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Amplifying- vacuum
tube. Tliis ia one of
anumber of vacuum
tubes uaed in the
transmitter circuits.

Not a giant chess-
man. This coupling
condenser sives the
voice currents safe
conduct from tele
phone instruments
to power line.

On a cross country
power line any sta
tion can talk with
any other —" with
Western Electric
equipment.

^epowercompany
load dispatcher can
talk reliably over
wires carryinglOO,-
000 volts or more.

RIDING astride horse power enough t
an industrial city, came the voice

wire, "Bad storm put Mill City Hne out of^^
mission, tie in Springvale circuit.'' ^orn-

Now electric light and power company
ators can telephone over their own power
mission lines carrying thousands of horse p
Yet they talk and signal with ease with
thousandths of a horse-power by the use of th^
Western Electric PowerLine CarrierTelenh
Equipment.

It is the most satisfactory means yet devised
for communicating between the stations of com
panics which cover awide area and where com~
mercial telephone facilities are not available. It
is an important aid in emergency and it helps
maintain service twenty-four hours a day.

Here is a worthy newcomer to the long
of products manufactured by the world's large I
maker of telephones. ®
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He Doesn't Know It Yet
But He's a $6,000 Man

(( DO YOU SEE that earnest-looking
fellow talking to the President?"
— It was the General Manager

speaking; he and his guest were taking a
turn thru the main offices.

—' 'That's the man I've got picked to take
Short's place, as Auditor of the Company,
when Short goes East. I've had my eye
on liim for more than a year; he's the kind
of fellow who's bound to get ahead. I
learned the other day that he has been
studying evenings at home for the past six
or eight months. He's
one of the few men who
really seem awake to their
opportunities. A fellow
like that is too good to
lose, and we're going to
make it worth his while to
s/icl\ He doesn't know it
yet, but he's a six-thou
sand-dollar man!"

* ♦ *

' 'Studying evenings—
working out problems —
taking an interest in the
business"—if the men in
subordinate positions
could only read the minds
of the men dirccthig\\\Qm,
what surprising things
they would learn about
themselves!

—How every day, for
example, those who show
promise are being ap
praised for bigger jobs,
—How their capacity is
constantly being meas
ured by the readiness with which they
grasp the larger problems of the business.
—How they are being gauged by the fore
sight they show in preparing for greater
responsibilities.

For, after all, the extent to which a man
is willing to prepare for bigger things is a
mighty good index to his fitness to control
them — isn't it?

The boss, you see—if he is a real execu
tive and not a figurehead — put in many
years equipping himself for his present
position. Is it Hkely that he will overlook
the chap who shows the same habits
and tendencies which helped hhn to get
ahead?

Then, too, when a man undertakes
home-study training, he proves that he has
good common-sense — and ihaCs an asset!

For consider the logic of his undertak
ing—

For a comparatively few months—a year
or two, at most— a man agrees with him
self to give up a certain proportion of his
"good times. " He weighs them against
his ambition to increase his income, and
he deliberately chooses the bigger salary,
the larger future. He knows that train
ing is what he needs, and he values his
self-respect so highly that he cannot be
happy to drift any longer.

The point to all this is very simple. In
making a decision of this kind, he is
demonstrating his ability to discrimi
nate between the values that are worth
while and those that are no values at all.

And inevitably that kind of shrewdness
makes a real hit with sound business men.

He Leams by Solving Problems
—and It's a Fascinating Method

But there's another phase to home-
study training which we have neglected
to mention.

While it takes courage to map out a
course for oneself and to make the start,
it is only a short time after one has got
under way when it becomes^ no task at all,
and instead of regarding his studies as a
burden, a man gets to really looking for
ward to his periods of training. Under

the LaSalle Problem Method, he works
with actual business problems, and they
fascinate him. He is conscious that he is
growing in business power. He sees the
results of his increased ability in the promo
tions that he gains.

Consider, for example, such simple state
ments as the following, all susceptible to
ready proof:

"Salary and oarninf,'s have increased over 183 per
cent. Your course has given me the position I
wished for, the salary I looiied for. and has broadened

my knowledee and vision so
that I have perfect confidence
in niy ability to do any job in
the accounting field."

FRANK B. TRISCG,
Minnesota.

"Instead of a factory store
keeper, I find myself at the end
of three years head of a depart
ment, with an increase in salary
of 230 per cent."

F. H. LAWSON, California.

"Led the list in the Maine
bar examination."

GORDON F. GALLERT,
Maine.

"From a salesman in the
ranks, in two short months my
sales have shot up nearly 150
per ccnt. I am now a district
manaK'T, with eleven men
workini? under mc."

C. RUTHERFORD, Canada.

"—a total of 90 per cent in
crease in salary In two years.
1 saw tiiis promotion in ad
vance and was proparine myself
for it, altho it came six months
sooner than expected, which
frocs fo show that H pays to. be
prrtetTcd

R. L. REEVES, Alabama.

Ma?ce Yourself a $6,000 Man
Of course no amount of WISHING can

get a man out of a mediocre place and put
him on the right road to success.

But what astounding things a man can
do if he changes his wishing to WILLING
—if he really sets up a goal for himself
and steadily bends his energies toward
KEACHING it!

What is YOUR goal? Is it symbolized
by one or more of the courses listed on the
coupon just below?

Then, for the sake of your future, take
out your pencil NOW—check the training
that appeals to you—sign 'your name and
address —and put it in the mail.

There is, of course, no obligation—but
there; s a great big OPPORTUNITY—
and it's automatically set aside for the
man who ACTS.

LaSalle Extension University
The World's Largest Business Training Institution

-/.VOU/A'V COUPON'
LaSALLE extension university Dept. 1328-R Chicago,

Please send mo cataloc and full information rcsardinsr the course and service I have marked with an X
Also a copy of "Ten Years' Promotion in One, ' all without oblisation to me.• Business Manogement: Training for r~lTroffic Management —Foreign and j llndnstrial Management Efficicncy:

Ofrn!ial,Manaiierial,Salc8ondDcpnrtniental LJOomeatic: Tvaini^forpositionasRail- I iTrnining for positions in Works Mnn-
Execunve poaitions. i-o.kI or liuiustriallrafHe Manager, Bate agornent, Produ

• (—|'̂ »"^v^>'StationManagement: Train-
'sonnei ManaRflr. Industrial Relation?ManufuctQrcr'sAgent.Solicitor, and oli posi-

tionsin retail, wholesale, or apeoialty Belling.

• Higlier Accountancy: Training for posi
tion OS Auditor, Comptroller. Certified
Public Accountant. Cost Accountant, etc.

Law; Training (or Bar: LL. B. Degree.

Commercial Law: Reading. Refcrencc
and ConauitadoD Service for Business Men.

Export, Freight Solicitor, etc.

Cashierand Agent,Division Agent,ctc. ManugerT" Employment Manager." and
I—IBankin^and Finance: Training for positions roiating to Employee Service.
I—lc;;ocutivc positiong in Banks and i—iModern Business Correspondence

Financial InstitutioDS. LJand Practicc: Training for positionas
• ModemPoremnnshipandProductlon Sales or Coilection Correspondent, S^es

MethodsiTrainingforpositionsinShop Promotion Manager, Mml Sales Man-
Management, such as that of Suporin- nger. Secretary, etc. _ . . .
tcndunt. General Foreman, Foreman. nHExpert Bookkeepiog: Traming for
Sub-Foreman ete 1 Ipooition aa Head Lool:l:eepcr.

Name Present Position.

Illinois
below.

• Business Eng'
lish: Training^
for Business
Correspond
ents and
Copy Q
Writers, s

luccioD Control, Indastrial
E^igineering, etc.

• Commercial Spanish; Training for
position as Foreign Correspondent with
Spanish-speaking countries.

• Effective Speaking: Training in the
art of forceful, effective speech, for
Ministers, Salesmen. Fraternal Leaders,
Politicians, Ctubmen, etc.

• C. P. A. Coaching (or Advanced Ac-
countants.

.•\ddress.
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The Elks National Home at Bedford, Virginia
The Elks National Home at Bedford, Va,, is main

tained as a residence for aged and indigent
members of the Order. It is neither an infirmarv nor a
ho.spita!. .Applications for admissinn to the Honie must
be made in writing, on blanks furnished by the Grand
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You Know This Writer

e Underwooo Underwood

You have spent many a pleasant hour with Octavus Roy Cohen,
chuckling at the kindly humor of his stories of the colored residents of
Birmingham. The optimistic Florian Slappey, ever ready to help a
friend out of and into trouble, the obsequious Lawyer Evans Chew,
willing at all times to handle both sides of a case, Miss Mallissie
Cheese, Mr. Ultimate Scott-these and many other Cohen characters
you know almost as well as you know your family. They have made
their author famous and have established him among our foremost
humorists. It is mthis role that you probably recognize him.

But Do You Know That
it is not as a humorist that Roy Cohen is likely to make hi
est reputation? He has turned, of late, to the writing of "whTte"'
stones m more senous vein. His new novel, which deals with white
people, isas tense and dramatic ashis previous work has been amu "
Always amaster of plot, Cohen has here used his .technique to produce
a story that thrills from the very beginning and baffles to the very
end. To start it is to follow it through to the last word. It's the
sort of story that simply compels your attention.

Look for the first chapters in an early issue of The Elks Magazine.
It is called "The Iron Chalice."

He Writes of White Folks Too?

The Elks Magazine

None But the Best For

The Elks Magazine
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Office of the

Grand Exalted Ruler
Benevolent and Protective Order of Elks

of the United States of America

New Year's Greeting

Columbus, Ohio,
January 1, 1925

My Brother Elks:

The first day of the year has been observed from earliest times as a holy festival,
a day ofglad rejoicing and reverent worship, observed among the Jews, the old Romans,
the Hindus and the ancient Druids.

New Year's Day marks the first point beyond the imaginary Ime which separates
the past from the future and suggests the thought" of a careful inventory of the past—
not so much to change or modify the things that have gone—but to gather there from
the best thoughts to be used in the performance of duties lying beyond. As we pass
over the threshold of the New Year with its uncertainties let us have that courage and
that moderation in the use of our talents in whatever direction they may lie, that the
best results may flow from our own lives and so wield a beneficial influence upon
others. .Our friendships, our companionships, our associations and our occupations
are so closely interwoven that it may be truly stated that we do not pass through a single
day of any year alone. Therefore, as we are touching elbows with our brothers, let us
then remember that our greatest endeavorshouldbe to leavethe proper impressions upon
those human lives with which we come in contact so that the reflection of our activities
may be indelibly impressed upon our friends and neighbors.

When we are in doubt, when we hesitate because of what appear to be human lim
itations, let us turn our thoughts to the lessons taught to us by the beautiful ritual of
our Order, from which we can draw those inspirations which will help us in every cir
cumstance and on every occasion. Let us fortify ourselves with the strength that
comes from the helping of one less fortunate and enrich ourselves by the aid and as
sistance that may be given to someone weaker. Let us attempt to exemplify by all
of our acts the fact that to be an Elk is to be one fortified with the beautiful teachings
which insure the perpetuation of thespiritof the great doctrine of the fatherhood of God
and the brotherhood of man. Let usgothrough the golden gate of opportunity which
opens with a full desire to measure up to every responsibility in life that we may grow

Grand Exalted Rider
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Office of the

Grand Secretary
Benevolent and Protective Order of Elks

of the United States of America

N ew Year's Greetings

The Elks Magazine

To My Brother Elks;-

Chicago, Illinois
January 1, 1925

The round of another year is ended and, as anew cycle aawns, upon us devolves the
responsibUity of considering what our organization has done in the past, and rededicating
ourselves to the transcendent purposes and activities that have made the Benevolent
and Protective Order of Elks the greatest American fraternity.

Each year we have established new records of achievement, ever keeping pace with
the times, but never have we permitted pride of accomplishment to cause us to lose
sight of the source from which we sprang, viz., human interest. Ours has been adevelop
ment of intelligence and enlightenment, and inour universality—with no restrictions as
to creed, sect or station in life—we have advantages that no other fraternity possesses
to such a degree.

The Grand Exalted Ruler's slogan, "Promote Practical Patriotism," strikes a respon
sive chord in the heart of every Elk, and there are approximately a million of us. Now
is the time torid ourcountry ofthe traitor, theseditious propagandist and thedisturber
Let us dulyappreciate ourposition among the brotherhoods and, in upholding thehands
ofconstituted authority, illustrate the body and soul ofour Republic—"In Union there
is Strength."

We have become a power for good in our beloved land, but greater opportunities are
before us if each Elk will devote just a little more time to disseminating the social and
moral teachings of our fraternity, and extending as far as possible and practicable its
benevolent objects and influences, showing the world that the Order of Elks is true to
humanity and is substantially founded on principles of morality; that our work is
worth doing, and that we believe whatever is worth doing is deserving of the very best
service we can render.

In this spirit may we continue in the course we have marked out for our Order. Let
us strive infraternal rivab*y to surpass each other in carrying out the aims and purposes
of our organization. If we so do, this Order of which we are justly proud will attam
even greater heights, and be to us a pleasing monument of duty performed and labor
well applied.

With all good wishes for you and yours, I am.
Sincerely and fraternally yours,

Grand Secretary
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Personalities and Appreciations
Our Promise and Its PerformanceI AST January, on this page, we plodKecI ourselves

lo devote all our energies to making each new
issue of The I'Llks Magazine better t han the one

Ix'fore. It seemed to us then that we could set up no
more exacting promise than that of aiming at a con
stant inij)rovenK'nt. It seems to us to-day, on th(!
threshold of another year, that we can scarcely do inon;
than to hind ourselves to a steadfast conlinuHnce of
that same program.

True progress is gradual and result,s frotn the experi
ments of men who, unsalisfled with things as ihey are,
wish to learn how they may be bettered. Such experi
ments soinetunes succeed, sometimes fail. The failures
aniong ihem are likely to be as useful, from the stand
point of ])rogress. as the successes, if only in a negative
way. Lessons can be learned from both. In editing a
niaga/mc—particularly a new magazine, such as this—
one must constantly be experimeniing. In the publish-
mg busmess, as m every olh<!r, there are conventions,
tnuhtions, superstitions and dogmas, all concerned with
what tlie public—which is you—will read or will not
read, will ikc or dislike. To take all these beliefs for
granted wouldbe, in this changingage, to court disaster,
it us(Hl lo be thought, for instance, that women would
not read men s magazines and that men would not read
women s magazines; as if nK-n and women were not
equjilly human and equally interested in the identical
lundamentals of everyday life!
_ It is true, of course, that women have certain special
mterests peculiar to their sex, and that men, too, have
special mterests of their own. Also, one must make al-
lowances for dilVerences between individuals and in
dividual preferences. Not all men, nor all women, are
interested in tlie same subjects. But their most vital
interests and their most vital problems they share.

V^Iij OPLUATJi; on theprinciple that a good story, a
i/oud article, a <ifx)d poem, things dealingwith ideas

anil emotions and fads that arc close to everyday life
and thought, will find a response among our readers,
both women and men. It is part of our job, as of course
you know, lo publish a magazine which should contain

inatters of interest and information lo all the members
ot an Elk household."

fFrite Us a New Year's Letter
Vli-H\ woman likes to be told how beautiful she is
and how much she is loved. Arnold Bennett, or

W. (icorge, or Solomon, or om; of those experts once
stated lhat the way to keep a wife happy is to say lo
her,every morning: '•I love you." Awoman may have
every reason to behe\ e that her husband does love her,
hut she ISne\ er quile convinced unless he tells her so.

Magazines are strangely akin 1o women in this re
spect. J hey—or rallur their .siatl's-like to haNe their
readers tell them ihey are appreciated. They may have
e\ ery reason to beheveit so, but it warms them tobt^ told.

It goes willuait .saying that a letter of appreciation,
lo he really cheering—or <'onvincing—must be sincere.
And {my reader who feels lhat he, or she, can not
sincerely wrile us a letter of appreciation, is hen'by
cordially mvited to write us the opposite kind. Why
not lake half an hour on one of Ifie first days of the

\ ear and tell us just what you tliink about The
Elks .Ma(;azink and its dcvelopineiil?

We shall welcome either blame or praise.

Introducing Gerald Beaumont
TT IS with pleasure and no little pride that we an-

nounce the addition lo our roll of contributors of that
well-known and justly jiopulur writer: Gerald Beau
mont.

E

Mr. Beaumont's stories of the race track, the baseball
diamond and the fight ring are conceded to be in the
very forefront of American sporting chronicles. Ap
pearing regularly and exclusively for the last few years
in one of our greatest fiction magazines, they have made
a place for themselves in the hearts of all men and
women who love sport. Mr. Beaumont is slill under
contract to the magazine in question so far as his fiction
is concerned, but he is wrilinc. especially for Thr Elks
IVIaga/.ink, a series of sporting articles which will have
all the human interest, pathos and humor of his splen
did short stories.

The first of these articles will be published in our next
issu<!—February. Do not fail to look for it. You will
agree that it is one of the most interesting features wc
have ever printed.

The Man Who Wrote "Woodsmoke^^
TC^R.\NCIS BRET r \ OUNG, the English author who

wrote " Woodsmoke,"' that very dramatic novel of
Africa which, after its appearance in The Elks Maga
zine, was hailed as one of the most distinguished stories
of 192 I, is now on the way to Egypt. He is going there
to famiiiarize himself againwith the atmosphereof that
ever-mysterious and fascinating country, so that he
may capture its spirit for his next book. W'e believe
that Mr. Young will produce, as the result of this trip,
a story no less thrilling and colorful than Wood-
smoke." II. is sometimes diflicult—even for the author
—lo tell in advance just how a story is going to turn
out when it comes to be written. But unless all signs
fail, some time during tiiis year we shall be able to
announce a new and stirring novel by the man who
has been called, by competent critics, " the most promis
ing of the younger EngUsh writers."

That Article on "Failures"
'^O FE.'\TUR1^ we have published has struck a more
-•* responsi\e chord among our audience than Bruce
Barton's article entitled "Failures." We have fol
lowed Mr. Barton and his work quite faithfully for a
long time, and have admired both. We were
convinced, howevcT, when the manuscript of "Fail
ures" came in, that it was the best thing he had
ever written.

In letters to both The Elks Macazini;: and Mr.
Barton, readers all over the country expressed the
same sentiment. '"Failures," wrote one, "is oik; of the
linest things you've ever done. The problem before
the class is how to recommend its reading to tho.se of
my friends who need its philosophy, without appearing
loo darn personal."

Another wrote: "I have been reading your articles
and fiction for years, but never have I read anything
more illuminaling. more applicable, more emphatic, or
belter, than "Failures' in Elks i\lA(;AzitsE. it is
wonderful! Here is what I am doing with it. Reading
to friends who calj at my home. I'assed it on to l^ay
Reader of Henry .Slrcet Settlement Church. Passed it
on lo man who talks to failures at tlie Bowery Y. Read
<'xtracls lo my salesmen. And a long list yet to come.
That article is worthy of reprinting. Ordinarily I am
not enthusiastic about stories, and things of lliis kinti,
there are so many, but when 1 find one that is truly
inspirational, full of facts, logical, strong, 1 get rabici.
Write some more like this."

'"Failures" ivas reprinted. And Mr. Barton has
promised lo write some more for us.

The Elk.s Magazine has been the cause of many
good men joining the Order. A useful idea is to give
your copies, when you are through with them, to
friends who arc not yet Elks but who ought to be.

m



The Elks Magazine

"Lyou—(lim't iiiahe mc
feel like a cad. I
haven^t really ivanted
to steal your girl"

Man Whose Wide Renown
Had Left Him Soul-Hungry^
Finds His Great Adventure

Wild Thyme
By William Dudley Pelley

Illustrated by Kenneth Fuller Camp

"I know a bank where the wild thyme
blows. ..."

T JOE FODDER first brought• I the news into our Vermont news-
paper oflice; for forty years the old

man has conducted the livery stable behind
the \vhitncy House and somehow managed
an acquaintance with every man woman
and child who has ever lived in our town
long enough to be called a resident.

I Just registered to thehotel! he commanded, entering the inner
sanctum. It was half-past six of a late
June day.

"Go ahead " responded Sam Hod, my
partner I 11 bite. Who?" And he waited
for the old patriarch to declare himself

' Ranee Hepburn!"
"RANGE HEPBURN!"
Half a dozen voices declared it together.

} ur ceased in our cluttered es-t^lishrnent. Even Bessie Bottom, the
office girl and proofreader—with hat pinned

fi? '̂ Icpart for the day—haltedon the threshold and came back swiftly.
r Hepburn!" confirmed UncleJoe siUing down and fanning himself with
his battered old hat. "The only feller from
out of this town whoever marriedfourwives."
r. Hepburn's somewheres inSouth America. We had an article in the
paper about him within a month."

'-Can't help that! Ranee Hepburn's
right over to the Whitney House right this
minute Drew up in front of it a while back
in the darnoest motor car you ever set eyes
on—canary yellow thing you could see
comin a mile off. Guess I oughta know
hmi; I went for the doctor the nighthe was
born."

"Did you speak to him?"
"I shoreclid. And heknowedmerightoff."
"What's he doing here?"

"Come up to look over the scenes of his
boyhood triumphs, mebbe. Didn't tell me.
But I heard him say to Pat Whitney he
might be here quite a spell."

"How's he looking?"
"You'd oughta go see for yourselves."
"Meaning what, Uncle Joe?" Our

faces were grave.
"Dressed pretty classy, o'course. Natu

rally would be, drivin' that sort o' buggy.
But the rest of him, . . . his face, his eyes,
. . . well, . . . kind o' looked to me as if
he was carryin' his experiences around on
the lines in his features."

Sam screwed up one eye to avoid his
cigar smoke and ran his fingers delicately
along the edge of his jaw. "Must have a
lot on his face then," he commented ab-
sendy, "—after losin' four wives."

"That's just what I mean," the patriarch
nodded sadly, his whiskers covering his
faded old blue shirt like a mat._ "Ranee's
probably crammed more real livin' into his
thirty-nine years than any other boy ever
comin' from these parts."

"Thirty-nine years? He's no older than
that?" It was Bessie who demanded this
from the doorway, the inner doorway sep
arating our private office from the big
front room. Bessie had paused there, her
color strangely high.

"Born in Eighty-five," declared the
liveryman. "Figger it out."

.\s though she contested this, Bessie
moved across to the high box safe between
the inner windows. She took down the
current issue of "Who's Who in America."

"That's right," she said finally. And
she drew in her upper lip and bit down on it.

"Read what the book says about him,"
the editor ordered her. Bessie complied:

HEPBURN, R/VNCILL FREDERICK—
Author, War Correspondent, Explorer. Born

Paris, Vt., September i8, 1885. Son of
Martha Egglcstone and Warren Edgeworth
Hepburn. Educated puljlic schools Paris,
Vermont, and Vermont University. Euro
pean editor I*Tew \ork Mcrcury, London,
1904. Correspondent Briskitt Syndicate
Mukden. Feb., Mar., 1905. Correspondent
New York Dispatch, Balkans, 1907-S.
.\uthor of: Taming Thibet, 1Q09; Seething
Siberia, 1910; The Real Iceland, 1911; A
Thousand Miles of the Amazon, 1912;
.\frican Midnights, 1914; Correspondent
London Express, India, 1914-17- Wounded
Hill 79, France, 1918. Repub. Congrega-
tionalist. Permanent address; Sportsman s
Club, New York City.

"I notice it don't say nothin' there about
his wives," chuckled Sam.

"Naturally it wouldn't," Unclc Joe
responded. "Ain't proud of 'em, probably."

"According to this book," Bessie broke
in, "—he must have been in London when
he was nineteen and in the Far East—at the
Russian Japanese War—the year he was
twenty!"

"That's right," agreed Uncle Joe.

But how could he possibly complete
school and graduate from the Llniver-

sity of Vermont so young—?"
"He didn't. Don't say he graduated,

does it? Only spent about a year to Bur
lington, if I recall correct. "Twas his first
marriage made him get out. Started young,
that boy did. One o' the sirartest young
fellers ever raised in this valley. Might o'
been a genius if he'd let the woiren alone—"

"I should think he was a genius," de
clared Bessie, indicating the thick red
volume she held, "—with all these achieve
ments to his credit."

Uncle Joe shrugged his perspiration-
stained shoulders. "Matter of opinion,"
he grunted. And his keen little ej-es grew sad.

• • /
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"Run away with a girl to Burlington,
didn't he?" asked Sam.

"No—girl that lived to Rutland," cor
rected the kineologist. "Thinkhernamewas
Potts—or Potter—anyhow, don't matter.
Her folks got the marriage annulled and
she stood for it. So Ranee lit out for New
York and a year later we heard he was to
London. That's where he married his
second wife; English actress woman, I
recall. Only lived together a year. She
run off with some other feller and he divorced
her. Then he goes off to the Orient."

"Haven't I heard of him marrjdng a
Russian countess or something like it?"
suggested the editor.

"Not Russian. Polish. Met her in
Adelaide, Australia. His Unclc Jim was
livin' in them days and told mc about it
once. They hit it off for five or six years
till a former husband of the lady's shows up
—the which Ranee never knew she had.
The husband shot her, I think. Anyhow,
either shot her or she was killed while trj'in'
to escape him. Then Ranee travels a long
time alone in strange parts till he meets
Lord and Lady Britton-Corring in Africky.
Ever heard that story, you folks?"

Sam seemed to liave heard it but the
rest of us had not.

"This Lord and Lady was Britishers and
wealthy as folks in the Newport society
columns o' the New York papers. He
meets 'em, as I got it, on a huntin' trip
across South Africky and kicks in along
with 'em. One day the three of 'em goes out
lion huntin', the Lady along with 'em,
cause she's that swell kind o' sport. They
scares out two lions that come runnin'
directly for 'en—one lion at the Lord an'
t'other at the Lady. Rancc has about one-
fifteenth of a second to decide which lion he's
gonna stop. He drops on one knee without
battin' an eyelash and sends a clean-cut
bullet through the brain o' the lion that's
headed for the Lady."

"And what about theother lion?"
asked the round-eyed office girl.

"Chewed the Lady's husband to
rags before they drove him otT."

"Killed him? "
"Dead as01' King

Tut that ain't then
been unearthed. So
here's Ranee in the
heart of Africky with
the widder. Swell
lookin' woman, I've
always understood.
An' by the time they
get out to the sea-
coast, nine months
later, she an' him
has been married by
some Catholic priest
they met up with,
en route."

"What became of

her? Is he married
to her now?"

"Nope. She died
durin' the last of the
war—with the flu.
And left him all her
boodle. Queer way
he ain't been able to
hang onto women.
But they's fellers
like that, I suppose.
And they's others
that marries hellions
that don't die till
they get to be a
hundred and have to
be hit on the head
with an axef"

We sat for a time in silence—broken once
or twice with questions by Bessie—consider
ing Ranee Hepburn's vivid-colored career.
Uncle Joe was right. Some men's lives run
to dramatics, that way. But of course
Ranee Hepburn had deliberately lived the
type of life that easily runs to the bizarre •
and spectacular. Suddenly Sam lurched
forward-.

" Come on. Bill," he addressed me. "Let's
go over to the Whitney House and visit
with him a spell. He used to peddle Tele
graphs once upon a time. I'd like to learn
if he rccaUs it."

'T^HIS local son from the earth's far places
was up in his room when Sam and I in

quired for him at the desk. He remembered
Sam at once when Pat Whitney advised him
of our desire to see him, over the phone.
" Go on up," said Pat. "Room Seventeen—
the suite that opens onto the upper piazza."

We ascended, found the room and loiocked.
A nervous inside whistling stopped; a quick
tread sounded. Never shall 1 forget Rancc
Plepburn's figure as he pulled open the door
and stepped slightly backward, right hand
remaining high up on the door's edge.

The man wasn't handsome—not as movie
heroes or the boys in the clothing advertise

ments arc handsome.
Distinguished would
be the better term.
Six feet in height he
must have been, with
the shoulders and bi
ceps of an athlete. He
still wore his motoring
togs; knickers, a
s w e a t e r - c o a t; he
brushed his hair
straight backward on a
fine-shaped head and
it had the smoothness
of black glass, pow
dered at the temples
with a faint flufi of
gra}'. A beautiful
streak of pure white—
the result of a scalp
burn, I afterward
learned—s e e m e d
painted on that glass
slightly on the left of
center.

But it was his face
of course that imme
diately seized and held
my attention; here
was a fellow who knew
the World—and Life
—spelled with capital
letters. Its llesh,
like the backs of his
hands, was bronzed
like an Arab's. The
features were heavily
cut and hawkish; his
eyes as I saw them
first were keen, coal

Paris, Vt., Learned that
Ranee Hepburn's path of
least resistance was through

the little milliner

black and a trifle
cruel. There were
lines like saber
slashes down either
of his cheeks and an
expression about his
mouth as of physical suffering. He had
needle-pointed moustaches, pricking deftly
upward. No, he wasn't handsome. Y'et he
was romantic, dangerously romantic, at least
for certain types of women.

"Sam Hod, you old Stick in the Mud!"
he cried joyously at" beholding the editor—
and his voice was soft as satin and as smooth
as oil. His mouth was somewhat large for
the rest of his face, I noted, but its firmness
gave way to a dazzling smile that showed
two rows of heavy white teeth and counter
acted the ruthlessness of his eyes.

I was introduced; the door was closed.
Ranee Hepburn, war correspondent, ex
plorer, author, man of the luorld, stood with
his oaken legs wide apart and oft'ercd us
cigarettes.

"I know you already," he declared with
an easy push at rry shoulder I could not
possibly resent. "Some of your Vermont
stories in the American magazines, as I've
found them in foreign countries, have often
made me so homesick there's been many a
night I've bawled like a kid."

Within the ensuing half-hour I felt as
though I'd known Ranee Plepburn all my
life. His acknowledgment of my bucolic
literary efforts had nothing to do with it
whatever. I could easily accept that this
magnetic fellow had been married four
times.

A ND yet as we visited, and later when the
trio of us descended to the dining-room

together, I began to detect something dis
cordant in the symphony of this prodigal's
spectacular character. What was it? I
couldn't say at once. Yet I knew it dis
tressed mc.

After a time I believed I had it. It was
restlessness. I don't mean lack of poise
exactly. I mean that under the surface of
his sophistication, charm of manner and
world vision, hid a discontent like a knotted
muscle. The man was dissatisfied with
everything, groping for something which
ever eluded him.

I studied him as the evening wore on and
we talked; about his travels, his adven
tures, his books, about Vermont, Paris,
local people living or dead, changes in the
town and valley, all the hundred and one
homely items men will discuss together at'
such a reunion. And along about ten o'clock
I flattered myself I knew the secret of his
spiritual restlessness completely. You've
grasped it already, I know. For all his
marital experiences, colorful and hectic as
they must have been, there was no woman
in this prodig>''s life. And when we finally
broke up and I walked homeward rather
silently with Sam, I began seriously to
wonder if there had ever been a woman in his



life—or rather, a real woman deep in his I
heart.

The man's hunger for love, maudlin as
it may appear on this printed page, re- L
sembled a ganglion, a cancer, within _him
that was inexorably eating him to a spiritual
husk. It had been responsible for those jaw
creases like saber scars; it had caused that
expression about his mouth as of physical
suffering. I began to asl: myself if his
presence in Paris might in any way be
connected with this hunger, this groping,
this tragic discontent.

And from that moment onward, I worried.

SUCH then, was the fellow with whom I
was dining two evenings later when—

though somehow it makes me winceto set it
down, Eva May Walters came into that
WTiitneyHouse dining-room^ith red-headed
Tommy Lyon.

That means little or nothing to the lay
reader in fields afar, perhaps. And yet. if
you had ever lived up here in Paris, Vt..
and kno\vn its people as I have come to
know them from my position as one of the
proprietors of its daily newspaper, you
would recognize quickly enough why the
memory of the girl's entr>' makes me wince.
For Eva May Walters was emphatically
everything in God's big world which Rancill'
F. Hepburn decidedly was not.

In her day, her mother—Molly Bushncll
—had been one of the vallej^'s prettiest girls.
Even at present, in late middle life, I doubt
if there is a woman within a hundred-mile
radius of Paris so wistfully charming. Back
in iQoo, Molly Bushncll married "Big Jack"
Kendall—and the man had been killed on
the night of their wedding. One of the
horses drawing the cab that was to take
them to the station was struck by a handful
of stinging rice in the head. It bolted.
The bride was hurt so badly herself that she
couldn't attend the funeral and for five
years thereafter all Paris weddings were
conducted with the utmost decorum.

Yet instead of crazing the little woman, it
mellowed her. Two years later she accepted
Nat Walters, locomotive engineer on the
Central Vermont. One baby daughter, this
same Eva May, was born to them and five
or six years of reasonablehappiness follov/ed.
Then one awful winter's night Nat's train
jumped a switch while traveling forty miles
an hour down below Hastings Crossing.
We had one of the worst wrecks our section
of country has known in a generation.
Apparently that fmished Molly with matri
mony. She opened a little millinery shop
in the Price Block next to the Olympic
movie and prospered. She was a sweet,
pleasant-faced, round-bosomed woman with
tender, wistful eyesand rich, chestnut hair—
and her lifewas devoted to raising hergirl.

You can grasp, I think, what such a
daughter of such a mother must have been.
Eva May was all of that and more. And
here she was in the Whitney House on the

pf her twentieth birthday, brought
thither in honor of the two-penny anni
versary by the local boy who loved her.
And the poignant drama, old as the ever
lasting hills, two inen and one 'ivoman, was on.
Yes it was! Ranee Hepburn, sitting across
the corner of the table from me, was so
placed that he could not help but note the
t%yo in the meal which ensued. And I watch-
ed the three. And of the four of us, I aver
that I beheld most of all.

