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Horizon

By Margaret E. Sangster
Decoration by G. H. Mitchell

SO fragile is the line of it, so thread-like,
Against the rising splendor of the day’;
And yet it beckons like slim, luring fingers,
And whispers of the land of far awav!

Oh, all the gold that lived in Spanish galleons,
And all the pearls that lie beneath the strand,
Are just beyond the line of it as slender
As a pale ribbon in @ woman’s hand. .

We crowd ambition into packs, we gird us
In rainbow cloaks of valor and of pride,

And answer to the call of it, each striving
To reach that haven on the other side.

And though the path be strewn with stones to stay us,
And though the way be fraught with fear and pain,
And though, sometimes, we leave our hearts behind us,

And though, awhile, we pause for sudden gain—

We never shut our souls against the calling,
We never turn our pleading eyes away,

From that faint thread of silver, ever gleaming
Against the promise of the new-born day!

F

Oh, all the gems that sleep in high flung mountains,
And all the wealth with which the earth is lined,

Are safe beyond that thread—for none have crossed it—
With all the dreams the earth-bound never find!
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the open doorways. It was more a sense
than actual odor. The low projecting
windows offered wares of the Orient rakishly
like careless Geishas flitting their fans
across gold-painted lips. Damascene smok-
ing-sets, bits of translucent jade, Philippine
embroideries, gay kimonos, all jumbled to-
gether regardless of fitness or art. The
strects of fashion just a few blocks away
were a mirage. This garish replica of old
China transplanted was as full of temptation
as if it had not been frank counterfeit.

The wide car bumped over the cobbles
of the tight roadway.

The little bride’s big eyes lighted.

“Let’s get out and walk, Johnny! I
want to stop in every itty-bitty shop.”

He protested. It was raining—they had
a car—why run the risk of -catching her

death? In other words—though he did not

say them—she might melt. .

“Don’t be silly! The car can follow—
we'll get in whenever we like. I'm going to
walk, anyway!” : ’

He got out, of course—still protesting.
His lady’s smile was his reward. It was
the first time she had smiled in three days.
They linked arms and crisscrossed the streef
in her anxiety to penetrate the pungent
promise of each of those beckoning, low-set
windows. Behind one he bought her a black
cord bracelet from which two tiny jade
animals, a tie between lionine and canine,
dangled—the sacred dogs of Peking, the
slant-eyed salesman told them solemnly.
In another shop he saw her enfolded in a
wildly embroidered Manchu robe, which did
not at all suit her exquisite daintiness, but
which she must have for a breakfast-coat.

“When we sit on the enclosed veranda
facing the sunken gardens at the Long
Island place, Johnny dear! It will fit them
divinely.” )

He could not quite see the connection
between Italian gardens and a Chinese coat.
But it was her wish and another of his lady’s
whims was gratified.

BY THIS time the gray eyes were shining.

Rainstill dripped dismally, fog still veiled
the world. But for John Carrington Cross
the sun had broken through the clouds.

““Happy, darling?” he whispered, bending
down as they made their way, arm in arm,
along the skiddy street.

‘“All happy again,” she pouted, squeezing
his hand. “Isn’t this fun and aren’t you
glad we came, Johnny?”

They stopped before a window scarcely
wider than that of a house, but long as a
French one, almost reaching the Pavement.
A carved screen of gold lacquer at the back
cut off the shop beyond. In front of it
squatted the big-bellied god of good fortune.
He sat upon a square of pressed velvet that
was a dusty red. From above a queer amber
light showered over him.

1t was different from any of the recklessly
bedecked show windows they had passed,
granting merely a glimpse of possibilities,

- withholding its greater gifts for those curious

enough to penetrate behind that lacquer
screen. .

The door, diagonally placed, stood partly
open as though smiling an invitation instead
of shouting it. She drew him toward it and
he, realizing that the day was hers, that
further protest was futile, followed.

They cntered the velvet stillness, their
fect touching a dense rug instead of bare
boards. The place was more like a chamber
of thought than a shop. There were no
cases of display, no cabinets filled with gew-
gaws. A few teakwood stands and orna-
ments oddly shaped. A dragon of burnished
bronze snorting incense from his nostrils, a

scent different from the others. A silver
stork on a table of ebony. A tall urn of
royal blue cloisonné with its thin threads of
gold marking the outlines of bird and flower,
an opium bowl of smooth bra.s.s. E\_/ery-
thing in the place had a personality as if for
centuries its lack of animation had })een
merely the desire to hold its secrets tight-
locked within itself, as if its lack of life were
a matter of choice, not destiny.

THE two who entered might have been

part of that silent world. By mutual
impulse, without a word to each other, Fhey
stopped just within the doorway and waited.
The back was dimly lighted with the same
amber glow that fell upon the god of good
fortune in the window. Presently they

saw the shadowy folds of a curtain pushed.

aside and a small, slender figure in mandarin
coat of faded gold came toward them.

He walked slowly  with step almost
measured and head slightly forward as
through trying to make out their features
before he reached them.

““Come in,” he said in a low, gentle voice
and English amazingly accurate. “You
are my first visitors to-day.”

He had the manner completely of a host.
His voice had a soothing, musical quality.
He might, indeed, have been welcoming
guests to his-palace.

His long, tapering hands lifted and placed
a stool, intricate in its carving, just under
the light. He opened the drawer of a chest
the dull black of age, took out a round
cushion of gold satin, put it on the seat,
then made a gentle gesture that matched
his voice. The girl followed every movement,
fascinated.

“Will you honor me?”” he asked of her.

She sat down, her husband standing be-
side her, brows drawn together in a puzzled
frown. This Chinaman was absolutely
apart from the persuasive salesmen of the
other bazaars, as so many of them are
fittingly called, as different as the shop
itself. His odd-lined face like the seared
cream of old ivory; his faded eyes and fine
hands with their glossy pointed nails; his
perfect command of an alien tongue; all
roused a questioning curiosity. He had the
immobility of an ancient Chinese god, as
if he had lived always and would never die;
as if the flesh were a garment that could be
shed and resumed at will; as if the spirit
were of all time. His faded eyes were
centuries wise and centuries sad.

His manner, too, of exhibiting his wares
was different. They were not marked with
prices, nor did he quote any. Old em-
broideries, little figurines of gréen and white
jade, trees whose flowers were semi-precious
stones, all were produced in the manner of
seeking the approval of guests not pur-
chasers. And something in that manner
made them reticent about inquiring.

At last she voiced the strange impression.

“This is the most heavenly place I've ever
seen—not a bit like a shop. Are these
things really for sale?”

The sad eyes rested on hers.

“Yes, they must be sold. But they are
not what you buy in other shops. ,They
have not been bought. They are mine—
my treasures. They have been the treasures
of my family for many years.”

*“And you have to sell them now?”’

‘“Alas—that is evolution. The landed
aristocrats of yesterday are the paupers
of to-morrow. My father had his palace
in the Forbidden City, his lands near Peking.
Modern commerce and competition invited
him to join them and he réfused. In revenge
—to teach him his lesson, it may be, they
took away all he possessed—his house, his
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gardens, his life at last. But his treasures he
left to me. Now I sell them that I may live.”

“You are poor—with all these wonderful
things? Why, they ought to be worth a
lot of money.”

The wide eyes were raised wonderingly.
He looked down into their young shallows
with his age-old smile.

“They are—beyond value. But tourists
do not buy them.”

He did not add that when he saw what
appeared to be a prospective customer he
put upon his treasures prices almost pro-
hibitive, with the sneaking wish that they
would not be sold. For many days he had
realized that wish. For many days he had
subsisted on rice and tea. His step was slow
that the onlooker might not see it was
unsteady.

He kept gazing down into the lovely eyes
with their gardenia-petal lids, at the giow
of the transparent skin, a curious tenacity
in his own. The slave who was her lord
and master stood beside her like a sentinel,
unable quite to gauge the extent of the
Oriental’s interest 4n his bride, not yet
prompted to resent it.

“Do you see anything you want, darling?”’
he asked, watching the glow of her eyes as
each additional treasure was produced.

“I want to see everything first,” she
answered with a thrilled note of excitement.

“I have one thing I should like to show
you,” came in low, measured tones after a
moment of silence. “I have decided that
its. beauty is for you to see, though no

eyes except those of my people have looked
upon it.”

E LED the way in the direction of his

coming, lifted the curtain with his fine,

yellowed.hand, let it drop as the others
followed Into a mystically dark corridor.

John Carrington Cross caught hold of the
arm of his beloved with a sudden sense that
hands unseen might slip through that dark-
ness and spirit her away, The Chinaman’s
voice came back to him reassuringly, though
th&":‘ man,had not turned his head.

