man’s threatening me—send help—quick!” The
doctor arrives and pronounces Wendell Falcon
dead from fright. Calvert accepts Eulalie’s

invitation to stay with them until the mystery
is cleared up, and the servants having by this
time returned, he goes down to the lane, ac-
companied by the footman, to get his car. On
the way Calvert learns that Eulalie’s half-sister
has recently been killed by a fall from her horse
and that Carroll Jayne is a friend and neighbor
of the Falcons. But the car is gone, although
the thief has left Merton's bag at the gate.

Returning to the house he meets one of the
officers left to guard the place who shows him
the Falcon’s private burial ground on the edge
of the estate. Calvert now learns that the girl
who was killed was named Thecla and remembers
that Eulalie told him with an odd terror that
the portrait above the woman in the Egyptian
dress was that of her half-sister, Thecla Falcon.
Although he is incredulous of ghostly manifesta-
tions, the memory of the woman in the wrong
clothes under her own portrait seems the un-
doubted explanation of the wave of terror that
has swept the household.

ROSSING the lawn Calvert sees the woman

again looking at him from the lighted win-
dows of the strange, beautiful room that was
Thecla’s. Eulalie joins him and together they
search the room and find the Egyptian dress of
the portrait—a favorite one with Thecla—miss-
ing.” On the floor of the closet Eulalie finds
a fresh rose of a deep red-purplish color. She
explains that Carroll Jayne used to grow those
roses specially for her sister with whom he was
hopelessly in love. Calvert, who is already
fascinated by Eulalie, is more than ever de-
termined to solve this mystery which is troub]myg
her and decides to spend the night in T hecla’s
room. While they are talking in the library
after dinner they are startled by the reappear-
ance of the masked face peering in throug the

window.

&

(Continued from page 22)

explained shamefacedly that their wine had been
furnished by Hortense, the happy recipient of
a case of Bordeaux from the old land that had
penetrated into the United States. “Of course

you are breaking all laws,”” Calvert said sternly, :

and with a secret conviction that this maid
Hortense would. stand watching. . “To-night

you’ll be on guard continuously; or I'll report -

you.n

HE DID not teleplione Jayne, and hoped to

hear nothing from him. The day of the
funeral came and went without any further dis-
turbance. “After the burial in the little family
ground, Dr. Crosby asked .Calvert to take a

walk ‘with him. Again it was late gfterncon.

The old physician led” him to a secluded part
of the gardens and stood there regarding the
ancient house as if it were a stubborn patient.

“Well, where are we now! Has your friend
Carll'\c;ll Jayne turned up again? ”’ .

[ o'll

“ Nor—the woman—he loves?”

“T hope to goodness he’ll love her encugh to
keep her out of Eulalie’s sight,” Calvert said
fervently. “Have you told Miss Lucy Falcon
her brother’s dead?”

“It’s terrible to tell tragedies through an ear-
trumpet,’’ said the doctor, “but—TI did it. The
poor lady’s broken up—went to bed, indeed,

quite exhausted. But somehow I don’t think -

people in their late -eighties can be very tragic
over things. Life becomes a divine comedy
when you’re eifhty; or if it isn’t you’ve just
missed the whole point, that’s all.”’

“Did I understand you to say that she’s
never been told of Thecla’s death?” .

The doctor locked grave. “Nol she thinks
her niece is on a visit. Somehow that’s different.
She adored Thecla—because, I believe, Thecla

always treated her as a contemporary. Only a
doctor knows how the aged hate to be helped
up-stairs; and have people say, ‘Don’t you need
a shawl, Auntie, dear?’ when the dreaming
young soul in the old body wants to gambol in
the sunshine— as indestructible as the universe!”’
The old physician looked musingly across the
gardens. “Thecla had a curious tact about
people. She always made them think they were
what they wanted to be.” .

“An adorable—a dangerous practice. So
Miss Lucy thinks Thecla’s away on a visit!”

“Yes,”” said the doctor gruffly. “Let’s hope

. she stays away. How much longer can you

remain here?” .

“['ve written my partuer I am taking my
summer vacatiori. It was about due anyway—
and he knows I am good for a month.”’

“Do you want to stay?”’

“Do I want to live!”

“Good! Eulalie needs youl and we've got to
clear up—something.”

“Do you think it’s worth while keeping Teck
and Murphy here any longer?” Calvert asked.