Ranee looked at Tommy Lyon's com
panion casually at first; I know because I
saw the very first glance with which he ever
favored her. But gradually as the meal
progressed and he sensed the little romance
being played at the table across bv the sun-

set window, his interest grew. Finally his
eyes could not come away from Tommy's
sweetheart. His stare became that of a
=avage animal, scrutinizing itsprey, markmg
it down for quarry. Don't get me wrong.
There was nothing licentious in Hepburn s
appraisal. He wouldn't have harmed a hair
of Eva Mav's golden head even if he were
given opportunity. But as he studied her,
that awful febrility became an agony within
him and stood out lividly on his hawkish
features.

I KNOW abank where the wild thyme
grows. ..." I heard him quote ab

sently. And yet not so absently, cither.
"What's that?" I said sharply.
"Nothing, nothing! Who's that girl-

across from that red-headed goop by the
window?"

I told him.
"I'd like to marry that girl," he said

quietly. "And maybe I will!" His tone
was much more ominous than if he had
bellowed it; he was the type who wouldhave
stood at one side on the Day of Judgment and
remarked simply: "Great show, isn't it?"

"You'll have to travel some," said I,
banteringlv, hoping at first he were fooling.
"She's already engaged to Tommy. They're
going to marry as soon as Tommy can find
someone with capital to back him in a
garage of his own."

•'She's going to marry that yokel? "
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"Tommy! Oh—there you are! I've hunted all
your eyes pop right out ofyour head—Did

"Yokel! I glanccd across at Tommy.
I had to admit that the term was rather
appropriate. His wiry red hair defied a
comb; there were freckled blotches all over
his forehead and the back of his sunburned
neck; his ey^es were as blue as a veranda
ceiling; he had dressed for the occasioii
with the painful hiboriousness of the auto
mobile mechanic that he was; his hands wero
still grimy and his nails were broken.

I noted other things. I beheld the troublQ
he was having with big wrists, culTs, his
feet—both wound around the front legs
of his chair. He smeared a huge slice of
bread with butter and then bit a circular
quarter out of one corner; mouth filled with
it he used the remainder to gesticulate some
passing point he was apparently rnaking
with the girl, about his prospects. Yes, he
had all the ear-marks of the yokel. And
Tommy was of that sturdy, conscientious,
get-ahead sort who took himself and his
future seriously, who was pathetically am
bitious, who gives ballast and stamina to
modern American life generation by genera
tion—and who loved the girl across froi-^^
him as he loved his life ... or the cars he
repaired daily for thirty dollars eucl\
Saturday noon.

The girl gave us no attention whatever.
Her eyes were shining for Tommy as ho
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overfor you. F ve got something that'll make
he knoiv that voice or was he dreaming?

pressed his points. Once when he became
too vociferous with the bread I overheard
her say tenderly, diplomatically'-: "Break
it, Tommy. Eat it in smaller pieces as I
do." Then she took the remainder of the
slice from him and did it for liim while he
flushed. But a moment later he was deep
in his plans again. And Ranee saw it all,
hot eyed.

I might lay myself open to a charge of
recording banalities if I tarried long over a
description of Molly Bushnell's daughter.
She was one of those sweet, lithesome,
golden-toned girls which make young men
see visions and old men dream dreams. If I
were searching for poetical metaphor, I
might easily compare her to a sprig of dew-
washed apple blossoms on a silver morning
in May. But the girl had a soft, fresh,
girlish innocence about her that was poignant.

ILTER light hair, pulled in light wavy
pompadour from one side of her face,

held a gleam of bronze in its virginal depths
and then curved away to a knot at her
neck. Her eyes were gray and fine, like her
mother's. Her nose turned slightly upward
—^just enough to give an interest to her
face without imparting sauciness; there were
dimples in her warm, tinted cheeks and
she had the pinkest gums and whitest

teeth of any ^rl I have ever met. She had
a delectable little mannerism of opening her
eyes very wide as she listened to what
Tommy was telling her, and occasionally she
whetted already shining lips afresh wilh a
tongue like a small red dart. She wore a
delicate organdie frock this night, gathered
in a pucker at throat and elbows, yet
disclosing an artery that throbbed faintly
in the crcamy flawlessness of that throat.
I think that artery maddened Ranee as
much as anything about the girl's whole
individuality.

I felt with a pang of dismay thr.t I knew
what was passing in the mind of this jaded
local son who had wandered in from the
ends of the earth. How he wanted that
girl's soft body, all that she represented in
her provincial purity, her ignorance of the
world's seething-white summits or its deep,
foul sewers! Pie wanted such eager, round-
eyed chastity as thai interested in himself!
And how easy for him to take her away from
this yokel—how dastardly easy! Every
trick and art ever invented to be utilized
in swaying a woman's emotions, he knew.
He had sharpened his weapons for the
stabbing of a feminine heart on flinty-hard
princess, duchess, marchioness and countess,
on Lucretia and Cy^prian, on Diana and Deli
lah from St. Petersburg to Adelaide. Not
intentionally, perhaps. I never thought
Hepburn a philanderer with women. But
he knew the world. Without being a fop,

11

he knew howto say the proper thing, do the
proper courtesy, ingratiate himself by the
sheer preponderance of his magnetism.
Bronzed like an Arab, knowing both Orient
and Occidentas he knewhis pocket,wealthy,
famous, sure of himself and position as anv
prince regent—set down suddenly in a
grubby little New England hill-town he was
Romance Incarnate. And he knew this
also. That to steal such a pure, undefiled,
decent, decorous little girl away from a
thirty-dollar a week mechanic would be
easier than "taking candy away from a baby."
It took the banality from the metaphor
and made it a hideously cruel fact. I laid
mj' hand on my new friend's wrist.

"Don't do it, Hepburn," I begged.
"Wh}' not?" The frown which he turned

on me was hostile and sharp. "I've got the
right, haven't I? All's fair in war or love."

"Only this wouldn't be either war or
love. It would be desecration."

"Oh—would it?"
"Positively. I don't contest that you're

able to do it. I won't say you wouldn't have
the technical right. But that sort of thing
over there at that table is one of the most
precious of life's—"

"Blaa!" retorted Hepburn. "Don't be
maudlin."

"I'm not maudlin," I responded with
heat. "But those two kids, pretty well
matched, are living in Eden. Don't let
yourself be the serpent in that Eden. It's
a foul thing to contemplate."

"I'd like to know why? Suppose she
marries him? What will he do to her?
Put her in a dinky little house, struggle
with her to pay for a lot of cheap furniture,
load her down with the worry to pay bills,
take that beautiful flush off her face and
replace it with care, lines of mother-pain—"

" A ND yet they'd be happy, Hepburn.
They've the right to that."

"That's a matter of opinion. Would a
girl like that be any less happy if a man
who understood women lifted her out of all
this mediocrity, gave her fine clothes, jewels,
the opportunity to see the w-orld and mingle
with its upper strata, loved her with an
understanding based on all that she isn't?"

"Much more happy down a score of
years, Hepburn."

"I must say I don't see it."
All this tiJTie he was watching the girl,

every little movement of face and body,
every coy little mannerism, the wide-opened
eyes as the yokel talked, the way she
wrinkled her nose at him or patted his great
bectj' hand—nothing escaped this traveler
from Far Spaces. And as he watched, that
hunger for her grew plainer and deeper on
his features.

"Where are you going?" I cried suddenly.
He had tossed down his napkin and started
to rise.

"Over to get acquainted," he responded
impulsively. And with a sort of horror, I
had to watch him do it.

He did it. Leave it to him. The girl
raised startled ej'es as he approachcd their
table, bent a moment above it and later
swung a third chair over. The way he
managed it was inimitable and eliminated
the titanic audacity of it. In a handful of
minutes he had his forearms along the table's
third edge and was talking with the pair as
though they had known one another always,
although I noted in bitter amusement the
increasi g sullenness of Tommy's reactions
and responses.

Poor Tommy! Never did his hair look
so red as in contrast to the patent-leather
grooming of this intruder. Never was his

Conlinucd on page 5.?)
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Paavo Nurmi, Greatest Distance Runner
in the World

Here is Paddock,
author of this arti
cle, making "'e
famous jumping
finish which has
won many sprints

The Iron Man

The Track
By Charles W. Paddock

America's Faalcst Sprinti-r

Drawings by J. Henry

PAAVO NURMI of Finland, the world's nr
greatest long-distance runner, is ap- u
pearing in the Millrosc Indoor Games ii

in Madison Square Garden this winter, and
will probably compete in several other t
indoor championship meets. t

Those who have witnessed the great s
Finn in action will not miss his running on f
this side of the water, while those who have i
never watched Nurmi have a rare treat in 1
store for them. Because Paavo is the super- s
athlete of modern times, the greatest running i
machine the world has ever seen, possibly
the greatest that the earth will ever producc. i
That is a sweeping statement, but when
Xurmi's records are remembered and his
latent powers calculated, it is soon realized
that nothing short of a human freak will
ever beat his time.

It may be that people will be disappointed
in the American appearance of Is'urmi. It is
possible that he will not win all his indoor
competitions. For this particular kind of
running game will be new to him. He has
never raced on boards before, and he will
have traveled a long weiy, which is always a
severe handicap. Nurmi has two factors
in his favor. First, he is coming long enough
ahead of time to train here and, he hopes,
to be at his best when he runs his first
race; secondly, he is accustomed to racing
in tennis shoes, so that the absence of spikes,
a requirement of board running, will hot
handicap him.

His two most important opponents will be
Joie Ray of the Illinois Athletic Club and
Willie Ritola of the Finnish-American A. C.
Outdoors this pair would stand no chance
at any distance from a half mile to ten miles
against him. But on the boards it may be
different.

Ray is the greatest distance star America
has ever produced indoors. He is a past

master in the art of taking the curves, often t
unhTnkcd and sharp, in the armories, and s

steps on the boards he is filled with con-
Mence and it is seldom misplaced. He is ^
at home, and will be making a last stand
to defend his titles, and with all this to
spur him on is liable to prove a dpgerous
man for Nurmi, if the latter is not himsdf

Willie Ritola, who without doubt is the
second greatest runner of modern times,
over the longer distances, is perfectly at
home indoors. Ritola has been back in
New York training for some time and has
not forgotten what Ray did to Guillemot of
France, when the latter came over_ after
his Olympic victory of 1920 to race m the
Garden. Ritola believes he may be able to
turndefeat into victory in thesame manner.

However, all this is said with an it.
Nurmi must be handicapped for these men,
or any man, to have a chance against him.
For w-hen he is "right" he is m a class by
himself. Consider, for a moment, his
Olympic achievements:

In 1920, at Antwerp, Paavo Nurmi won
two first places, the 10,000 meter race and

' the 3000 meter team race and he took
' serond honors in the 5,000 meters to Guille-
t mot of France. Then in 1924, Nurmi came

back to capture the 1,500 meters, and the
5000 meters, both in the same afternoon,

I and to win the 3,000 meter team race and
' the 10,000 meter cross-country team event,
e This gave him four Olympic victories in one
s meeting a new record, and six victories
,e and a second place in two Olympics, also a

new mark for future athletes to strive for.
•a And in each of the distances he ran, he
5t either bettered the Oljmpic or the world's

record for his event, proving to the doubting
ones his super-ability. Yet the fame of
Nurmi does not depend entirely upon his
Olympic victories, glorious as they have
been. For he is a record-holder, a time
annihilator, more than he is a competitor.^

His time for the 2,000 meters is 5 min.
28 3/5 seconds; for the 3,000 meters, 8 min.
28 2/5 seconds; for the 3 miles, 14 min. 8 2/5
seconds; for the 5,000 meters, 14 min. 35 4/5
seconds; for six miles, 29 min. 41 2/5 seconds;
for the 10,000 meters, 30 min. 40 1/3 seconds,
and many of these marks he has since
broken, though they have not as yet been
oflicially recognized. Among these can be
counted the 1,500 meters, which he broke
by several seconds, running in tennis shoes
in the Olympic Games, in order to save his
feet for the 5.000 meters to be run later the
same day. v- u ^

But even these achievements wmcn, to
the close follower of track athletics, are
records almost unbelievable, pale before
his mile record of 4 min. 10 2/5 seconds
which has been duly recorded. Since the
establishment of that mark he has run the
distance in his native country, in close to 4
min. and 6 seconds, \yhcn it is remembered
that the greatest milers the world ever
produced spent their athlctic lives trying
to equal the 4 min. 12 2/5 second mark of
Norman Tabcr of America, some realiza
tion of Nurmi's ability is understood. And
his limit in speed for this distance has not
yet been reached. Always conservative in
the estimate of his own ability, Nurmi
admits that he can do better.

Though sportsmen had heard of Nurmi
before he came to the Paris Olympics, and
knew of his records in the Antwerp Games

' and his new records made in Finland and
Sweden, they were skeptical—until he

' commenced to rUn. Then there could be no
'r question. But still no one fully realized the
5 power of the man until the 10,000 meter

cross-country race, over the baking paye-
1 ments of Paris, on the hottest day the city
1 knew all summer. Under the broiling sun,
k men fainted and became delirious. And

when the going was the hottest, \\ iUie
e Ritola tried to wrest first place from Nurmi,
ic way out in the wilds beyond Colombes,
1 where few could see. For Ritola had waittx\
ci for such an opportunity and he had saved
t. himself, where Nurmi had been running
ie hard, and Willie fought his heart out to
es take the measure of the mighty Paavo.
a But the latter attended only to the pace

)r. he had set himself, such a gruelling pace that
he even Ritola was forced to break his stride
I's beneath it. and fall back. So that at l:\sj
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Nurmi came through the stadium gates,
circlcd the track and finished, still not
greatly fatigued, still breathing easily.
And he sat down and changed his shoes,
and then started to walk from the field, and
not until then did the second figure come
wearily through the gates, and that was
Ritola. Afterward when Ritola and John
son of America had finished and a few more
had tried to stagger across the finish hne.
and had fallen unconscious, beneath the
strain, people commenced to appreciate the
greatness of Paavo Nurmi. the most mar
velous running machine of the ages. And
this description of the super-ability of the
man has no doubt whetted your curiosity
to know how he docs it. and the real reason
for his unparalleled success.

There is no question but that Paavo
Nurmi has made a thorough study of
distance running and of himself, and then
has worked out a "system" to suit his own
individual style. He possessed great natural
ability, even beyond the strength and stam-
,ina of his countrymen. He also had a fight
ing heart, and the will to win. He proved
all this when he came down to Antwerp,
unheralded and unsung in the Olympics of
'20 and there proved the sensation of the
meet, the highest point winner. But Nurmi
was just a great athlete then, and not a
super-man.

To-day he no more resembles the Nurmi
of '20 than a three-year old resembles a
veteran horse of the track. He has improved
in every way, retaining all his youthful
spirit, and adding to it the cunning and the
skill with which age so often endows the
veteran.

There is a reason for his tremendous
stamina. When Nurmi or Stenroos or any
of the other Finns want to go to work
in the mornings, they walk or run, and
when they go home in the evenings, they
have to walk or run. And their ancestors
did the same. It is a heritage of health which
has been preserved for them, this walking
and this running, and a nation of athletes
is the result, where every man has mar
velous muscles in his legs, and where the
physical power of the individual averages
high.

Nurmi is a paperhanger in Helsingfors,
Finland. He is considered to be the best
paperhanger there, a man who attends
strictly to business, is always cool and
deliberate in his work, with a great deal of
patience and an enormous amount of deter
mination. These same qualities he displays
in his running. He is not inclined to any
marked degree of sociability. He seems
almost grouchy at times, he is so quiet and
so serious. He is happiest when working or
running, and to him running is work. It
may be his recreation, but he goes about it so
energetically that it ceases to be a pastime
and becomes real labor.

WHEN he made up his mind some years
ago to take up running in earnest,

Nurmi marked out the distance that lies be
tween his home and his place of work. He
drove stakes at the quarter mile marks and
for certain metric lengths. Then he timed
himself between these points, and watched
with skillful eye his improvement. He
learned to run a lap in the time that he
wished, and he became a past-master in
pace. He did something that any boy in
any country could do. He ran a lap in a
certain length of time. Anybody can do
that. The time may vary somewhat, to be
sure, but some time can be recorded. Then
he trained himself to run two laps in the
same proportionate speed, and afterwards
he could go lap upon lap in the same speed

time he had formerly' set for a single circuit
of the track.

After which Nurmi did some careful
figuring. He looked up the old Olympic
records, in all the races that he wanted to
run. He calculated the ability of his
greatest opponents, and he figured that
probably none of them could equal those
world records. But Nurmi was taking no
chances. He calculated that in the longer
races, his opponents' could run a minute
faster than the time recorded in the books.
Then he set himself the task of running still
faster than that, and he tabulated the time
he would have to run each lap in order that
the total should be under what his best
competitors could equal. Then he forgot all
about his competition from that time forth.

IN ORDER to insure accuracy in his judg
ment of pace, he had a watch specially

constructed, with large numbers, so that
he could see the time he was making as
he ended cach lap, and he learned to run a
lap within a fifth of a second of tliemark he
wished to set. He labored not weeks but
years upon this system, until he had prac
tically revolutionized distance running. For
he would run his first lap at just about the
same speed as the last, and he would
finish, not exhausted but ready to go right
out and start over again. The old theory of
distance running, still practiced in the
United States, holds that a man to have run
his best race, should finish completely ex
hausted, having given everything. _ This
means that the final eighth of a mile be
comes a fighting sprint, in which all the
excess power is burned up.

Paavo Nurmi, with his shuffling stride,
where his foot is barely lifted from the
ground, and his heel hits the track so soon
after the ball of his foot, as to seem to be
striking first, and with his utter disregard
for his competitors, or what thej' may
happen to be doing, soon became
the center of interest in the
Olympics. And when people
noticed him looking at his watch
at the end of each lap, and adapt
ing himself to what it said, and
not to his field, they laughed, and
waited with humorous anticipa
tion for each lap to end, that they
might see the Finn regard his
watch again. And he did not
fail them, though he certainly did
not do it for their amusement.
When the last lap of each race
rolled around, however,
and Nurmi was finishing
with ease far ahead, the
humor of the situation
was forccd to take a back
seat. For Nurmi always •
won. His system seemed
infallible.

Paavo Nurmi proved
that he has evei-ything.
He is possessed of a
sturdy physique, with a
big chest, strong shoul
ders and arms, a small
waist, well-proportioned
legs, neither large nor
small for his height, •;
which is about 5 feet
8 inches, and his weight,
which is around 150
pounds. In addition he
had his system.

But it would have been
interesting indeed, if a
competitor with just as
much natural ability as
Nurmi. and his equal in
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every way had taken the field. Suppose
such an athlete should have started out
that final lap well ahead of Nurmi. WTiat
would the Finn have done? He would have
discovered that his system of pace was •
•wrong. He would have found that he had
not allowed enough for the speed of his
opponent. Yet, it would have been too
late for him to change his system. He would
have been dependent upon the pace he had
trained for, and he would have undoubtedly
been unable to change within a few moments,
from a running machine to a fighting com
petitor, who ran only to win. It is scarcely
possible to conceive of Nurmi being able
to do that. For the record-breaker, the
phenom, the super-athlete—the man who
has measured his running hy his own ability
and compared it with records, rather than
•with the strength of individuals, such
a man can not at once relinquish his
system and become a great competitor.
When his calculations miscarry, he is
through for the time being, until he can
either figure out a new system, which will be
superior, or else drive himself into being a
fighting organism rather than a smooth
running machine, capable of so much and
no more.

What would have happened to Nurmi, if
he had been behind some super-athlete with
a fighting heart on the last lap of any of his
Olympic races? I believe he would have
been beaten.

Now when Nurmi takes the boards in our
indoor season, he w^ill
have to adjust himself
to the length of the
track, the sharpness of
the curves, and to many
conditions different

from those to which he
is accustomed, or else
he \\ ill have to go out
{Continued on page 50)

Paavo Nurmi,
of Finland,
ivorld's greatest
distance riinner,
now over here to
compete in in
door track meets
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A portion ofthe city of Miami, Florida'
as seen through an aerial camera

NE\ ER knew such a business for tear
ful good-byes," laughed one of the
mechanics remaining behind. " A guy

can't even hop off on a ten-minute flight
without everybody shaking his arm off as
though they never expected to see him
again."

I recalled the mechanic's words a few mo
ments later as I sat huddled in a forward
cockpit of the seaplane Morro Castle, a
thousand feet above the ice-crusted shore
line of Raritan Bay, headed for Sandy
Hook, the New Jersey seacoast, and then in
turn, warm Southern seas. I also remem
bered the ominous tone with which numer
ous well-meaning friends had remarked:

"I do hope that nothing will happen."
But when you'reonce in the air,youcan't

step out. You have to make the best of it,
whether you Hke it or not. Fortunately,
you get your "air legs" in a surprisingly
short time and then begin to feel verymuch
at home.

The ominous wish that "nothing will
happen is, however, fairly typical of the
usual attitude toward air travel in general.
An airplane flight is supposed to be a big
adventure, a risky undertaking in which
one s chances of meeting an untimely end
are well above theaverage. And ifyou don't
get killed, you're supposed at least to be
scared within an inch of your life.

Just how much truth there was in these
suppositions. I was in a fair way to find out.
We had hopped off from Keyport, New
Jersey . and were covering the first leg of a
tnrce-thousand-mile flight downthe Atlantic
Coast to Cuba and Porto Rico. WTiich was
asking a good deal ofa commercial passenger
prying plane loaded with five men and
half a truckful of baggage. Only one other
commercial plane in this country had ever
before traveled a longer distance.

Things could happen. It remained to be
seen just what would happen. The mechan
ism of iin airplane can get out of kilter in
air touring just as that of your motor car
can go back on you inland touring. In fact
it is logical to assume the chances of me
chanical troubles in the air arc greater than
with a motor car. For the construction of an
airplane is of necessity comparatively light.

As an example, compare the motor of the

I

Taking on gas in a Porto Rlcan lagoon

Morro Casllc with that of an average motor
car. We are being driven through air by a
high compression, twelve cylinder Liberty
motor having four hundred horse power.
Its weight is nine hundred pounds. In
marked contrast to this, the average motor
car engine has about thirty horsepowerand
weighs approximately twelve hundred
pounds. You wonder how the light, power
ful little Liberty can ever stand the wracking
strain.

At the same time it is comforting to one's
peace of mind before stepping into an air
plane to be disillusionized regarding some of
the fallacies that are cosnmonly held in
regard to air travel. I suppose the chief of
these is the by no means uncommon belief
that when an airplane becomes disabled
in the skies it immediately takes a downward

Touring
hy

Seaplane
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By Elon Jessup

Zimmerman, pilot, and Walton, me
chanic, in their amidships cockpit ofthe
"Morro Castle." Note tho windshields

path to death and destruction. As a matter
of fact, only under very exceptional circum-
stanccs do such fatalities occur. In, the
majority of eases, you're as safe when the
enginequits as you arc when it is hitting on
all twelve cylinders.

Suppose, forexample, that the engineof the
plane in which I am riding should suddenly
go dead. The driving power would be gone
and we could not remain for a great time in
the air.. But we couldn't crash down a
thousand feet to destruction. Not by a long
shot. We would glide gradually downward
and land safely on the waters of Raritan
Bay at whatever spot the pilot has picked as
the most suitable for landing. If we were
traveling in a land plane, of course, we'd
make for an open field. A necessary landing
of this sort is known as a "forced landing."

The landing margin for gliding down with
out power varies somewhat, but in the case
of the Morro Casllc it is at the ratio of about
six to one. In other words, flying as we are
at an altitude of one thousand feet, wc ca.n
travel in a diagonal line for a distance of six
thousand feet before there arises any actual
necessity for touching water. In some re
spects the higher you fly, the safer you are.
Thus, if you are up two thousand feet, you
have a safety margin of twelve thousand
feet in case of a forced landing

Hence the reason why a land plane never
ventures very far from land and a seaplane
seldom ventures beyond gliding distance^ of
water. So long as a tolerably safe landing
spot is not too far away and you have
confidcnce in the pilot, you don't worrj' much
about the condition of the motor. Of course,
if your pilot is partial to "stunt"' flying or
there arc no safe landing spots within reason-
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How It Feels to

Skim Along Our

Eastern Coast in

A Flying Boat

The ship is here being hauled out on a
bench prior to having its hull scraped

able distance, that is another matter. May
be you do worry a bit then.

A huge grey gnat, its body thirty-three
feet long, its outstretched upper wings sixty-
five feet from tip to tip—that is the flying
boat Morro Castle buzzing between blue sky
and green water in its southward flight.
More than three tons of weight hanging in
mid-air with the ease of a floating feather.
Amidships in the craft under the growling
motor sit Cy Zimmerman, the pilot, and
Walton, the mechanic, side, by side. Zim
merman has been Hying constantly since
the year iqi6 and he's still at it. That is
comforting.

Behind their necks is a brown dimly dis
tinguishable disk that is the whizzing pro
peller; flying men speak of it as the "prop."
The prop is capable of revolving at the rate
of sixteen hundred and fifty revolutions to a
minute, which represents a speed of about
one hundred miles an hour. We aren't
traveling that fast, however. Only about
seventy-five. That's ordinary cruising
speed. The careful pilot saves wear and tear
on his motor by throttling down as much as
he can without too much loss of speed.
Curiously enough, the prop is his only
speedometer. Its revolutions indicate the
speed.

Forward looking aircraft men declare that
within twenty-five or thirty years most
types of airplanes now in use will be re
garded as quaint curiosities of an early era;
much the same curiosities that the first
motor cars are to us to-day. The science of
aeronautics for all its progress is still very
much in the experimental stages. But I
believe that in the meantime you will hear
a good deal about the ptuticular type of

The author boarding ship in Porlo Rico

airplane in which I have the goorl fortune
to be a passenger on its first long flight.

The distinguishing feature of the Morro
Castle is its hull. This is an all-metal affair,
an aluminum alloy known as ''duralumin."
The hulls of other seaplanes are wood. This
is the first all-metal flying boat to be built in
America and it's frankly an experiment.
Railroad trains and ocean-going ships came
to metal. Why not airplanes? That re
mains to be seen.

We three passengers, seated like a trio of
baseball fans in the bleachers, occupy a
forward cockpit in the hull, only our heads
protruding above deck level. We are
arrayed in sheaths of warm clothing, goggles
and helmets. The magazine artist's speci
fications of how you should look when you
go up in an airplane are pretty well founded
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A view ofthe harbor at Matanzas, Cuba,
showing the long wharf where freight
ers are laden with cargoes of sugar

on fact; especially so in •winter. One thing
is certain; the air is a good many degrees
colder up above than it is close to land and
the wind is a whole lot sharper. You can't
wear too much dothins. Three parts of
your anatomy deserve special attention,
these being your feet, head and the small of
your back. The sharp wind gets your head
and a funny little cyclone of cold air in the
cockpit hits the feet and then makes for the
small of your back.

Parallel to our scat, forward in the "nose"
of the plane, is a third cockpit, designed to
hold three more passengers, but which at the
present moment is occupied by baggage. The
term "nose" is seaplane nomenclature for
"bow." You rarely hear "bow" and "stern"
used as in connection with ordinary boats;
"nose" and "tail" arc more usual and as re
gards a flying boat, really more expressive.

'^HE pile of baggage in the forward cock-
pit is topped by a brown suitcase tagged

with a paper sticker which indicates that
the owner has stopped at a hotel in Altoona,
Pa. This sticker comes directly under my
eyes and I presently find myself regarding it
with a good deal of intentness. No, I'm
not scared. But I'm free to admit that I
am not quite at home as yet in the new kind
of air which we have just nosed into. We're
getting a few bumps that we haven't felt
before. There comes an occasional sugges
tion of a sinking feeling such as you get in a
fast elevator.

The reason for this is that we have left
smooth air and are now flying through rough
air. There arc rough air waves just as
there are rough water waves. Furthermore,
an increasing wind strikes us a-beam. That
makes for dlfiicult going. The most favor
able flying condition for an airplane is with
the wind. The next most favorable is
against the wind. The worst of aU is a beam
wind, for in this case the pilot must use con
stant vigilance to prevent the craft from
being swept sidewise ol^ her course.

Our course is straight down the New Jer
sey coast line, but curiously enough the nose
of the Morro Casllc points in the general
direction of Europe. This is the pilot's
method of preventing too much side-slipping.
We travel down the Jersey coast lijie crab-



fashion, holding our course by fi>ing con-
certedly \vith and against the wind. A
weird situation.

The strength of the wind increases.
Guarding my face against it is a smallglass
windshield, a pocket edition of the sort j'ou
have on your motor car. Upon poking my
head out at one side of the shield I experi
ence a tremendous ^vind pressure; the creepy
sense of a heavy cold iron bar being pressed
againstmyforehead. Presently I feel a sharp
pin-prick and then another. Only after a
moment of surprised wonder do I realize that
these are rain drops. But you never get
touched by rain in an airplane so long as
you keep your head behind the wind shield.
Your speed prevents that. The rain flashes
past you in flattened streaks, not on you.

THREE passengers rubbingelbows
exchange knowing glances but make

no attempt at talk. The growling of the
motor together \Wth the buzzing of the prop
and the whistling of the wind through the
wires is a combination of noises that repre
sents a good deal of racket. You soon come
not to mind that but you never become very
talkative. Conversation in an airplane is
always very much at a premium. Tf you
care to bold your mouth within a quarterof
an inch of your neighbor's ear and j'ell at
the top of j'our lungs you maybeheard but
it's hardly worth the effort.

I once knew a chap, very much in love
who had several times asked a girl to marry
him and as frequently been refused. Then
he had the happy thought of taking heron
an airplane ride, planning to propose when
they were high in the air. He figured that
she would be in such a receptive mood that
what with the thrill and all, she couldn't
refuse this time. But the plan didn't work
as well as he had expected. He hadn't known
about the noise. He yelled at the top of
his lungs, but the girl couldn't hear a word.

Conversation, in an airplane is largely
language.Thus, when the man at my right presently

Above you seethe bag-
fiuge. being stowed
iiwuy before the start.
At ri^ht a snapshot of
the Florida ' oust line,
showing what the wind
does to the bellows of
any ordinary camera

points to the huge white capped rollers of
the Atlantic below us, frowns and shakes his
head, I gather that the idea which he wishes
to get over is about as follows:

"I hope to thunder we don't have to
make a forced landing in that sea."

The Jersej' beach to^-ns, a thousand feet
below our thin pathway, mount so fast each
upon the other that it's hard to say just
where one stops and the next begins. We
view a long stretch of curling white surf,
geometrical rows of red and green roofs, grey
and black streets and straggly brown
marshes. Yet we feel no sense of great
speed. That's a curious part of flying high;
sense of speed is almost whoUy absent. If
you look upward to the blue sky you hardly
think yourself moving at all. Even when
you look downward you seem to be moving
hardly at more than a snail's pace.

But when you are close to land or water—
that's wholl}'̂ different. A fast train, motor
car or motor boat, each gives you a sense
of tremendous speed because there are other
objects close by with which comparisons
are possible. In an airplane you know this
only when you fly low. And fly low, we
presently did.

Like a toboggan skimming down a long
snow-covered hill we dropped in a sloping
line from a thousand feet, almost to the
ruffled waters of Barnegat Bay, seemed on
the point of diving head-on into the Bay
when the craft suddenly straightened out to
horizontal again, and flying six feet above the
water's surface, boomed the length of Barne
gat. Brown water bordered by browner
marshes became the partially distinguish
able blurrs that green meadows are when
you travel on the Twentieth Century
Limited. You now know that you are
really moving. An extraordinary contrast
in sense of speed after the higher altitude
and pleasing by way of variety.

Half way down the narrow protected
stretch of Barnegat Bay we make our first
stop. I become conscious that the nose of
the plane is pointed ever so slightly down
ward and the rumbling of the motor has
ceased. In wordsof airmen, the pilot has "cut
the gun." That is, he has throttlei down
the engine and we are coasting through air in
the same manner that you coast to your
stopping place after shutting off the engine
of your motor car. There is one notable
difference, however; we're traveling at a
speed of more than fifty miles an hour.

The drop from air to water is so very
gradual that we hardly know the moment
when the craft's bottom first meets water.
The sudden smacking jounce for which we
are prepared does not come. Presently the
nose cuts water, dushes of spray stream back
on either side, gradually our speed diminishes
and a few moments later we are idly drift
ing. Walton the mechanic strides forward
over our heads and heaves overboard the
anchor. Zimmerman from the rear explains:

"No harm done. Some of the wires need
a little tightening."
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Walton climbs out on a lower wing and
for fifteen minutes brandishes wrench and
pliers; with an amiable smile returns to the
nose and hauls aboard the anchor, cranks the
motor and drops into his seat as the craft •
gets under way.

It's rather an easy gait, this first stage in
the take-off of a seaplane from water to air;
about that of a medium-powered motor boat.
If you've never been in an airplane before
it U your introduction to Hying and some
thing of a temporary anti-climax to the
thrill which you may have tliought that
flying represented. One might almost as
well be riding in a ferry boat. There is no
indication whatever of the tremendous
power that is held in reserve.

'T^HE aircraft term for traveling on the
water in a seaplane is "taxying." After

}'ou have taxied leisurely across the water
for perhaps half a mile and arc beginning to
wonder why something more exciting doesn't
happen, it suddenly docs happen. 'I'he pilot
"gives her the gun." In other words he
opens the throttle wide. 'J'he tremendous
reserve power of the motor instantly jumps
to work and the seaplane becomes one of
these record-breaking motor boats that
travels with the bow and half the hull out of
water. In about thirty seconds from the
time that the extra power has been applied
5'ou realize that you have left the water
completely. By fast stages the craft mounts
in an oblique line to higher altitudes.

How do you feel when you get up there?
In tolerably smooth air you experience a
quiet, soothing exhilaration comparable in
some respects to being stretcherl out in a
steamer chair when the ocean is e.xtracr-
dinarily smooth. You float idly in space
without jounce or jar and mid-air impresses
you as being a perfectly normal retreat in
which to spend a cjuiet afternoon. Most
people before going up in an airplane expect
to get dizzy and some wonder if they won't
want to jump out. As a matter of fact, one.
feels considerably more secure than one
ordinarily does when on the top of a high
building or at the edge of a steep precipice.
The familiar dizziness and desire to jump
under such conditions are quite absent when
you are in an airplane.