There is nothing to fear. You are both
safe. I am here alone.”

They felt rather than saw his hand go up
once more, drawing aside a curtain, and
found themselves on the threshold of a room
so small that the walls seemed to close
together. It had the cool, sweet smell of a
cathedral, not pungent but persistent. The
walls, they discovered, were hung with
black velvet—that was what gave them
that feeling of closeness. It fell in heavy
silent folds. The light came smothered
from two bronze braziers.

Once more the Oriental turned, concen-
trating his gaze upon the girl. It rested a
time on the flushed cheek, the wide, ex-
pectant eyes. Then it traveled to the man.
His gaze, too, was on her. There was less
concern for the strangeness of their sur-
roundings than for the strangeness of that
enthusiasm in her eyes which all his ardor,
all the devotion of the honeymoon had been
unable to bring to them.

The .Oriental stood a moment, head
bowed as in prayer, then with soft footfall
moved toward the heavy hangings on the
wall facing them. His hand disappeared
among the folds. They fell apart, to show
a niche set up like a shrine. .

In its depth was a heart glowing in the
midst of blackness. The two to whose
curious eyes it was revealed caught their
breath with a gasp almost of fright. Per-
haps due to the uncertain light, perhaps to
the mystic hypnosis of the place, it seemed
to be beating. o .

A spell fell about them, of stillness, of
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Is Advertising Really Wasteful, Or Is It an Economy? And—

Who Pays for Advertising?-

“Y UST WAIT!” the Socialist used to
say to the advertising man. ‘“When
the industrial revolution comes, your
job will be one of the first abolished.

Advertising is waste. - It won’t be needed

in the proletarian commonwealth—people

will get all commodities from the com-
munal warehouses.”

‘“Advertising isn’t waste!” was the in-
dignant retort. ‘It is the cheapest form
of salesmanship, and increases the con-
sumption of commodities by making them
better known.”

“Yes! It increases the consumption of
patent medicines, chewing gum, lipsticks
and cigarettes! Saleésmanship is going to
be abolished, too, for it won’t be needed when
the state supplies everything.”

So they argued, hammer and tongs, each
defending his view, which was only a theory,
anyway, until communism get its trial in
Russia. .

Then it turned out that the Socialist
was right—advertising quickly became un-
necessary in Russia, because there were no
commodities to advertise.

But the advertising man was right, too,
‘because the Soviet government soon began
advertising for men and money to come in
and make commodities!

Is advertising really wasteful—or is it an
economy? Does it increase the price paid
for commodities? Who pays for adver-
tising, anyway?

Not the communist alone has asked these
questions, but the economist, the banker,
the business man. Yes, even the adver-
tising man himself, for while confident that
his business was useful, necessary and of
public benefit, he has sought facts which
would make it clear to others.

People think advertising is extravagant

because, nearly always, they hear about

great sums spent for space. Most folks
know nowadays that a single page in a
popular magazine costs anywhere from
$3,000 to $7,000. They have heard that
more than $100,000,000 a year is spent for
advertising in seventy leading periodicals.
Estimates of the national advertising out-
lay in magazines, newspapers, billboards
and other channels run all the way from
$250,000,000 a year to more than a billion.

Proud of his growing profession, the ad-
vertising man has talked these large figures
in proof of its importance.

What he should have talked about, how-
ever, is the insignificance of advertising
expenditure. The _little figures of ad-
vertising are most important, not the big
ones.

‘NZHEN you hear that $1,000,000 was
’ spent to advertise coffee last year,
that sounds like a lot of money.

But when you know that the per capita
drinking of coffee was increased from 320
to 400 cups a year at an advertising cost of
less than one cent per person—how does it
sound then? Did you notice any difference
in the price of coffee?

Suppose $Ioo,990,ooo a year is spent in
magazine advertising. Suppose that much
is added to the price of advertised com-
‘modities, and the public pays it—which is
by no means the case. Your individual

By James H. Collins

share is less than a dollar a year on pur-
chases that will hardly be under $500—
which is a fifth of-one per cent.

As a matter of fact, for every penny you
spend in that way, you have received a
nickel without knowing it.

Some months ago, a well-known weekly
magazine broke a record, appearing with 212
pages and cover in the biggest issue it has ever

HE idea that advertising is

some sort of overburden or
-supercharge added on to the
price of commodities may have
worried the reformer. It has not
worried the consumer, l{or an in-
quiry was lately made among
thousands of housewives, by a
business association, to find out .
what they thought about adver-
tised articles. “When you find
two things just alike in a store,
one you have seen advertised, and
the other unadvertised, which do
you prefer to buy?” was one ques-
tion, and more than eighty-seven
women out of every hundred
preferred the advertised article

published. * You could buy it on any news-
stand for a nickel, or get it by subscription
for less than- four cents. There was more
than seven cents’ worth of white paper in
that issue. There is always a full nickel’s
worth of white paper every week. The
publisher must spend five cents for paper
before he even thinks about stories, articles,
illustrations, printing, wrapping, addressing
or mailing. .

He was able to give you, for four cents,
enough white paper to make a six-hundred-
page two-dollar novel, with more reading
matter in the stories and articles and more
pictures. Advertising paid the difference.
Roughly, for each dollar ' that publisher
gets from readers his advertisers pay him
about five dollars miore. - For each new page
of advertising, he can give readers another
page of stories or articles. His magazine
may come out next week twenty pages
thicker, which will' mean two or three
additional stories, but the reader pays no
more. In the past fifteen years that maga-
zine has grown from an average of about
eighty pages to somewhere around one
hundred and eighty, with no increase in the
subscription price. If it contained no ad-
vertising, and sold for a nickel, there would
{.)robably be thirty-two pages, and perhaps
ess.

This principle of something for nothing
to the public holds true of all advertising.
Not in magazines alone do people get reading
matter for less than white-paper costs, but
in their daily papers they get news service
that, without advertising, would make it
necessary to sell newspapers for five and
ten cents a copy. By tradition and con-
viction, the American farmer refuses to pay
more than a dollar a year for his weekly

agricultural journal. Without advertising
it would be well-nigh impossible to give him
such journals. And the technical journals
that keep merchants, manufacturers and
professional men in every line posted on
their work would also be more expensive.
Street-car advertising helps keep down
fares by furnishing secondary revenue.
Even the billboard and electric sign pay
taxes, and stiff taxes, too. In the “white
light” section of every city, where big
buildings make land valuable, you will see
some little old buildings surmounted by
advertising signs. Such buildings would
never earn enough money in rents to pay
taxes on the high value of the land they
occupy, but the advertising signs pay them.

Quite apart from this value return, how-
ever, advertising pays for itself by reducing
selling expenses.

By some queer kink in reasoning, people
often forget that it always costs money to
sell goods. The Michigan farmer slips a
note into his bag of potatoes, “I got 24
cents a bushel—how much did you pay?”
and it is found by a housewife in Virginia
who paid $2.00. Whereupon they both
jumped to the conclusion that somebody
took the difference as clear profit. Part of
it was freight and hauling, but the mer-
chants who passed along that bag of pota-
toes and split it up among perhaps a dozen
housewives had to pay rent, clerks’ wages
and other necessary selling expenses. Our
school books are full of problems like
“Smith bought a horse for $100, and sold
him for $125—what was his percentage of
profit?” When Johnny Jones answers ““ 23
per cent.,” the teacher says ‘“Right,”
though Smith had to feed the horse until
it was sold, spend time looking for a pur-
chaser, or maybe pay a commission or
auction fee. Even the economist has been
fooled when he heard that a given article
sold to a customer in South America was
billed at a price lower than it could be
bought in New York. Sales expense again
—the South American importer has to
bear the cost of selling to his customers,
and adds that cost to the retail price.

THE more you make of a certain com-
modity, the cheaper it can be made, by
the well-known economies of quantity pro-
duction.
And the more you can sell, the less your
sales cost per unit on the same principle.
Twenty odd years ago a young doctor
came home, after studying in Europe, with
the conviction that Americans did not eat
enough soup. Going to work in his uncle’s
cannery, he began putting up tinned soup,
and sold half a million cans the first year.
As soon as he could afford it, he began
advertising his product. To-day his ad-
vertisements are seen everywhere, and a
good many folks marvel at his apparently
lavish expenditure. But when he sold half
a million cans a year, his sales cost was over
twenty per cent., while to-day it is only five
per cent. A cent’s worth of advertising
sells six cans of soup. By constantly re-
minding people of soup through the printed
word they not only buy enough to make
quantity production possible—the output
now often runs to 18,000,000 cans a week—
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but they buy straight through the year,
and that keeps the factory running steadily,
and effects economies in overhead expenses.
No housewife could make soup for as little
money as this manufacturer sells it. His
vegetable soup, for instance, contains thirty-
four different ingredients. One of them is
cabbage, and the housewife would have to
buy a whole cabbage to get half an ounce
of chopped cabbage in a can of soup.