“No, I don’t. They’re too good-natured to

_be of any use and that maid Hortense—"’

“No, I don’t trust that girl. She has a face
as hard as nails,’’ Calvert said. .

“T don’t trust her, either. And she’s certainly
nailed Murphy. We’ll pack them off this after-
noon, and you and I will run this house,’”” the
old physician said, nodding his head knowingly.
“T shall get to the bottom of things; and Miss

* Lucy has given me 2 kind of power of attorney

until the solicitor gets well. Why, there is
Eulalie!”
Calvert made a movement forward, but the

* physician detained him. *She may want to be

alone,” he said, drawing the younger man into
the shadow of a hedge. “At least let her be
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alone—a little. Let her have the pleasure of
wondering where you are.”

No affront was meant, Calvert saw, only the
old man’s advice about a move in the game.
They watched the girl, a solitary figure on the
broad terrace, her black scarf wide on the wind.
She paced up and down—up and down. All at
once they saw her stop abruptly, look steadily
in a certain direction.

“What'’s she looking at!”’ exclaimed Calvert.

The doctor shrugged his shoulders. “Let’s go
up there,”’” he said; “toward night shadows take
strange shapes sometimes.”

She welcomed them eagerly. “Doctor, are
you going up to Aunt Lucy soon?”

“At once.”

“She sent word she’d he down to dinner.
Hortense said she seemed so much brighter.
Perhaps you’d better be sure she’s able to come
down.”

“Very well—my dear.”

He went into the house, leaving them to-
gether. At last they seemed actually alone; and
he paced the terrace with her, mute, happy,
undisturbed. .

“Eulalie,” he spoke her name like a talis-
manic word. She paused, and in the sunset
light her face turned to his seemed at last clear
of fear and sorrow. “Eulalie, I've only known
you a few short days; but can’t we trust our-
selves—as Thecla trusted i

HE WAS sorry at once he had uttered her
sister’s name—for the light went out ‘gf her
eyes. “How can you be sure,” she said, “what
it is that holds you here?”’ . Lo

He caught her hand, pressed it to his lips.
“How can there be any one but you!”

«Rut there is,”’ she answered gravely. And
oh—Merton Calvert, I want you to be sure
you are here for—the real thing!”’

It seemed incredible that they should be
talking of her dead sister as if she were alive;
and something in her words started ug a host
of conjectures and shadowy doubts. What they
had seen they could not well agree upon; but
on the effect of what they had seen they could
meet and balance their reactions delicately.
Eulalie Falcon had very few acquired arts; but
her extreme simplicity of speech and manner
served as that most effective of all veils—the
transparent veil. “The real thing,” he repeated,
“came to me the moment I saw you. I had not
meant to speak intimately to you like this—
but we've been driven together by strange
happenings.” . ,

*“Yes, z%fld we might have been lef ‘t‘ln peace,”
she said with a touch of bitterness. ”Have you
heard anything from Carroll Jayne?

“Not a word.” .

“Have you seen—"’ she hesitated, casting her
eyes down.

“No—nothing.” . b

«But T am afraid you will. It’s curious, but
I dread looking at those parts of the groun
that my sister liked most.”

“She was very fond of the housg?” mil

“Very. You see, it has been in the family
nearly two hundred years—built about IZlissci
and Thecla thinks—thought it the embodi€
Falcon line.” o 1i this

“How did your ancestors come to build in wild
wild region—for it must have been very
then!”’ they

“They had the land granted them and e
thought they should live on it,” she I€P we
““This place has a farm. Nearly everything et
eat comes [rom our own soil. Thecla was 2 Prr‘;'n -
tical farmer—used to be up at dawn to supe:
tend the harvesting.”

Calvert looked the astonishmen
girl of that beautiful room with
subtleties of color able to farm. No h
gidn’t care for books. What could books teac

er?

“And you—will you go on with it?”

“Yes, certainly!y Thgecla taught me 2 good
deal about the stock; and we can always ¢
the produce.” )

She knit her straight brows together prettily,
as if computing some problem of marketing-
This was not unusual, he thought. Well-born
and wealthy girls ran businesses; worked for
their living as encrgetically as anyone-
was good—she should not be unemploye
this double loss. “I should go to-morrow,
said, “and leave you free.”

(Continued on page 52)
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