Both rough air with its occasional buinps
and the sharp leaning '"banking" of a plane
during a circular descent somewhat alter
cases. These two sensations are the closest
approaches to. thrills that you get in the
course of ordinary air travel. ^laj'be there's
a wee Lit of a sinking feeling in the pit of
your stomach during the first two or three
times you experience these. But you pres
ently get over that.

Hovering high above the deserted board
walk of Atlantic City we found plenty of
rough air. Also, increasing indications of a
really wicked gale. I was not surprised to
see the nose of the Morro Casllc head for the
protection of Great Egg Inlet and presently
after a steep banking descent slow down
amid a bath of spray in the harbor of Ocean
City.

"It's the last good landing place for a long
way down the coast," explained Zimmerman.
"There's a buster of a storm coming and
we'd better spend the night here."

That's one advantage of air travel. You
can make for port when you see trouble
coming. A steamer far out at sea isn't as
fortunately situated as an airplane hugging
the coast.

Two anchors splash overboard from the
nose of the plane aiid two small bo\'S and
a white setter dog in a home-made duck
boat come alongside and takeon our baggage.,

{Continued on page 5<9)
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"Iwantyoii toproin'
ise me not to
spend a ccnt of
your insurance
money except for
rebuilding, Henry."
"I'll promise you
anything, Priscilla"

%

In the Royal Old
Sport of Chicken
Fighting:, Fine
Feathers Usually
Do Make the Bird
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The Chicken That Was Picked
"ENRY sat on the whitewashed stone

doorstep of his newspaper office.
The roof and walls were charred frag

ments on the ground, and the doorstep the
only thing left to sit upon. A gentle breeze
rippled his blue linen shirt and stirred the
thick brown hair that fell, in two stray locks,
over his high forehead. His bony knees,
in brown trousers, came up past his chin
as he reached between them and plucked a
blade of new succulent grass, which he in
serted in his good-humored mouth. At the
sound of a footstep, his fine dark eyes turned
lazily to the left.

Brick sidewalks—lumpy and uneven over
the swelling roots of shade trees—bordered
the hot white road that wound for a block
and a half between ancient wooden dwellings
before it bent to the right and disappeared.
The main street of the Virginia mountain
village was deserted except for a little yellow-
haired girl, in a pink blouse and tan skirt, who
was sweeping the sidewalk in front of Asa
Hamilton's house; and a small white man,
dressed in black, who was shuffling in
Henry's direction. The man stopped in the
shade of the locust tree before Henry's
doorstep and took off an enormous black
hat.

"Was comin^ by Miss Margie's an' she

H'
By Robert McBlair

Illustrated by Dudley Gloyne Summers

ast me to bring you this here." He gave
Henry a blue envelope, then tugged at the
long black mustache that endowed his
aquiline face and weak blue eyes with an
expression at once mournful and desperate.

"Reckon that's the insurance money for
your fire, ain't it?" he inquired.

"Part of it." A moving fleck of sunlight
played over Henry's tanned freckled face
and came to a momentary rest on the bridge
of his straight nose. "A thousand dollars,
Zeb."

"A thousiDid dollars!" drawled Zeb al
most inaudibly, as if trying to grasp such
immensity. Then he added aloud, but to him
self- "An' I got to have two hundred when
my case comes up Sad'd'y, or go to jail."

"What is it this time, Zeb?"
"Oh," sighed Zeb softly, "bootlegging.

Bootlegging. No defense. It'll be two
hundred dollars or sixty days."

Henry's brown eyes were tender. "I'm
sorry, Zeb. If you can't raise the money
any other way before Saturday, come by to
see me. Trouble is, doggone it, though, I
need everv cent to rebuild with."

Zeb put on his gargantuan black hat and
had taken two steps up the street when he
stopped and stood in thought for a moment.
Then he turned, and avoiding Henry's eye,
shuffled at an accelerated pace along the waj'
that he had come. But something else had
diverted Henry's attention.

A GIRL had appeared on the wistaria-
covered porch that ran the full width of

the large faded green house across the street.
Henry surreptitiously removed the grass
blade from his mouth. She came down the
steps and—deliberately rising on one toe
while kicking the other out before her—
progressed along the graveled walk. The
sun gleamed on her black hair, drawn
smoothly close to her shapely head. Henry
watched her with fascinated attention. She
wore a black-knitted sweater with white
edges, a white skirt, black stockings and
low-heeled black-and-white shoes. She
turned to her right and strolled down the
street, apparently unconscious of Henry's
existence. Then she looked over her shoulder
and waved her hand.

Henry started, and waved his hand vigor
ously in return. But she was proceeding
nonchalantly on her way. She went in the
combination post-office and drug store, then
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came out and crossed the street to Miss
Margie's insurance office, where she once
more disappeared.'

She was Priscilla Brandon, the daughter
of Major Brandon, of the U. S. Army, re
tired, and Henry had never put his feelings
about her into words. Possibly one reason
for his hesitation had been that just as his
newspaper business had begun to be profit
able, his establishment had burned down.
And Henry had been dependent upon his
own earnings ever since his father—a circuit
judge—had died and left him an orphan at
the age of twelve.

Priscilla Brandon almost at once emerged
from Miss Margie's insurance office. Henry
looked quickly away, but he could hear the
scuff of her shoe soles as she kicked nearer
along the pavement. He felt his face redden
ing. He tried to stop it, but only flushed the

"TLJENRY, Miss Margie tells me you
have received the first check for

your insurance."
Henry's tall loose frame suddenly rose

upright. He leaned to preserve his balance
against the doorjamb, realized too late
that the doorjamb was no longer there,
waved his arms rathej: wildly, tripped over
the doorstep and fell backwards.

"Reckon I must have fallen," he apolo
gized as he got up—very red.

" Reckon you must have," agreed Priscilla,
looking up at him with amused black-rimmed'
green eyes. Her slightly prominent white
teeth gleamed between red thin hps. Then
she looked down her straight little npse and
plucked at her white sweater collar. "1
want you to promise me something, Henry.
You know how you Uke to speculate. I
want you to promise me not to spend a cent
of your insurance money for anything ex
cept rebuilding."

"I'll promise you anything, Priscilla."
Priscilla stared at the whitewashed im-

burned rear room of Henry's newspaper
plant, where Henry lived, bit her red lower
lip thoughtfully, whirled on one heel and
went scilffing indolently across the street.
"Don't forget!" she called over her slim
square shoulder.

"Unkhuh!" Henry watched her boyish
figure till it was lost within the Brandon's
big front door. Then he resumed his scat
on the houseless doorstep, and was dreamily
unaware of the approach of the melancholy
Zeb, until that gentleman coughed and
spoke.

"Henry, you know the contest for pit
games is goin' to be decided Friday night?"

"It's already been decided, hasn't it,
Zeb? You see, the committee picks out
the best and the next best chicken and those
two are the only ones that the judges are
allowed to pass on. That's the rule. And
the committee picked out Asa Hamilton's
Red Knight and Black Prince as the two
best in the county. And <lted Knight is the
better of those two."

"That's right," agreed Zeb. His weak
blue eyes were fastened upon the check in
Henry's shirt pocket.

"'Twas Asa Hamilton's scheme," con
tinued Henry, "and it sure worked well for
him. Fifty cocks entered, at twenty dollars
fee for each, that puts one thousand dollars
in the pool. Seven-tenths of that goes to
purchase the best cock—8700 he gets for
Red Knight. The other three hundred is
bet on Red Knight by the pool, and the
winnings distributed among the entrants."
Henry laughed softly. " Well, I'm not kick
ing. I had my chance. But my fool chicken
strangled himself trying to get through the
wire nettmg when the place burned up."

"It's Red Knight I want to talk to you
'bout," murmured Zeb. "You see, Asa
Hamilton's got a note due to-morrow."
Zeb cleared his throat. "He 'lows he'll sell
Red Knight to-day for five hundred, cash."

"But, he can wait till Friday and get
seven, Zeb!"

"He cain't wait." said Zeb softly. It s
one of them notes he owes Major Brandon.
I reckon you know what folks is sayin',
Henry—Major Brandon 'lows as how Asa
Hamilton mis-managed his estate when the
Major was in Europe, an' the feelin' be
twixt 'em ain't none too good." Zeb spat
ruminatively. "Some says as that's why
Asa Hamilton is a-goin' to marry Miss
Priscilla—so he won't never have to settle
up." Zeb's watery eye was caught by the
check in Henry's pocket. "He'll give me
fifty if I sell the chicken, Henry. I'm tryin'
to work my way out of goin' to jail, Henry."

Henry shook back the hair from his high
forehead. "Zeb," he asked with a frown,
"do you know how it is for someone to lack
confidence in your judgment?"
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"Well," Zeb drawled, "my old woman.
. , But he stopped, because Henry had
unexpectedly risen to his full lanky height.

"Zeb," Henry said, "I reckon it won't do
any harm to go down and look at that
chicken, anyhow."

As they approached the two wire pens in
Asa Hamilton's backyard, that pidlid
gentleman--;his stocky powerful figure clad
in a pearl gray suit and yellow waistcoat—
emerged from his back door. He was fol
lowed by the queer mite of a girl with frizzy •
yellow hair.

Henry recognized the little girl as a niece
of Hamilton's housekeeper, who had been
brought down from New York to help around
the house while her aunt was in the hospital.
She wore a transparent pink blouse, a brief
tan skirt, black shoes with high red heels,
and black fishnet stockings. She could
hardly be fourteen years old, and Henry
winced at the smear of rouge over her fresh,
young mouth.

Hamilton turned on the child. "Go
back!" he commanded. "'I'll want lunch
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in twenty minutes." As he turned away
he took out his watch and marked the time.

She had stopped still at his sharpness.
Seeing Henry's kindly glance upon her,
she made a face at Hamilton's back, whirled
and ran into the house.

'""pHAT girl is worse than incompetent,"
Hamilton growled. "Yesterday she

boiled corn with the husks on!"
He seemed to feel that the chicken transac

tion already had been arranged. There was
little conversation. After a few moments
of silent thought, Henry impulsively made
out a check, and with the wiry protesting
chicken under his arm returned along the
sun-dappled street to his own backyard.

Zeb had lingered with Hamilton, awaiting
his fifty-dollar commission. But Asa
Hamilton merely pulled at his heav)'̂ lower
lip in thought. The rim of his black derby
threw his square pale face in shadow, and to
Zeb there was something chilling about his
heavy jowl and cold gray eyes.

"Zeb," rumbled Hamilton at length.

"do you think Henry would bet five
hundred dollars that Red Knight will
win?"

Zeb was startled. "Well," he drawled
softly, "I reckon he's a mighty big fool if he
wouldn't."

"I owe you fifty dollars commission," said
Hamilton, his eyes on the ground. "If I
put fifty with that for you, and we bet
Henry five hundred, and win, then you'd be
in possession of two hundred dollars Friday
night, wouldn't you?"

"Reckon I would," agreed Zeb, almost
inaudibly. "But—but don't you figger
Red Knight is the best?"

"Zeb," said Asa Hamilton sonorously, "a
chicken is a perishable commodity. For
example, I saw a bucket of green paint
yesterday, standing on top of Henry's pen.
It is possible that this may accidentally
overturn and spoil the cock's appearance."
Hamilton's boring gray eyes held Zeb
transfixed. "Do you want me to place that
bet for you, Zeb?"

Zeb was unable to look away. His very

Black Prince—scion of fighters—
staggered drunken and naked into
the kitchen. There he stood, plucked
clean to his yellow skin, his bare
wings hanging down like arms, his
nubbin of a tail sticking up. The
room was too astonished for sound
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insides seemed to curl up in an excited
chill. He liked Henry. He didn't care for
the flavor of this bet. But Hamilton was
his attorney in the bootlegging case. In ad
dition to the bet, Hamilton stood to make
seven hundred dollars, by selling Black
Prince to the pool, if Red Knight were
eliminated; and Hamilton was an S man to
cross. Zeb didn't want to go to jail.

"I am going fishing Friday afternoon,"
Hamilton was saying, "and take Henry
with me. Do you want me to place that
bet for you while we are gone?"

Zeb's Adam's apple jumped up and down
as he swallowed.

"Sounds like it would be a pretty good
bet, Mr. Hamilton," he answered faintly.

"I'll do it, Zeb," said Hamilton, "to help
you out." He looked at his watch and went
quickly into the house.

'^HAT afternoon, the next day, and the
A next, Henry fed RedKnight exact quan

tities of cracked corn and fresh raw meat. The
rooster's green-black radiance, touched with
red on wings and tail, cast a reflection back
upon himself. It illuminated his capacity
as a business man. His brown suit newly
pressed, a Panama hat on the back of
his head, Henry felt at peace with the
world as he sat in the checkered simshine
on his doorless doorstep on Friday after
noon.

"Well, Henry, what do you say we go
fishing?" It was Asa Hamilton, his gray
eyes wrinkled in a mirthless smile.

Henry hesitated, a puzzled frown between
his fine dark eyes. He didn't like to leave
Red Knight on the afternoon of the judging.
No good reason why he shouldn't, but he
just didn't like to.

"Come on," commanded Hamilton. "I've
got rods and bait in my machine right now.
It will give us a chance to talk over some
business."

Even Asa Hamilton—^well known as a
brainy, if tricky, lawj'er—had come to
recognize him as a business man. Henry
rose to his lanky height. They strolled to
gether down the lumpy brick sidewalk to
where Hamilton's red roadster stood in
front of his house.

The little city girl was pulling weeds in
Hamilton's front yard. She started as she
looked up and saw Hamilton so near. Her
thin pointed face paled, bringing out the
spots of rouge over the high check bones.
The pink transparent blouse revealed the
thinness of her shoulders. Her yellowish
hair was bobbed in a nondescript pufi around
her head. Henry felt a queer pain about his
heart, to see her childishness thus daubed
and dressed in finery.

"Luella," Hamilton commanded sharply.
"I want you to fix a chicken for to-morrow's
dinner, and I want it fixed right."

"Mist' Hamilton," she quavered in a
nasal treble, "I never . . . " .

"No excuses!" Hamilton snapped.
Luclla swallowed, and looked at him

like a little frightened rabbit. Hamilton
turned away and climbed into his automo
bile at the curb.

"I read in a New York newspaper," he
{Conlimtcd on page jo)
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The Sporting Angle
Rejlections on Football^ Fighters cind Our National Game

^TT^HE football season of 1Q24 brought
I many upsets of the dope, as the ex-

perts would say. These upsets are
becoming less and less an occasion for
astonishment in the modern game of foot
ball. They have begun to consider them in
the Ught of "form reversals" as they do on
the racetrack.

There were so-called upsets in all sec
tions in 1924, some of them startling from
the point of view of the expert. Toward
the end of the season Grantland Rice, one
of the closest students of football, began
to get some heavy mail from indignant old
grads, demanding to know how he got that
way and importuning him to furnish the
evidence upon which he figured this college
to be two touchdowns better than that
college when the score was 18 to o in favor
of the college picked to lose.

Mr. Knute Rockne, the coach of Notre
Dame, tries to explain. He says, "Why are
there so many upsets in the dope? Football
is different from other games. It is not a
question of mechanics. Form, players and
plays are only a certain per cent. The
game demands, more than any other,
enthusiasm and inspired mental attitude.

"A. team in an ordinary frame of mind
will do only ordinary things. In the proper
emotional stage a team will do extraordinary
things. To reach this state a team must
have a motive that has extraordinary appeal
to them."

It would seem that the record of the
Notre Dame team of 1924 would, qualify
Mr. Rockne to tell us just why there were so
many "upsets in the dope." But he does
not seem to have done it. I maintain that
all college football teams play with an
inspired mental attitude. The Harvard
team that was beaten by Yale in 1924 had
the same mental attitude toward Yale that
was held by Harvard teams in the past.
The University of California team that was
tied by Stanford was holding all through that
game the same inspired mental attitude that
said. "Beat Stanford" as the California
team that did beat Stanford held last year.

I would not like to argue against an
authority such as Mr. Rockne, but my
theory is that quite a good deal is left to
chancc in the new game, certainly much
more than was left to chance in the old
game.

By W. 0.*McGeehan

it may be due entirely to the coaching.
Then again it might be because of both,
exceptional material and exceptional coach
ing. There will be no dispute from any
section to the statement that Knute Rockne
isan exceptional coach and that innovations
he has contributed to modern football have
helped to make it a game ofspeed andbrains
as well as a game ofbrawnand stamina.

I would always be disposed to give the
coaching of a football team its fuU share of
credit. The late Percy Haughton produced
great teams for Harvard for a number of
years. Tad Jones has produced two years
in succession great teams for Yale. At any
rate they were teams great enough to
go through their seasons without defeat,
which seems to be the objective of football
teams.

Mr. Rockne has produced great teanis at
Notre Dame. The team he built up in
1924 seems to be about the greatest. In
my opinion Mr. Rockne isabout the grea^st
of the coaches of to-dayon the basisof what
his teams have shown in the matter of
fundamentals, in organization and in i^e-
cision of attack. This can not be altogether
a matter of material any more than it can
be that the material at Harvard this
is so much inferior to the material of other
years.

You can get many an idle argument over
this sport of football. The question that
troubled Yale old grads after the recent
victory over Harvard seemed to be, Is
the team of 1924 a greater team than the
Yale team of 1923?" It seemed to cause
no little acrimony.

Impossible Arguments
The task which Mr. Walter Camp has

set for himself year after year is far
from a grateful one. I refer to the picking
of an Ail-American Team.

You never can convincc Yale men for
instance that "Red" Grange would have
hit the blue line as hard or as successfully
as he hit lines in the West. You can not
convince fans of the Middle West that
Pond or Kline could have hit the lines of the
western conference teams as they hit the
Harvard line. Also the far West has candi
dates for an AU-American team and objec
tionsvalid enough from a sectional point of
view to any appointees from the other
sections. Then do not forget, too, that the
South has some football teams and some
football players.

These claims and counter-claims always
remind me of the arguments that follow
the question, "How would a fight between
Joe Cans at his best and Benny Leonard
come out?" Or the other question even
more frequently raised, "Could Jack Demp-
sey at his best beat John L. Sullivan?"
The answers to these questions would de
pend upon the ages of the persons asked.

When Princeton overwhelmed Harvard at
Soldiers' Field, Cambridge, it looked Uke
one of the greatest teams that the "Big
Three" had produced for years. But that
same team a week later was fought to a
finish and beaten by Yale.

There never will be any real basis for the
settlement of football arguments. I will

Which Is Best—East or West?

Another question that survives the
football season of 1924 is, "Which

section produces the greatest football
players and the greatest football team?"
This to me aUyays seems about as idle as
the question sometimes asked. "Which
section produces the best troops?"

There have been years when small
colleges have produced teams for which they
claimed the mythical intercollegiate cham
pionship, but the claims were only claims.
This year the claim might be made for
Notre Dame, which seemed to have about
the most widely flung schedule and which
passed through its season without a de
feat.

Notre Dame's achievement may be due
to an exceptional gathering of material or

take the aflirmative side in only one football
argument and that is the one to the effect
that the new game is a far better one than
the old game. But somewhere there are
old grads who will want to dispute this to the
last breath. _ . .

I can support my contention by pointing
to the fact that in the old days the AU-
American Team was confined to the East.
Now it must have representatives from all
sections. The teams seem to be getting
something near to even all over in
matter of material and coaching. It has
become a real game no longer regarded with
derision or suspicion by the general public.

Changefor Change's Sake
Football, of course, has remained a

hard game, but it no longer takes the
toll in life and limb that used to call for the
annual newspaper crusade against it. There
are those who are for further mnovations
in the game, but I am convinced that it has
become about as standardized as it couldbe.
It must always remain a game that calls
for stamina and courage.

I am thinking of a few of the suggestions
for further tinkering with the American
intercollegiate game. One of these is to
provide against any game resulting m a tie
score. The proposal is that at the conclu
sion of a game ending in a tie score each
team shouldbe given three tries at goal.

I can not see the sense of this. If two
teams fight to a tie in a game of inter
collegiate football the score should remain a
tie. There is no issue at stake that requires a
decision. It is a case of two colleges pittmg
the best that they have against each other
and if the struggle goes through four periods
to a tie that satisfies the old grads and the
undergrads. Usually it satisfies the neutral
spectators, if they are to be taken into
consideration at all, for some of the most
melodramatic games I ever have seen have
been football games played to a tie.

One football authority advocates the
prohibition of thetouchdown from a fumble.
He feels that it is unfair to have the mistake
of one fumble that permits an alert player to
seize upon a loose ball and run through a
broken field with it for six points. His
notion is that the side recovering the fumble
should be given the ball but at the point
where the ball was recovered.

The fumble in football is the unforgivable.
To minimize the possible penalty, the
touchdown made by an alert opponent,
would be like making a rule in baseball to
the effect that no deciding run should be
permitted to score on an error. In baseball
the fielders are not supposed to make errors.
In football the players are not supposed to
fumble. There is no valid reason why either
game should be changed in this regard.

One might as well advocate a rule in
boxing to the effect that a boxer who swings
and is crossed to the jaw, inadvertently,
should not be counted out.

The Fall of the House of Firpo
AS the year of 1924 passes the situation

so far as pugilism is concerned remains
unchanged and with no particular prospect

{Continued on page ^8)
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Elsie Janis
on

Tour

: ^ :L .- 1, :^ ^ •• L ^SSISI
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^l^/SS J/iI\'JS is so good that her large andfaithful following is bound
j 1ensure success whether she travels over the two-a-day circuit,holdsforth nlonc on the concert stage, or tarries long enough in one

spot to he "starred." Just now vaudeville is keepinf^ her very busy
and there is a stage lohisper that she may soon be the central attrac
tion of a musical comedy, hut at the present writing her jnanager
coyly maintains a mysterious silence as to future plans—K R. B.
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One of the things slated to be on the boards these many moons
is "Lady Be Good," which has a wonderfully well trained chorus.
Fred and Adele Astaire {above), with their inimitable dancing,
carry off the lion's share of the honors, though a good word
must be said for Walter Catlett and a long and excellent cast

WM

"'•'i

X

A rather dreary comedy by ferenc Molnnr entitled
"Carnivar is supporlinghsie Ferguson,n Boston.
It is a combination of psychological sex drama and
un-American comedy which has probably suffered
much from translation. Miss ferguson makes the
most of an ungrateful role and has good company

Two old frienas vho will he with us again within
a fortnight—Madame Karacanova and M. Oordo-
detskvin LeRendezvous d Amour: an episode of the
new Chauve Souris. These popular Busstan vaude-
villians are returning u'Uh the promise oj all
manner of new tricks in their capacious bag
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In a year that has scored an unprecedented number of theatrical
disasters, otie of the notable personal sitccnsses has been made by
Lillian Foster (above) in "Conscience." That this sometimes
somber but generally interesting psychological study by Don
Mullally continues to enjoy a modest popularity bespeaks a
goodly number of theatre-goers ivho do not shun "serious" plays

"Dixie to Broadway'' represents the latest pnase of the all-darky
revue. It is the Mecca of those suffering from aggravated cases
ofjazzomania ivho do not mind swallowing a large dose of vul
garity along u ith some really remarkable dancing and clever
clowning. Florence Mills, the star, and Alma Smith are shown here

Sa-'SIK.*-

r< .'awiBWihr;

FlorenzAmes as a bibulous poet, Wilda Bennett,
and Lerta Corder in "Madame Pompadour," a
musical play by Ilerrs Schanzer and Welisch,
tvhich has breezed triumphantly across the
continent during the past two or three years.
Miss Bennett is a tuneful and piquant Pompa'
dour and the. piece is handsomely mounted

Captions by
Esther R. Bien

£3
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Part III

WHEN Audrey Blair, havingsucceeded
in making a wax impression of the
third jade medallion, the one set in

the brooch owned by Sylvia Valentine, the
show girl, attempted to make her escape
from the latter's apartment, her first thought
had been to flee Ijy way of the front door.
When, finding that avenue of escape blocked
by the presence in the hallway outside of
persons pounding on its mahogany panels,
she had turned to the bathroom in the rear,
the fire-escape, the last person in the world
she expected to find barring her way was
Mr. Dudley Rives. As she saw his head
and shoulders appear in the window, saw
his wide and comprehending smile, she stood
for a moment speechless. With the apart
ment house attendants, svunmoned by the
colored maid, at one point of egress, a dan
gerous crook at the other, her chances of
escape seemed extremely slim. The niaid
Cecilia, she found herself reflecting even in
that moment of confusion, had evidently
climbed down the fire-escape from the bath
room where she, Audrey, had foolishly
locked her, re-entered the building by way
of the apartment below, and given the
alarm. But how had Mr. Rives managed
to appear so suddenly and inopportunely
upon the scene? She had given him no
hint as to who had been the purchaser of
the third jade medallion, or of the fact that
that purchaser, Mr. Ralph Unger, had pre
sented the jade to his friend Miss Valentine.
Yet here the energetic Mr. Rives was,
climbing into the apartment, in spite of
the furious tattoo which the persons in the
front hall were beating upon the bolted
door.

When he had finally thrust his lean figure
through the narrow window, Mr. Rives stood
up and listened.

"Somebody tr>-'ing to break in?", he
inquired pleasantly.

"Yes," .A-udrey replied, not knowing
what else to say.

"Did you get the jade?"
"No." She shook her head.
"Where is it?"
"In a leather jewel box. in Miss Valen

tine's trunk. There." She pointed.
Mr. Rives swung rapidly through the

bedroom door.
"Beat it," he said. "Down the fire

escape. You'll get clear all right—they
haven't had time to call the police—yet."

".\nd you?" Audrey asked, to her aston
ishment. What difference after all did it
make to her whether Mr. Rives got away
or not—a man who, but an hour before,
had probably ransacked her own apartment
in order to steal the piece of jade she had
hidden there, just as he would ransack Miss
Valentine's now.

"Oh—don't wony about me. I'll be
all right. No time to lose, though. They'll
have that door down before a great while,
if they keep on like that. I wonder they
don't open it with a pass-key."'
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"They can't," Audrey whispered. "I
bolted it."

/'Good! Now you just hurry along and
beat it for home. You'll find the ladder at
the bottom of the fire escapelowered. I let
it down myself on my way up, thmking it
might come in handy. It's dark, so I guess
there won't anybody see you." Without
further parley he crossed the bedroom and
raised the Udof Miss Valentine's trunk.

Audrey waited no longer. With the
wax impression of the piece of jade in her
pocket, she had what she had come for.
Swinging easily over thesill ofthebathroom
window to the fire-escape she began a rapid
descent of its iron steps.

PERSONS in the rear windows of abuild
ing on the next street saw her, shouted

to her, but Audrey paid no attention to
them. Her oneand onlydesire was to reach
the darkness of the area-way below before
a policeman made his appearance, to drag
her off to the nearest station. There was
no soimd beneath her to indicate anyone s
presence; the area-way was dark and silent
Even the windows of the bathrooms whiOT
she passed in her descent were unlighted.
At this hour, she reflected, most of the ten
ants would be at dinner.

Although the time consumed in the
descent seemed endless, Audrey reaUpd
afterwards that it had taken her but a few
seconds—four, she thought, at the most.
When she finally stood in the narrow rear
court of the buUding she began to wonder
how she was going to make her way to the
sidewalk. , , ,

The diflSculty was solved for her in an
imexpected manner. A window on the
ground floor, quite close to her, suddenly
flamed withlight; by means of the illumina
tion thus afforded Audrey saw a gate in the
high wall immediately at her rear. To her
delight, she discovered when she tried the
gate that it was unlocked. Slipping noise
lessly through shefound herself in a narrow
alleyway leading to the side street. A
tradesman's entrance, perhaps, she con
cluded, as she sped over its concrete sur
face toward the slot of light which marked
its end. A few moments later she was
walking rapidly down Columbus Avenue.

It was ten minutes or
more before she had the
courage to summon a cab,
and when the chauffeur in
quired her destination she
told him to drive to the old
Breevort House. It would
be safer, she thought, to go
there firet—she .would buy
an evening paper, idle away
a few moments in the ladies'
dressing room, and then
stroll over to her apartment.

She had barely reached it,
and begun a more careful rearrangement of
her wrecked and scattered belongings, when
the doorbell rang. Could it be the police,
she wondered? Scarcely, after the precau

tions she had taken to cover her retreat.
And yet, as she pressed the button which
released the catch of her front door, her
fingers trembled.

WTien, a few moments later, she threw
open the door of her apartment, she was
almost relieved to find that her caller was
the indefatigable Mr. Dudley Rives.

"Well," he said, stepping into the room
and closing the door carefully after him,
"You got here all right, I see."

Then, as his glance took in the disordered
condition of the place, "What's happened
here? Looks as though somebody had been
staging a prohibition raid.'

Audrey'sjeyes darkened. She had thought
Mr. Rives himself guilty of this wanton
destruction of her belongings.

"Somebody came in here while I was away
this afternoon, and searched the place from
top to bottom. I guess they were looking
for that piece of jade." Her eyes fixed
themselves on Mr. Rives accusingly, but
he was too taken aback by her words to.
notice it.

"Did they get it? he snapped.
"No." Audrey's eyes fell. Mr. Rives'

manner was not that of one overcome by
guilt. On the contrary, he seemed furious.

"Some of that fat-head Morton's work,"
he muttered, staring angrily about the room.
"Where is that jade piece now?"

"I've got it," .Audrey said evasively. It
was quite within the bounds of possibility
that Mr. Rives' anger was but a piece of
clever acting—that he hoped, by gaining her
confidence now, to accomplish what he had
failed to accomplish earlier in the afternoon.

'npHAT'S all right then," he replied.
"But hold on to it. In fact, if I were

you, I'd put it in a safe deposit box the first
thing tomorrow morning."

Audrey felt easier. She began to realize
that she might possibly have misjudged Mr.
Rives; it was not disagreeable to her, this
feeling, because, in spite of her suspicions
she found herself liking him more and more
with each successivc meeting.

"Won't you sit down.'"' she said.
Mr. Rives thanked her, slid his long frame

into a chair, paying no attention to the
stuflTing which was oozing from it.

"Here's the one I went
after to-night." he said, and
with a laugh took Miss Val
entine's brooch from his
pocket and placed it in
Audrey's hand.

"But — how did you —
escape?'" she whispered, not
without a look of admiration.

"Oh—I managed it all
right. Eas\- enough when
you know how. I'll tell you
about it, some other time.
Right now I thought you

might like to know what the inscription on
that thing means."

"Do you know?" .\udrey asked.
"Yes. I stopped for a moment on my

M



January, 1925

way downtown, and M '
saw afriend of mine— ^ l/l
a scholar from the Ce- j
lestial Kingdom. /
Didn't take him a
minute to read the inscription. It means,
'The Gateway of Flowers.'"

Audrey was forced to smile. "The
Lotus Bud—The Willow Tree—The Gate
way of Flowers." Nothing there to sug
gest a secret message, although, of course
the thing might be written in cipher.

Mr. Rives made no comment. His mind,
apparently, was fixed on more serious mat
ters. "Look here. Miss Blair," he said,
"I don't want to tell you your business, but
if I were in your place, I'd go after the rest
of those jade pieces without losing another
minute. I guess you and I arc not the only
ones who would "like to get hold of them.
At least it would seem so, after what hap
pened here to-day. And—well—to put it
bluntly, I don't think, while these medal-

^8'' sif^! |j
ill ilii lii'i llij
ii i 1'
tiii'lilili I ill

Peraons in the rear
windows ofa build~
ing on thenextstreet
shouted to her, hut
Audrey pnid no
attention to them

lions are lying around loose that you are any
too safe. It would never do to have any
thing happen to you, you know."

The concern in his voice caused .A.udrey
to glance up in surprise. It seemed rather
absurd, for a man of Mr. Rives' profession
to be worried about her and her safety, and
yet, he was a man, no matter what else he
might be—a handsome, vital, attractive
man, at the sound of whose voice she some
how experienced a delinite thrill. And he
had stood by her—assisted her to escape
from Miss Valentine's apartment. Still,
she could not shake off her early suspicions,
could not bring herself to believe his story,
that he was working in the interests of the
police. The thing was absurd on the face
of it, A detective would not have crept
into Miss Valentine's apartment by way of
the fire-escape, to steal the jade brooch, nor
would a detective, after her unlawful en
trance, her attack upon the colored maid,
have assisted her to escape. She had heard,
in the past, of crooks, even the most desper

ate ones, falling in love; they were not dif
ferent from other men in that respect.
Well, she might find the man interesting,
even attractive, in a certain masculine way.
but that did not mean that she was obliged
to trust him, to confide in him whenever
she made an attempt to secure one of the

remaining pieces of jade.iMr.Rives, who had been staring ather
with a peculiar and rather unfathomable
smile, suddenly glanced at his watch,
rose.

"I've got to run along, now," he said.
"Will you be in, about six o'clock
to-morrow? "

"Why, I think so," Audrey told him.
"I may call you up, around then, and

see what your plans are for the evening.
Possibly I may be able to give you some
help."

Audrcj- smiled. By his own confes
sion he did not know the name of the
purchasers, the location of the three
remaining jades. Without her he was
helpless.

"You said you were going to tele
phone- at six to-day," she remarked

"I did, but no one answered."

""^^"0 ONE was here, but poor old
Stetson, and he was tied hand

and foot in the bathtub."
"I wish I'd known about that," Mr.

Rives said with sudden asperity, thrust
ing out his hand. "Good night. I'll
ring you up about six to-morrow."

Audrey closed and bolted the door
after him. Then she threw herself on

1 the couch and drifted off into a long
yj waking dream, during the course of
I which the tall figure of Mr. Dudley

Rives appeared and re-appeared with
the most amazing frequency.