Less than twenty years ago another manu-

facturer began making a new type of break- -

fast food. Right at the start he spent one-
third of his working capital for a single
page of magazine advertising. That bold
“smash” increased his sales from thirty-
five cases a day to a couple of-thousand.
He has been advertising ever since, and now
sells more than a million packages daily,
having' in the meanwhile doubled the size
of his package and cut the price in half.
The orange growers in California won-
dered, sbme twenty-odd years ago, how they
could ever sell 5,000 cars of their fruit—
and orange growers in Florida were worried
by the same problem. To-day, through
advertising that costs about one-fifth of a
cent per dozen oranges, California and
Florida fruit have been put into-towns-that
never got it before, and the country eats
something like 75,000 cars a year.

Then, advertising solved an interesting '
problem for the cranberry growers. When

the first cranberries came to market every
fall they usually sold at a stiff price—so stiff

that many housewives refused to buy even .
Also, mer-

when the price went down later.
chants had a thoughtless habit of sticking
to that opening price through the whole
cranberry season. Nowadays, the growers
begin advertising their berries as soon as
they go to market, and a moderate opening
price is made on the first berries, and holds
throughout the season, so that housewives
get the fruit on reasonable terms, and the
whole crop is eaten up, where formerly some
of it was unsold.

Advertising men have figured out lower
selling costs on many every day articles
that you see advertised in your magazines
and newspapers.

One of the most famous cases is that of an
artificial abrasive made in the electric fur-
nace. In 1893, only fifty pounds a year
were made, and the only customers were
- jewelers, who bought it for grinding dia-
monds at nearly $1,000 a pound. To-day,
it is sold for four cents a pound. and ad-
vertising did the trick. As new customers
were found, and the stuff made in larger
quantities, the price was steadily reduced—
to $500 a pound, then $400, then $10 and
finally four cents. Tons and tons of emery
powder were used for all sorts of grinding.
It sold at four cents. The artificial abra-
sive could not be made cheap enough to
compete in price then, but it would do so
much more work, and faster than emery,
that it was advertised on that basis, and the
output increased so the manufacturing cost
could be lowered still further.

WHEN a camera manufacturer began
advertising more than thirty years
ago, he sold a camera that made a two-
and-a-half-inch picture for $25. To-day,
he sells a better camera of the same size
for $2.

Grape-juice is another interesting ex-
ample. The first manufacturer to adver-
tise this beverage, now almost a national
drink, sold his product to the grocer at $10
a case when he began business, at which
time he was paying $10 a ton for grapes.
People didn’t like unfermentéd grape-juice
then. Even temperance people opposed it.

So the public had to be told about its food
value -and healthfulness, through adver-
tising. Gradually, the trade price has been
brought down to between four and five
dollars (it fluctuates according to the sea-
son), while grape growers are paid from $50
to $60 a ton for their fruit.

In other cases advertising gives people
better value at the same price. .

O Ty L I AR P AT PP

NOBODY in business escapes -
~selling costs, though some
men do forget to figure them, and
thereby come to smash. Among
folks who purchase as consumers
there is a good deal of ignorance
on this s:ﬁ)'ect, and even more
among rej{)rmers who suggest
that the advertising marw a
“merchant be eliminated, and
commodities distributed to the
ublic at the government ware-
uses. . But one seldom finds
a Socialistic merchant because
every merchant knows by ex-
erience that goods could not
, ge distributed that way much
.~ cheaper. Without the advertising
‘that explains and reminds, the

* volume of output would often de-

- .crease and the selling costs there-
fore increase correspondingly

A certain well-known make of underwear
has sold steadily at the same popular price
since its manufacturer began advertising
twenty years ago, but year by year as his
output increased he has used better materials
and given his garments a better finish.

A stocking manufacturer, sticking to the
same retail price, has put better and better
material into his product, and paid his.em-
ployees better wages. . e

A corset manufacturer, selling a certajn
model for one dollar twenty years ago, now
estimates that it contains seventy per cent.
better value in materials, workmanship and
little patented conveniences, yet it still sells
for one dollar.

Nobody in business escapes selling costs,
though some business men do forget to
figure them, and thereby come to smash.

Among folks who purchase as consumers
there is a good deal of ignorance on this sub-
ject, and even more among the politicians
and reformers who suggest that the sales-
man, advertising man and merchant be
eliminated, and commodities distributed
to the public at government warehouses.
But one seldom finds a Socialistic merchant,
because every merchant knows by experi-
ence that goods could not be distributed
that way much cheaper. Without the ad-
vertising that explains and reminds people,
the volume of output would often decrease
and the selling costs increase correspond-
ingly. -

A little while ago the advertising man
found the banker questioning his usefulness.
It began during the business depression,
when bankers had to scrutinize the manu-
facturers’ and merchants’ balance sheets
more closely than usual to determine how
much money could be safely lent them. The
advertising appropriation often ran into
an impressive figure, and more than once
the banker suggested cutting down expenses
by stopping the advertising. Quitc a
vigorous debate got going between the
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banker and the advertising man until one
banker settled the argument in this con-
clusive way:

“When the merchant waits for business
to come to him in a buyers' market, we
laugh at him, and call him a poor business
man. When he is forced to cut down one of
his best methods of selling because his
banker considers advertising an unnecessary
item of expense, it is my humble opinion
that we should laugh at the banker. When
we strike at efficiently applied advertising
we strike at salesmanship and the heart of
the business.”

But every capable banker endorses ad-
vertising by using it himself.

Besides making and distributing com-
modities more reasonably, it has been shown
that advertising increases wages and makes
steadier employment.

When the business depression came in
1921, the textile mills of New England suf-
fered severely. For a time it seemed al-
most’ impossible to give their products
away, and both woolen and cotton fabrics
reflected the sullen, silent “strike” of the
buying public, when people made last year’s
suit do a year or two longer, and wore
cobbled shoes. But there were several
New England textile mills that ran through
the hard times with only a few days’ lost
production, and one cotton mill especially
that was millions of yards behind in its
orders at the blackest period of depression.
Some of these concerns paid higher than
average wages to employees, while others
thopgh paying no more by the day, gavé
their workers more real wages in steady
work. In each case, advertising made this
possible.  For those mills make fabrics that
are advertised to the public on their quality
and widely known by name. ‘Consumer
advert1§u3g is the key to good wages and
good dividends,” was the way one manu-
facturer put it -

And quite apart from dollar considera-

tions, there is the educational v
advertising. alue of

YOU know that good teeth are worth
d taking care of—regular brushing and
ental attention mean good health. But
Suppose that you are the one person in a
vhun_dred..who knows this, and you set to
Work to’improve national health as a mis-
Slonary,. by preaching the gospel of dental
yglene. How would you get the message
over to a hundred million people? Tell them
by the printed word? Suppose you wrote
some articles on dental hygiene and suc-
ceeded in persuading every magazine and
Dewspaper editor in the United States to
Ppublish such an article every three months.
Very few editors would print that many arti-
cles on the same subject, but even if they did
there would be anywhere from 50 to 350
1ssues of their publications during the year
that contained no article. Through paid
adv?‘-'tlsn}g, however, this subject of dental
hygiene is dealt with in practically every
Issue of every prominent magazine and
Newspaper, and in many cases there are a
dozen different articles dealing with some
angle of the subject in the advertising of
dentrifices, tooth brushes and the like.
erieans are known in other countries
for their good teeth. That speaks well for
the work of 50,000 dentists, but in many
cases advertising has sent them to the den-
tist. Americans are also known the world
over for their “room and bath” standard
of living—another hygicnic development
largely brought about through advertising.
Pick up any magazine or newspaper and
mark the advertisements that have this
(Continued on page 80)
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five of them were. Dirck broke in on the
inspection by kissing each in turn. Madge
went on: - . : y

“I know just cxactly the kind of ring [
want. At least, I know the precise size I
want the diamond to be. Two carats. Not
a bit more. I’ve thought it all out.”

She beamed on Dirck; as though awaiting
his praise for her economical tastes. Dirck
tried to beam back. But inwardly his
cosmos was one vast sum in arithmetic.
He was summing up his savings, which were
sparse; his debts, which were less sparse; his
living expenses, which his social tastes had
made unduly close to his weekly wage even
before he met Madge.

Then he drew a long, long breath of re-
solve. - This was one time, if ever, in his
career, when he could not afford to be a
piker. He did not even consider saying:

“ MY DEAR girl, I haven’t enough cash
; in the world to pay for a two-carat

diamond.” No, it was up to him. And he

arose to the occasion.

) “All right,” he said, almost carelessly.
‘So that’s ”

““Mother!” called Madge gleefully to Mrs. -

Olin, who chanced to be passing along the
hall outside the little room where the lovers
were ensconced. “We've decided all about
my ring. And it’s only going to be a two-
carat diamond. We——"

“Only a two-carat diamond!” exclaimed

er mother, pausing for a moment in the
doorway. “VYou're a lucky girl, Madge.
Your father was so poor when he and I were
engaged, that my diamond weighed just a
bare half-carat. He had to go without
lunches for ever so long, he told me after-
ward, even to get me that. Diamonds were
cheaper then, too. But—oh, I used to think
it was the loveliest ring ever made!”

“But Dad-was only a lawyer’s clerk, in
those days,” protested Madge.. “That’s
ever so different from being a business man.
Isn’t it, Dirck? And when do you think
you’ll be likely to get the ring? If it would be
absolutely convenient to you, I'd love to
wear it' to the *Barings’ dinner, Friday.
Wouldn’t that be simply golden, though!
But, of course—" - ‘

And so it-was settled. .

Dirck did no. sleeping, that night. Next
day, at lunch hour, he made a round of down-
town jeweler shops. There he saw what he
wanted; but he saw no possible chance of
. getting it. Jewelers are chary of extending
long credit to unknown young bookkeepers
on two-carat diamonds. Nor did Dirck have
any close friend who could or would lend him
the difference between his savings and the
price of the ring he had picked out.

I have said once or oftener that Dirck
Kent was only twenty-four. It is worth
saying again;—twenty-four being the age
when everything is desirable and few things
are attainable; when the glory of youth
atones fiftyfold for dearth of judgment and
of brain; and when high tragedy is as com-
mon an adjunct to life as are neck-car-
buncles.

_The ring must be bought. He had given
his word to Madge that she should have it
that very week. He must not begin their
love life by breaking a solemn promise.

It was amidships of the second sleepless
night that the solution blazed upon him;
well-nigh choking him with its audacious
simplicity. The ordeal of the auditor’s half-
yearly chore gave Dirck his idea. In mych
less than six months—oh, in less than three,
at most—he could easily put aside enough
from his weekly $34, by a little economy, to
pay back the loan. And it would be child’s-
play to square the books.

Shutting his ears to the indignant shouts

of cofiscience and with' bellowed mental
explanations that it was nothing worse than
an informal loan and that nobody would be a
penny the worse.for it, he shut his ears still
tighter; and went through with his plan.

Madge was overjoyed with her ring.

On the third of May, old Simeon Brian
summoned Dirck to his private office. It
was not the first nor the fiftieth summons of
the sort young Kent had received. Hitherto,
these calls had meant little or nothing to him.
Indeed, he had grinned to note the per-
turbation en the faces of middle-aged men
with big families as they had answered such
a mandate to go to the inner office.

Being single and young, Dirck had been
immune to wage-slave fear. " The thought
of losing his job had not been palatable.
But assuredly it had been fraught with no
such horror as had scored the faces of older
fellow-employees on the way to Brian’s
sanctum. There ‘were plenty of jobs in the
world for a foot-loose lad. No use in wasting
worry over the chance of losing one of them.

Dirck’s visits to the private office had
sometimes entailéd a word of commendation
or a notice of promotion. Once or twice they
had been the occasion of a mild call-down.
Oftenest they had to do with some item of
the day’s routine. In any event they were
not significant enough to stir nerve or blood.

To-day, to his own wonder, Dirck Kent
found himself ‘approaching his employer’s
presence with an ugly little contraction of
the heart. He was vaguely uncomfortable;
apprehensive. Almost he was scared. His
common ‘sense rebuked him sharply for such
cowardice. It was out of the question that
his transfer of a mere $200 could have been
found out so soon. He had juggled the books
too cleverly for that. No, it was )ust'bad
nerves. And to counteract their teasings,
Dirck faced his boss with something akin
to a swagger.

IMEON BRIAN was infinitely old; infi-
nitely cryptic; a business man of a sort
commoner forty-five years ago than now.
He ran his Novelty Company on lines of his
own; deaf and blind to a million innovations
suggested to him by younger colleagues.
Yet, withal, the concern was as solid as a
cliff; and as conservatively remunerative as
in its first flush of prosperity. It was con-
ducted on a non-spectacular scale and it
employed a comparatively small staff for the
volume of business transacted by it.

Brian needed no efficiency expert to teach
him how to keep expenses in bounds or to
get the best out of his workers. He was
not stingy and he was not a slave-driver.
But he did not spend one dollar on men or
on material when the same results could be
achieved for ninety-eight-and-a-half cents.
That was Simeon Brian’s rule. .

For a moment, now, as Dirck came into
the shabby office, the old man did not speak;
but continued to scribble figures on a scratch-
pad. Then he glanced up at the youth,
whose swagger was beginning to ooze. Still
he did not speak. And Dirck’s graceful pose
merged into scarce-controlled fidgets.

When at last the old fellow broke silence,
his words brought queer relief to his listener;
even though those words were couched in
rebuke.

“Kent,” he said, abruptly, “ you were out
at lunch, forty minutes overtime, three days
ago. Two mornings this week, you punched
the clock, behindtime. Last night you
cleared out, ten minutes before you were
supposed to.”

He paused to let the preamble sink in.
Dirck opened his unwontedly dry lips; then
closed them. Brian went on:
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“You aren’t a genius, Kent. But you've .

always been a worker. That’s why I've
kept you on, more than once, when cleverer
men have been let out. It isn’t liké you to
shirk. Next time I have to speak about it,
I’ll say it with a blue envelope.”

Now, at this point, it was Dirck Kent’s
manifest cue to draw himself up, indignantly,
and tell how often he had worked early and
late, in the rush season; and to invent a sub-
tle illness which could not conquer his devo-
tion to his employer’s interests' but which
sent him home to bed early and made him

-too weak to get up on time in the morning

and which had driven him to a doctor on
that noon-hour when he had been away from
his desk forty minutes too long.

Indeed, Simeon Brian seemed expectant
of some such outburst. But it did not come.

At the routine hint of discharge, Dirck’s
knees came as near to smiting each other as
ever knees in real life can hope to. If he
were to lose his job! The books would be
gone over, instantly, for the enlightenment
of his successor. The $200 ‘“loan” would
stand forth as obscenely visible as a pest-
house on a hilltop.

WHEREFORE, with dry mouth and
blank face, Dirck Kent stood there;—
and said not a word. Brian waited a civil
space of time for the usual rebuttal or self-
justification. Then he nodedd slightly; and
continued in a more matter-of-fact tone:

“Let it go at that. I don’t think you'll
need a secand warning to work harder and
to stay closer on the job. Nobody but a born
fool runs his head into the same hornet’s
nest, twice in succession. Vinton’s sick
again.” .

This last statement switched the theme of
discourse without so much as a second’s in-
terim. Dirck, still bewildered and scared,
hardly caught its import; until Brian re-
sumed .

“That means we’re short-handed in his
department. He’s always getting sick at the
wrong time. And he's always away for a
fortnight at the least. Generally longer. If
he hadn’t been with me from the start I'd
fire the old pest. Never mind that. The
point is—I’ll either have to get some one in
to help in his department, till he gets back
(and by the time a new man can break in
enough to be of any use to me, Vinton’ll be
well) or else I'll have to spread the extra
work over some of the staff. Now here’s
where you can make up for loafing:—When
your quitting time comes, to-day, I want
you to report to Walder.”

“Huh?’’ ejaculated Dirck.

‘“I've spoken to him about it,” said Brian,
unheeding. ‘‘It’ll probably mean an extra
hour or so of work for you, every day, till
Vinton’s back. And there may be once or
twice a week that you’ll have to put in a
whole evening at it. I told Walder to use
you as much as he needs to. You’re under
his orders, remember, for the overtime. And
a few wholesome evenings of work,” he con-
cluded, jocularly, *‘will be better for you
than whatever gadding keeps you from get-
ting down hcre on the dot and makes you
sneak out, ten minutes early. It’ll do yo
good, Kent.” :

He turned back to his desk, in the imme-
morial fashion whereby employers notify their
underlings that an interview is ended. But
Dirck did not go. Instead, he stood gaping
convulsively, like a fish out of water. Pres-
ently, he blurted:

‘“What pay do I get for all this extra

“The same pay you’ve been getting, since
your last raise, Kent,” answered Brian,
sweetly. ‘‘Ample pay—generous pay for a
lad of your age and for the work you do.