Mr. Rives, after leaving Audrej' Blair's
apartment, went in search of Mr. Samuel
Morton, and it took him nearly three hours
to find him.

At his usual haunts—the restaurant on
Forty-sixth Street where he dined, the
Seventh Avenue saloon in the back room of
which he was wont to play a nightly game
of pinochle, the billiard parlor at which he
sometimes foregathered with his cronies of
the race track, the pool rooms, the prize
ring—he had been seen but briefly. At the
last named place, a "dip" of Spike's ac
quaintance informed him that Morton was
in process of accumulating a magnificeiit
"jag." The information was suHkient for
the knowing Mr. Rives: it told him two
things—one, that Morton had money, the
other that he was almost ccrtainly to be
found in a bootlegging establishment on
Thirty-first Street, the proprietor of which,
an ex-bartender, was a friend of Mr. Morton's
of many years standing. Thither Mr.
Rives proceeded at once, with all the speed
of a yellow taxicab.

His chain of reasoning had been correct.
Mr. Morton, slumped behind a table in one
corner of the dingy little room, a glass of
liquor before him, the usual ragged cigar in
his mouth, had reached that stage of ine
briation at which a man may be referred to
as '"plastered." He was still several stages
short of complete ossification, although he
was approaching it rapidly. Mr. Rives
took the seat across from him, lit a cigarettc.

"Look here, you dumbbell I" he growled.
"What's the idea of your crashing into that
Blair girl's apartment this afternoon and
putting the place on the bum? Trying to
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put over a little job on the side, eh? Well—
you listen to me. Try anything like that
again and I'll take those jades to a place
where I can get a real price for them, see?
Headquarters. And I don't mean maybe
either. Is that clear?"

Mr. Morton gazed across the table with
bleary eyes.

"WTiat's eatin' you?" he demanded. "I
ain't been trying to put anything over on
you. And if I was, I don't see what kick
you got coming."

" "^OU don't, eh? Well, then, I'll put you
* wise. In the first place, you lay off that

girl, or I'll break your damned neck—see.
And in the second, if you think you're going
to get one of those jades and then hold out
on me when I deliver the other five, you've
got another think coming. Get me?"

"Stuck on the jane, are you? Well—
well! There's one born every minute."

For a moment, from the way the skin
tightened over the knucklcs of Mr. Rives'
suddenly closed right hand one might have
thought that he was about to knock Mr.
Morton for the customary, row of beer
mugs, but apparently he thought better of
it. When he spoke again his voice was al
most silky in its softness.,

"Never mind about that. \Vhat I'm
telling you is, if you don't lay off that girl,
I'll take my story to Headquarters, sure
as my name's Spike Rives. That would
make things quite some uncomfortable for
your friend Pete, wouldn't it? And maybe
for some others, too. So you better behave
yourself, bo, or you'll wake up some rainy
morning where you belong—up the river."

The force of his words penetrated even
the dense fog of Mr. Morton's laboriously
acquired "jag." He scowlcd unpleasantly.

"Aw—I ain't gonna bother the jane none."
he snarled.

"Sure you're not. That's what I'm
telling you. Now for a little business. I
got another of those jades to-night." He
exhibited the brooch, with its circle of
rubies. "And I'm pretty sure to have the
rest of them before the week's out."

"The one that skirt of yours is got, too?"
"Yes," said Mr. Rives grimly, "that

one too."
"WeE?"
"Well—you better get

busy collecting that five
grand. Five thousand,
cash money, before I turn
the things over toyou—sec!
I'll let you know the exact
time and place, but it looks
to me as though I'd be

able to put the deal through before
Sunday."

Mr. Morton chewed industriously on his
cigar.

"Can't be any too soon for me," he rum
bled. The bit of jade he had expected to
secure that afternoon had eluded him, but
the prospect of a cool thousand by Sunday
was not at all bad. He called loudly for
another drink.

"Have one, why tion't you?" he asked.
"Pre-war stuff."

"That's what they all say," replied Rives
rising. "I don't take any chances with it
myself. So long." He turned and went
swiftly out. Mr. Morton swallowed his
whiskey with a shudder.

"The poor fish," he muttered, "letting
a skirt make a monkey out of him." With
which rather mixed bit of metaphor he tried
unsuccessfully to apply a lighted match to
the elusive end of his cigar.

XIV

The list of purchasers of the jade medal
lions, given Audrey by the keeper of the
antique shop, Mr. Sternberg, cited two of
the medallions as having been sold to a Mrs.
Philip La Rue, living in the more or less
exclusive section of upper Park .A.venue.
And a notation on the antique dealer's list
showed that the two pieccs of jade -pur
chased had been mounted as earrings, by
means Tof small suspending clasps of gold.
So much Audrey knew; reference to the
telephone directory showed Mr. Philip
La Rue to be a wholesale dealer in paper,
with an office on Canal Street near Broad
way. A rich man, no doubt, she surmised,
as without communicating her plans even
to Stetson, she took a cab uptown for the
purpose ofcalling on Mrs. La Rue.

SHE was received by apleasant-faced,
middle-aged woman,who did not suggest

to Audrey in the least the sort of person
who would go about with jade bangles the
size of half-dollars suspended from her ears.

"I feel terribly embarrassed at bothering
you " Audrey said with her most winning
smU'c, when Mrs. La Rue had inquir<"d the

Audrey, between the fronds
of some artificial palms,
watched the parly from a
tablejust inside the doorway

The Elks Magazine

nature of her business, "but.I am interested
in antiques, and particularly in old bits of
jade, and I have learned that you recently
purchased two engraved jade medallions
and had them mounted as earrings."

Mrs. La Rue nodded.
"Yes," she admitted. "I did. But

how you know it I can't imagine."
"Why—it's simple enough. Mr. Stem-

berg, who sold them to you, told me. You
see, I hoped I might be able to buy them."

Mrs. La Rue shook her head.
"I hardly think you could," she said,

smiling a little. "I gave them to my
daughter, Olga, as a present, on her eigh
teenth birthday, and she's tremendously
fond of them. You see, she is verj' dark,
almost Spanish in type, although why she
should be I can't imagine, as all my people
are light; but she thinks they look very
wicked and vampish, so of course she wears
tkem on all occasions. Girls are so different
nowadays." she concluded with a sigh.

"Then, ifl can't buy them," Audrey said
quickly, "possibly your daughter might be
willing to let me make wax impressions of
the lettering on them."

"Why should you wish to do that?"
Mrs. La Rue asked with a slight frown.
"One of the joys of possessing such things is
to feel that they are unique—that no one
else has anything just like them. I'm
sure that if my daughter thought you were
going to duplicate her earrings—"

"No," Audrey interrupted. "I'm not.
The truth of the matter is, Mrs. La Rue,
those pieces of jade your daughter has. along
with four other and similar picccs, were once
set in the form of a bracelet belonging to
mj' grandfather. By an unfortunate train
of circumstances it "was broken up—sold.
My hope is to have a new bracelet made,—.
to remember him by."

"This is very interesting," said Mrs.
La Rue, her expression brightening. "I
can see your position, of course. But my
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daughter is very self-willed—very indepen
dent. WTicther you will be able to persuade
her to allow copies of her medallions to be
made, or not, I of course do not know."

"At least I can ask her," Audrey said
eagerly. "Is she at home?"

"No. Unfortunately, she is not. At
present she is a member of a house party,
at Mrs. lierbert Patterson's place, at
Rye."

"Oh!" Audrey gave a sigh of disap
pointment over the enforced delay. Still,
Rye was not a great distance off. She
rose.

"I think I'll go out there and see her,"
she said.

"Very well." Mrs. La Rue's manner
was not encouraging. "But you may be
disappointed. My daughter is, I am sorry
to say, a very peculiar girl—a good girl in
every way, but—headstrong."

"It won't hurt to try," Audrey said, and
went out.

At first she thought of making the
trip up the Sound by train, but the

heat of the day, the greater freedom of
action she could secure, made her decide to
use her car. A taxi ride of fifteen minutes
brought her to the garage where it was
kept, and five minutes later she was headed
for the Boston Post Road.

The drive consumed considerably over
an hour, so that it was close to five o'clock
when she finally swept in'o the little town.
Where Mrs. Herbert Patterson lived she had,
of course, no idea, but it seemed probable
that she could find out from one of the local
stores, and this surmise proved correct.
The proprietor of a vegetable and meat
iTiarkct gave her the desired information
and she presently found herself entering
the grounds of a large and rather pretentious
mansion, built in the Elizabethan style,
surrounded by shade trees and lawns.

I

The butler who opened the door ushered
her into a small reception room off the main
hall and disappeared, after volunteering the
information that he thought Miss La Rue
had just come in from playing tennis. In
a very few moments a rather exquisite girl,
dark 'and languorous, appeared in the door
way. She wore a sport suit, and carried
a tennis racket in her hand.

"Well?" she said, regarding Audrey with
a pert and rather indifferent stare. What
is it?"

The opening was not hopeful, and wheft
Audrey had completed her explanations,
made her request, the annoyed expression
in Miss La Rue's eyes was even less so.

"Well. I like your nerve!" she stormed.
"Positively priceless! I don't care to be
wearing duplicates of anybody's jewelry,
thank you. Sorry."

Audrey went into the hall, her cheeks
flaming. It was one thing for the girl to
refuse her request, but quite another to in
sult her while doing so.

"I'll let you. have a look at them, though,
old dear," Miss La Rue went on as Audrey
opened the front door. "Just to show you
I'm a good sport I'll wear them to-night.
There's a bunch of us going over to the Red
Arrow Inn, after dinner, to dance. Why
not stick around and get an eye-full?" she
giggled insufferably as Audrey closed the
door.

What was to be done now, Audrey won
dered as she turned down the smooth, blue-
stone drive? She might go to the Red
Arrow Inn, of course, but what good would
it do her. Some definite plan would have
to be worked out—that was evident. And
she would need help—someone to assist her
upon whose fidelity and discretion she could
absolutely depend. Stetson, of course.
He would go through perdition for her.
Even now, she knew, he would be waiting
on the doorstep of her apartment, faithful
to an appointment she had made and could
not keep. And there was another appoint
ment, too—Mr. Rives was to telephone her
at six. Well—she could not be there, that

•• m

was all there was to that. A glance at the
clock on the dashboard told her that it
would be seven at least, before she could
reach the apartment.

Although it was not yet midnight, the
floor of the Red Arrow Inn was more than
comfortably filled with dancers. Practically
all the "ringside" tables in the large room
were occupied, and many of those in the
two adjoining rooms as well. At one of
the most prominent places in the former
sat a party of six, laughing and -talking
over a supper of broiled lobsters. They
were all very young, three girls, three men
who were really little more than boys, and
all had plainly been drinking.

Audrey watched the party from atable
just inside the doonvay of one of the

smaller rooms. She was at least twenty feet
distant, but between the fronds of some
artificial palms that flanked the doorway
she was able, without herself being seen, to
obtain an excellent view of Miss Olga La Rue
looking the picture of a Hol^'wood vamp in
a scant evening gown of purple and burnt-
orange. The girl's rather lovely throat
and shoulders were bare, and above them
hung the two jade medallions, flashing
a dusky green in the subdued lights of the
room. Apparently JSIiss La Rue had quite
forgotten her interview with Audrey, al
though she had kept her promise to exhibit
the jades. Her .entire attention was given
to the small, blond young man who occupied
the seat beside her, and who to judge by
the two huge silver flasks he produced from
time to time from his hip pockets, was the
official "cellar" of the party.

Audrey glanced across the table at Stetson
and smiled. The old man seemed ex
cruciatingly uncomfortable, in his enforced
position as her escort. Her grandfather's
butler for over twenty years, he could
not bring himself to regard his present
duties as consistent with either Audrey's

dignity or his own. He had his
ideas of propriety, did Stetson,
and it was not one of them, to sit
here eating supper with her when

= he felt he should instead have been
serving it. Every little while he
was obliged to shake himself, in
order to be conx'inced that it was
not his duty to seize a napkin and
rise to his feet.

(Coiilinncd on page j6)
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1
^HREE weeks agoI spent a night %vith

ray friend, Eustace Bentwood, in
Larchmont. Bentwood is bookish.

He wears horn-rimmed headlights and col
lects first editions. Not beingable to afford
rarities he buys contemporary authors He
has a first edition of The Sheik, for in
stance, and an - unbroken set of the Tarzan
books. I became his friend when I gave
him a basket of books that I had intended
for the Salvation Army.

may be rare some day," he said.
I hope so," was myfervent reply.

His house is full of this sort of truck. He
showed me a thousand volumes after dinner.
It was boring, but he finally pulled out one
that mterested me, a loose-leaf portfolio
bearmg the title, "My Cook Book, by
Eustace Bentwood."

, haven't gone in tor this sort of
thmg?" I asked.

^^What?" said Eustace.
Recipes . . tasty egg-dishes for home

luncheons?

L is a new sort of cookbook, he explained. "It is really the
v/hole history of my married life, seen from
the kitchen angle. It contains portraits of
every cook Mildred and I have had since
we moved out here. The first thing I do
when a new cook arrives is to take her out
there by the garage and shoot her portrait.
Its amazing how they add up. We've had

The

Cook
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George Chappell
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forty-six in the last eight years and they're
all in there. Take a look; they're quite
amusing."

I turned the leaves. On the first page
was the simple but ominous quotation,
"Here to-day and gone to-morrow." The
pictures followed. My host commented as
I looked.

"There is Nora. She was number One,
our first cook. I can't help feeling a little
sentimental about Nora. One's first cook
, . , and we were so j'oung. She stayed
nearly six months, put of pity, I think.
Mildred was so inexperienced. It was
during Nora's stay, I remember, that
Mildred called up the fish-man and told him
to send over a medium-sized halibut for
broiling. He did. It was five feet long . . .

"That next one is Karen, . . . Karen
Gransen; . . . isn't that a fine, craggy
name? And look, what a hulk she was!
She was a magnificent creature but too
heavy for light work. I asked her to bring
up some wood one day and she camc up from
the cellar with about a quarter of a cord of
logs in her arms and threw them onto the
living-room floor. That tall clock out in the
hall hasn't run right since. So we had to let
Karen go. Thank the Lord she went
willingly.

"That one with her hand across her face
is Annie. Annie objected to having her
picture taken. I found out why, after she
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Do you keep a cook
book? It's an idea,
ffhen you hnve ex
hausted all the
cross-word puzzles
—or thpy have ex
hausted you — you
mayfind solace and
relaxation in this
simp o new pastime

had left with Mildred's fur coat and our
limited supply of jewelry. There is a much
better picture of Annie at police head
quarters.

"I've worked out a few interesting
statistics which you'll find at the back, . .. .
but don't bother to read them. A cook's aver
age stay with us has been ten weeks. Her
average age is sixty-one, older than a maid,
if you have one, and younger than a general.
ThenI've added a sort of guest bookarrange-
ment, as you see, with spaces for the names,
date of arrival, date of departure, remarks,
and so on. Of course it hasn't been possible
to put down all the remarks ..."

It was a novel volume and held me spell
bound for the rest of the evening. I have
not seen Eustace since then until yesterday.

"Any new pages in the cook book?" I
asked.

His face darkened and paled.
"One," he said solemnly, "and frankly,

old man, I'm worried sick. Mildred is
doing the cooking just at present and I'm
afraid its a sign she's going to leave me. All
the others have. But what can I do? She
insists that while the children are away at
camp we ought to economize."

"Why don't you give her every night
out," I suggested, "and go out with her
yourself."

I firmly believe I have saved the Bent-
woods from shipwreck.
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Peter Bowers Pays His Tithe
By Helen Christine Bennett

Illustrated by J. St. Amand

Giving makes iis bigger only so long as it leaves us with a pleasant
gloiv of generosiiy, unmarred by the nagging regret that ive
have surrendered more than a fair share of our precious tvorldly
goods. Yet all of us have felt the difficulty of dotcrmining our just
quota. Peter Boivers, the hero of this story, discovers an interest
ing solution that makes giving just one more spur to ambition

ON THE last Saturday in October
Peter Bowers was watering his front
lawn. Peter watered scientifically.

The science consisted in adjusting the hose
nozzle on a home-made support of wires so
that it would spray satisfactorily for at least
ten minutes. Peter sat on one of the porch
steps, and puffed at a stubbj' pipe. Peter
was playing that it was summer.

Down the street came a lanky boy.
Stopping opposite Peter he gave him a sharp
glance and sank back into the shadow of the
hedge that divided the Bowers' house from
his own. Peter saw the reason. The lanky
boy was putting on liis shoes and stockings,
rie, too, had been playing summer.

"Nice day," said Peter.
"Bully day," affirmed the boy.
"Been swimming?" hazarded Peter.
The boy looked up. He was a sandy-

haired boy with light blue eyes and plenty
of freckles. He sized up Peter, grinning, as
man to man. "Naw," he replied, "just
runnin' barefoot a bit. Mother thinks it's
too late."

Peter descended from his porch, adjiiotccl
the nozzle and mounted again.

The boy had shoes and stockings on now.
but he did not move. He seemed lost in
thought. Finally he spoke.

"Tomorrow's Sunday."
"Yes." said Peter. He felt there was

something coming, so he said no more.
"She gave me a dime," said the boy.

"And she said she hoped I'd remember
tomorrow was Sunday. That means she
thinks I ought to put it in at Sunday School.
Now I can't see it. I wouldn't mind putting
part of it in, y'understand, but all of it—I
just can't see it."

Peter took his pipe from his mouth and
looked at the boy with sympathy.

"Well," he said, "I—"
"It isn't as if I wasn't willing," the boy

went on oblivious to Peter's interruption.
"I am. But I can't see giving it all every
time she gives me one. Them Bible fellows
didn't: they gave a tithe, they did. and a
tithe is ten per ccnt. Now, I'm willing to
give a cent, or even two, but this givin' it
all," again he lapsed into silence.

Peter puffed to hide a smile. Ingenious
boy this, with his tithe. Still he felt sorry
for the little beggar. After all ten per cent,
was a fair proposition; if everyone gave tea
per cent—suddenly Peter Bowers straight
ened up and took the pipe out of his mouth.

"I think you're absolutely right," he said
with conviction.

The boy nodded. "Ye-ah," he assented,
as one who expccted understanding. "But
she won't, so long." He rose and
swung down to the sidewalk.

The hose sprayed on unnoticed. Peter's
pipe had gone out. His good-humored
young face with its keen, blue eyes was set,
and his mouth held in a firm line.

"Good gracious. Petey," exclaimed a

delicious voice from the doorway. "Come
in this minute. It's not summer, you know."

Peter Bowers rose and regarded his wife.
She was a tall, slim girl, with a delicate
prettiness made up of soft, curly hair, and
the rounded curves of health and of youth.
She came towards Peter with an assumed
petulance that became her.

"Stop thinking insurance," she com
manded.

Peter started. "I wasn't thinking busi
ness, honest, Squidge," he said, "not this
time."

"Well, it's dinner time, if we're going to
the first show," she replied. "Come on."

Peter turned off the hose. He was rather
quiet during dinner. It is doubtful if he
saw much of the first show. Plis imagination
was busily engaged on pictures of its own,
distracting pictures, focussing the attention.
"If everyone gave that—"

"It wasn't a verj' good picture, was it?"
asked his wife as they walked homeward.

"Oh, about as usual," replied Peter.

APTER the first show Mrs. Bowers
played and sang. Peter, lounging in

the wing chair that had been one of their
rnost acceptable wedding gifts, loved to
listen. But tonight he didn't hear. Even
his favorite "Ashes of Dreams" failed to
elicit applause. When Mrs. Bowers turned
around her petulance was real.

"Peter Bowers," she said, "you don't
know what I am singing."

"1 don't, Squidge dear," he said with
penitence. Mrs. Bowers came towards him
waving a threatening fist, the threat vanish
ing in a collapse on his knee.

"Now tell me what it!s all about," she
commanded. Peter winced.

"Oh, I just got thinking," he said.
"About what?" his wife prompted.
"Well, the kid next door was on the lawn

putting on his shoes and stockings when I
was watering," began Peter. "Somebody
had given him a dime and wanted him to
give it all to Sunday School. He had it
figured out that it ought to be a tenth, a
tithe, you know, like they did in Bible times.
And I just got to figuring how it would be if
everj'one did that, gave a tenth, you know—
and it kind of stuck."

Mrs. Bowers raised herself from the chair
and moved away from Peter.

"I was just figuring it out," went on
Peter, speaking now from that imagination
which had been working all evening, "what
7cie would do if we did it. you know, where it
would go, an<l all that." He halted.

His wife was looking at him tenderly and
whimsically.

"You want to," she accused.
" Well, I didn't intend to say anything,"

defended Peter. "You know I get an idea
sometimes and it just seems to stick—"

Ray Bowers knew. She also knew what
Peter did not, that it was these odd ideas

that popped into his head and held him
captive,, that made one of the reasons she
loved him.".

"I guess it's just a fool notion of mine,"
he apologized. "But it just seemed as if I
couldn't get away from what it might be if
we did it."

He stopped. Mrs. Bowers, stealing a
furtive look at him, became very sober.

"Suppose," she said, "we both think it
over."

They thought it over that night, and all
next day. Peter thought it over all through
the morning sermon. He stared at the
carpet at his feet as he thought. It was
a shabby carpet and there was a big hole
right between his toes that focussed Peter's
glance.

Squidge thought it over, wincing a little
as she relinquished several little hopes she
had cherished, but knowing all along what
the result would be. By mutual consent
they had put off the declared conclusion
until a week should pass. On Saturday night
they came home from the first show and
stood facing each other.

"Well?" asked Peter.
"Very well," said Mrs. Bowers smiling.
"Y'ou mean 3'ou'll do it?" asked Peter

incredulously. But he believed oven as he
asked, and when Squidge got her breath they
settled down to consider ways and means.

"Now, Peter," said Squidge, "I just
know if we put that money in with our own
money we will forget and then feel sorry we
haven't so much. You know what X mean."

Peter nodded assent.

"So I am going to put the money in cash
in the safe deposit box, and when we want
any, I'll go and get it. Y'ou can give it to
me when the people pay in cash, and then it
will never seem as if it was ours at all."

" '^IIAT'S a great idea. Squidge," aflirmed
Peter. "I'll start you out now. I got

it figured up already in case, you know—"
he paused, grinning shamefacedly, but
Squidge did not seem to notice.

"It was four hundred this month," she
said, "wasn't it, after that auto trip came
off? And ten per cent's forty."

Peter took out his wallet, counted out
forty dollars, and passed it over.

"Now what are we going to do with it?"
he demanded.

"Keep it." said Squidge promptly. "We
want to give it for a real use. Peter."

On the next Sunday the Bowers again
attended church service. Peter occupied the
seat he had held the .Sunday before, and as
before, found his attention focussed upon
the hole in the carpet.

'j'he pastor's mellow tones began, "I will
lift mine eyes unto the hilts." Peter had
always liked that psalm. He did not look at
the hole until the close of the session, when a
trustee of the church made a brief announce
ment.



"The attention of the members is called
to the fact that the church dues will not ^
attend to repairs and replacements. I have tl
not time to enumerate all the needs, but I ^
need hardly call attention to more than the it
church carpet to show you how much funds tl
are wanted. For this purpose a subscription fi
will be taken at the close of the service. All
church members are asked to remain after c
the benediction is pronounced."

InvoluntarilySquidge looked at Peter. He e
wasstaring down, and her eyes followed his. o
They found the hole in the carpet. It n
seemed an awfully big hole—for a churcl^
A portion of the congregation rose and filed t
out. The trustee mounted to the pulpit c
platform. Peter and Squidge recognized t
him as Mr. Lemuel Sanders, a lawyer ^
prominent in city affairs. ^

"^TOW, fellow members," he said cheer- J
i.^ fully, "there is no use pretending 1

about this carpet. As a church carpet it is }
a lost hope, and we don t want that kind of
hope here. I'm using the carpet as an in- '
stance; it is just one of our needs. I'll begin s
and run through the ranks—Mr. Carter,
will you mention the sum you desire to 1
subscribe?" , '

Mr. Carter was a stout, florid man in the
row behind Peter and Squidge. He started
a little, recovered, and said gruffly:

"Ten dollars."
"Thank you. Next, Mr. Hand?"
"Ten dollars."
Squidge counted. Peter's turn would

come in three more. She looked again at the
hole in the carpet, and a great longing
swelled her breast. If only Peter—she
looked again at Peter. Peter had folded his
arms across his chest and seemed lost in
thought.

The trustee went on. It was Peter's turn.
•'Next," said the trustee pleasantly.
Squidge drew a quick breath. Peter

spoke.
"Forty dollars," he said distinctly. The

trustee smiled with warmth.
"Your name?" he suggested.
"Peter Bowers."
Squidge breathed hard. He had done it.

The members of the congregation nearby
looked at Peter. Peter was unconscious of
their scrutiny. He hadn't quite intended to
say forty; he had wondered if Squidge would
think it right to put it all in one place. But
that hole—he had spoken without thinking;
it had come out of itself. He followed the
amounts given. A number of men subscribed
fifty dollars, a dozen or so seventy-five, four
or five a hundred. Peter felt quite humble
by comparison.

The trustee was at the door shaking
hands with everyone as they went out.

"New members?" he asked Peter and
Squidge.

"We've been here a year," said Peter,
"and we've been members six months."

"Glad to have you," the trustee assured
them.

"That gift of Bowers certainly put pep
into the subscription," he said to the
treasurer when the church was empty.
"Young fellow. Know anything about
him?"

said Fitzpatrick thoughtfully.
They come pretty regularly."
"Wonder what business he's in," mused

^"Odd amount, forty."
Outside in the sunshine Squidge was

squeezing Peter's arm.
"I was praying you'd ^ve it all, Petey,"

she said. "The carpel is so shabby, and
that hole."

"It was the hole made me do it," said
Peter.

On Wednesday afternoon
Mrs. Peter Bowers called at
the Montland Bank. "I'm
Mrs. Bowers," she said to ^
its President. "I brought
the money for the church

Rlr. FiUpatrick pushed^^a

only too glad to accept the |||h
"^Squidge sat down. She
took from her bag four ten
dollar bills, and handed •gMK
them to the President.

"Thank you," he smiled. Hi
"1 understand that you mj
have vour account here, |||
Mrs. Bowers. I hope that I S »
the bank has been treatmg IB ^

rising a^nd' flushing. She
saidgood-bye ratherhastily.

The President looked after
her a moment, then pressed

^ "Bring me Bowers' ac-
count, Peter Bowers, he a
ordered. J

A good dealof money had M
passed through the Bowers^ 1
account, insurance pre- 1
miums mostly, presumably, 1
since most of it had been
promptly drawn out. No
chcQucs had been drawn
that week.

"She paid in cash," mused the President,
"and forty dollars is a larger contribution
than the amount of business shown here

^^November was adull month. The fund
netted thirty-two dollars and fifty cents.

" Do you want todo anything special with
it?" asked Squidge.

Christmas," returned peter. "We'd
better use it for that."

"I was thinking," said Squidge, "I'd like
to send it back home, to theOld Ladies."

Peter knew that she referred to Davids-
ville, ten miles away. As boy and girl they
had grown up to their teens there; Peter had

• a vivid recollection of Squidge when she
' seemed all legs, and the gracious curves of
i the present could not have been foretold.

Peter had beenmotheriess since babyhood
. and the death of his father, when Peter was

fourteen, had resulted in a hurried leaving
r ofschool. Squidge's family had moved out
' of the state three years later. It was the
1 memory of those boy and giri days together

that made Davidsville "home" to both.
"Arc those old ladies still out there?"

' asked Peter. "Remember the fat one who
i used to give me lemon sticks?"

"Mrs. Cox," prompted Squidge. "She
p was the fussy one who dyed her hair,
e Petey. let's give the money to them, for
r. Christmas. I'm sure they don't have
it turkey these days; it's sohigh."

" Fodder must be pretty poor these days,"
agreed Peter. "I'm for it. Send it to the
matron; no, better send it to Mr. Durant, at

d the bank; he's trustee,"
At breakfast on the morning of December

IS thirteenth the matron of the Old Ladies'
Home at Davidsville drummed on the side

" of her cup with a teaspoon for silence,
[d "Ladies." she announced, "it gives me

pleasure to tell you that Mr. Durant 'phoned
id in last night to say that Mr. Peter Bowers, a

young man who used to live here, has sent a
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substantial gift, to be used for turkeys at
Christmas dinner."

"She says we're going to have turkey this
Christmas." shouted a short, fat woman,
with white hair, to her tall, spare neighbor.

"Hey?"
"Turkey for Christmas."
"'Bout time." commented the thin

woman. "How's it huppcnin'?"
"Present, from Mr. Bowers, Peter Bow

ers." shrilled the fat woman.
"Peter Bowers." mused the thin one.

"Knew his father. I'd relish some turkey
right well "

By afternoon several of the old ladies had
decided to write to their friends about the
treat.

"I'm going to write to Miss Ella," an
nounced a very old lady who walked with
the aid of a cane; "it'll remind her it's
Christmas," she continued significantly. At
once several other old ladies demanded
writing materials.

"You call her Miss Ella yet," chided the
Matron as she brought paper to the lamelady.

"I was nurse to her mother, and her,"
retorted Mrs. Lowry. "and they was both
Ellas. Expect me to learn new tricks now? "

On the morning of December fifteenth
Mrs. Ella Fitzpatrick bent over her mail
with an exclamation of pleasure.

"Something nice has happened," she said
to her husband, who was drinking his coffee
behind the shelter of the propped up morning
paper.

"Yes," he replied vaguely.
"Maggie Lowry writes that they are to

have turkeys for Christmas dinner," she
said, "Isn't that fine? I must get up
something nice for her right away-"

-Very nice." assented her husband.
" She says it is a gift from a Mr. Bowers, a

Mr. Peter Bowers, who lives here, but who
used to live—"



January, 1925

The newspaper came down with a crash.
"Let me see the letter," demanded Mr.

Fitzpatrick. He read it through once, then,
again. His wife waited patiently.

"What is it?" she asked at last.
"He's the young fellow that gave the

forty dollars for the church fund, the one we
didn't any of us know," replied Mr. Fitz
patrick. "Just last month, too."

"irin, it doesn't say how much he scMit
here."

"Must be quite a sum though to buy
turkeys and trimmings for all that crowd."

"In your bank?"

an account there. They paid the
^ forty in cash. It isn't a big account,

not big enough to warrant things hke these."
"What business is he in?"
"Insurance, fire insurance."
Mrs. Fitzpatrick reflected. "I think I

have seen him. They must be well off to do
things like these."

" Must be," assented her husband. "When
I call up Duvant next I'll sound him a little."

He found it necessary to telephone the
Davidsville bank that morning.

"By the way, Durant," he said to the
President. "i)o you know Peter Bowers?"

"Sh'd say I do." re
plied Durant. "Peter
Bowers' father was one
of the three men who
started this bank. He
was in the feed [and fer
tilizer business. Died about lifteen years
ago and the boy went away to school. Fine
boy. Why, just last week that boy sent
me an order for Christmas turkeys for the
Old Ladies' Home here. Those oltl ladies
arc as happy as kids over it."

"Nice thing to do," commented Mr. Fitz
patrick. '*1 suppose young Bowers has
property in the town."

"Yes," assented Durant briefly. "He
has some property, some bank shares, too.
Say, what are you driving at, Fitzpatrick?"

"Nothing," affirmed the President of the
Montland National. "I was just consider
ing—considering doing some business with
Mr. Bowers."

"Well, you won't make a mistake doing
business with that boy," said Durant. "He's
smart as a steel trap, and honest, too."

"Thank you," said Fitzpatrick. He put
up the receiver, feeling that he, as a banker,
had somehow overlooked one of the town's
most promising young citizens. Here was a

"Forty dollars," Peter said distinctly.
The trustee smiled with warmth,
Squidge breathed Lard. The members
of the congregation nearby looked at
Peter. He hadn't intended to sayforty;
he wondered if Squidge would think
it to put it ull in otte place
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propertied young man, coming to Montland,
working here a year, unnoticed. Back in
Davidsviile, Durant swung about in his easy
chair grinning.

"Properly," he chucklcd. "Well, those
shacks over near the river arc property, anrl
Peter has two bank shares left. And Peter
is all right."

Three daj's before Christmas Peter
journeyed into the country. As he walked
to the railway station on his way homeward
a big, black touring car slowed up beside
him.

"Hello, Peter," called Mr. Durant. "I
want to sec you. Fitzpatrick of the Mont
land National called me up and asked me no
end of questions about you. He said he was
considering doing some business with you.
Good man, Peter, better look hijn up."

"Thanks awfully," said Peter. "I'll get
at him right away."

Peter Bowers called at the Montland
National at ten thirty the next morning.



"Good morning, Mr. Bowers," said the
President with extreme affabilitj-, "what
can I do for you?"

"Mr. Durant of the DavidsvilJe bank
advised mc to call," said Peter.

"H'm, why yes," said Fitzpatrick. He
wished he had cautioned Durant. He
hadn't a thing—he thought rapidly. There
was the Eggleston estate to be renewed in
January—

"I hadn't intended doing anything before
Christmas," he said. "But there is an
estate—and as long as you are here—I'll just
give you the details. Mr. Sanders is one of
the trustees with me."

When Peter left, Fitzpatrick telephoned
Sanders.

"But Manville and Fisher have alwaj's
handled that," protested Sanders.

WELL, they don't live here," defended
the President. "And anyhow, I want

to find out more about this young fellow."
Peter was glorying in his job. The

Eggleston estate, now being administered on
behalf of minors, consisted of the family
residence, a small manufacturing plant, and
several houses. Peter went over them
thoroughly.