?”
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the back of anything that ain’t built like a
locomotive. So where’s their speed got a
chance? A driver who sabes these mountain
roads and saves his car is going to show ’em
the way.”

Miller was inclined to argue and he got
him a wad of waste and wiped off a couple
of fingers on which to mark his points. But
Gaviland came wriggling out from under the
truck and passed out of the machine shop.
As he went, he threw a perfectly blank look
straight in Peter’s eyes and Pete shut up.
A moment later, catching Hugh out of
breath, Pete said, *Yes—yes-s-s,” and
slipped out in Chickenhawk’s wake.

““Now, Chick,” said Peter, that night in
the office, “this is a directors’ meeting and
you preside. You don’t know how, but that
merely qualifies you.”

“Uh-huh,” said Chickenhawk,
down at the desk. “Thass all ri’t.”

sitting

“ R. MILLER,” proceeded the mobile
half of the stage company, “we got
to go in this race——"

“But a car?” sputtered Miller.

“We got an engine! That power plant in
the stage car was built back there when they
put stuff in ’'em. I can tune her up to 8o,
easy. I move we stick that engine in
Chickenhawk’s frame, and we’ll have a real
road wagon. We can ”

“—go broke!”” Miller finished.

**Or—win the five thousand!”’

Miller looked out the window, then
qrgu:mec(li t'f.he toli)iilce ag the calendars and

rin ime-tables an i
glong his jaw. drew a grimy finger
~ “What,” he asked brightly, “will we do
fm:(zi3 stage car?”
Uy 2 car—a new one. ?

matter of a month or two beforIet fve(’)ll;] {agf
to, or quit running stage. That frame and
body are shot—everything’s shot but the
engine. Let’s soak what we got in a new
car for the route and I'll take out this
engine—and win the Derby with it!”

“Kill yourself, you mean. Who'd go
mechanician?”’ asked Miller.

«1'd sort of figure!,” Peter said slowly,
“on Chickenhawk. How ’bout it, Chick?”’

“Uh-huh,” Chickenhawk looked bored.
“Thass all ri't.”

A week later a shiny new car rolled out of
the Lordsburg-Silvertip stage station on its
first trip. Hugh Miller was at the wheel.
Peter and Chickenhawk were bending over a

As the car whipped around the
last jerky curve, Peter saw the
Apache tribesman fling up an
aﬂwst ceremonial arm to him

motor that dangled from an overhead crane
above the gaping hood of the Indian’s
engineless chassis.

“This running gear of yours,” Peter was
saying, “was made when they didn’t give a
carrajo-damn how much weight went into
her. An’ that’s what we like—don’t we?—
a frame that’s good for a dynamite blast.”

“Uh-huh,” agreed the Apache, with
what passed in his young life for intense
enthusiasm. ‘‘She all ri’t.”

One corner of the garage had become an
assembling plant. The work bench was
loaded with parts, mostly wrapped in greasy
factory paper. On the floor stood the chassis
that had been Alatorre’s. Metallic vitals
were strewn about.

Peter and the Indian worked days be-
tween stage trips, and nights. The Apache
seemed never to tire. In a shed near the
gasoline supply tanks was his bed. No one
would tamper with that racer while he lived
to love and guard it.

“Chickenhawk,” said Dowell one Sunday
noon, “it’s been a hard day.” .

Chickenhawk honored his companion
with no spoken reply. He looked an assent.

“Less knock off.”

“Uh-huh,” said the Chickenhawk.

Dowell spent the afternoon out at th.e
edge of town, but what he said to her is
nobody’s business. Probably it was the
race. Maybe she suggested the danger and
perhaps he replied with financial arguments,

Chickenhawk was in conversation with a
youth of his own race who carried a kodak
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as young men with a penchant for speed—
and a girl—will. -

At”any- rate, it was dusk when Peter
hurried into the garage. He was musing and
his thoughts turned to the comtest. Old
Chickenhawk would probably be still at it,
giving a touch to a bearing, minutely exam-
ining a brake-lining or sorting the hard iron
bolts and nuts that soon would be holding
together the mechanism that was to be their
offering on the altar of speed. But then a
fellow can’t be working all the time, and if
Chick—

Peter broke off thinking and stared in
astonishment at the picture the garage
presented.

A DOZEN figures huddled about the
chassis. Around their shoulders were
gaudy blankets. Straight black hair flowed
down from sleek black polls. The one
standing figure was Chickenhawk’s.

So intent were they that no one perceived
Dowell, who stopped with mouth open,
Here was a new Chickenhawk, and well
might that Apache’s compadre marvel at
him. For Chickenhawk was speaking.

Dowell edged closer to the strange council.
The Apache’s voice rose and fell in debate
that gave the lie to the tradition of Indian
composure. Here was Gaviland talking
with his own people, and what he said was
couched in terms of rage. The words seethed
and hissed and growled and clucked. Peter
was aghast at the viciousness mild old Chick
was wrapping about each parcel of thought.

At last Pete’s straining ear caught the
word, Alatorre.

“Alatorre!”

That was it, eh? Well, an Indian never
forgets. Yet Alatorre’s hated name had
never before provoked these white-hot pas-
sions in the even-tempered Apache.

“I wonder what that damn Mex has done
to m’friend Chick, now,” Peter speculated.
He started to ease his way out when the
council broke up.

The ten Indians stood up, hunching their

" blankets about their wiry shoulders. Their

feet and legs were encased in the buckskin
moccasin-leggins that southern Indians
wear on the mounted trail. Through the
rear window, Peter caught a glimpse of their
drowsing ponies.

Several voices joined that of the still
orating Chickenhawk. Half a dozen dusky
hands stretched forth, palm down, as though
a pledge were being executed. Chickenhawk
looked around the circle, his eyes proud,
and nodded gravely. The Indians filed out,
each with a salutation that was almost
comical in its formality.

Chickenhawk remained and Peter hurried
to him.

“Why, Chick! What’s it all about?”

The Indian stared at his fiiend, a trace
of malevolence still in his face, which,
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THE ELK’S CREED

FROM time to time there have appeared in
different publications varying declarations
of faith, or mental attitude, or rules of conduct,
which have been entitled “The Elk’s Creed.

It is scarcely necessary to inform any Elk that
the Order has never promulgated any definite
“Creed,” nor authorized nor approved any such
declarations or expressions. They are simply the
compositions of individuals who desire to express
in formal words what they conceive to be the true
spirit and meaning of Elk membership. )

While these various ‘‘Creeds” differ in wording
and arrangement of sentences, they are all quite
similar in general tenor and indicate a noble and
exalted conception of the true Elk attitude toward
all mankind. And no fault is to be found with
the fine sentiments they embody. Indeed, it is
not unwise to have definitely in mind a clearly
expressed ideal of Elkly conduct. It is suggestive
and helpful; and an occasional reference to it
can only be inspiring and uplifting.

One of these, which is more or less widely cur-
rent throughout the Order, is worthy of reproduc-
tion. Credit of authorship is not given for lack
of information.

**Believe in thyself as well as in others.

Exalted be thine ideas of right. -
Be lenient; be true.

“Protect childhood with tenderness,
Woman with chivalry,
Old age with respect.

* Others seek to benefit; do good here and now.
Cherish with reverence the memory of those
who have passed.

*“Enjoy the good things of earth.
Keep within thee the glorious
sunshine of youth.

And above all, remain always of

good Cheer.”

LETTING GEORGE DO IT

SOME months ago comment was made in these
columns upon the unfortunate disposition of
many members of the Order to shift fraternal
responsibilities to the shoulders of others—to
pass the buck.” There is another expressive
slang phrase which embodies a variant aspect of
(t:lhe same general mental attitude—*Let George

o it.”

Just how the expression was originally evolved
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is not known; but its meaning is clear. There is
generally some one willing worker in every group
who is ready to assume more than his rightful
share of any given task. He has been nicknamed

“George’’; and his generous shoulders are usually-

overloaded by his shirking associates.

There is a “George’’ in nearly every Subordinate
Lodge. He does not always get the credit that is
due him for his unfailing response to all the calls
made upon him and for the service he so willingly
renders. His readiness to serve is too often taken
for granted and as matter of course; and this
attitude frequently results in real imposition
upon him.

This, however, is not the most unfortunate as-
pect of such a situation. “George”” may experi-
ence a real satisfaction in his own consciousness of
his loyalty and fidelity. But the constant with-
drawal of others from a personal participation in
the conduct of the activities of the Lodge in-
evitably leads to their lessened interest in those
activities; and this, in turn, tends to defeat the
very purpose in view.

One'’s enthusiasm in any undertaking is largely
proportioned to his active participation in it; and
the result of any Lodge activity becomes rela-
tively more valuable according to the number of
members personally engaged in promoting its
success. Enthusiasm begets enthusiasm and no
Lodge can function to its highest degree of effec-
tiveness unless its members generally are imbued
with that spirit.

“George’’ is a very valuable and dependable
member of the Lodge. But it would be better for
the Lodge, and for all concerned, if Tom and Jim
and Joe should more frequently share with him
the performance of those fraternal duties in which
they have an equal share of responsibility.

GENTLEMAN

HE. true and correct definition of ‘‘gentleman”’
has often been the subject of discussion more
or less academic in character; and there are differ-
ences of opinion as to the various attributes which
are suggested as essential to justify the title. But,
apart from its technical significance, which in some
countries is of importance, and in the general
acceptance of the term in America, there is no
word that more clearly defines itself.
“Gentle’’ means refined in manners, not rough,
harsh or severe; considerate. A gentleman is a
gentle—man. It can not be better defined.
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Home of Iowa City Lodge Completel
Remodeled and R{furnfshed i

The membership of Iowa City (Iowa)
Lodge, No. 590, has completed extensive
alterations of their home—the entire build-
ing having been redecorated and refurnished
throughout and new equipment installed.
It is now the boast of Iowa City Lodge that
considering a town of 12,0co population,
and a membership of 423, there is no other
Club Home that can compare with it in its
completeness and elegance.

Maryland State Elks Association
Holds Convention at Ocean City

The Maryland State Elks Association
held its Annual Convention this year at
Ocean City. The eastern shore Lodges suc-
cessfully combined and offered unusual en-
tertainment to the delegates and their
families. Holding the Convention late in
September at the close of the regular resort
season proved a wise plan, as all unneces-
sary crowding and difficulty in procuring ac-
commodations were avoided. An interesting
event in connection with the Convention was
the contest between various Lodges in the
jurisdiction for asilverlovingcup,donated by
James L. Ward, for presentation to the Lodge
whose officers exhibited the best exemplifica-
tion of the Ritual.

Members of National Home See
John Robinson’s Circus

Every year when John Robinson’s Circus
plays in Lynchburg, Va., all the members of
the Elks National Home at Bedford are
invited to attend the -performance. This
courtesy is extended to the Home Lodge by
Mr. Jerry Mugivan, one of the owners of the
circus and a member of the Order. This year
over fifty made the trip to Lynchburg, saw
the circus and enjoyed in other ways the
generous hospitality of Mr. Mugivan.

Bessemer (Ala.) Lodge Plans Program
Of Welfare Work for Boys of the City

Bessemer (Ala.) Lodge, No. 721, has re-
cently appointed a Committee to investigate
means of assisting needy boys of the city
during the fall and winter. The committee
is drawing up definite plans for welfare work
among the school children, one feature of
which will be the supplying of schoolbaaks
to pupils not able to buy them.

Watertown (S. D.) Welcomes Home
Grand Exalted Ruler McFarland

A great public reception was tendered
Grand Exalted Ruler James G. McFarland
on his return home from the Atlanta Conven-
tion, by his fellow members of Watertown
(S. D.) Lodge, No. 838. Not only Water-
town, but every section of South Dakota,
was represented. The reception was held
on the Court House Square, where after a
band concert, Rev. Father O’Meara, a
charter member of Watertown Lodge, de-
livered the welcoming address. Later in the
day, a reception, given to Mr. McFarland
by the visiting delegates, was held in the
Club House of Watertown Lodge.

“Uncle Billie” Hildreth Passes
Into the Valley of Death

“Uncle Billie” Hildreth, as he was com-
monly known by his many friends, recently
passed away at Ouray, Colo., ending his
life’s journey of over one hundred years.
Mr. Hildreth was born on March 21, 1823,

at Mount Vernon, Ohio. He went West
when a young man and followed the mining
industry in Wyoming and Colorado prac-
tically all of his life. He became a member
of Rawlins (Wyo.) Lodge, No. 609, May 31,
1904, and in 1920, at the age of 97, attended
the Grand Lodge Convention at Chicago,
Ill. “Uncle Billie” was also a member of
that great but fast vanishing organization—

The Revised Ritual
GRAND Secretary Fred C.

Robinson will make distribu-
tion of the revised Ritual on or
before October 15, 1923, and it is
a matter of general interest to
the Order that instead of sepa-
rate volumes containing only the
lines of the respective officers, a
complete leather-bound book,
with instructions and lines for all
participating in regular or initia-
tory ceremonies, is to be used by
each officer. This will be effec-
tive as the only Ritual of the
Order on and after October 15,
1923, and the District Deputy
Grand Exalted Rulersarecharged

with the duty of taking up and
% it [’
e

destroying a ituals o any
Jormer edition as they make their
official visits.

This newlyrevised Ritual, which
the Gra Secretary will dis-

tribute to all subordinate Lodges
without requisition therefor, was
adopted at the Grand Lodge Ses-
sion at Atlanta, Ga., July 11,1923

the G. A. R., being the second last member in
his section of the country. His body was
brought to Rawlins where funeral services
were conducted at the Elks Home by the
officers of Rawlins Lodge. He was laid to
rest among his comrades in the G. A. R.
plot. After the last rites were read there

was a salute from the firing squad, composed -

of members from his Lodge and the Amer-
ican Legion. Taps was sounded, and
“Uncle Billie” Hildreth, who had come into
the world when Monroe was President of
the United States; who had been a friend of
Abraham Lincoln; who had fought Indians
with Buffalo Bill, Kit Carson, Jim Baker
and other great scouts; who had fought
throughout the Civil War with Company
G, Forty-first Illinois Infantry, and who
wore the Grand Army of the Republic uni-
form proudly, passed into loving memory.

San Francisco (Cal.) Lodge Breaks
Ground for Million-Dollar Home

San Francisco (Cal.) Lodge, No. 3, broke
ground recently for its new $1,000,000 Elks’
home. Several hundred members took part
in the exercises, which were preceded by a
procession from the present Home, on
Powell Street, down Powell Street, to Post
Street, thence to the site of -the. proposed
structure. The officers of the Elks’ Building
Association, Lodge officers, band, drill team
and members of San Francisco and neighbor-
ing lodges, took.part in the parade.

At the building site, Nadeau L. Bour-
geault, Exalted Ruler of San Francisco
Lodge, presided over the ground-breaking
program. William M. Abhott, Past Grand
Exalted Ruler and President of the Elks’
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Building Association, manned the big steam
shovel with which ground was broken, and
other directors of the Building Association
wielded the smaller shovel, the original
implement with which ground was broken
for the present Elks building, 15 years ago.
A ‘“Ground-Breaking” banquet commem-
orating the event was given in the evening.
The new building will require 18 months’
time for completion and, including the site,
will attain a value in excess of a million
dollars. A Roman plunge will occupy a
part of the basement, and on the same floor
will be steam rooms, showers, hot rooms,
lockers and individual dressing-rooms. On
the first floor will be the hotel offices, with
hat, coat and check rooms, and the gallery
to the swimming-pool. The second floor is
to be given over entirely to Lodge-room pur-
poses, the Lodge-room itself being one of the
largest fraternal rooms on the Pacific Coast,
having total dimensions of 87 by 70 feet.
The main floor will seat 1200 people. A
fully equipped theatrical stage for entertain-
ment and a maple dancing floor for social
gatherings will make the Lodge-room a useful
and popular headquarters at all times. In
the front of the building on the second floor
will be a memorial hall seventy feet long.
The main lounging-room in front and the
dining-room in the back will be located on
the third floor. On the fourth floor the
billiard-room, buffet and social rooms, the
lounging and game rooms, will be situated.
Two large committee rooms will also be
located on the fourth floor. From the fifth
to the thirteenth floors thirteen double bed-
rooms are to be placed on each floor, all
being outside rooms, and with bathroom
attached to each. The furnishings and
accessories of the new building will be the
finest obtainable, and every detail will be
faithfully carried out to accomplish the
maximum of- comfort for the members with-
out sacrificing any needed conveniences.