On December twenty-seventh Mr. Lemuel
Sanders, in response

tmstees' saw f̂it to
make a few changes, gri—^
and to request a little ' jlH/
different s^^stem of
operation from tlie
manufacturer upon
the renewal of the
lease, the fire risk
would be less and the
insurance rates con-
siderably lower. Now
that waste on the •
second floor—" Peter was launched I
well, and he continued at length. The |
President and Mr. Sanders looked ,
askance at each other as Peter dilated
on sprinklers, water and sand buckets, .
waste removal, and regular inspection. '
"No man wants a fire," asserted Peter,
"and the manufacturer would welcome 1
these things, I ai i sure. In fact he '
asked me to come back and estimate on \
insurance for his product. I don't
know what rate you arc paying, but I
feel certain we could lower it."

"H'm," reflected Fitzpatrick. "You say
Weed asked you to return?"

"I'm going out to look over the stock
tomorrow," affirmed Peter.

"Well, Mr. Bowers," said Sanders, "I
think Mr. Fitzpatrick and I will also go out
and see Mr. Weed. If the changes you
suggest are possible, I. for one, will be glad
to save the estate the expense you have
indicated."

"Quite so," agreed the President.
Peter rose.
'Say, Sanders," he added, as the door

closed after Peter, "looks as if you and I
were a pair of bad trustees."

"If it is as he says we certainly have an
alibi with Manville and Fisher," said Mr.
Sanders. "Let's get out and look the place
over."

On December thirtieth Peter Bowers came
into the house fairly bursting with news.

"Squidge!" he called as soon as the front
door was shut behind him. "Hello,
Squidge!"

"Here." replied Mrs. Bowers, running
downstairs, with her hair flying. "You're
way early, Peter."

Peter caught her elbows and held her
away from.him.

"Squidge," he said. "They gave me
that Eggleston estate, but that isn't all.
Sanders and Fitzpatrick seem to be trus
tees for a lot of things, things that they
intimated might be paying too high rates,
just as this place was. They're going to
give me a chance at them. Squidge, as
they run out. That means a lot, I can tell
you."

"Oh, Peter," said Squidge, "it's glorious!
And we'll have a lot of money for the fund
this month, won't we? "

"Eh?" said Peter. "Oh. yes. what are
we going to do with it all. Squidge?"

Mrs. Bowers sat herself on the arm of a.
chair and meditated.

"It doesn't seem as if we just ought to
give it this way and that without thinking,
doeo it?" she replied.

"Well," said Peter, "we might give more
to some things. Take the Red Cross. I
always feel kind of cheap handing it a dollar,

because I know what it did in
the war. Then there's the
library here; you can be a
sustaining member for ten
dollars instead of just a member
for one. I like the sound of
being a sustaining member.
Squidge, sounds prosperous."

Mrs. Bowers ran her fingers
through her hair.

"I niust go up and finish
dressing," she said. "Let's do

"jiyS' that. Peter, let's
take the Fund this
month and join
things a

January was
prosperous month
for Peter Bowers.
Sanders and Fitz-

mat-

ters

an

and in both cases
he had been able,

^ not only to lessen
rates, but to actu-
ally reduce fire risk
to a degree that

• delighted him.
fc*• "It isn't only

insur-

ance man," he said
\ apologetically to

Sanders, as they
sat in that gentle-

•L^ A man's ofTice, "but
7—you know nothing

. can replace a loss
^ by fire. Nearly

always someone is
hurt if nothing

worse, and business is disturbed and every
thing upset, and just now the world needs
all the goods we can give it."

"You've got a civic sense, young man,"
accused Sanders. He paused, balanced a
paper knife, and then asked abruptly:

"Do you and Mrs. Bowers find it lonely
here?"

"Oh, no," said Peter. "You see, I was
away in service a year or so, and then as soon
after as we could we were married, and
we've only been here a year, and we've been
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pretty contented," he finished, a dull red
creeping up into his chocks. Sanders liked
him the better for the flush.

" Mrs. Sanders is not very active socially."
he said. "But I am going to see that she
meets Mrs. Bowers."

Peter mumb'ed his thanks. He knew
Squidge wasn't lonesome though, he wasn't.
He was quite surprised at Squidge's enthusi
asm when a week later she met him at the
door with the news that Mrs. Sanders had
called.

"In a big limousine, with a man running
it," she said joyously. "And she was
dressed, oh just spiffy, Petey, and she is
lovely, just lovely. She asked me to tea
there next week. Oh, Pctey, aren't you
glad I have some nice clothes?"

"I ani," said Peter. "You take a taxi
there when you go, Squidge."

"No, Peter," said Squidge. "I don't
think so. not in the daytime. Mrs. Sanders
knows we haven't a car, and it would look
like showing off. It's only five blocks, and
I will walk."

She walked, and the crisp air of winter
touched her delicate cheeks and made them
glow above her brown furs. As she stood in
the doorway of the drawing room several
women turnetl and approved her.

Jlrs. Sanders hastened for\vard.
"And from then I had just a lovely time,"

Squidge said to Peter that evening. "I
hadn't been to a tea for ever so long, Peter.
Everyone was so kind. And I wasn't the
only one that walked."

"It's the end of the month, Squidge. If
business keeps up like this we won't need to
think of taxis."

"Never mind that car, Peter," said
Squidge. "I don't care. How much?"

"Sixty dollars for the fund," boasted
Peter.

"Six hundred dollars?" Squidge was
almost incredulous.

"It isn't a cloudburst, either," said Peter.
"There's more of the same kind coming.
Found anything to do with the fund money? "

"No," said his wife. "Let's wait."

They waited. It was fully a month
later when Peter, rousing himself one

night from deep meditation over an empty
pipe, inquired:

"Say, Squidge, don't children crippled
with infantile paralysis ever get over it?"

"Why, sometimes," replied his wife,
"There was a little girl next where we lived
in Watertown who was lame and they sent
her to a sanitarium and she came home
cured. Why?"

"I was renewing some insurance on
Donnelley's house today," said Peter.
"Donneliey's foreman at Patterson's. Place
seemed all run down. His wife has been
sick, had to have an operation, and while we
were there the boy came out, pretty lame,
infantile paralysis, Donnelley said. Bright
little chap—I suppose they haven't enough.
Squidge!" Peter sat erect. "Whj--can't we
do it?"

With the spiritual rapport which makes it
possible for wives to understand husbands,
Squidge had followed.

"I wonder," she said with doubt. "It
would take the fund a good many months,
and, Peter, they might not let us."

"Well, what do we care?" argued Peter.
"We don't know what to do with the money.
That's something worth while. And as to
letting us—well, if I can sell insurance 1
ought to be aide to tall, a man into getting
his son well."

"Cut maybe it can't be done. It isn't fair
to raise fa'.se hopes. Peter."

(Conliiiued on page 66)
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Elephants and Automobiles
Jostle Each Other in the Absorbing New Books About India

and Some of Her Neighbors
By Claire Wallace Flynn

IN VIEW of the recent publication of so
many unusual and important volumes
of Eastern background-^novels, travel,

adventure, philosophy, and so on—it would
seem that both publishers and authors had
been taking fresh heed of those words of
Rudyard Kipling: "—it is good for every
man to see some little of the great Indian
Empire."

" Some Uttle" is the most anyone can see
or understand even though he lives in the
land of the Maharajas and travels regularly
from the Straits Settlement to the Himalayas
and back. India and the nearby countries
are not only on the other side of our world,
but on the other side of our minds and the
other side of our hearts. A knowledge of
them is not to be found from maps,
travelogues, or commerce reports, or from
globe-trotter acquaintance with Anglo-
Indian hotels, native bazaars, quick rides
through teeming streets, guide-explained
temples and palaces.

The real India lies around these things,
hidden from the casual eye; mysterious yet
simple, restless yet apathetic, ancient yet
laughably modern at once. It takes a
sympathetic visitor to trace the design of so
great a tapestry and find its meaning. And,
since foi the greater number of us, our
knowledge of India must come through
the medium of books, it is with keen grati
tude that we discover this group of new
volumes, so honestly and gorgeously written
that, unconsciously, though of many shapes,
they fit into the general scheme—subject
with subject, Une and color with other line
and color, until, like a completely solved
picture puzzle, India lies more clear before
our eyes than she ever did before.

Here are hmhan beings like ourselves, the
material of their lives twin material of our
own. Even their unfathomable religions,
twisted this way and that by the centuries,
startle us often with their familiar words.
It is as though coming upon a dark, bottom
less and stagnant pool in some fabled forest
we saw the fair reflection of our own Western
eye^.

Take for instance,

**My Brother's Face^^
By Dhan Gopal Mukerji

ILTERE is a searching record after truth
by a young Brahmin who for years was

a student, writer and lecturer here in
America, and also in England. There can
be no doubt of this man's sincerity and of his
ability as a writer. We have met him be
fore in his "Caste and Outcast," and "Kari
the Elephant." In this new book of his,
however, he gives us more of India than we
have ever dreamed of.

His return from America to his Bengali
home in search of some message of peace
and wisdom to bring back to us again, re
sisted in his drawing a beautiful picture of
high-caste Indian life, and of allowing us to
see political and national problems through
native eyes.

The account of his brother's life from
childhood until he joined the great move
ment for Indian independence under Gandhi,

is warm and clear with spicy sweetness and
austerity.

What could be more beautiful than the
image of the little boy in his great bed in
the Calcutta house, his mother sitting be
side him repeating over and over verses from
the holy book, the Gita, until the words foimd
their way somehow into the sleepy head.

Books Mentioned This Month

My Brother's Face, by Dhan Gopal
Mukerji. (E. P. Button & Com
pany, New York)

A Passage To India, by E. M. Forster.
(Harcourt, Brace & Company, New

• York)
Man Eater, by Henry M. Rideout.

(DufBeld & Company, New- York)
Angkor The Magnificent, by Helen

Churchill Candee. (Frederick A."
Stokes Company, New York)

Among The Brahmins and Pariahs, by
J. H. Sauter, trsuislated by Bernard
Midi. (Boni and Liveright, New
York)

Om—TAe Secret of Ahbor Valley, by
Talbot Mundy. (The Bobbs-Merrill
Co., Indianapolis)

"Who sees God in other beings, treating
them as he treats himself, that man God
loves." '

Not so new to us, that, nor unknown to
the ancient Hebrews.

And then that delightful experience, when
the lad went with his father on a mission to
the Rajah. They rode a huge old elephant
and traveled so deeply into the jungle that
branches brushed them wildly on all sides.
When they emerged at- last onto a clearer
road, the childin reUef let go his hold on the
elephant's back. Suddenly the animal
lurched and down went the Uttle chap,
rolling under the very belly of the beast.

Fora moment drama impended. Tragedy
in the shape of a huge, black mass reared
above him. Eyes closed in terror, then
something soft and long pulled him out,
hoisted him up into the sky and, after a
trumpet song of victory, he was placed on
the old ivory tusks from where the hero
shambled up over the elephant's head onto
his former seat.

Great! And all his calm but probably
grateful father said was:

"Sit tight and behave thyself!"
Elephants or bicycles, Bengal or Rhode

Island—^life is pretty much just life.
The book, with its brilUant reflections of

India by a WesternizedHindu, is beyond all
a flaming record of what the Soul of India
is struggling for, or having found what it
beUeyes is a philosophy, how it enters into
the lives of the people.

As Mukerji sees it in "My Brother's
Face" the revolt of India against Western
domination and against Western industrial
ism and ideas should not necessarily bring
about an irreconcilable quarrel with the
Occident.

Disentangling, often with pain, what be

longs to him as part of his native inheritance
and what has been imposed on him by his
Western contacts and his British rulers,
this writer gives us a new knowledge of the
hearts of his people.

Before Mukerji left India, Tagore the
poet, entertained him at his college, a place
of learning patterned much after Cornell
University. At their parting, Tagore said
quietly:

"Come back to us laden with the spiritual
wealth of the west. Our soul needs their
soul, as they need ours. Humanity is one at
the core—^East and West are but alternate
beats of the same heart. . .

"A Passage to India"
By E. M. Forster

'T^HEM is in Mr. Forster's art a compre-
hension of character, of motive, of those

forces that stir or inhibit us, that is not only
afna^ng but absolutely audacious.
•His pen is as a knife slipped adroitly under

the - sWn.- The words he uses to disclose
what *the knife finds are pointed with
accuracy. We can't imagine Mr. Forster
ever dashing madly to a Thesaurus in search
of the right adjective or adverb. He knows
exactly which ones to use in describing the
complicated feelings of his characters.

All of which means that as a writer E. M.
Forster knows his job superbly.

India is the scene of this splendid novel.
India of today. Orientalism scratched by
Western science, torn by rude officialdom,
misunderstood by Western ethics and
scorned by Western manners. This book is
no treatise but a scorching novel of personal
emotions through which are reflected the
eternal antagonisms of the Oriental to the
Anglo-Saxon.

"A Passage to India" is a romance of
race. It is the enthralling story of an
English girl. Adela, who goes out to India
witb Ronny's mother to satisfy herself as to
the wisdom of marrying Ronny. Around
Adela events flow with unending conse
quences.

To ^ve the girl a glimpse of real India, a
picnic is arranged to be held in the Marabar
Caves, labyrinthine places full of mystery.
A young Indian doctor, Aziz, is her host. It
is there that the acid is flung into the tale.
A sudden disappearance, darkness, bewilder
ment, panic! Adela plunges out of the
Caves believing that she has been insulted bj-
the Oriental.

The basest interpretation is put upon the
case. Aziz is thrown into prison. Adela,
ill and hysterical, breaks her engagement
with Ronny. The whole government circle,
British and Indian alike, takes violent sides,
and through this cleavage of the once
peacefvil "post," the unmixable qualities of
the two races come to grips.

In and out of the pages of this amazingly
good piece of work moves the fine friendship
of Fielding, Principal of the little Govern
ment College, for the Indian doctor. It is
they who speak the last impetuous words of
the book. These two were riding one after
noon, slashing their way through trees and

{Continued on page 63)
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H-e-y-y R-u-u-b-e!
When This Circus Yell Rang Out^ Things Began to Happen

^HE last lime I paid a visit to the Big
Show, Cap Ricardo, the lion tamer,
beckoned with great import and led

me far around the menagerie sidewalling.
" Did you hear about the Claptrap Show?"

he asked heavily. "They had a clem last
week."

"No!" said I, while my eyes bulged.
"Clem" is circus slang for a fight. Cap
warmed to his subject.

"You don't tell 'cm no different," he
announced. "A regular clem—with the big
top guys swingin' tent stakes and ever>'-
thing." Whereupon he moved closer and
cupped a hand at the side of his mouth.
"I've got it pretty straight that they had
some lucky boys along."

"No?" I questioned excitedly. This was
news! That there should be "lucky boys,"
the synonym for gamblers, or "grifters."
or con men, traveling with a circus! Of
course it was just a rumor—but it was
sufficient to set us chattering and gossiping
like two washwomen over the back fence.
Lucky boys! Of all things—in the circus
business! Again and again we agreed that
it was a shame that the Claptrap Show
simply hadn't been torn to pieces. Then
again we agreed that it was a disgrace that
there should have been a clem at all. We
mourned, and shook our heads and felt
terrible about it—like one feels when some
one he knows has been sent to the peniten
tiary. Yet there had been times in the
lives of both of us when we would have

T
By Courtney Ryley Cooper

Illustrated by Albert Levering

heard the news of a "clem" or "Hey Rube"
without even a shrug of the shoulders.
They were almost a daily occurrence then.

There are those, of course, who say that
the circus never changes. That it is the
same as it has always been and that it will
ever remain as it began. Those are the
folks who know nothing about the circus—
for there have been more changes in the
great American amusement institution than
in almost any other form of business. The
performance has changed, even though you
may not believe it. The clowns have
changed, from buffoons to living cartoonists,
caricaturing the foibles of human life. The
methods of presentation have changed, of
costuming and the handling of crowds.
But those have been developments rather
than departures. The one radical change,
the one overturning in the circus business,
which has changed it from an unpopular to
an almost beloved thing, is that of morals!

Were I to go back into circus history for
twenty years or so, I doubt if I could re
member more than a very few tented aggre
gations that were absolutely clean, from
front door to back. Those were the days
when the public didn't amount to much,
either lo the circus, the railroad, the sewing
machine agent or the grocer who put sand
in his sugar simply because he could get

away with it, and the trail of the honest
show was one of the fiercest sort of opposi
tion from the then stronger shows which
thrived on "grift" and thievery. To-day,
conditions arc reversed. Just as there is no
longer sand in sugar, there is no more grift
in any circus that aspires to be more than a
mere "gypsy camp." That's why Cap and
I gossiped. We could both remember the
days when there wasn't any fun in the circus
business unless you got a black eye or a
stoved-in head a couple of times a week!

That was the time when the circus hated
the "towner" and the "towner" hated the
circus. When one of the perquisites of any
male member of the circus organization
was a grand, ever-present desire to fight,
and in fighting, to wield any weapon which
came his way. time when deaths were
not infrequent, when more than one circus
"buried 'em in the ring-banks" and called
it a day, and when the circus trains often
left town with the bullets crashing through
the windows of the sleepers, revolvers
spitting their yellow flashes from beneath
the wagons on the flat-cars and the women
and children prone in the aisles that they
might escape danger of death.

The cause of it all naturally was "grift."
"Grift," in case you don't understand, is
the old-time circus parlance for stealing in
any form, from that of the accomplished
gentlemen who invited you to guess under
which shell the little pea was hidden, to the
e.xpertness of the "inspector" who met 3'ou
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in the conncction between the menagerie
and the big tent, announced that he was
checking up on his ticket sellers, asked to
count the change you had just received for a
twenty-dollar bill, did so, handed it back
to you with the announcement that it was
quite all right, then departed, leaving you
to discover an hour or so later that he had
relieved j^ou of from five to ten dollars
during his "inspection." The old time show
didn't count itself a circus unless it carried
these adjuncts. That was looked upon as
the main source of revenue—the circus
itself was merely a blind to allow the other
operations to proceed to their best advan
tage. That's what caused the trouble.

I remember rather vividly, for instance,
my first circus. I had gone broke with a
repertory company at Griswold, Iowa, and
with a fellow suiTerer had somehow covered
the distance to Lancaster, Missouri, with
the hope of finding a job with a small tent-
show. As we walked from town to the
grounds, my companion halted.

"Here," he said as he dragged our
combined store of coins from his pocket,
"crook your palm—that's it—so's you can
hold these two nickels when you turn your
hand over. Get the idea? Now. s'pose
you're selling song books, an' somebody
gives you a dollar. Count out the change,
don't you? All right, count it right into
your own palm, so's the sucker can see you.
Get the idea? Then crook your hand, the
way 1 taught you and turn over the change
into his palm. He's seen it counted—he
won't go over it again, and whatever's been
crooked in that palm is profit."

"But," I protested innocently, "1 thought
you said j'ou'd get me on as a clown."

My companion laughed.
"Sure, you'll clown." he answered.

"But if I ain't mistaken you'll sell tickets,
shill for the tattooed man, stall around the
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side show in case anybody wants to make
change, peddle songbooks, popcorn, peanuts
and what not—and cut the strawberry
shortcake on everything."

"The strawberry shortcake?"
"Yeh. Circus for shortchangin'."
My companion was right. My job

included everything he had mentioned, and
a few more incidentals, such as always
having my eye on a convenient tent-stake
in caseof a fight and being a member of our
fixer's jury.

•pVERY circus carries a "fixer,"'even to
this day. But thejobof thepresent per

sonage is a far different one from that of the
past. Nowadays, the fixer is a bland man
with._ legal ktiowledge, who shows the
cunning town schemer the errorof his ways
when he tries to "shake down" the circus
for alleged trespassing, looks after the
granting of the licenses and other tasks of
that nature. All that is left is his name;
he is in truth the show's attorney, there to
take care of any differences which may
arise, and to adjust them satisfactorily to
all concerned. The old time fixer was an
entirely different person.

The show was crooked. Nobody knew
that better than he and the men with whom
he dealt—who, in the main, were city and
county officials. The fixer himself was one
of a fraternity composed of the fixers for all
the shows, who passed on information to
one another as to what officials were " right"
and what were "wrong," which would
allow the "stores" or gambling joints to
operate, merely out of a spirit of good fellow
ship and which must be plainly and frankly
bribed. Every official of the towns where
the show visited was catalogued, and
strangely enough there were few towns
where those officials were " wrong."

The magistrate and chief of pplicc and
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sheriff often got out of town for the day. or
became so bus)- with other things that they
simply didn't have time to go to the circus.
The officers which were on duty were either
bribed or had their orders from above.
The result was a saturnalia of thiever>".
under the forms of gambling, or the picking
of pockets or shortchanging which began as
soon as the parade reached the lot and
ended only when the circus loaded up for
the night or the party broke up in a fight.
And kids, like myself, were taught that it
was quite all right, that these people who
came to the show were our deadly enemies;
they hated us and we hated them. All is
fair in war, and the circus of a score of
3'ears ago was a thing of almost constant
warfare.

Not that it was sought. It came without
seeking. As long as the circus could steal
happily and pleasantly, it did so. Like our
fixer's jury, for instance. He was a suave
man, that fixer, and he never asked the
judge or the chief of police to get out of
town. Not on your life. He wanted to see
justice done, and when the squeal of the
fleeced became too loud, he led him around
the circus lot, sympathizing with him,
suddenly to stop and point.

"There!" he would exclaim excitedly,
"isn't that your man—isn't that the man
who stole your money?"

Well, the ffeeced gentleman wasn't sure.
If it was, the thief certainly must have
changed his clothes, because tlie other man
was well-dressed, and—.

"Ofcourse! That's his game! Brother—"
and here the fixer would become confidential
and show his star, "I'm not merely an
employe of this circus. I'm Mr. Jinks, the
detective. I've been on that fellow's trail
for months. That's his game all right—to
steal and then change his clothes so that
he'll look like a workingman. Brother,
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I'm glad you made this complaint. It brings
matters to a head. Here you! ' and he
would stride forward toward the innocent
canvasman, "you're under arrest!"

By this time, under the influence of
suggestion, the complainant was sure that
the right man had been arrested. They
would go to court. Of course, since the
circus had to leave town that day and the
famous detective was one of the main
witnesses, the trial must be held at once.
Then a "lawyer" would arrive—an assistant
fixer who never appeared except at a time
like this. He would ask the judge fora trial
by jury. The judge—since it relieved him
of all responsibility—would decide that was
e.Kactly right. And we, who had flooded
to the courtroom, not mentioning the fact
that we were with the circus also, would be
picked for that body of twelve goodmen and
true. That always used to please me, when
the "attorney" for the defense would
address us as "gentlemen of the jury." I
was fifteen.

The genlhinan who hud come to get married
decided his bride to be would have to wait

The trial would go on—in all its farcical
seriousness. The fleeced gentleman would
give his evidence. Also the famous detective.
The district attorney would rant and storm.
The judge would deliver his instructions.
Then we would file out of the courtroom,
file back again and announce;

"Not guilty!"
And a fight would be avoided. Had not

the course of justice been followed to its
extremity?

But many shows in those days did not
have diplomatic fixers. Nor did' they care
about them. They knew how to fight, and
they fought—with anything upon which
they could lay their hands. \ year or so
ago, I happened to be visiting a circus and
sat talking in the horse tents with an ancient
teamster. For half an hour the conversa
tion ran on quite evenly—then suddenly
theoldman looked up, a queer glint in hiseye.
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"Whatiown is this?" he asked.
I told him. He glanced about once

more, rubbed a hand across a suddenly wet
forehead, then rose.

"Thought so," he said. "Thought I
remembered it. The horse tents weire
pitched right where they are now." Then
hurriedly, "Let's get out of here."

We did so, and in the sunlight, he ex
plained.

"Just happened to remember," he said,
"I was here with the old IBen show in 1004.
The grift ran pretty hard that day and
along toward night we had a Hey Rube.
You know, a clem. They buried a towner
under the horse tents—just about where we
were sitting."

Which has a different sound to-day from
what it did twenty or thirty years ago.
Then it carricd something of the same re
action as that of burying an enemy upon the
field of battle—someone had fallen in the
fray, that was all, and the circus went
grimly upon its way.
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With the result that in circus history,
there is town after town with its stor>' of
disaster. There is the incident of Columbia,
Missouri, where the coilcgc students, after
an all-afternoon fight with the Martin
Downs show, twenty years ago, gleefully
ran the circus wagons to the bank of a river
and dumped them in. There is the historic

. "clem at Mendota," where, in revenge for a
fight, two years before, a circus went into
the town deliberately armed for warfare,
acted meekly and peaceably until loading
time came, and then, with its every man set
for action, started in to "clean up" the
town. It just about succceded. When the
fire department came along to quell the
rioters with streams of water, circus men
cither cut the hose or took it away from its
rightful owners and turned it upon the town.
A boss canvasman. noted for his fightinr;
ability, took on a squad of eight policemen,
whipped three of them single-handed and
then, when the rest turned for temporary'
cover, locked them in the railroad station.
All about the train runs, men armed with
tent stakes patrolcd the tracks, hit anyone
they saw and asked questions aftenvard.
And just when the carnage was at its
height, a passenger train rolled in.

*I ''HERE was no railroad agent. He had
taken flight long before. There was no

way of even getting into the station—a cordon
of circus men was busily holding there the
five prisoners of the boss canvasman. The
conductor and the engineer held a hurried
conference and decided to take a chance on
reaching the next town, without orders.
Also a w-hite-faced, bulbous gentleman who
had alighted cheerily from the train, walked
fifty feet, missed a swipe from a tent stake,
dodged a coupling pin or two and been
punched on the jaw by someone who neither
knew nor cared at whom he was aiming.

"She'll—she'll just have to wait!" was
the bulbous man's announcement as he
climbed back on the train.

"For what?" asked the frightened con
ductor. The man looked up.

"I—I came here to get married," he
explained. But when the train pulled out,
he was still on it.

I'or the circus fight of the old days was a
thoroughgoing affair. It had to be. It
came when "towner" patience—all circus
patrons in those days were "towners" or
"rubes" or "thistle-chins" or "hicks" or
"suckers"—had reached the ultimate end.
The circus looked upon them as legitimate
prey and they looked upon the circus as
a venomous thing come to disrupt their
happiness—which it usually did. The result
was that the day usually started with per
sonalities. and all too often ended in broken
heads, with the town and the show vicing
with each other to see which could invent
the most diabolical means of disturbing the
human constitution. To Jacksonville,Texas,
for a long time went the championship belt.

Eight persons had been killed in a fight
which began, as they always began in those
days, over a gambling game on a small circus.
A Texas gentleman had striven for some
two hours to find out under which shell the
little pea was hidden. At his elbow had
been a chance acquaintance, of course, who
had shown him several times when the
three-shell dealer had turned to cough, that
the little pea w^as under the middle shell.
The Texas gentleman had bet heavily, only
to discover that when the dealer raised the
shell the elusive little pea had mysteriously
disappeared. About the time that he had
lost his last cent, he gained a vague idea
that perhaps there was something crooked
about the game, and made a remark to that

effect. AATiereupon the circus annexed to
him what was known as a "trailer," one
of the crewof "fixers," whose duty it was to
stay with him until he was "rounded" and
the "squawk" smoothed.

But the Texas gentleman seemed to be
square on all sides. He wouldn't and
couldn't be "rounded." After an hour or
so of argument, the Texas gentleman lost
his patience and took out several thousand
dollars' worth of satisfaction upon the
trailer's chin, whereupon the trailer added
a bit of repartee in the shape of a brick
which he swung at the Texas gentleman's
head and the fight was on.

Immediately the " clemcry" of the circus:
"Hey-y-y-y R-u-ube," sounded about the
show lot. Tent stakes traveled into
brawny hands, then swung in wide circles
as the enemy, springing into activity as if
by command, rushed to the attack. As
was usual with the old-time fights, all the
troubles,^ aU the hatreds and smouldering
animosities crystallized in an instant, and
two things began to fight for life—.the town
and the circus.

It was the performer who suffered most
during the old days of circus "clems."
For the performer has always been honest;
a simple, really God-fearing folk, caring
for nothing except the act in the ring and a
steady attempt toward perfection, if not in
himself, in his children. Except in rare
cases, such as that of a boy who had been
taken by the circus merely for his appear
ance of innocence and given a job in the
performance as a blind for the true activities
which were foisted upon him, the dressing
tent was as free from the stain of graft as
though it, were not with the circus. The
thieves were outsiders, for which the
management and the management alone was
responsible; the performers neither had any
part m their machinations, nor did they
reap any of the gains. Their only portion
was to suffer the results, to be taunted by
the audience, reviled by children on the
street and credited or discredited by the
populace with the blame for the show's
shortcomings. That was their reward for
their ^work—that and the necessity of
carr>-ing the brunt of the fight when the

hey rube" came. For, while the women
reached the cars as best they could, the
men swooped forward to battle, that the
workmen might be free to bend their efforts
toward getting the show loaded and out of
town.

So^U was with the "clem at Jackson
ville." With cordons of performers, armed
with stakes and revolvers, fighting off the
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mob, the wagons, one by one, made their
way to the tram. That is, some of them did.
Ot^hers found a resting-place in guUevs.
where, with oii poured upon their contents,
they lighted the scene for the fighting as
night came on, and the battle continued.

Heads were broken, likewise arms and
legs. ^Xen died, with the heaviest end of
the casualties, as usual, borne by the town
for the circus of the old days knew ever^-
tock of fighting and was organized for it.
Then suddenly the battle lulled The
town's warriors had disappeared and the
circus rolled down its sleeves with the satis
faction of having won another clem. The
train pulled out. All was serene for three
miles; then suddenly' the engineer noticed a
red glow m the distance, the real import of
which was hidden by a sharp up-grade.

A wise engineer was he. An engineer who
had hauled the trains of fighting circuses
before and that red glow presaged danger,
blowly and ever more slowly he made the
grade, then, balanced at the top, he halted.

bend for the manager!" he called as the
hret trainman appeared. The order was
obeyed. The engineer pointed:

got a clear track on the back
trail, he announced. "And you're going
back!"

Back? But we've got to show—"

\^0U RE going back," said the engineer.
1 those pails?" He pointed to discarded buckets, faintly outlined in thegleam

of the headlight. "Full of grease once. But
it s all on the tracks now. Understand? These
tracks are greased for two miles down and
at the end of it—"

He pointed again, toward the red glow.
It was a burning trestle at the end of the
greased down grade. That circus went
back to roar through Jacksonville, travel
a hundred miles to another railroad, and
then through every art known to the circus
fixer, arrange transportation to its next
town over a different road. And when it
spedaway, an engineer was richer by several
hundred dollars. It had been his caution
which had saved the lives of the whole show!

But for the one or two times that a town
invented diabolical ideas, the old-time circus
did it twenty times, over. Texas, in the old
days, was a rough State on circuses. There
the fee system thrived, and with it various
constables, sheriffs, judges and what not.
Fixers would comecheerfully into the State,
bribe or cajole their officials, send word
back to their show that "everything was
jake" and then, on the da^' of the circus,
awaken to find everybody arrested for
anything from vagrancy to insulting the
flag, with a sliding scale of prices fixed
for their release. The result was that cir
cuses went into Texas with blood in their
eye and black-jacks in their hip-pockets,
the principal diversion of the day being to
lure " tin can police" as specialdeputies were
called, out behind the big top. soak them
mournfully over the head with anything
that happened to be handy, and send them
back to their comrades to attempt to tell
how ^it happened, .^fter that, if there
wasn't a fight it was because something
more momentous happened, hke a tornado
or a cloud-burst. It was usually the fight.

More than that, the towns remembered,
and primed for the circus almost as en
thusiastically as the circus primed for them.
Orange, Texas, was one of these places,
and as a token of esteem one year, some of
the citizens burnt a few wagons and then
put a barricade across a railroad track in an
attempt to wreck the circus train. The
show didn't even remonstrate. It merely

{Coniinued on page yr)
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editorial

HAPPY NEW YEAR!
AS THE Order enters upon this new year oj
/\ its life it is most gratifying to record that

it does so under the most propitious condi
tions. Never before in its histoty, per
there existed throughout the Or er a
spirit of enthusiastic cooperation, "°r a
desire toadvance toloftier heights of fraternal and
benevolent accomplishment. \ t ^

Certainly the membership has never before ha
better cause to be proud of the Order and the
splendid position it occupies m the es eem
whole Country. It is growing m numbers its
subordinate lodges are prosperous;
charity and social welfare are becoming ai y
outstanding as worthy achievements, t ere ^
dissensions to mar the perfect accor o ro
hood; and the future is rosy with promise ot con
tinued prosperity and harmonious accor .

With this spirit of just pride of accomplishme^
and of sincere determination to aval o e
presented opportunity for service, the r er
Elks faces forward and looks upwar , wi
confident assurance that the corriing year
prove the most successful of all its history.

Reminding the individual members a
result depends wholly upon the loyal y an
enthusiasm with which they discharge e
fraternal obligations which they have assume ,
and that happiness depends upon a consciousness
of duty faithfully performed and
scientious purpose to continue faithiul in i s
further performance, THE ELKS MAGAZINE gree s
every loyal Elk with a cheery and deeply signiti-
cant—"Happy New Year."

PUBLIC RITUALS OF THE ORDER
A T THE Grand Lodge session in Boston the

Committee on Social and Community
Welfare was "vested with authority to revise and
rewrite, wherever necessary, all of the Public
Rituals of the Order." And the Committee was
directed tomake report to the session to be held at
Portland next July.

This action was taken as the wiser method oj
dealing with a number of amendments presented
at Boston, looking to specific alterations in
designated ceremonials. It was apparent that

there exists a well-defined sentiment in favor of a
revision of some of our public rituals; but it was
deemed advisable to give the matter more careful
consideration than was possible during the busy
days of the Grand Lodge Session.

The Committee, recognizing the importance oi
the task assigned to it, has issued an appeal to the
members of the Order for suggestions as to such
alterations as might be deemed desirable. And it
is earnestly hoped that the appeal will arouse an
interest that will assure to the Committee the
assistance of deliberate suggestions reflecting the
best thought of the Order.