Yankton (S. D.) Lodge Inaugurates
Visiting Day to Non-ﬁesiderl:gx{embers

Yankton (S. D.) Lodge, No. go4, recently
inaugurated its first visiting day. About
thirty of its members set out by automobile
for a two-day trip through that part of its
jurisdiction, known locally as the ‘Platte
Line.” Elks in eight towns were visited.
The Old Hickory Fife and Drum Corps,
with an all-Elk membership, was a feature of
the trip and proved a unique attraction.
Members residing in the towns visited ex-
pressed appreciation by a liberal showing of
hospitality, and Yankton Lodge has voted
to make such visits to all parts of its jurisdic-
tion regularly hereafter, in a belief that a
friendlier relationship is thus promoted
between the mother Lodge and its non-
resident members.

Everett Lodge Host to Convention of
Washington State Elks Association

The Washington State Elks Association
held its nineteenth annual Convention at
Everett, August 13-15. The gathering was
one of the largest ever held in the State,
nearly 10,000 Elks and their wives enjoying
the hospitality of Everett Lodge, No. 479-
Twenty brass bands, many beautiful floats
and drill teams, competed for the five hun-
dred dollars in cash prizes offered by the
Entertainment Committee. All the streets
and buildings in the city were specially
decorated in honor of the occasion. The
Convention opened with a Grand Concert
at the Armory by the Seattle Civic Sym-
phony Orchestra of 100 pieces. On the
following day there was a golf tournament,



46

baseball games and other sports. The fea-
tures of the last day of the Conventién were
a large picnic at Silver Lake, a pavement
dance and a Grand Ball in the Armory.
Among other resolutions adopted at the
Convention was one endorsing the work be-
ing accomplished by THE ELks MAGAZINE
Officers for the ensuing year were elected as
follows: Joseph St. Peter of Everett Lodge,
No. 479, President; Walter F. Meier of
Seattle Lodge, No. g2, First Vice-President;
Frank L. Cooper of Everett Lodge, Secre-
tary; C. W. Van Rooy of Tacoma Lodge,
No. 174, Treasurer. Bellingham was chosen
for next year’s Convention and Bremerton
for the mid-winter meeting of the officers.

Free Milk Furnished to Poor of City by
Brooklyn (N. Y.) Lodge No. 22

Sixty thousand dollars is the goal set by
Brooklyn Lodge for its Kiddies Fund which
will provide free milk to the poor children of
the city. Over 100 “Elk Milk- Stations”
have already been established throughout
the Borough insuring an even distribution in
all quarters. Besides these stations, Brook-
lyn Lodge-also opened one at Coney Island, -,
a large tent at the entrance of the Board-.
walk where, under the supervision of the
Board of Health, the milk provided by the
Lodge is distributed. In addition, milk is
being furnished to all local hospitals, nurser-
ies and charitable institutions.

Choir of San Antonio (Tex.) Lodge
Plays Part in Musical Life of the City

A large and appreciative audience heard
an impressive program of sacred music given
at the First Baptist Church by the Choir of
San Antonio (Tex.) Lodge, No. 216. This
was the first of a series of church programs
which the Choir plans to give as part of its
contribution to the musical life of the com-
munity. The Choir has already won for
itself a distinguished place and is often called
upon to take part in various public events.
Recently the members of the Choir sang at
a luncheon given in San Antonio in honor of
General John J. Pershing.

Great Crowds Attend Circus and Rodeo
Staged by Pasadena (Calif.) Lodge

Pasadena (Calif.) Lodge, No. 672, re-
cently staged an Elks Circus and Rodeo,
which netted more than $10,000 and was
attended by about 25,000 people during the
several days’ entertainment

Minnesota State Elks Association
Elects New Officers

Closing a most successful Convention, the
Minnesota State Elks Association elected the
following officers for the ensuing year:
President, John E.Regan of Mankato Lodge,
No. 225; Treasurer, William W. Koons of
St. Cloud Lodge, No. 516; Secretary, Lannie
C. Horne, of Minneapolis Lodge, No. 44.
Choice of the 1924 Convention City was
referred to the Executive Committee of the
Association.

Platteville (Wis.) Lodge Host to
Neighboring Lodges at Annual Picnic

Platteville (Wis.) Lodge, No. 1460, the
“Baby” Lodge of the State, recently held its
first Annual Picnic at Tuffa Park. Large
delegations of members from Cuba City,
Hazel Green and Galena were guests of
Platteville Lodge and enjoyed one of the
best outings ever held in the district. The
day was cnlivencd with keenly contested

sporting events of all kinds. In the evening
an outdoor dinner was served, after which
the members of Platteville Lodge and their
guests sat around a great camp-fire singing
the old-time songs.

Riverside (Calif.) Lodge Building
New $100,000 Home :

Plans for the new $100,000 Home of
Riverside (Calif.) Lodge, No. 643, have been
completed and work on the building will be
started soon. The new Home will adjoin
the Plaza Hotel and have its main entrance
on Market Street. The lot is go x 133 feet
and the building will cover a space of 83 x
121 feet. The structure, which is to be.two
stories high with a full basement, will be
one of the most complete Homes in -the
West. The architecture will be pure Span-
ish with concrete construction and tile.roof.
Wrought-iron ornamental work and railings
will add to the appearance of thé club. A An
unusual feature of the building. will be a
fireproof motion-picture projection room in

the basement.” - .~

- Fort Wayne (Ind.)-Lodge Entertains

6,000 Children at its Country Club

Over 6,000 youngsters were recently the
guests of Fort Wayne (Ind.) Lodge, No. 133,
at its Country Club. The great crowd was
assembled at the Elks Home and marched,
with bands playing and flags flying, to the
starting point, where many trucks and autos
were waiting to take the youngsters to the
Country Club. Field sports of all kinds,
games in the swimming-pool and refresh-
ments were features of the day’s program.
It was indeed a wonderful outing, organized
with skill and carried through without a
single accident.

Columbia (Tenn.) Lodge Raises Fund
To Combat Typhoid Fever

Columbia (Tenn.) Lodge, No. 686, has
declared war against the dread typhoid
fever. Through popular subscription the
Lodge has raised a fund to be used for the
purchase of anti-typhoid vaccine sufficient
to inoculate some 6oo people against the

* ravages of the disease. The vaccine will be

distributed to physicians throughout the
district, and through the members of the
Maury County Medical Society, it will be
administered free of charge in deserving
cases.

New Home for Dover (N. J.) Lodge
To Be Started Soon

Dover (N. J.) Lodge, No. 782, has plans
under way for the erection of a new Home
to cost in the neighborhood of $1350,000.
The present Home of Dover Lodge has been
found unable to take care of No. 782’s grow-
ing membership and its increased activities.

Boys® Manual Training Class Started
By Grand Junction (Colo.) Lodge

Grand Junction (Colo.) Lodge, No. 575,
has started a weekly class of instruction in
Manual Training for boys of the district
between the ages of ten and fourteen years.
The class will be held every Thursday eve-
ning at the Elks Home and will be under the
supervision of an experienced instructor.
The boys will be given practical instruction
in useful handicraft work and every effort
made to develop their talents in this direc-
tion. The Lodge has made arrangements to
supply the boys with all the necessary tools
and materials.

The Elks Magazine

Malden (Mass.) Lodge Dedicates
New Building at Children’s Camp

" Appropriate exercises marked the dedica-
tion of the building erected by Malden
(Mass.) Lodge, No. 963, at the Children’s
Health Camp on Waite Mount. This camp
was established by the community some
time ago for the purpose of assisting sub-
normal children to regain health by provid-
ing a place where they can enjoy plenty of
sunshine, nourishing food and regular hours
of sleep, rest and recreation. The building,
which Malden Lodge has erected and given
to the camp, will take care of the growing
demands for accommodation made on the
camp. The new structure will be known as
the “Elks’ Building.”

Georgia State Elks Association
To Meet at Augusta in 1924

Howard P. Park of La Grange (Ga.)
Lodge, No. 1084, was elected President for
the ensuing year of the Georgia State Elks
Association at the Annual Convention re-
cently held at Atlanta. . Other officers
clected were G. P. Maggione of Savannah
Lodge, No. 183, First Vice-President, and
Thomas B. Lamar of Columbus Lodge, No.
111, Secretary and Treasurer. Augusta was
sclected as the meeting place for 1924.

Connersville (Ind.) Lodge Plays
Host to Orphan Children

Thirty children, including the boys and
gifls from the Children’s Home, were re-
cently entertained by Connersville (Ind.)
Lodge, No. 379, at a picnic. The event was
arranged by the Ledge’s Social and Com-
munity Welfare Committece, assisted by the
members and their wives. The youngsters
were given an automobile ride before going
to the picnic grounds. At the park games
were played and refreshments served. Each
child was given a toy balloon as a souvenir
of the occasion. After the picnic the young
guests of the Lodge were taken to the Audi-
torium Theater where they witnessed a per-

formance of Jackie Coogan in the movie,
“Daddy.”

Ohio State Elks Association Hold
Twenty-fifth Anniversary Convention

Grand Exalted Ruler James G. McFar-
land was the guest of honor at the Silver
Anniversary of the founding of the Ohio
State Elks Association, celebrated at Cedar
Point (Sandusky). The Convention was
one of the most successful gatherings of Ohio
Elks ever held. One of the outstanding
features of the meeting, which was attended
by thousands from all over the State, was a
banquet of Past Exalted Rulers of Ohio
Lodges and the establishment of a per-
manent organization of these former officers.
The Hon. John G. Price, member of the
Granc'l Forum and former Attorney General
of Ohio, was elected the first President of the
organization. The convention adopted,
among other resolutions, one providing for 2
special tribute to be paid late President
Harding, in connection with the Annual
Memorial Day at Marion on Sunday, Dec. 2.
Each Lodge in the Association will send a
delegate to Marion to participate with
Marion Lodge in the service, and will also
send a memorial wreath to be placed on the
tomb. The Hon. Murray Hulbert, Past
Exalted Ruler of New Vork (N. Y.)
Lodge, No. 1, and President of Board of
Aldermen of New York City, told the dele-
gates of the work of New York State Elks

(Continued on puge 70)
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(Continued from page %o)

“Jimmy has to be aboard to-night.
Vandal’s off at daybreak.”

“What about this baggage, Jimmy?” Kil-
gour called. “You’d better settle it now, and
get it off your mind.”

“I’ve done that already,” said Antrim.
“Don’t bother about it. I've decided not to sail
on the Vandal.”

“Not to sail on the Vandal?”’ cried Mrs. Kil-
gour.” “My dear Jimmy, what do you mean?
You’ve booked your passage.”

I know,” said Antrim, smiling at her and at
himself. . .

. “My dear fellow,” said Kilgour. *“You must
be ill.” ‘

“Not a bit of it,” said Antrim. ‘“Never fitter.
Can’t I change my mind?”’

_*“You don’t usually,” Kilgour reminded him.
“Only I think you might tell us the lady’s
name!” -

“Nothing doing, bwane Fkubwa,”” Antrim
laughed. ‘“You’re on the wrong horse.”

‘“ And to think of the emotions we’ve wasted on
him!” said Mrs. Kilgour. *After all these good-
byes, I don’t see how any decent man could
stay.” .

At the end of a pleasant and futile evening he
found himself alone with the Kilgours. This
was the moment that they had been awaiting
with some curiosity. .

“Well, Jimmy, what’s it all about?”’ Kilgour

The

‘asked

“Y don’t know. All the way down from Nai-
robi I felt in my bones that I didn’t want to go.”

“Rubbish!”’ said Kilgour. “I’ve heard of
that sort of thing before. There ought to be a
regulation compelling officers to take their leave
out of the country. It’s morbid. Result of
altitude. Pull yourself together and I'll drive
you down to the ship.”

“No, Pat . . . I’ve made up my mind. No
use talking about it.”

«Qbstinate old devil! What the deuce do you
think you’re going to do?”’

“ A long safari. See something of the country.”

“Good- God, man! When you might be in
Ireland! Where do you think of going?”

«I don’t know. Nothing is fixed. I'm going
with the Rawleys.”

“The Rawleys . .
you mad?”’ .

«When I want a medical board I'll ask for it.”

«You heard what the Judge said about him?”’

“What did the Judge say?” asked Mrs. Kil-
gour eagerly.

“Drinks like a fish. A very queer customer.
Jimmy, this is all damned nonsense.”

“Well, it may be. But I'm going.”

«“Then God help you for a bigger ass than I
ever believed you!”

“Jimmy,” said Mrs. Kilgour seriously, * there’s
more in this than meets the eye.”

«T quite agree with you,” said Antrim.

. ? My dear Jimmy, are

CHAPTER THREE

A FORTNIGHT later, to the wonder and
solicitude of his friends, Antrim had ar-
ranzed to leave Mombasa in the company of
the Rawleys. By this time the visitors must
have become aware that the attitude of Mom-
basa toward them was not inviting, for though
Rawley had not repeated his exhibition of the
first night in the club, his wife having been
with him when it happened, crowned his in-
famy. Add to this that the story of the injured
ricksha boy had found its way into many kitch-
ens, and from the kitchens, spiced and gar-
nished, to the drawing-rooms. :

No doubt the person who suffered most was
Antrim. Morning and evening—for he was still
living with the Kilgours, he had to stand the
fire of Mrs. Kilgour’s reproaches. What an-
noyed her most was that she couldn’t get a rise
out of him. When she told him that he was
making himself ridiculous, he took it like a lamb.

“You wouldn’t alow me to say things like
this to you, Jimmy,” she said, “unless you were
in love.” You, after all these years, to go trotting
after a petticoat!”’

At this he laughed outright. “My dear burra
memsakih,” he assured her, “‘that’s the widest
shot of all. I’ve scarcely spoken ten words to
thé woman. I don’t even know her.”

“That makes no difference,” said Mrs. Kil-
gour darkly.

When he laughed at the idea of his being in
love with Mrs. Rawley he was perfectly honest
with himself. He wasn’t in love with her and
didn’t intend to be.

If Antrim had given a truthful answer to a
direct question he would have said that he
didn’t really like her. Now, after ten days of
her acquaintance, she seemed no necarer and
certainly no more attractive than she had been
at the Kilgours’ luncheon. It bothered him a
little to think that it was she who had actually
forced his decision to stay in Africa, not 1 y ary
active intervention but just as an inactive Locy
will precipitate crystallization in a saturated
solution. If for one moment he had admitted
her as an active influence he would have taken
fright and backed out of the affair as well as
decency allowed him; but, as the days went by,
he fpgnd himself more and more deeply com-
mitted.

BY THIS time the whole arrangement of the

safari rested on his shoulders. He and Raw-
ley had sat for hours over the imperfect maps
that were available and the route of their tour
had been thought out in detail. They were to
start, on the first of the next month, from Voi;
and by the end of ten days Antrim had worked
out the whole bandabast to his own satisfac-
tion, while Rawley was plodding steadily in the

rear.
In all these preEarations Mrs. Rawley rarely
spoke; but when she did speak, he felt that che
understood things that with Rawley he must
explain at length. Her mind gave him the same
impression of clean efficiency as her body.
Compared with her husband she was a creature of
another world. And that world, Antrim quickly
realized, was his own. It cheered him to realize
that there was to be one efficient, reliable person
with the instincts of his own kind in this mad
adventure. Rawley t ](‘1 him sh

Because Rawley to. she was a d
shot, Antrim bought her a rifle, a 257 Mﬁi-
licher, and a little sixteen-bore shotgun by
Purdey,agemofa wealll)on that was going chea
second hand. These he duly delivered at thg
hotel, and heard no more about them. She
didn’t even say, “Thank you!”

This incident, and a dozen others of the same
kind, put him out of heart. Even if he had been
a paid servant instead of a friend who, on the
slenderest acquaintance, was doing - all the
donkey-work for nothing, he would have been
entitled to a little recognition.

Rawley, in his blundering way, was obviously
grateful.” If only this woman would acknowl-
edge his existence!

Perhaps it was the amused curiosity that the
island showed in his affairs that had made him
touchy. Well, the sooner he was out of it the
better!

Everything connected with the safari had now
been arranged but the engagement of the head-
men, the gun-boy and the cook. In another
week they would be setting out for Voi. Once
away from these artificial conditions of life and
from the prejudices of a limited society, matters
would solve themselves.

So he forgot his grievance and set to work at
the last, and, as it seemed to him, the easiest of
his labors: the choice of servants and gun-
bearers for the safari. The news of Rawley’s
expedition had by this time filtered downward
from the dinner-tables of Mombasa to the last
alley of the native locations and Antrim found
that cooks and headmen were waiting for him
in droves; that they knew not only the number
of the party but the exact date that had been
fixed for starting and the route to be taken;
matters that had only been discussed within the
closed circle of the Rawleys and himself.

This discovery annoyed him. Later, when he
thought about it, it also made him a little
uneasy. Suddenly he realized that what he had
taken for the dark indefinite background of na-
tive life, passive and inert, was, in fact, an ac-
tive acutely conscious environment in which he
and his fellows moved as in a dark wood, seeing
nothing, but watched in their every movement































