Ritualistic ceremonials are generally the result
of years of growth and evolution. And from
time to time, as they are tested m public use.
changes are indicated as wise to secure more
appropriate conformity to changed conditions and
circumstances. But it is also true that when once '
adopted as suitable and appropriate, they should
not be changed merely for the sake of novelty, or
to meet the ideas of a few individuals. 1here is a
charm and an impressiveness about established
ceremonials that attach to them merely from long

"^While, therefore, it is urged upon those members
who are equipped for such service, that they give
some study to the subject in order that they may
give the Committee the benefit of well-considered
suggestions, it is hoped, as of course it is antici
pated. that the Committee will formulate its
report with a just appreciation of the great value
of a reasonable permanence and stability, in both
substance and wording, of the Ptmhc Rituals of
the Order. Alterations should not be made unless
really necessary, or at least deary wise, as a
definite forward step in the approximation of that
standard of beauty and appropriateness wWh is
naturally desired by every member of the Order.
THE NEW DIGEST OF OPINIONS AND

DECISIONS

the Digest of Opinions and Decisions ren-
^ dered by the Judiciary Committee, the Grand

Forum and the Grand Lodge, which has been
brought currently to date by the present Chair
man of the Judiciary Committee, and printed in a
handy volume for distribution to the Subordinate
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Lodges, is a work of unusual excellence as it is
one of real value.

It is only the uninformed who imagine that the
members of the Judiciary Committee and of the
Grand Forum are appointed merely as the re
cipients of an empty honor, and that they are
required to perform but perfunctory and insignif
icant service in their respective offices. They do
not realize the great number of questions of real
moment that are constantly arising throughout
the Order, affecting the rights and privileges and
duties of individual members and Subordinate
Lodges alike, and which must be finally deter
mined by competent authority.

Those questions frequently involve not only the
interpretation of the Constitution and Statutes of
the Order but also the laws of the United States
and of the several States. The number of such
questions submitted for legal opinions and judicial
determination has so multiplied in recent years,
that the officials reterrea to are called upon to give
a very considerable portion of their time to the
performance of their respective duties.

Questions relating to residence and domicile,
fraternal conduct, individual and Lodge liability,
auxiliary organizations, commercialism, member
ship and dimits, dues, elections, and Lodge
property, are but a few of the many which are
daily presented, with attendant diversity of
facts, which call for careful consideration and
disposition. It is obvious that all these may, and
frequently do, involve decisions of the greatest
importance to individual members, to the Sub
ordinate Lodges, and to the whole Order.

The Digest is a gratifying evidence of the
loyalty and devotion and marked ability with
which the Order has been served throughout its
history by its legal and judicial officers. It is
significant of the appeal which our great fra
ternity makes to men of higher character and
lofty attainments, that it is able to command
their service without compensation, except such
as inheres in the satisfaction that comes from
worthy effort in a worthy cause.

BROTHERLY LOVE

JN A recent issue of a daily paper of one of our
larger cities, there appeared an account of a

local happening which involved an exemplifica
tion of the Brotherly Love of Elkhood that will
bring a thrill of pride to members of the Order.

A traveler passing through the city, and alone,

£V-»=f3

m' %iwM

fell beneath a moving train and was so severely
injured that it was necessary to amputate his leg.
He was taken to the hospital while unconscious
and the operation was performed. But the patient
was so exhausted from the excessive hemorrhage
that blood transfusion was decided upon as the
only means of saving his life.

He was a stranger in the city, unknown to any
of the hospital staff. But he was an Elk and his
membership card had been found in his pocket.

The surgeon knew something of the Order of
Elks. He telephoned to the local Elks Lodge,
explained the circumstances, and asked if there
was any member there who would volunteer to
give the blood required to save the brother's life.
There were only two Elks in the Club House
available at the time; and both of them promptly
volunteered and hurried to the hospital.

After a test of each had been made, one was
selected as a suitable donor and in a few moments
his life-preserving blood was flowing into the veins
of his brother Elk whom he had never seen before,
but toward whom he recognized his obligation of
Brotherly -Love, which he willingly displayed by
this splendid act of self-sacrifice.

It would add nothing to the purpose of this
comment to repeat here the name of this loyal
Elk; nor would he desire to have the incident thus
exploited. But it does serve to prove that the
obligations assumed at our altars are not meaning
less words, but are solemn and significant vows
which create a tie that binds the members of our
Order into one great fraternity of real brothers.

The incident related is one of the few which
occasionally find their way into the news columns
and become known to the public. But every
day, all over our country, Elks are exemplifying
the cardinal virtue of Brotherly Love in countless
acts of devotion and sacrifice of which the world
never hears-; And if these be less spectacular in
their appeal, because less widely heralded and
involving less physical danger, they are none the
less effective in cementing more firmly the
fraternal bond which exists between brother Elks.

It is pleasing to record here an appreciation of
the splendid act of fraternal loyalty and devotion
that was displayed in the incident recounted.
It is likewise gratifying to pay tribute to the
thousands of faithful Elks, throughout the Order,
who eagerly avail themselves of every appropriate
opportunity to prove their fidelity to the obliga
tion of Brotherly Love.

39



40 The Elks Magazine

Grand Exalted Ruler's Western Trip
High Lights of a Nine Thousand-Mile Journey Recently

Made by Hon. John G. Price

t I 'SO TRAVEL over 9,000 miles through
I widely diflfering sections of the coun-

. try and yet to be met in every place
with the same enthusiasm and consideration,
was the stirring experience of Grand Exalted
Ruler John G. Price, on his recent Western
trip. Not only was Mr. Price, by virtue
of his high office, a recipientof great respect
and attention, but he was welcomed with
lavish Western hospitality wherever he
went. Everywhere" special. entertainment
added to the pleasure of his. trip, espe^lly
for Mrs. Price and iittlg 'Dick, their four-
year-old boy, both of whom accompanied
the Grand Exalted Ruler. The main oLjec-
tive of the journey was Portland, Ore., and
the completion of arrangements there for the
coming GrandLodge Convention Jvily 13-16.

The first stop of the trip was made at
Paris, 111., where the Grand Exalted Ruler
was enthusiastically greeted by members of
Paris, 111., Lodge No. 812. A feature of his
visit to the Lodge was the initiation of a
large class ofcandidates. This class, known
as the "John G. Price Class," added over
130 new members to the roster of theLodge,
thereby increasing the membership by one-
third.

The next stop on the itinerary was St
Louis, Mo., where the Grand Exalted Ruler
was entertained by the membership of St.
Louis, Mo., Lodge No. 9, and where he had
the pl^sure ofmeeting Past Grand Exalted
Ruler Bruce A. Campbell and Mrs. Campbell
with whom hespent an enjoyable partofthe
day. From there the party journeyed west
ward to Kansas City, Mo., where the Lodge
of that cityhad prepared a banquet in honor
of the Grand Exalted Ruler's visit.

From there the party went to Pueblo,
Colo., where they were greeted by the
members of Pueblo Lodge No 90 A
meeting whi(± was preceded by a banquet
to the Grand Exalted Ruler, was partici
pated in by representatives from various
su^ounding Lodges. At this point Mr.
Pnce was jwned by William R. Patterson,
of Greeley, President of the Colorado State
Elks ^ocmtion. Aspecial trip throughout
the State had been arranged by Joseph H.
^or. Secretary of the Colorado State Elks

Past

No Tol Montrose, Colo., Lodgestop was made at SaKda,where the members of the local Lodge served
W with an eariy morning breakfast. Arriving eight hours later atMontrose,
i ^^^bers of Montrose
Cnfn ^ autpmobUe to Ouray,

492- During the GrandExalted Ruler s two-days' stay at Ouray, he
SioVtT committees and^own aU the scemc beauties of the region.

^ banquet at theLodge, in which members of
• L°<^ges throughout that sectionparticipated, many ofwhom traveled several

automobSHndhorseback to greet the Grand Exalted Ruler
The banquet was attended by leading citi-
zens of ths western slope of Colorado who
familianzed the Grand Exalted Ruler with
the idea of establishing a sanitarium and a
game sanctuary m this region. Mr Price
was much impressed with the possibiUties

of the beauties and physical resources of the
section and was generous in his praiseof the
idea. The development of the region along
these lines was recognized by Mr. Price as
offering a real opportunity for the expres
sion of public spirit, wholly separate and
apart from any private or'commercial, as-
pecfofthequestion. Returning to Montrose
theGrand Exalted Ruler was thehonor guest
at a banquet given by the Chamber of Com
merce in which various fraternal organiza
tions of the city joined.
• Leaving Montrose the Grand Exalted

Ruler journeyed to Canon City, Colo., stop
ping at Delta and Grand Junction, where
hewas enthusiastically received by members
of the Lodges of these cities..

Leaving Canon City after a hearty wel
come at theHome ofCanon City Lodge No.
610, the Grand Exalted Ruler traveled by
automobile to Colorado Springs, stopping
off at Florence Lodge No. 611, where he
was the guest of honor at a luncheon. A
banquet was given Mr. Price by Colorado
Springs Lodge No. 309, that evening, and
toe next morning he entrained for Denver.
A most enthusiastic reception awaited the
Grand Exalted Ruler there, and he was
^lendidly entertained by the members of
Denver Lodge No. 17. In hisaddress before
the members, the Grand Exalted Ruler
expressed his approval of the noble welfare
work that is being done byDenver Lodge.
He was particularly impressed with the
part played by the Lodge in the mainte-
nance oftheCraig Colony, which isone ofthe
outstanding hospitals for tubercular patients
m the country. The splendid suite of nine
hospital rooms maintained by the Lodge at
St. Anthonys Hospital elicited unstinted
approval from the Grand Exalted Ruler.
WhUe in Denver Mr. Price visited Lookout
Mount^, where the grave of William F.
Cody (Buffalo Bill), who was a member of
Omaha, Neb., Lodge No. 39, islocated.

In pacing through Greeley, Colo., on his
way to Ogden, Utah, Mr. Price was greeted
by a large number of members of the local

r ^ Patterson, who•had left toe Grand Exalted Ruler's mrty
y Ogden Lodge No. 719welcomed the Grand Exalted Ruler with

Its characteristic hospitaUty and provided a
speaal entertainment in his honor. One of
toe outstanding features of the meeting of
the members was the initiation of a large
class of candidates.

automobile from Ogden
of Salt LakeCityLodge No. 85, which he haddedicated

ytu T®"?' ^^alted Ruler
e TT^ L ? y Lodge, Governor Maybeof Ut^ and many otoer distinguished citi-

zeM of toe State greeted him here.
The journey to San Francisco from Salt

Lake City was marked with demonstrations
by Lodp situated along the line of travel.
Ihroughout toe journey westward, large
deleptions who had learned of the coming
of the Grand Exalted Ruler and his party
were present to extend greetings. Huge
baskets of flowers and armfuls of roses were
pven to Mrs. Price, together with many
boxes of fruit.

Members of San Francisco Lodge No. 3

and adjoining Lodges, headed by Past Grand
Exalted Rulers William M. Abbott and
Raymond Benjamin, and A. L. Fourtner,
Exalted Ruler of San Francisco Lodge,
welcomed Mr. Price on his arrival at the
Coast. The next day the Grand Exalted
Ruler traveled down the Peninsula, visiting
various Lodges in that section and lunching
with the members of San Mateo Lodge No.
1112. That evening a large banquet was
given Mr. Price at the Palace Hotel and a
special meeting was held later in the Home
of the San Francisco Lodge. In addition to
an address by the Grand Exalted Ruler,
speeches were made by Mr. Benjamin and
Mr. Abbott. On the following day Past
Exalted Ruler James M. Shanley of Oak
land Lodge No. 171 arranged a special trip
to the Bay Lodges which had not partici
pated in the banquet of the night before. A
thoroughly enjoyable day ended with a
banquet at the Home of Alameda Lodge No.
1015, after which a program in honor of the
Grand Exalted Ruler was presented at the
Berkeley High School Auditorium. Ad
dresses were made on this occasion by Mr.
Benjamin and Mr. Price, and splendid music
was furnished by the Boys' band, which is
under Elk patronage.

UTiile in San Francisco the Grand Exalted
Ruler inspected the magnificent new Home
which is being erected by San Francisco
Lodge. He was impressed by the beautip
and comforts which the new building will
embody, making it a wonderful addition
to the many handsome edifices of the city.

From San Francisco the Grand Exalted
Ruler journeyed to Portland, Ore., where
he was joined by John Halpin, Chairman of
the Board of Grand Trustees, and Fred C.
Robinson, Grand Secretary, the latter
accompanying Mr. Price throughout the rest
of the trip. These Grand Lodge officers
consulted with the members of the Elks
1925 Grand Lodge Convention Commis
sionand approved the plans outlined for the
great meeting in Portland July 13 to 16.
The Grand Lodge officers were thoroughly
satisfied after a view and inspection of the
new Home of Portland Lodge that it pos
sesses every facility necessary for the enter
tainment of the Grand Lodge. The Grand
Exalted Ruler was loud in his praise of the
great interest being manifested in the con
vention by the members of Portland Lodge
No. 142 and the citizens of the community.
There is no question in Mr. Price's mind but
that the meeting in July will be a very large
and splendid one.

During his stay in Portland, Mr. Price
and his associate Grand Lodge officers were
lavishly entertained by the members of
Portland Lodge. Its Exalted Ruler Joseph
F. Riesch; District Deputy Grand Exalted
Ruler Barnett H. Goldstein; George Baker,
Mayor of the City; Julius L. Meier; Eric
V. Hauser, and other members of the enter
tainment committee left nothing undone to
honor the distinguished visitors. While in
Portland Mr. Price and the other Grand
Lodge officers were present at a meeting
which followed the mid-winter session of the
Oregon State Elks Association presided over
by Ben S. Fisher. President of the Association.

(Continued on page 64)
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The New Home of

Queens Borough.
M. Y., Lodge

liliDedication of the mag- l
nificcnt new Home of
Queens Borough, N. Y.,

Lodge No. 878, took place Sunday, .
November 30. The services were
conducted by GrandExalted Ruler H I
John G. Price, assisted by Grand
Lodge Officers and Past Exalted ,
Rulers of New York South East.

The ceremonies took place in the
Lodge room and included ad
dresses by Eugene E. Navin, Exalted Ruler
of Queens Borough Lodge; Hon. Murray
Hulbert. Past Exalted Ruler of New York
Lodge No. I and President of the Board of
Aldermen, City of New York; Hon. James
A. Farley, President of the New York State
Elks Association; and Fred C. Robinson,
Grand Secretary. Many other distinguished
members of the Order were present including
Past Grand Exalted Ruler Joseph T. Fanning
who granted the dispensation for the institu
tion of Queens Borough Lodge in 1903.

Joseph J. Mackey, Commander of the
American Legion, presented the Lodge with
an American flag and the Eleven O'Clock
Toast was given by William T. Phillips,
Past Exalted Ruler of New York Lodge.
The music included organ selections rendered
by Clayton J. Heermance, Past Exalted
Ruler of New York Lodge, on the beautiful
instrument which was donated to the Home
by Henry Dietz, selections by the Glee Club
of the New York Police Department, and
solos by Mrs. John W. Anderson and
William H. Bonner. Upon the completion
of the program the guests were invited to
inspect the building and a buffet supper was
served in the dining room on the main floor.

The inspection tour revealed to the guests
many extraordinary features which bid fair
to make this Home one of the best known as
well as the finest of the many Lodges in the
east. The great Lodge room in which the
exerciscs were held was the center of attrac
tion due to its unusual decorative features.

'^HE Building Committee desired this
room to be distinctly American in

treatment. Reviewing the history of this
continent the designers hit upon the idea of
adopting the decorative art of the Aztecs
who are said to have achieved the highest
degree of civilization and certainly the
highest degree of artistic culture of all the
aboriginal races in America. After ex
haustive studies in various museums not
only of the characteristic forms and model
ings but also of the colors used by the
Aztecs, the architects developed a decorative
scheme for the entire Lodge room including
walls, stage, balcony and ceiling that is
surpassed by no other room of its kind in the
country.
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Superb lighting fixtures of bronze, enamel
and gold design to match the Aztec carvings
and moulded ornament grace the Lodge
room. The stained glass ceiling illuminated
from above also carries out this decorative
scheme. The Star forms the central feature
of the ceiling. The walls are of yellow
ochre, the stage curtain is of pale green
especially dyed for the room and the orna
ment is picked out in pastel shades in an
Indian red, yellow ochre and green. The
Lodge room measures 52 x 72 feet and is
located on the second floor of the building
with a balcony at the mezzanine or third
floor level,

In the basementof the main building there
are six bowling alleys, a grill room, game
room, barber shop and locker rooms. The
first floor contains on the left and right hand
respectively, of the lobby, a ladies' re
ceptionroomand a lounge. Beyondit is the
main foyer measuring 22 x 47 feet. The
main dining room 42 x 72 is beyond the
foyer, and has a private dining room at one
side. The kitchen is in the rear wing.

The ladies' reception room is decorated in
the Renaissance style, with panelled wain
scot. parquetry floors, panelled plaster walls,
and a beamed and decorated plaster ceiling.
A handsome fireplace and mantle of Caen
stone are the principal features of the room.
The lightingfixtures are of bronze and gold.

The lounge is similar in size and arrange
ment, but the treatment is more masculine
in style. The foyer is panelled in wood, and
has a heavily beamed and decorated ceiling.
The entrance lobby is of marble throughout.

In addition to the Lodge room, the second
floor contains anterooms, a board room and
oflices. There is also a billiard room
panelled in quartered oak with carved
pilasters and capitals. The hail between the
Lodge room and the billiard room is simi
larly treated. On the first two floors all
doors are carved and all windows are of
leaded glass with stained glass decorative
panels.

On the fourth floor there are twenty-two
single and six double living rooms with
connecting baths.

The gymnasium wing contains a swimming
pool 75 X 20 feet, a well equipped gym
nasium 37 X 71 feet, a steam room, showers

and locker room. The Lodge plans to open
the gymnasium building for free use to the
children of the neighborhood during the
summer months, thus contributing to the
welfare of that section and giving enjoy
ment to the youngsters.

Over S750.000 was spent by the Lodge for
its new Home and its equipment. There
are really two separate buildings connected
by an enclosed passage; the main building of
four stories containing the Lodge room,
dining rooms, social and game rooms, and
sleeping quarters and a one-stor^' g>'m-
nasium building containing the swimming
pool, g>"mnasium and lockers.

The buildings are of formal design, in the
Renaissance manner, and present a dignified
and impressive appearance. Dominating
the broad flight of steps leading to the main
entrance is a fine bronze elk, life size, set
upon a granite base. The main building
has a granite base, limestone trim and grey
textured brick walls. The gymnasium is of
semi-permanent construction, for it will
eventually be replaced by a repHca of the
main building to double the capacity of the
present Lodge. The main building meas
ures 75 X 116 feet and has a kitchen wing at
the rear 22 x 60 feet and a front terrace 15M
X 70 feet. The gymnasium building is 7o>2
X 102 feet.

'"T^HE buildings were designed by The
BalUnger Company, architects and en

gineers of New York and Philadelphia. Con
struction was handled by McEntee & Sper-
hng. building contractors of New York City.

James T. Hallinan. Chairman of the
Building Committee, was commended at the
dedication exercises for his untiring efforts in
guiding the development of the new build
ing. It was through his elTorts that the
funds were successfully raised and he has
since been intimately connected with every
detail. Among the many members of the
various committees in charge of the work
was John H. Bull who was also supervisor of
the building for the a'rchitects and was.
therefore, intimately concerned with the
structure and its equipment.

On Mondaj" following the dedication of
the new Home, a large banquet and ball

(Conliniiei on page 6g)
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Aerial photograph ofElks National Home. C '

The Tragedy at Bedford
ON THE nth day of November,

Armistice Day, the whole Order was
shocked and saddened by news of

the death of a number of the Brothers
resident at the National Home, in circum
stances which were truly tragic.

On the day before, shortly after luncheon,
twenty or more of the residents became
seriously ill, exhibiting symptoms of acute
poisoning. It was evident that something
which had been served at the meal was the
basis of the trouble and an immediate
investigation indicated that a quantity of
cider which had been served as a special
treat was the most likel}' cause.

A chemical analysis of the cider was made
at onceand revealed an appallingpercentage
of arsenic. And upon a complete investiga
tion of all the facts it was disclosed that one
of the containers, a wooden keg, in which the
beverage had been deUvered to the Home,
and from which it was served, had originally
contained a liquidspray, of deadly poisonous
character, for spraying fruit trees.

The country merchant who had made the
cider and put it in the keg did not know of
its previous use, as the keg had been left at
his store by a farmer who stated he was
going to use it as a receptacle for some
vinegar. Of course there was nothing in
the circumstances to arouse any suspicion of
danger in the mind of the Steward of the
Home, who purchased the cider.

Obviously no criticism could justly
attach to anyone except, perhaps, theperson
who originally used thespray and permitted
the container toget outofhis possession for
an unknown use.

Unhappily, during Monday afternoon,
only a few hours after luncheon, threeofthe
patients died. That night and the following
day six others passed away. On the third
day one more succumbed and another on
the fourth. December i brought onemore
fatality, making the tragic total twelve.

Needless to say, every possible effort was
exerted to relieve the suffering and to avert
the death of the stricken Brothers. Special

ists were rushed to the Home from Lynch-
burg and Roanoke; experienced nurses %vere
secured, and every agency of modern sciencc.
was employed. But for the efliciency and
good jud^ent displayedin dealing with the
exigent situation, the number of fatalities
would doubtless have been much larger.

Grand Trustee, Robert A. Scott, the Home
Member of the Board, and Brother Louis
Boismenue, the Secretary, were on hand at
the earliest possible moment to assist and
sustain the Home authorities in their trying
ordeal, and to make an official investigation
to ascertain if any possible blame could be
attached to any person connected with the
Home management.

It is gratifying to know that they found
no cause for criticism of any of the oflicials
or employees of the Home and had only
words of commendation for the manner in
which the distressing situation was handled.

Those who died as a result of the poisoning
were:

{Continued on page 62)

Official Opinion Affecting Elks Lodge Homes
•mnnnvinor l/.tfnt- «-• 1 , . , ^ OnpHL accompanying letter, to Past Grand

^ Exalted Ruler Joseph T. Fanning
Executive Director of The Elks Magazine
from Chairman John F. Malley of the
Grand Lodge Committee on Judiciary
alTects all Elks Lodge Homes in which
there are billiard rooms and bowling aUeys.
Dear Brolher Fanning:

In response to your request for an official
opinion relative to the liability of sub-
ordinate Lodges and Elks Clubs maintained
thereby for federal occupational taxes as
proprietors of bowling alleys and billiard
rooms, I submit the following:

Opinion
The Revenue Act of 1924 provides—

"Sec 70i_ On and after July i, 1924,
there shall be levied, collected and paid
annually the following special taxes—

•'(5) Proprietors of bowling alleys and
billiard rooms shall pay Siofor each alley

or table. Every building or place where
bowls are thrown or where games of
billiards or pool are played, shall be
regarded as a bowling alley or a billiard
room, respectively, unless no charge is
viadcfor the use of the alleys or tables."
Therefore, if the Lodge or the Club main

tained thereby makes no charge for the use
of its bowling alleys or its billiard or pool
tables, it is exempt from the occupational
taxes imposed by the Section above quoted
The Revenue Act of 1924 differs materially
from the Revenue Act of 1921 which pro
vided that

_" Proprietors - of bowling allevs and
billiard rooms shall pay Sio for each
alley or table. Every building or placa
where bowls are thrown or where games
of billiards or pool are played, except in
private homes, shall be regarded as a
bowling alley or a billiard room, respec
tively."

The former Act imposed a tax of Sio on
every table and on every alley, except those
in private dwelling houses, and the question
of a charge for the use of the table or alley
was immaterial. The present Act grants
exemption from tax to everyone, unless a
charge is made for the use of the alleys or
tables. The new law went into effect July i,
1924.

If a Lodge which is exempt under the
foregoing rule has paid an occupational
tax as proprietor of a bowling alley or
billiard room for the six months period
beginning July i, 1924, application for
refund should be made upon blanks which
may be obtained from the Collector of
Internal Revenue of the District in which
the Lodge is located.

Fraternally yours

(Signed) John F. Malley,
Chairman Commillee on Judiciary
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JSews of the Lodges
Throughout the Order

Following the visit of Grand Exulted
Ruler John G. Price and other Grand Lodge
officers to Portland, Ore., Lodge No. 142,

where they approved the plans made for the com
ing Grand Lodge Convention to be held in that
city next July, the work of preparingfor the great
event has begun in earnest. Lodges throughout
California and the Northwest are giving assur
ances of large and colorful representations. The
35-piece band of Glendale, Calif., Lodge No.
1289 which has won the championship in the
California State Elks Association contests for
two years past, is coming to take part in the
convention. The famous Purple Patrol of
Huntington Park, Calif., Lodge No. 1415, and
250 members of that Lodge will come on a pri
vate train. Officers and members of San Rafael,
Calif., Lodge No. 1108, in common with a score
of other Lodges on the coast are making special
plans for participation in the convention. Every
Lodge in Washington and Oregon will also be on
hand to give the members of Portland Lodge
a helping hand in the great task before them,
Not only is this interest running high on the
Coast and in the Northwest, but throughout tlie
entire country the watchword has become "On
to Portland" and everywhere Lodges are now
engaging transportation and arranging for hous
ing facilities for the great meeting.

57th Anniversary of Birth of the Order
To be Celebrated February 14

The banquet celebrating the 57th anniversary
of the birth of the Order will be given by New
York Lodge No. i, on February 14, at the Hotel
Commodore in New York City. Grand Exalted
Ruler John G. Price will be the guest of honor,
and a host of other Grand Lodge officers are
expected to be present. Hon. Murray Hulbert,
President of the Board of Aldermen of New York
City and Past Exalted Ruler of the Jlother
Lodge, is Chairman of the Committee in charge
of the arrangements.

Monrovia, Calif,, Lodge Shows
Growth and Prosperity

Monrovia, Calif., Lodge No. 1427reports that
it is enjoying prosperity and a steady growth in
membership. Though little over three years old
it already has close to 500 members, has fully
paid for the property on which it is erecting a
new Home, and plays an active role in the chari
ties of its community. One of .ts principal wel
fare works is the maintenance of a sanatarium in
the city for the poor and invalid.

The Lodge recently mourned the death of
William Baird, one of its Trustees. Mr. Baird
made the Lodge a beneficiary of his will, leaving
a substantial sum toward its BuildingFund.

Lowell, Mass., Lodge Dedicates
New Home

Members of Lowell, Mass., Lodge No. 87 are
now occupying their handsome new Home
which was formally dedicated a short time ago.
It is one of the most complete and handsome
Homes in the East, and embodies every modern

E. P. Thompson of Manila, P. I., Lodge and The Elks Magazine which
he received at Bardamil, B. E. Africa, sLv days by runner from Nairobi

convenience. Architectually, the building is ex
tremely attracti\-e. It rises three stories above
the street and has two imposing entrances. In
the basement is the red-tiled rathskeller with its
decorations of elks' heads, antlers and the
Lodge's trophies. The kitchen and restaurant
are also located on this level as are the locker-
rooms and showers. On the first floor are found
the banquet hall, pool and billiard rooms and
the main lounge with its big fireplace and com
fortable chairs. A pleasant library tastefully
furnished, committee and writing-rooms com
plete this floor. Except for an office room for the
Board of Trustees, special rest-rooms for the
members, and the anteroom, the entire second
floor is devoted to the Lodge room. Especiallj^
designed by the architect to meet the ritualistic
requirements of the Order, this room has an
impressive and beautiful simplicity. Balconies
line it on either side and a rotunda adds much to
its charm and dignity.

The membership of Lowell Lodge, now close to
1500, has steadily increased since the institution
of the Lodge on April 10, 1888. It comprises
men representative of the best that can be found
in the professional, educational, business, social
and political life of the city. The Lodge has
always taken a lively interest in the affairs of its
community and now that its new Home is a real
ity it plans to extend the scope of these activities.

San Francisco, Calif, Lodge
Awards College Scholarship

San Francisco, Calif., Lodge No. 3 recently
awarded its secondscholarship of a full four-year
university course. The committee in charge of
selecting the young man for the scholarship had
to make its choice from three candidates nomi
nated by the principals of three high schools.
As each of the candidates was an exceptional
youth with a fine scholastic record behind him,
the task of the committee was extremely diflicult.
It finally selected a boy whose school achieve
ments were near perfection, and whose home
surroundings were such that but for the aid of the
f^odge he would not have been able to attend
college, his father being tubercular and unable
to work, and his mother being the sole support
of the family. The committee decided not to
make public the name of the successful candidate
so that he can enter the university on the same
footing as any other young man.

Lebanon, Pa., Lodge Holding Novel
Series of Entertainments

The Entertainment Committee of Lebanon.
Pa., Lodge No. 631 has arranged an interesting
serie.s of monthly stag dinners, smokers and

vaudeville for the winter season. The entire
membership of the Lodge has been divided into
five groups, as follows: clerks and mechancis;
contractors and farmers; professional and retired
members; merchants and manufacturers, and
suburban members. It is the duty of each of
these groups to provide the dinner and entertain
ment for the rest of the members on the night
assigned to it. A few of these meetings have al
ready been held and were enthusiastically en-
joj'ed by the membership.

Home Lodge Gives Dinner in Honor
Of District Deputy Gard

District Deputy Grand E.valted Ruler Marion
F. Gard was recently the honor guest at a dinner
given by his fellow members of Marshalltown,
Iowa, Lodge No. 312. Many distinguished
members of the Order were present including
Lloyd R. Ma.xwell, member of the Grand Lodge
Committee on Social and Community Welfare,
who acted as toastmaster; James Murtagh and
Henr>- Louis, both Past Presidents of the Iowa
State Elks .Association; James O'Brien, present
Secretary of the Association; Judge James W.
W'illett and F. E. Northup. More than 250 were
present at the dinner which was served by the
wives of Marshalltown Lodge members. At the
conclusion of the dinner, Mr. Gard was pre
sented with a gold watch by the members as a
testimonial of the high regard in which he is held.

Knights of Columbus Give Elk*s
Head to Rahway, N. J., Lodge

The Rahwa}' Chapter of Knights of Columbus
recently presented Rahway, N. J., Lodge No.
1075 with a handsome elk's head. The gift was
made as an e.vprcssion of appreciation for the
courtesy e.xtended to them by the Elks in allow
ing the use of their Home during the Knights'
great war drive, when they were temporarily
without headquarters, due to a fire. The pre
sentation was made by Past Grand Knight R. J.
Sauer and E.xalted Ruler William F. Weber ac
cept^ the gift on behalf of the Lodge.

Following the presentation an excellent dinner
was served to the guests, and an entertainment
of vocal and instrumental music was provided.

Murray Hulbert Elected President of
Amateur Athletic Union

Hon. Murray Hulbert, Past Exalted Ruler of
New York Lodge No. r, and member of the
Grand Lodge Committee on Social and Com
munity Welfare, was recently elected President
of the .Amateur .Athletic Union (.A. A. U.). Mr.
Hulbert has always taken an active interest in
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aE sports and is well-known throughout the
country and the Order for his work in the estab
lishment of public playgrounds for children. Mr.
Hulbert, together with Past Grand Exalted
Ruler John K. Tener, served as a member of the
American Olympic Committee. He was present
in this capacity at the Olympic Games held last
year in Paris. The Amateur Athletic Union of
which Mr. Hulbert is now President is the
national governing body in a dozen different
branches of_ sports, and the organization under
whose sanction manyElksLodges areconducting
athletic activities.

Pennsylvania State Elks Associatiori
To Help Crippled Children

As a result of a me ting of the officers of the
Pennsylvania State Elks Associition held re
cently at Betlilehem. Pa., Lodge No. 191 where
it was decided to take definite Steps to help the
cnppled children of the State, the Social and
Community Welfare Committee of Scranton,
Pa.,Lodge No. 123 w.sinstructed to take upthe
question of drafting a bill to meet the conditions.
The committee accordingly went to Harrisburg
where it conferred with representatives of the
public chanties and welfare organizations of the
blate. Xhe meeting was largely attended by
representative of State Hospitals, orthopedic
doctors and experts on children'- diseases It
was a^eed that the next General Assembly
should be petitioned to pass legislation favorable
to cnppled children. To do this, the present
school code must be materially amended and
close to $2,000,000 appropriated for the con
struction of special hospitals and schools for the
cnpples. The Elks ofPennsylvania are planninc
to toke a generousand active part in all this work
and to push the campaign vigorously. It is
estimated that there are nearly 50,000 crippled
children m the State needing special schooline
and care. ®

Order of Antlers Now in
Four Cities

Four separate organizations of the Order of
Antlers are now in existence in various parts of
the country. These organizations, sponsored bv
vanous Elk Lodges, are for boys between the
ages of 16and 21 years. The young men in each
case are allowed the useof the Lodge'sHomefor
a regular mee ing place and are governed bv a
special constitution and by-laws. These orcani-
Mtions in existence are; San Francisco Calif
No I; Santa Rosa, Calif., No. 2; Long Beach;
Calif., Iso. 3, and Rogers, Ark., No. 4 The
question of sponsoring a similar organiza
tion IS being considered by the members of San
Pedro, Calif., Lodge No. 966; Logan, W Va
Lodge No. 1391; Caruthersville, Mo., Lodce No'

^."Ser, Texas, L dge No. 1371; Susan-
ville, Cahf Lodg. No. 1487; Eureka, Calif
Lodge No. 652; Klamath Falls, Ore., Lodce No'
1247; Alhambra, Caiif., Lodge No. 1328; New
Orleans La., I^dge No. 30, and San Bernardino
Cahf., Lodge No. 836. It is quite likely that
defini e steps will be taken shortly in this direc
tion by these Lodges.

Fort Wayne, Ind., Lodge Opens
Schoolfor Crippled Children

The members of Fort Wayne, Ind., Lodge No
155 recently conducted a large stak oicnic afthey Country Club for the benefit of their Crip
pled Children's School. The event
attended and was the means of raising a'consid

charity. The Cr Dpled Children's School, which has been opened
onl> a bhort time, provides these unfortunate
chS privileges accordedchildren. Jwery crippled child in the city that is
unable to attend the public schools is welcomed
started m the nidimentary subjects and their
education is slowly and carefully built ud hv
competent mstructors provided by the Forf
Wayne School Board. In this wa/the sclS
provides for the mstmct.on of crippled children
while they are convalescing and also gives thern
proper care and medical attention. Acomnetent
ntirse is alwi^s on duty and the buildings
equipped with cverylhmg for the younRsters'
health and comfort, are in charge of expenenced
janitors and matrons.

tablet lo thememory ofPost Grand Exalted Ruler Edward Lpuch
r^ently dedicated by the Mother Lodge,
the ceremony ,s described on page 47
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Building Plan ofBuffalo, N. F.,
Lodge Approved

Grind ^nd the Board of
bXI N approved the plans of
a six -st'nr^/ K 'i ^3 for the erection of

^ building 71x226 feet, adjoininc its
$800 ^ °A^ approximately

11 steam-room and^ bowling alleys will be located in the base-
ment, six stores on the first floor, billiard room
and gnJl room on the main floor, e.vecutive offices
Lodfi"?^hird floor
on th^ fifT dormitory

Granrf Exalted Ruler Grants
^dispensation for New Lodge

Grand Lxaltcd Ruler John G. Price has
granted a dispensation for the institution of the
following new Lodge:

Brattleboro, Vermont, Lodge No. 1499.
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"Iowa Special" to Carry Large
Representation to Portland Convention

Plans are being worked out for the Elks of the
State of Iowa to make the trip to the Grand
Lodge Convention at Portland, Ore., on a special
train. This "Iowa Special" will leave St. Paul,
Minn., on July 6, stopping at Winnipeg, Buffalo
Park, Wainright, Edmonton, Jasper Park and
Vancouver. A full day for fishing, hunting,
golfingand mountain climbing will be allowed the
travelers at Jasper Park and another full day at
Vancouver. The "Iowa Special" will be parked
con-eniently for occupancy at Portland during
the convention for use of the travelers if they
desire it. Homeward bound, the train will follow
Uic Columbia River, stopping at the more
important points of interest. Great enthusiasm
is being displayed by the Iowa Lodges in the trip
and arrangements are being perfected among
them for a large representation at the conven
tion.

Productive Meetings Are Held by
Board of Officers in This Lodge

A meeting is held twice a month by the Board
of Officers of Union Hill, N. J., Lodge No. 1357-
The general welfare of the Lodge is discussed in
much the same fashion as a Board of Directors
discusses the policy and development of a big
corporation. There is this distinction, however,
between the two. In the.case of the Board of
Officers of the Lodge, the "doors of the meeting-
room are always open and criticisms arc invited
from the entire membership of the Lodge. But
these must be of a constructive sort-and not of
the "axe to jjrind" variety. The idea is working
out excellently and should prove of great value
to the Lodge in approaching its problems and in
furthering a cooperative spirit throughout its
membership.

Children Are Cared for by
Perth Amboy, N. J., Lodge

Perth Amboy, N. J., Lodge Nc. 784 continues
to do excellent work among the crippled children
of its community. It has placed many boys and
girls in the Home for Crippled Children at New
ark, N. J., and seen that proper treatment has
been given them. Besides looking out for the
youngsters in this way it has, in many cases,
provided special care for them after they have
left the Home,helping their families and furnish
ing additional funds for crutches, shoes, and
other necessary articles.

Perth Amboy Lodge is remodeling and build
ing additions to its Home which will cost closc to
$50,000 when completed and give the members
one of the best equipped buildings in the State.

Exalted Rulers and Secretaries of
Indiana Lodges Meet
^The annual meeting of the District Deputy

Grand Exalted Rulers of Indiana, the Exalted
Rulers, Past Exalted Rulers and Secretaries of
Indiana Lodges, was recently held at Indianapo
lis. Plans of the Grand Lodge Convention to
be held_ in Portland, Ore., were discussed and
interesting^ pictures of that city were shown to
the gathering. Following an inspection of the
handsome new Home, which is being built by
Indianapolis Lodge No. 13, at Meridan and St.
Clair Streets, a luncheon was served in the
Claypool Hotel. District Deputy Grand
Exalted Ruler Loweil Neff presided at this
luncheon, introducing Past Grand E.xalted Ruler
Joseph T. Fanning of Indianapolis Lodge as the
principal speaker, Other speakers included
Lloyd R. Maxwell, member of the Grand Lodge
Committee on Social and Community Welfare,
and Garnet 'Fleming, President of the Indiana
State Elks Association. Resolutions were
adopted expressing sorrow for the members of
the Order who lost their lives recently as a result
of the tragedy at the National Home in Bedford,
Va.

The committee in charge of arrangements for
the meeting consisted of the following District
Deputy Grand Exalted Rulers: Joseph L.
Clarke, of Indianapolis, Ind,, Lodge No. 13;
Harry K. Kramer, of Michigan City. Ind.,
Lodge No. 432; Harry Lowenthal, of Evansville,
Ind., Lodge No. 116, and Lowell Neff, of Logans-
port, fnd., Lodge No. 66.
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Los Angeles, Calif., Lodge Breaks
Ground for New Home

Ground-breaking ceremonics for the new
Home of Los Angeles, Calif., Lodge No. 99 at
Si.xth and Park View Streets, were recently con
ducted before a, gathering of 2000 members.
The exercises were opened by those assembled
singing "America" accompanied by the band of
Los Angeles Lodge. Following the invocation by
the Chaplain, Esteemed Leading Knight Fred
E. Pierce presided in the absence of Exalted
Ruler George M. Breslin who was absent on
account of the death of his wife. Past Exalted
Ruler John G. Mott, Master of Ceremonies,
introduced the Hon. Paul J. McCormick, United
States District Judge, who was the principal
speaker of the evening. la closing his highly
interesting address on "Fratcrnalism and Its
Relation to the Constitution," he complimented
the Order on its principles which, he said, were
not only the hope and aspiration of all true Elks,
but also the sentiments of all true /Vmericans.
Another speaker on the program was Edgar F.
Davis, President of -the California State Elks
Association. Six surviving charter members of
Los Angeles Lodge were the honor guests of the
evening. The musical numbers of the excrcises
were beautifully rendered by the Lodge's Band
and its Glee Club. One piece, "The Builders,"
sung as a solo by Mr. Harry Girard, brought
forth rounds of applause.

The first shovelful of earth was lifted by a
giant steam-shovel which will continue its work
until the e.xcavution is completed.

The new Home of Los Angeles Lodge wOl be a
most unusually beautiful building, equaling in
style and equipment any structure now standing
or being erected in the Order.

Sixth Annual Charity Minstrels
Of Pekin, HI., Lodge

Pekin, III-, Lodge No. 1271 will stage its sbcth
annual Elks' Alinstrel Show on January 26-28
at the Union Mission Auditorium. The show
will be put on v.nder the direction of Past Ex
alted Ruler Roy S. Preston of the Lodge and the
entire proceeds are to be used for charity.

Reconstructed Home of New Orleans,
La., Lodge Recently Dedicated

The dedication of the reconstructed Home of
New Orleans, La., Lodge No. 30 was recently
conducted with impressive exercises. The origi
nal building was erected six years ago, but two
years ago_ a iirc destroyed the auditorium and
grill. This portion has now been reconstructed
and many_ other improvements and additions
made, costing in all close to 8300,000. As a re
sult of these changes New Orleans Lodge now
has one of the largest auditoriums in the city
with a wonderful dancing floor, also adaptable
for use as a gymnasium. It has a large stage
with dressing-rooms and all theatrical equipment,
big enough for the showing of almost any pro
duction. New furnishings h^ve been installed
throughout the entire building and every con
venience provided for the members.

Oroville, Calif., Lodge Shows
Growth and Energy

Though Oroville, Calif., Lodge No. 1484 was
instituted only a short time ago, it now has over
200 members. At the present rate of growth, the
Lodge e.xpects to have close to 300 at its first
anniversary on May 3, 1925, and 500 on its
second anniversary in 1526. Besides being ac
tive in many fields of community endeavor, tlie
Lodge has a Building Committee which is work
ing on plans for a 3- or 4-story Home to be
erected in the near future.

Stale Social and Community Welfare
Committee Meets at No. 1

The Social and Community Welfare Commit
tee of the New York State Elks Association re
cently held a meeting in the Lodge room of New
York, N. Y., Lodge No. i. Close to 100 repre
sentatives of various Lodges in the State were
present at the meeting, which was also attended
by Past Grand Exalted Ruler Joseph T. Fan
ning, Hon. Murray Hulbert, member of the
Grand Lodge Committee on Social and Com
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munity Welfare, and Joseph G. Buch, member of
the Grand Lodge Committee on State Associa
tions who-made an interesting address on the
progress of the work being done hy New Jersey
Lodges among crippled children. The meeting,
whi(± was presided over by Frank L. .\Tmstrong,
Chairman of the State Committee, was most in
spiring and should be productive of far-reaching
results.

Dedication of Magnificent Home of
Newark, N- J., Lodge on February 1

Plans for the dedication of the beautiful new
million dollar Home of Newark, N. J., Lodge
No. 21, on Sunday, Februar>' i, have been
perfected. Grand Exalted Ruler John G. Price
and a score of other Grand Lodge ofTicers wiU
be present on the occasion, as will numerous
representatives from Lodges in New Jersey and
New York. The program of celebration will
begin on Saturday, January 31, with a public
inspectionof the building. On Sunday,February
I, the building will be opened for the inspection
of members of the Order. The dedicatory
ceremony at 4 P. M. will be followed by the
dedication banquet at 6:30. On Monday,
February 2, there will be a reception at the
Flome to the ladies from 2 P. M. to 10 P. M.

Passaic, N. J., Lodge Dedicates
Handsome New Home

The handsome new Home of Passaic, N. J.,
Lodge No. 387 was recently dedicated by
District Deputj' Grand Exalted Ruler Henry
Gillhaus of Plackensack, N. J., Lodge No. 658.
Many distinguished members of the Order were
present and large delegations from numerous
other Lodges were on hand to congratulate
Passaic Lodge on its achievement. Past Grand
Exalted Ruler Joseph T. Fanning was the
principal speaker on a program which carried
the names of many other prominent members
including William T. Phillips, Past Exalted
Ruler of New York Lodge No. r.

Noble Spirit Dominates Work
Of San Antonio, Tex., Lodge

San Antonio, Texas, Lodge No. 216 continues
to do noble welfare work for the children of its
community. Among other activities in this
field, the Lodge is helping to raise funds for the
building of a hospital for crippled children. A
series of entertainments has been planned in

cooperation \\-ith other organizations of the city
and a considerable sum is expected to be realized
in this way. San Antonio Lodge has also contrib
uted generously to the 8250,000 rommunity fund
f-r the construction of a new and adequate
Protestant Orphans' Home. In addition to the
indi\-idual contributions and work of many
members, the Lodge itself subscribed S1400 to
the good cause. When the appeal to help this
charity was made at a recent meeting of the
rnembers not a dissenting voice was raised in the
big gathering. Jews and Catholics vied with
Protestants in urging the contribution and then,
b}' action of the membership, the Lodge voted a
sum considerably in excess of what had been first
suggested!

Pittsburg, Calif, Lodge Celebrates
First Anniversary

Pittsburg, Calif., Lodge No. 1474 recently
celebrated its first anniversary, rounding out a
year of substantial progress and prosperity.
Starting with a membership of 107, tlie Lodge has
grown rapidly and its roster bears the names of
the best citizens in its jurisdiction. A feature of
the evening's celebration was the splendid man
ner in which the ofljcers of Vallejo, Calif., Lodge

559 exemplified the ritual in initiating a class
of candidates. On hand to take part in the fes
tivities and to congratulate Pittsburg Lodge on
its first birthday were many distinguished mem
bers of the order including James M. Shanley,
District Deputy Grand Exalted Ruler O. C.
Hopkins and Past District Deputy Grand Ex
alted Rulers Hubert N. Rowell and Hiram E.
Jacobs. A telegram from Past Grand Exalted
Ruler William M. Abbott expressing his regret
at not being able to attend, was read.

Neiv Home of Lewiston, Idaho, Lodge
Ready in Early Spring

Work is going ahead rapidly on the new Home
which Lewiston, Idaho, Lodge No. 8q6 is erecting
on the corner of Eighth and Main Streets. The
foundation was completed some time ago and
construction has been started on the main build
ing, so that with favorable weath'?r conditions
the members of Lewiston Lodge should occupy
their new Home early in the spring.

Madison, S. Dak., Lodge Buys
New Home

Madison. S. Dak., Lodge No. 1442 recently
purchased the Huntimer Building in the business
district of the city, the second floor of which will
be fitted up as its permanent quarters. The
first floor of the structure is rented now to various
businesses and these will continue to occupy that
part of the building. The basement will be
altered to make a large dining-room. The sum
of $35,000 was paid for the structure and work on
remodeling the building will be started shortly.

Madison Lodge has at present a membership
close to 500, which is steadily increasing.

Grand Exalted Ruler to Visit
Many Eastern Lodges

The present plans of Grand Exalted Ruler
John G. Price call for a visit to Brooklyn, N. Y.,
Lodge No. 22, on January ^r. On February i
he will be in Newark, N. J., for the dedication of
the new Home of Newark, N. J., Lodge No. 21,
following which he will take a four-day trip
visiting Lodges in New Jersey. Completing this,
he will travel through New York State for a week,
and will attend the .Annual Banquet of New York
Lodge No. r, on February 14, commemorating the
57th anniversary of the birth of the Order. He
will be present at the banque of Boston, Mass.,
Lodge No. 10, on February 16, and will spend
a week visiting New England Lodges.

Junior Elks Fund Maintained
By Hanford, Calif, Lodge

The Junior Elks Fund which is maintained by
Hanford, Calif., Lodge No. 1259 embodies an
idea that might be adopted by many other
Lodges. It is the custom of this Lodge to issue
a warrant for Sio.oo to be placed in a savings
account for each new arrival in the home of its
members. As a result of this tlioughtful and
generous practice there are now quite a few

Handsome brojizeelh, a gift to Bingham-
ton, N. Y., Lodge, No. 852,from C. Fred
Johnson, ivhich was dedicated recently.
It stands at the entrance to the Home
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Home Los Angeles Lodge Is Building

These drawings by the architect of the
new Home'ofLos Angeles, Calif, Lodge
No. 99 give a vivid conception of how
this edifice, costing over a million dol
lars, will look when completed on the
site at Sixth and Park Vieiv Streets

iv I ^ 'i

'ilfeSsriafai'ii'"

Ground w a s recently
broken for this new
Home ivith appropriate
ceremonies tvhich are
described in the "Under
the Spreading Antlers
department of this issue
of The Elks Magazine.
At left is a perspective
of the finished biiilding

A characteristic glimpse of the interior. At left, the entrance
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"juniors" with money in the bank. That this
custom is praiseworthy and reflects credit on the
Lodge is evidenced by the expression of the
fathers concerned who have voiced their inten
tion of adding to the funds so started.

Chicago, HI., Lodge Gives Banquet
In Honor of Its Secretary

Chicago, 111., Lodge No. 4 recently gave a
testimonial dinner to Gustave W. Nothdurft
who has been the Lodge's secretary for the past
12 years. Several hundred members were pres
ent to honor Mr. Nothdurft and the speakers of
the evening expressed the feeling of the entire
Lodge in their praise of his loyal and conscien
tious service. As a token of this esteem Mr.
Notlidurft was presented at the close of the din
ner with a handsome radio set.

No. 1 Dedicates Tablet In Memory of
Past Grand Exalted Ruler Leach

Grand Exalted Ruler John G. Price and a
number of other Grand Lodge oflicers' were
present at the dedication by New York Lodge
No. I of the beautiful bronze tablet which it
has placed in its Home in memory of Past Grand
Exalted Ruler Edward Lcach who was a member
of that Lodge. The ceremonies opened with the
announcement by Past Exalted Ruler Arthur Y.
Dearden, Chairman of the Leach Memorial
Committee, that the tablet was ready for
dedication. Following this the ritualistic
service was conducted by the Exalted Ruler
and officers of No. i. There was a brief address
by Past Exalted Ruler William T. Phillips, and
a vocal selection by Walter liyron, who was
accompanied by Jesse iL Winne on the organ.
At the completion of the beautiful ritual elo
quent and inspiring addresses were made by
Mr. Price, Past Grand Exalted Ruler Joseph T.
Fanning! Grand Secretary Fred C. Robinson,
John F. Malley. Chairman of the Grand Lodge
Committee on Judiciary, and James A. Farley,
President of the New York State Elks .Associa
tion, al! of whom had known and admired
"Eddie "Leach.

Many other members of the Order were
present at the servicc?, including Hon. Murray
Hulbert. Member of the Grand Lodge Com
mittee on Social and Community Welfare;
Past District Deputy Grand Exalted Rulers
Hugh C. Harris, John E. Dearden, James T.
HallinanandThomasF.Brogan; AmonW. Foote,
Secretary of the New York State Elks Associa
tion ami Charles E. Osgood of Boston, Mass.,
Ix)dge No. 10. Many representatives from
Lodges about the city were also present.

The tablet in memorj' of ilr. Leach was
executed by Frederick R. Triebel, a member of
No. I, who was warmly complimented for the
beauty of his achievement.

""Chanters" of San Diego, Calif,
Lodge Successful Organization

San Diego. Calif., Lodge No 168 has always
been fortunate in having among its members
many who possess decidcd musical ability and
who gladly devote their talent and time towards
making the Lodge sessions attractive to all the
membership. The most prominent of these mus
ical units is the Ivlk Chanters with a membership
of 28 who meet regularly every week for practice
and who have attained a very high degree of
proficiency since their organization in 1918 under
the present director, William D. Deeble.

It is quite natural that their reputation has

spr^d all over the Pacific Coast and that they
have frequently been called upon to sing, not
only at many I.,odges in California and Arizona,
but also in many prominent churches of San
Diego and vicinity. At the two-week musical
festival held at Balboa Park last May they were
invited to furnish the entire program for one
evening to an audience of several thousand peo
ple, evoking great enthusiasm and high praise

^HE Order mourns, with the
tvhole nation, the death of

Mrs. Warren G. Harding—not
only because she was the tvidow
of the country's 29th President,
but also because she was the
widow of an Elk, a member
whose loyalty to the principles
of the Order set a lasting exam
ple to men of all nations.

for their work. At the recent presentation of
"A Night in Bohemia" produced for the Christ
mas charity fund, the Chanters formed the male
chorus and by their splendid work did much to
make the production the record-breaking suc
cess which it proved to be. The Lodge also has
an efTicient orchestra of 15 members who meet
regularly for practice and who furnish orchestral
music for all Lodge meetings.

Wayward Boys to be Helped
By Oregon Lodges

Salem, Ore., Lodge No. 336 has been doing
excellent work among the wayward boj-s who are
confined in the State Training Schools. Not
only has the Lodge played the role of big brother
to the youngsters, but it has been generous in
furnishing entertainment for them at regular in
tervals. Other Lodges in the State are contem
plating similar work, and much good is expected
to result from a. systematic and organized effort
to help and direct these wayward youngsters.

Mount Vernon, N. Y., Lodge Initiates
Large Class for Mother Lodge

District Deputy Grand E.xalted Ruler William
C. Clark of New York Southeast, accompanied
by the officers of his Lodge, Mount Vernon,
N. Y., Lodge No. 842, recently visited New
York, N. Y.y Lodge No. i. Before a gathering
which filled the spacious Lodge room of New
York Lodge to capacity, the officers of Mount
Vernon Lodge occupied the chairs and initiated
a large class of candidates for No. i. Among the
many prominent candidates of the class were
Eddie Cantor and Lowell Sherman, both well-
known stars of tlie stage, and Scudder Middleton
of the editorial staff of The Elks Magazine.
Mr. Cantor was initiated into Jlount Vernon
Lodge and Mr. Sherman into New York Lodge.
Following his initiation Mr.
Cantor was presented witli
se\'eral gifts, one coming from
Newark, N. J., Lodge No. 21
as an appreciation of his work
in helping the Lodge raise sev
eral thousand dollars for its
Christmas Fund. After the
meeting the officers of Mount
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Vernon Lodge and the members who accompa
nied them to New York City were guests of th^
Mother Lodge at a large banquet given at the
home in their honor.

Muskegon, Mich., Lodge Buys
Summer Playground

iluskegon, Mich., Lodge No. 274 recently
voted to purchase a tract of land situated just
south of its Lake Harbor property which it
plans to convert into a summer home. There are
69 acres in the tract with 1500 feet frontage on
Lake Michigan. It is heavily wooded and easOy
reached by automobile. The land will make an
ideal summer playground for the members and
their families when all the improvements have
been made. Suggestions for building a club
house, cottages, children's plaj'grounds, tennis
courts, etc., are being considered by the mem
bership.

President Farley Guest of Honor
At Oneonta, N. Y., Lodge

"Walton Night" held recently at the Home
of Oneonta, N. Y., Lodge No. 1312 was one of
the most enjoyable and one of the best attended
functions of the yean James A. Farley, Presi
dent of the New York State Elks Association,
was the guest of honor and many other distin
guished members of the Order were present.
Following a banquet, a class of candidates was
initiated by the ofScers of Binghamton, N. Y.,
Lodge No. 852. Mr. Farley then addressed the
meeting, outlining the work that the Associa
tion is doing especially in behalf of crippled
children, and complimenting the part Oneonta
Lodge is playing in Social and Community Wel
fare activities. Close to 500 were in attendance
and good fellowship prevailed throughout the
entire evening.

Pasadena, Calif, Lodge Con^letes
Organization of Boy Scout T^roop

With a charter from National Headquarters
authorizing it to meet, the Boy Scout Troop of
Pasadena, Calif., Lodge No. 672 is now a con
crete fact. The troop is ofiicially recognized as
Troop No. 3T. Purple and white have been
adopted as troop colors and neckerchiefs com
posed of these colors are worn by the Scouts on
all occasions. The Scouts are taking a thorough
interest in «cout work and enjojdng particularly
the drill instructions given them at each of their
meetings by the Lodge's Crown Patrol Drill
Team. Captain Cook, of the Drill Team, has
offered a cup to be awarded to the most efficient
Scout in the troop, the basis of consideration
being all-around behavior, number of tests
passed, appearance at the nightly inspections,
attendance, etc.

Annual Tournament of Elks Boivling
Association Opens March 28

Toledo, Ohio, is to be the scene of the event and
indications are that all entry records will be
broken. The tournament will be rolled on
Hagerty's Interurban .'Vlleysbeginning Saturday,
ilarch j8, and continue over a space of three
weeks, possibly more, dependent upon • the
number of entries. Every I^dge in the country-
is invited to send at least one repre.sentative
team to tlie tournament. The entry fee is S3.50
per man in each event: five-men, two-men and
individual, in addition to Si.50 per team associa
tion dues. Diamond medals will be awarded

The famous prize-ivinning Drum Corps of Santa Barbara, Calif, Lodge No. 613
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Camden, N. J., Lodge Opens Dental
Clinicfor Cripples

Each month's report pf the Lodge's Crippled
Kiddi^' Committee shows what wonderful
work is being accomplished by Camden, N. J.,
Lodge_No_. 293 in thecare ofchildren in Camden
and vidnity. A new phase of this work was
gently started. Through the generosity of
Pr- ?•Ludlow, a Dental Clinic hasbeen estab-Ikhed in the Home of Camden Lodge where all
the crippled children will be given free dental
Mrvice. Members of theLodge who are dentists
have offered togive their services mthout charge.

New Lodge at Lake Forest, III.,
Recently Instituted

Lake Forest, HI., Lodge No. 1498 was recently
District Deputy Grand Exalted

Ruler William R. Fletcher, who was assisted by
toe officers of Oak Park, 111., Lodge No. 1295.
IhQ officers of.the new Lodge are: E.\alted Ruler,
Walter A. Jones; Secretary, William H.Siegel.

SaKnos, Calif, Lodge Has
A Conscience Fund
_ Salmas, Calif., Lodge No. 614 adopted an in-

idea recently by establishing what it^s Its Conscience Fund." All members who
relatempaying their dues aregiven theprivilege

1®"^ consciences by voluntarilyassess-
so delmquency. The.sums
rr>« • abwe the dues are turned over to the

nr^f ^ for Minstrel ShowJ New Haven, Conn., Lodge
^ for theminstrel show which

Nb New Haven, Conn., Lodge
Theatre Januaiy 6 at the Shubert
sta^H L show ofits kind
the snp]^ai 1® for a number of years, and
tion - preparations for its produc-
respects tJiA surpass in all
New Hflv^ T minstrel shows for whichiNew Haven Lodge was famous in the past.

^embers Should Be On Guard
Against These Two Men
wh^?^?®^ of Charies Groth
ni 1676 of East St. Louis,ful 'owne? f °S MrP 1 5®
victimi7(./i i' ^cFarland. Groth has already
successfullv of lodges by using this cardforged checks.
No 2?^-n^ Reid, holding membership card
up to aJhi . Lodge No. 906
Order for been expelled from the
sholSdbL tS'lfnT'̂ "'̂ His cardSecretanJ !ff !u Presented and O. Klausen,
be notifed by

^>M,W Va., Lodge HoldsJ'estive Frolic

surrounding com-
reSltVin ♦!, J?®iebbonng Lodges took part
of BecldeJ W v® t auspices
dtv J No. 1452. The whole
businp^i, 1 bonor of the event and
attrartU withoneanotherin making
f W? n The Frolic started off with
foweTin^M^^® afternoon. This was fol-
qShI k n ^ banquet and a mas-
wasTho ; .• f®?'"""® of the day's festivities
Thp Fr IP^ '̂̂ tion ofa large class ofcandidates.
best evpr Ln^ ™ost successful andoest ever held m that part of the State.

the winners in each event and one for the all-
events champion, also cash prizes.

For further information regarding the tourna
ment, dates, etc., write Jack Hagerty, care of
the Interurban Bowling Parlors, ToMo, Ohio,
or John M. A. Galen, 2579 Fairview Avenue,
Detroit, Mich.

Waterloo, Iowa, Lodge Lays
Corner-stone ofNew Home

Waterloo, Iowa, Lodge No. 290 recently laid
the comer-stone for the new Home which it is
building at Park Avenue and Mulberry Street.
District Deputy Grand Exalted Ruler Marion
Gard of Marshalltown, Iowa, Lodge No. 312
performed the ceremony, and James G. Clark'
President of the Iowa State Elks Association'
Walter Bass, Exafted Ruler of the Lodge, and
other officers of the Lodge took part in the exer
cises. The band of Cedar Falls, Iowa, led the
march of the members from theirpresent Home
to the site of the new building. The principal
address of Ae day was deUvered by Senator
te of FortMadison Iowa, Lodge No. 374 and Past Presi
dent of ^e Iowa State Elks Association.

Alameda, Calif., Lodge Doing
Excellent Welfare Work

M^bers of the Social and Community Weifare Comimttee of Alameda, Calif., Lod% No
exceUent work not fnly iii

thiE^t Ra chantable institutions of
h recent months the committee has been called upon bya number of in

dmduals, and also by the Social Service Bnwof the city of Alameda, to pro^dfSiarin, S
parel for close to

candy from time to time. In o^Pr
Its work of distributing clothes to^h?"^^®

Committee^plSto hold a fashion show for the women—
thmg never conducted in the city beforT^ -rl®"
price of admission wiU be a bundle of
By this method the Lodge hop^°L '̂° '̂?e-

Peabody, Mass., Lodge No iaoo th. ^ •
Committee on Social and *ts
has organized a Bov Scouf ^e'^are,bership%f 3. and aL^rg ^
ing.to join. The Lodge allows the
of Its Home every Wedn^»«;Ha^, • foop the use
offered several prizes for the Scontf ^
best showing in their work. makmg the

Sa«o Borfior^ Ckilif., Lodge SellsOld Home atHandsome Profit
The Home ofSanta Barbara Calif t j ,613 which Ithas owned and occm^i^f^?® ^o.

22 years, was recently sold it h i"®
handsome figure of $i5oS^" aJ inthe origmal purchase pri^TJf Sover
t^s surplus in its tre£uty ^ '̂th
ahead rapidly with the buSdine oflf is going
which It is estimated will co^t in ^ome
hood of 8260,000. The actu-^l ®"eighbor-
structure have already been con^rf^ ^
Building Committee and work « ^he
will begin shortly. on its erection

social organization for the nfLc? ®"^^essful
bers, the Club is of gre^L?, of its mem-
ite welfare work, plaffnga eenf^ Lodge inof its activities. Ithas fuSfsffir^"'
on many occasions for wouSi!if."®Portatiof,taken them on outings and trii?« and has
Dunng the p,.«t summer th Pciuh''™-"^
Lodge in entertaining visiting wi ^^isted the
other lodges that stopped off fn ''°m
their way to the OranS Lodge ""
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ments were rendered b>- representatives from
^dges in Leominister.' New Bedford, Lynn,
Pittsfield and Northampton dealing with their
chanty work. The report of Leominster Lodge

1237 showed a per capita e.xpenditure oj
512.36, the highest in the State. Past Grand
•fc'Xalted Ruler James R. Nicholson ^vas the
presiding officer at the meeting and manyother
distinguished members of the Order, includwg
John F. Alalley, Chairman of the Grand Lodge
^ommittee on Judiciary and Dr. William D*
McFee, President of the Massachusetts State
•t-lks Association, tookpart in the session.

Luis Obispo, Calif, Lodge
frins Armistice Day Cup

In the Armistice Day parade held in San Luis
Ubispo on November 11. San Luis Obispo, Calu-.
J-odge No. 322 entered a beautifully decoratea
automobile and carried off first prize agauist a
large field of competitors. The prize, a hand
some silver cup, awarded by the American
Region, now takes its place among several sucn
trophies recently won by the Lodge.

^ffersonville, Ind., Lodge Backs
Basketball Team

Jeffersonville, Ind., Lodge No. 362, which has
always made a special effort to sponsor vanous
athletic teams in all the different branches or
sport for the benefit of the young people of we
city, recently sponsored a basketball team.
best material of the city was selected m tn
organization of the team which has been enterea
in the Falls Cities Federation and which is nw
one of the strongest contenders for the cha
pionship of that league. The best equipment
and coaching obtainable, together with tne
proper practice floor, have been given the teJ^-
Last fall Jeffersonville Lodge sponsored a lO
baU team. This was done at a time when lacK
of the proper backing threatened to elimiM
a veiy popular sport in Jeffersonville. The
eleven was financed, advertised, coached ana
supported by the Lodge in a manner Uiat
brought It great success.

Veterans of Three Wars Guests
OfAlbany, Ore., Lodge

Veterans of the Civil War, Spanish-Ainerican
^^ar andthe W^orld W'̂ ar were recently S^e
^bany. Ore., Lodge No. 359, where an evening
of feasting and entertainment was staged mtljeir
honor. District Deputy Grand Exalted Kuie
P. A. Young of Albany Lodge, and George L.
Sanders,E.valtedRuler of the Lodge, joineda great
gathering of members in welcoming the warn •
Anexcellent banquet, interestingaddresses, mucn
music and athletic matches of various kinds maae
up a thoroughly delightful evening.

Stockton, Calif, Lodge Plays Part
In Potato Day Celebration

Stockton, Calif., Lodge No. 218 tookan active
part in the Potato Day celebration staged re
cently in that city in recognition of Amenca s
winning the world's record yield of potatoes.
The enormous total of 57,752.75 pounds of our-
bank potatoes from one surveyed acre was Uie
record achieved by Frederick H. Rindge on nis
San Joaquin delta tract. Stockton Lodge helped
to raise the "Celebration Fund" of $30,000 ana
participated in the great parade which was a
feature of the event. Luther Burbank, F. W.
Richardson, Governor of California, and over
500 prominent citizens of the State joined m tlie
festivities.

Massachusetts State Elks Association
i^scusses Charity Work
Ch^i^ '̂'"®r ^?alted Rulers, Secretaries and
Coml^fl" Social and Community Welfare
cpnti ° Massachusetts Lodges was re-
T.nrll^ XT® Home of Boston, Mass.,
Trtri No- ro. The charitable work of theSes in the Massachusetts State Elks Associa-

th" ^y®s discussed and plans for coordinatingeir lurther activities were formulated. Statc-

Rockville, Conn., Lodge Observes Sixth
Anniversary in New Home

Rockville, Conn., Lodge No. 1359 celebrated
its sixth anniversary recently in its new Home.
The Home was formally opened on that evening
witha program befitting the occasion. Located
in the best residential section, it is one of the
show places of the city. It is situated on a lot
175X225 feet. A granite wall surrounds the lot,
enclosing grounds that are made unusually at
tractive, by costly shrubbery of 25 years
growth- mriQiQtincr ni Unrli^n. blue SOrUCC ancl

tion.
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From "Canterbury Pilgrims" to
"The Sidewalks of New York"

"Save the Bible and
Webster's Unabridged
we think this book is
destined to become the
most popular ever pub
lished in this country."
—Christian Union.

"It is a library in which
one may trace the full
current of English po
etry and song from the
earliest to the latest
times."—The Outlook-

"The most complete
and satisfactory book of
the kind ever issued."
—New York Tribune.

"No book better de
serves room on the
table of the American
home."—The Interior.

"We are impressed
anew with its range,
richness, and value."—
Literary World.

"All the poets of the
English tongues are here
brought together.—N.
Y. Christian Advocate.

"We know of no simi
lar collection in the En
glish language which,
in copiousness and fel
icity of selection and
arrangement, can at
all compare with it."—
N. Y. Times.

"We have no hesita
tion in recommending
it as the best compila
tion of its kind now
extant."—S y r acu s e
Standard.

"Unquestionably the
choicest collection of
poetry ever made."—
Albany Times.

"Destined to be the
most popular poetic
work ever offered to a
reading public. It is a
book for a life-time."—
Rutland Independence.

"A book which bears
out its comprehensive
title most thoroughly."
—N. Y. Eetning Mail.

THE LIBRARY OF POETRY AND SONG
Utopian Edition

This collection is the answer to the great questions: What
poetry should I have? Where can I find the best poetry? The
Librarj' of Poetry and Song offers you the most complete assem
blage of poetry in existence at a nominal cost.

Accept a Free Examination
Because it is ii new and greater conception and has a higher purpose

than most books can have, it is believed by the publishers that every
person wlio reads this announcement will want, at least, to see the books.
You are respectfully invited to send for them for inspection. When The
Library of Poetry and Songarrives in your home, if it does not positively
capture you, if you do not feel compelled, nay eager, to own it—you
may return the books within a week, and be under no obligation. Why
not lot us send them for your inspection? The coupon will bring them
promptly!

SEND THIS COUPON TODAY!

purpose of the Utopian Edition of The Library of
Poetry and Song is to make it possible for everyone to

own the best verse that has come into existence in our lan

guage for the last six hundred years (that is, since the time
of Chaucer).

Within the covers of this single work (in three ample but
convenient volumes) you will start on a pilgrimage with
Chaucer's immortal company: a Knyght, a Clerk, a Sergeant
of the Lawe, a Povre Persoun of a Toun, wel nyne-and-
twenty that toward Caunterbury wolden ryde. And con
clude your adventures with our metropolitan folk-song
"East Side, West Side, all around the town!" Between these
two extremes lies every shade of emotion, every poetic thought
and feeling of mankind—the work of overnine hundred poets!

Genei'ously Illustrated
Every detail has been attended to that will contribute | d<

to the advantages of these books. For example, in the | Q.
Authors' Index, after an author's name there appears in i
small type the country or birthplace and the biographical • pc
dates of that author. Such information is subordinated ! a (
to the principal feature of the book—namely, the verse j
itself—but it is valuable and eadly found when wanted. I f"
There are also countless views and portraits illustrating I
the three volumes. | Ni

DOUBLEDAY PAGE &COMPANY j
Dept. 1221, Garden City, New York I

Doubleday, Page & Company
Dept. 1221

Garden City, New York
Gentlemen: Please send for my inspection The Illustrated Library of
Poetry and Song—three volumes in open-air blue covers containing
a complete exhibition of the most inspired poetry for the last six hundred
years. Witbin a week I shall return theset or else sendyouonly $1.00
first payment and $2.00 a month until the special price ofSii.oo
is paid. (Cash Discount s^r-)

Address.
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A Warm

House When

You Arise
This Easy Inexpensive Way

The Elks Magazine

The Iron Man of the Track
{Continued from Page Ij)

For in the back of Xurmi's mind is the
^bition sonic day to run the mile in the un-
neard-ol time of four minutes. A few 3-ears
ago such an achievement would have been
ranked as impossible. To-day with Nurmi
and his new system of pace, it is not only
possible but even probable. Already Nurmi
has come within six seconds of this mark, while
no other nmner in the historj' of the world ever
came witnm twelve seccnds of it, cither as an
amateur or a professional.
, ^^.'"'̂ an Tabcr ofAmerica, July i6, 1916, ran

the distance in 4 min. 123-5seconds. Taberwas
lortunate in competing at a time when there
were many great milers, John Paul Jones, Abe
Kiviat, Mel Sheppard and many others. Spurred
on by competition, trained by the greatest
coaches, and possessing splendid physical
requisites, he could do no better than 4:12:3
ana that was considered marvelous, and easily
withstood the onslaughts of succceding milers,
until the arrival of Nurmi. Joie Ray, at his
best, ran two seconds slower than this, and yet
he has proven the most consistent mile-runner
America has yet produced. W. L. George, an
amateur of England who afterwards turned

and match his fighting strength as well as his
running ability against the best we have,, and
gradually wear them down. I am inclined to
believe iJiat he will choose the latter course,
because it would be too difficult toadjust himself
to the varj'ing conditions of our different indoor
tracks. Nurmi's time will not be as good if he
adopts this kind of a system, but he will no
doubt be farmore sure ofwinning.

This "non-competitive" system of Nurmi's
was paralleled by Bobby Jones, of Atlanta, in
this year's National Amateur Golf tournament.
In previous years, Jones has come within an
ace of winning, only tobe beaten byanopponent
Tf V ^ better "match" player than he.It has for some time been conceded that no one
can touch Jones in medal play when he is on
top ofhis form. This year, he decided to make
tne most of his ability to turn in low cards
pajing against par. And so, instead of con-

against his opponents,wondering and worrj-ing about what they were
doing, he set himself the task of playing against

record. With his mind free from
except his own score in relation to

trouljle elusive .\mateur title with little

sprinting, I have tried both

thonSt^Tk . ^competitor, with no
SiSnr records, but with the princi-
LcrS. of beating my man. I was usually
single reiord I never smashed a

1 \ concentmted upon in-
finish and ih t"*^f
inJT «, cf ^hort upon develop-
wfufd br^nT t ^ '̂hich
not "system" did
opponent. ? competition of mycSa?n Inn J race in a
aWe lo^oT^ generally
commf>n J ♦ when some of my opponents
tfme rTf? the record, or the
^ry Dur?n t'ley won.
co^pSve
comDctllK-^®' Olympic Games I was a non-
S fn fh I did not win. In
reach ?he L V" ? ^ fortunate to
and t£ ^ records
S L?n Pr° '̂en good i^t^n a! J ^competitor
Sn'l itJi Olympics of 1920,

^ back to the National
shape'"" But Tn ^ intonot acTini! f running a^anisf my man and
through ^ ^We to fight
that was nc i to win in time
timp good as I had ever made. But the
arut^SkSjt." '̂"'- '
To^d^v^ '̂h!! '̂̂ avo Nurmi.
di*;f-in ^ record-breaker, the greatest
meriv^ha?""" seen. For^
all his ^0 win
become a ^ to
abfeTn :? or again, for he will not be
he is abln P ^ 'i different indoor tracks, as
laid ftiff ? °"tdoors where they are usually
fame wil n distances. But his greatest
comneti Iv f from his "non-competitive system.

Make This Test

For healthy rest, sleep with win
dows open. But keep the rest of
the house warm. Chamberlin Tn-
sKle poor Bottoms enai>le you to
admit fresh air to any part'of the
house, while sealing all other
parts against drafts.

Try This Experiment
open your bedroom windows. Close
the door, Ihcn placeyour hand at the
crack between the bottom of Ihe d.x)r
and.Hoor.Notethedraftofcoldairwhichni.shes through tiie crack into the hall.
Try this at theattic jmd basement as
well. There will bea draftat each It
goes on all night from bedroom.?, con
stantly from tliebasement, while warm
air c.scapes to Hie uniiscfl attic. Tliat is
why batliand breakfast rooms arc al
mostalwayscol<l in the morning And
that e.xplains why tlie temperature re
mains too far belownormal imlil 10or
11 o clock every dayduring thewinter.

CHamberlIN

and Inside Door Bottoms
Send the coupon below or write us for
an es unate on the cost of cquiDjinl
your home with inside door

fimpiv u"o no!.X

\ Sr ~" "1
I 1
I Chumbcrl'n MewPte Ootlcms- f
I j
I .Vfimc I

I At/e/j-ess. ... I
I I
I CCy antf State I
I Entr.Dept. J-18 I

ttui^Lcur 01 England who afterwards turned
professional, made 4min. 12}-^ seconds, and that
stands to-day as the professional mark, and for
many years has been considered unbeatable.

let there is a runner in the world who not
only can break that mark but believes he can
run better than 12 seconds faster! And in
doing it, Nurmi states that he would train to
run each lap in sixt)- seconds! •\\'hen these
lormcr records were established the athletes

n '̂̂ al 220 yards when the3' sprintedwan all they had in reserve. But Nurmi would
calculate onfinishing easily.

However, it is very plain that as a competitor
ne would never be able to do this. Because
there would be no one else to run with him, and
spur him on. He must beat the record, not the
man.

Olympic Games of 192S Paavo Nurmj
_ will no doubt be just as successful a.^; in '20 and
in 24. He keeps himself in splendid condition,
and IS always in training. He loves running,
which m Itself is a great asset to the successful
cinderpath star, It is not punishment for liim
to carry on. It is a serious pleasure that he
thoroughly enjoys.

His competition indoors in America will be a
novel experience for him and though he will be
handicapped by inexperience on the boards, by
his long trip and by the strange running condi
tions, he will no doubt give a great account of
himself. But whether he does or not he will
.stand forth as the running marvel of modern
times, the only man who ever lived that stood a

\ 1°^ running a mile in four minutes.
^^11- does accomplish tliat feat, his namewill beirnmorlal for theathlctic ages.

ills efforts have been appreciated by his
countiymen and to-day a statue is being erected
m Helsingfors, a memorial to his mar\'elous
success in the last Olympic Games. Tor Numi,
like the Greek heroes of old, in the ancient
Olympics, devoted himself to his country,
trained and sacrificed for Finland, and now
receives from the land of his nativity the laurel
wreath, in token of victory.

The Chicken That Was Picked
{Continued from page ig)

foS.?w u disturbed and uncom-^rtable, had chmhed mbe.side him, that "they
^nt a reporter out the other day to find a boy
TcutZ a cow. Th^
w?rp u twenty-nine boyswere playing baseball. Out of that twenty-nine,
onl> one had ever seen a cow! This little city
tool js just like that. You should see the mess

makes makitchcn."

"cu learn," suggested Henry softly,
she d better."

They drove down the undulating dirt road
o where straight sycamores and drooping

^lows clustered greenlv along the red clav
banks of the river. Heniy liked to fish. i?e

could dream dreams while drifting in a flat-
bottomed boat upon the yellow eddying water.
But today he was brought sharply out of his
mood by AsaHamilton's question.

'Will you bet me five hundred that* your
chicken wins tonight?"

"Why, you know Red Knight is a better
cock than Black Prince, Mr. Hamilton!"
_ "That's all right," answered Hamilton, look-
ms at Henry steadily with his cold gray eyes.

There are five judges, and no man can tell
\yhat a group of five men will decide. It's just
like a jury. Besides, I have a hunch." He took
a check book out of his pocket, held it on his
knee, and wrote out a check with a gold fountain
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pen. "Come, now, if I'm willing to take the
chance, you ought to be. You arc not
afraid?"

"Afraid?" There was something irritating
about that overbearing demeanor—or was it the
infuriating thing that Zeb had quoted as
Hamilton's intentions toward Priscilla Brandon?
'Write down the terms of the bet," said Henry,

with an edge on his soft voice. "I'll make out
a check and we'll find a stakeholder when we get
to shore." He turned back to his fishing. But
the glassy surface of the river seemed to re
flect an alert, vivid face, with reproachful
black-rimmed green eyes.

_Meanwhile, little Luclla had dragged her
high red heels Hstlesslj' into the house when
Henry and Hamilton had 'eft her. .A cold

u clutched at the pit of her stomach. Shethought of the unfamiliar task before her and
became homesick for the bustle and roar of
Third Avenue in New York. In this quiet
village, where slow-moving, slow-talking
people regarded you curiously, were strange
and terrible things. Horses, with large while
eyeballs, huge yellow teeth and iron feet;
cows with hypnotic brown eyes, terrific
voices, and pointed crooked horns; and
chickens that raised their heads high and
made queer, shrill, insinuating noises when
you approached.

And now Mist' Hamilton wanted her to fix
one of these strange, terrible chickens for din
ner. She went gooseflesh all over. The only
chickens she had ever known had been the
.white-fleshed ones that hung by their feet in
meat market windows, a rufT of feathers about
their necks. But hers was a courageous little
soul. She went slowly but resolutely through
the house and into the backyard.

Up to her strutted a fearful bufT-colored
rooster with a long tail, sharp spurs, and a
red comb that drooped rakishly over one eye.
Around the yard plump hens scratched and
picked—making caaing noises, or clucking to
one another in a thin secret language. She felt
sure that whatever chicken she killed would
be the wrong one. Then she happened to
notice a large glossy black chicken in a wire pen
against the whitewashed board fence. Evi
dently Mist' Hamilton had selected the
chicken to be fixed, had caught it, and had
left her to do the rest.

CHE approached the cagc. The chicken
within had beautiful black tail feathers and

knobby spurs, but practically no comb at all.
He was very proud looking, strong, sleek and
glossy. It seemed a pity to eat him. As
she came near he put his head on one
side and made a high, resentful sound in his
throat.

Luella removed the small picce of wood that
latched the door, stooped and stepped inside.
The chicken lowered its head, ruffed its neck
feathers, and suddenly flew up at her. She
screamed and beat him down with her hands.
He ran around, recovered his pose, and ruffed
his neck at her again. Luella, almost petrified
with fright, rushed at him in self-defense.
He ducked, but she backed him up against the
board fence and clasped him in her arms. He
beat at her with a free wing, pecked her arm
with his beak, and scratched her with his
strong sharp claws. The blood of battle rose
in Luella at this viciousness. She punched him
on the head, threw him down, and sat on him,
getting a firm hold on his neck with her
scratched and dirty hands.

The air was full of flying dust and feathers,
and both combatants were breathing heavily.
Ivuella considered what to do next. She
hesitated to let him up while she searched for
a stick—she had an unpleasant picture of
herself undefended to his spurs while she
crawled out through the gate. She tried
bouncing up and down on hira, but it seemed
to make him mad, so she stopped.

Then she had a brilliant idea. That morn
ing Mist' Hamilton had painlessly got rid of
five tiny kittens by putting them in a bucket
with a sponge soaked in chloroform.

Not without considerable combative manoeu-
venng, Luclla managed finally to get the
chicken into the kitchen, pour a liberal amount
of chloroform over the sponge in the bucket
and hold the chicken's face against it. .Vt first
ho kicked furiously; but presently he grew

(CoHliuiicd on- page 52)
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and looked

blouse was torn her vellowkh n.iff through the wire netting into Red Knight's pen.
fuIloffeSherrand hitro^ dusk he could see what had hap-
were scratched and bleeding hut qIip rl pened. The once beautiful cock was drenched iti

Ludla lifted the P^int. His tail feathers were heavy withthen found that his feathers didn't want^"o "7"
Tpalr'of'plia^rs Th? had stn'm'S' Hamm"'' h" bac" with hShSds braced behinduse on his mSor and^fir li large soft brown eyes staring up to

-k^bTcrprSif^eU vo|f T̂ht"t°rXi??o:Sfps'of'HaSlton
The dead chicken sneezed is if hf- ®i".Hamilton's Black Prince should, by -

caught cold from hi<; hnrL- hpinrr A ^ wildest mischance, be dead, tlic judges would

It hiVthe toireTeS^cr dark when Henry got an olddrew a yellow evelid over }ii<; hm newspaper from his room to protect his clothes,
lowered his beak and relaxed protesting Red Knight in it, andreiaxea. walked slowly up the street. There was a light

T UELLA was 'f?lad r u j rear of Hamilton's house, and he could sec^ madethe?L!terintn.!S^^^^^ ' '̂ Sures through the curtains. He turnedJ^UELLA was glad that the chloroform had
madethe roosterinsensible to thepainof the

plucking th^ had occurred before heat length
had died. She felt sorry for hira. because he
had been so brave, and the final plucks at his
feathers were performed through a mist of
tears. At last he was naked. Shewashed him
thoroughly with soap and warm water at the
smk, dried him nicely on a tea towel, and put

•rvx L^llCll.

Major Brandon, his face very red against his
white suit, was jammed into a large arm-chair
at the far end of the room. The slim Priscilla--

sink, Si hlrnicTy S a":a";owrn 1 counted ^this-was seated ne.xt
him into the bottom oart of thp j "H' in her black sweater^ \vith white
erator where she closed the Hnnr ."S" edges, her black hair smooth and shining. Zeb,
him. ' Nvide black hat in hand, pulled at his mournful
„ Henry and Hamilton decided unon AT.he. leanedHenry and Hamilton decided upon Major

I °i: committee,as stakeholder. The sun was setting as they
drove up to the faded green house. The portly
Alajor Brandon, in a white linen suit, met
Ihern at the open door. His clean-shaven face
was habitually red and his right eyelid drooped
upon an empty socket that derived from the
war with Spam. He accepted the responsi
bility of stakeholder with what was intended
or a low and graceful bow. Supper was just

then announced, and regardless of what may
ha\e been the Major's feelings toward one of

conscious of the sacred
obligations of hospitality.

"Gentlemen," he insisted, "you must stay
for supper."

Henry didn't want to stay. Prisdlla would
be there, and he was afraid the conversation
would veer around to chickens. But before
he could thinkof an excuse, they were driftinc
toward the dining-room, where Priscilla
table ° shining mahogany

Henry bought Red Knight from me,"
namilton wasbooming before ten minutes had
fw ^ hundred dollarsthat Black Prince would win to-night It's a
sporting chance. And if I lose-Henry had
such hard luck with his fire—I'll feel that I'm
helping a young fellow out."

Priscilla's vivid face became a frozen mask.
Henry had never been more miserable.

After all, he had broken his word. The meal
dragged interminably, and when it was done
It was time for the judges to meet at Asa
Hamilton's. Priscilla avoided speaking to
Henry when he left' to get Red Knight from
his pen across the street.

Stars were beginning to popout in thepale-
blue evening sky. Henry took off his Panama
and worriedly brushed a lock of brown hair
from his high forehead. He would clear two
hundred dollars by selling Red Knight to the
pool, and five hundred additional from his bet
with Hamilton. But no amount of money
could make up for Priscilla's coldness.

His lanky frame traveled dejectedly past the
wiiitewashed room behind the charred founda
tion. The thing to do was to goaheadand make
this money. Priscilla would see then he had
made a Judicious investment. Success answers
all criticism. He rested a hand upon the top of
Red Knight's pen, and encountered something
stickj' and wet. He noticed for the first time the
smell of turpentine in the air. He lifted his hand
into the light.

moustaches where he leaned lugubriously
against the sink. The four other judges were
seated in chairs and there were a dozen spectators
against the walls. Luella's pink blouse and tan
skirt were visible beneath the sink, where she sat
and munched on a sandwich, her small blue eyes
agog.

"Well, Henry," boomed Hamilton from his
seat upon the pine table, "you have kept us
waiting, son."

"Gentlemen," drawled Henry softly, his
brown eyes fastened appealingly upon Priscilla.

I reckon I'm out of this." His lean tanned tace
was pale. He knelt and unwrapped the paper
from the Red Knight—revealing a ridiculous
travesty of pit game beauty. "Somehow, saici
Henry, "my chicken has been ruined." ,

After a moment of silence, Asa Hamilton lec
the roar of laughter. There was something so
funny about Henry's depression; and the game
cock—soppingly green, and stuck from comb to
bedraggled tail with strips of clinging paper
completed the despondent picture.
Brandon, however, was serious. And 1 r'^-
cilja's vivid face was pale and unsmiling.

"It's a pity we can't rule this cock out,_ana
bring in another one." Major Brandon's single
eye rather glowered at Asa Hamilton. "But so
long as he's alive, we've got to decide between
him and Black Prince. Where is Black Prince.
As^trustees for the pool, we've got to see what
we're paying seven hundred dollars for."

"I'll get him," said Hamilton, and went out
the back door. Henry moved over to Zeb.

"Zeb," he murmured, "I want to give Red
Knight to you. He still can fight, you know.
And I reckon you ought to bo able to sell him
for enough to pay your fine."

I'rom Priscilla, nearby, came a little gasp.
Zeb looked slowly up into Henry's kind brown
eyes. His mouth beneath his drooping mous
taches opened as if with surprise, and a curimis
expression—almost of awe—came o\'er nis
aquiline face. He blinked, swallowed with
difficulty, and lowered his head. At that
moment Asa Hamilton burst into the room.

"Black Prince's gone!" he shouted, his square
face a mottled white. "Luella!" he cried,
spying her beneath the sink," ""where is the
chicken that was in that wire pen?"

"In there," she said, calm in the consciousness
of duty well-performed.

"In where?" demanded Hamilton.
"In the 'frigerator," said Luella.
Hamilton was followed by all eyes as he

crossed the room and opened the bottom door of
the refrigerator

Black Prince's nude body rolled unexpectedly
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out upon the floor. For a moment there was not
a sound in the room. With Black Prince dead,
some strange and at present unknown rooster
must be brought in to win the prize.

Thena thrilling, an impossible tiling occurred.
For the Black Prince—scion of a long line of
fighters—was groggy but still in the ring. He
lifted his pointed head, with its tuft of black
feathers about the ears, struggled gamely to his
feet, and staggered—drunken and naked—into
the kitchen. There he stood, plucked clean to
his yellow skin, his bare wings hanging down l^e
arms, his nubbin of a tail sticking up. He
swayed uncertainly from side to side and
blinked dazed eyes at the glare.

'J'HE room was too astonished for sound.
Major Brandon, smiling with pleasure, was

the first to break the silence.
"Gentlemen,".he said, "these two cockscome

before us in a very remarkable condition. They
are both here, however, and both alive. So
under the rules we must choose the better. As
to that point," he continued above a ripple of
merriment, "we can hardly be of two minds!"
He dived into the insidepocketof his linen coat,
drew forth and opened an envelope. Then
bowing formally, he presented Henry with the
two $soo checks and wth $700 in crisp green
bills.

After a moment of bewilderment, Henry
placed the newspaper-wrapped Red Knight at
Major Brandon's feet. Then he glanced at
Hamilton's cruel mouth—looked for a moment
into Priscilla's black-rimmed green eyes—and
went over and took the trembling Luella by the
hand. "You come with us,".he told her. "Miss
Priscilla will take good care of you. Will you
like that?"

"I'll say I will!" answered Luella, clinging to
him.

Priscilla took Luella's other hand. From the

door Henry beckoned to Zeb. who joined them
as they reached the darkness of the sidewalk.

"Here's the two hundred you need, Zeb.
Henry put the bills into Zeb's hands. "Good
luck to you!"

Zeb's face was invisible beneath his enormous
hat. He made a faint noise in his throat.
Suddenly he pressed the two bills back into
Henry's palm and shuffled rapidly away down
the street. ^ „

"I hope I didn't offend him!" Henr>' mur--

"Henry," cried Priscilla, "you are the most
cuileless person I ever saw! Zeb dumped that
bucket ofpaintover your chicken. I saw him—
that's why I went to the meeting." ,

"Gee!" Henry ejaculated and became lost in
thought. , ^ 1,

"And I can guess who put him up to it,
added Priscilla. , „ . , , u

They crossed to the Brandon s house where
they parked Luella in the pantry beside a plate
of cake and jam.

"Priscilla," Henry ventured after they imd
drifted outto thes\vinging bench onthewstaria-
covered porch, "I—I am sorry I broke my word.||

"You are certainly untrustworthy, Henry,
she retorted sharply. "Besides—the idea of
offering Zeb all that money! You ought to have
a guardian." .

"I reckon you're right," Henry conceded.
"Priscilla, would I be speculatin' if I asked you
to—what I mean, honey—would you . .

"Oh Henry," she cried impulsively, "I can't
be mad with youl" She suddenly buried her
face against his sleeve.

Strangely, there seemed no further need lor
words. No one could see that her head was
upon his shoulder, his cheek upon her hair.
"Darkness and silence and the faint fragrance of
wistaria folded them in to the heart of the
summer night.

W i 1 d Thyme
{Conliniied from Page 11)

bonnet shop had prospered; she had sent her
daughter through grammar school and high
school and the girl had held her own socially
with the best the village offered. And yet . . .
well, a woman fighting the world is a woman
fighting the world. The struggle cannot help
but leave its scars. .\nd leaning on a man's
strength and affluence is her constitutional
inclination.

Like a poor little frightened bird, Eva May
viewed this disruption in her pinken Eden at
first and then grew increasingly torn and be
wildered. She loved Tommy—or had always
supposed she did. Still, Tommy was Tommy.
He couldn't even persuade anyone that he was
capable of making money in an establishmpt
of his own. And a certain measure of compassion
is due Mrs. Walters if her little thrush-like
mother-heart wanted her only child to know and
have the best life offered. I think she cried a
lot over it clandestinely, and especially after
those distressing times when Tommy came into
her store to try and hold his prestige only to
discover that Ranee Hepburn had been there
and prevailed upon her daughter to go volplan
ing with him over Vermont's fragrant hills and
luxuriant valleys in tliat stupendous car its
owner had brought from abroad.

suit more coarse or ill-fitting, his wrists bigger,
his hands more clumsy. From time to time I
(!aught snatches of the conversation and gath
ered that Ranee had accomplished his intro
duction with the excuse that he was interested
in starting a new garage in Paris owing to some
trivial altercation with Will Pease, Tommy's
present employer, where the prodigal had that
day stored his magnificent roadster.

Well, that was the way it started. This
debonair fellow who had known battle lines,
deserts, dangerous oceans, wld peoples, had
journeyed up here into sleepy New England to
pluck a little sprig of wild thyme—or apple
blossoms, dew-washed, if you prefer—growing
on the mountain bank that was our tawdry
manufacturing town of Paris.

I blamed him for his rapine and yet I didn't.
It wasn't altogether strange that bored, wearied
and scorched by deadly-bosomed women who
had dwelled in the world's Haming highlights,
his heart and fancy had turned backward to the
type of simple, modest, virtuous girl that was
synonymous with the ruggedness, honesty and
sincerity of his boyhood background. And yet
. . . There was Tommy!

The dearest thing in his life was being stolen
from beneath his very grasp and he could not
fight because he had no weapons sufficiently
effective. Tommy's name wasn't in "Who's
Who in America? " He didn't have two million
dollars. He couldn't talk of Paris, Capetown,
Singapore, Tokio as most Vermont folk talk of
Barre, Montpelier, Bennington, Springfield.
And as for his physical assets, the poor chap
couldn't even comb his hair. .4ndyet when he
had given Eva May her seventy-fi\'e dollar
diamond, no monarch had ever bestowed an
empire on a Sheba with more joyous self-elation.

Paris, Vt., learned what was going on. It
knew that Ranee Hepburn's path of least
resistance was through the little milliner, Molly
Walters. Ranee began calling at the store
shamelessly, taking the mother riding in his
stupendous motor, the like of ^vhich was rarely
seen in Vermont. And Eva May wouldn't
have been human—and a woman—not to be
susceptible to the sudden influences pressing
upon her. Molly wasn't mercenary. Her small

T UNDERTOOK to speak to him about it one
evening when I had turned into the cluttcred

garage yard to have a bolt tightened on my own
machine. He sat down on my running-board,
his greasy overalls leaving a blotch, and wiped
his hands with some cotton waste.

" I wisht you could tell me how I could help
it," he said raggedly, his eyes averted. "Just
sweepin' Eva and her Ma off their feet, he is,
. . . with all his ballroom tricks. What chance
have I got?" And when he raised his face I
saw the China-blue eyes were brimming with
honest tears.

"He ought to be shot! . . . run out of town
on a rail," Xexcoriated.

"No. He's playin'fair enough. Only he's got
trainin' and equipment that I just liaven'l. He
was in here yesterday. He asked me not to
mind what he was doin', if I could. .-Vnd he
said he'd really back me in the best garage there

{Continued on 5./)
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Wild Thyme
{Continued from page ss)

is in the State. But . . . that would never . . .
satisfy me . . . for the loss ... of Eva May."

"Well, Tommy, you're a dead-game sport.
I'll say that much for you," I consoled him.
"People are saying some caustic things about
Eva and her mother for standing for it."

"They shouldn't!" he defended promptly.
"They oughta give Eva the chance to decide
with which one of us she'd really be happiest."

"You mean that, Tommy?"
"I want Eva to be happy—even if it's \vith

somebody else."
And that was his philosophy and his rosary.

It went no further.

JUNE slipped away with Ranee still living at
the Whitney House and idling away his days

through the town—or at the Francais Millinery.
He gave it out that he was taking a well-earned
vacation after which he thought he'd slip out to
China and see how his friend Chi was coming
along with his politics; he said it as the rest of us
talk, of going to Albany or New York. Then
suddenly July had gone and Eva May was
gomg about with a frightened droop to her
pretty shouldersand her mother appeared almost
as distraught as the daughter. We noticed that
both women were avoiding Tommy when they
met him now; the red-headed mechanic was no
longer going_ deliberately into the hat shop to
ask for his girl. We wondered if Eva May had
sent back his ring.

And then, the sixteenth of August—Benning-
ton Battle Day in Vermont—the climax came.

We had known there would be a climax.
Ranee was growing restive over his confinement

grubby_little place. Far Spaces were
calling hjmagain; he wanted to be away. Sam
Hod s wife ga\'e us first indication of anything
concrete coming. She declared she had gone into
the millinery that previous noontime, to find the
front of the shop deserted but voices sounding
in the rear—tense, persuasive, pleading. Mrs.
Hod couldn't stay and eavesdrop on any such
tragedy as the affair was now becoming to those
of us in town who were "in the know." But the
voice had been Ranee's andhe had been begging
the girl he professed to have searched the world
to find, to elope with him, go along out to the
Orient with him—but first motoring across
America, seeing it first.

What must it have meant to the Walters,
mother and daughter, to have such prospects
offered, such vistas of heart's-ease opened, for
while Molly wouldn't go with them, of course,
she would be with them in spirit and the con
sciousness that after all her tiny struggle for her
fatherless girl, her daughter had arrived on
Life's Hilltops at last.

_"Wild Thyme!" mused .Sam, when I had told
himof Ranee'sexclamation that day at the table
on first seeing the girl. "You'know the rest of
that quotation, don't you. Bill?"

"It's from 'Midsummer Night's Dream,' isn't
it?"

Sam prided himself on his knowledge of
Shakespeare. He had an uncanny memory.
On a fishing trip with him once, he had recited
Tennyson's "^cksley Hall" to me one morn
ing in its entirety, while scraping his face with
a safety razor. "Yes," he responded. And he
repeated;

"I know a bank where the wild thyme blows,
Where oxlips and the nodding violet grows.

Quite over-canopied with luscious woodbine.
With sweet musk-roses and with eglantine:

There sleeps Titania sometime of the night.
Lulled in these flowers with dances and de

light:
And there the snake throws her enamelled skin.

Weed wide enough to wrap a fairy in. . ."

"Darned appropriate," said I when he had
finished. "Onlj' the snake in this instance isn't
a 'her,' it's a 'he.'"

Sam suddenly grew combative. "Bill—I'll
lay you ten to one that Eva May Walters turns
him down!"

"You mean in favor of Tommy?"
" Exactly."
"I'll take that bet. I'd cheerfully pay if I lose

for the realization that Tommy Lyon has his
Eden restored."

And now comes the queer part of the whole
episode to us; the phase of the drama which I
suppose my learned friends would term "the
psychological angle."

During those ten weeks that Ranee Hepburn
spent among us, he had kept his bizarre foreign
roadster at the Paris Garage and it had fallen
to Tommy Lyon's lot to care for it. Do you
get it? A prince charming comes to steal a lady
faire and the lady's lover finds it his lot to play
the role of stable boy and care for the very steed
on which pillager and quarrj' will later make
their flight.

Which also brings out a phase of Tommy's
charactcr and discloses the stamina of the lad
Eva May was discarding, in. a manner that no
other circumstance could accomplish. For
despite the fact that the elegant machine was
his hated rival's "bus" . . . Tommy did not
cleanse the mud from its canary surfaces with a
gritty cloth and ruin its polish; he did not slam it
revengefully with a hammer or wrench at it in
sullen spleen when called to tighten its bolts or
otherwise make repairs. And when he had to
start its engine and alter its position in the main
garage, he treated it as a lover of horseflesh
might handle a sensitive Arab. There's a ser
mon in Tommy's attitude toward that fateful
roadster somewhere, although at times it eludes
me. I can't determine whether the boy was a
hero or a fool.

AT ANY rate, on the morning of Bennington
Battle Day, about half-past nine. Ranee Hep

burn stalked into the greasy, odorous place and
summoned Tommy aside. Ranee was fully
decked out in his most flamboyant auto togs,
but it was the expression on his face that told
Tom the worst—that the man was leaving town
—that he was not going alone. He had won
and he knew he had won. And ... so did
Tommy.

"Son," he said—Ranee—"I'm leaving town
for good just after lunch. Been here long
enough. Going to make a cross-country trip,
store the car in San Francisco and go on out. to
China—"

"Well, what if you are?" demanded Tom with
pain in his voice and suffering in his eyes.

"Want you to tune up the bus and rnake
certain she's got plenty of gas and oil. I noticed
coming in from Hebron last evening that the
oil gauge was almost down to the bottom. And
I wish you'd look at the steering-gear, too.
Seemed to me it worked somewhat loosely
yesterday. Couldn't have anything happen to
bearings or steering-gear Ihis trip, you know.
My own neck I don't care so much about, but
there's some one. ..."

"Cut it out!" ordered young Tom hoarsely.
"I'll fix your bus but that's no reason why you
gotta rub it in."

"You're a square sport, Lyon," the older man
acknowledged, suddenly sobered. "I've made
you a bit of a mess, haven't I? Would you be
lieve it if I told you I were sorry?"

"Yes, I'd believe you. Which side of the
steering-gear was loosest?"

"Lyon—don't make me feel like a cad. I
haven't really wanted to steal your girl. But
. . . say, let me pay you for caring for the ear
as well as you have since I've been here."

"Pay Will Pease," ordered Tommy, dragging
a floor-truck out noisily and preparing to swing
under the big yellow roadster on hi.? back with
his kit of tools.

Hepburn bit his lip, so one or two spectators
told me afterward. He was somewhat pale as
he walked from the garage. But his gravity left
him by the time he reached the hotel again, for
I saw him there. He went up the stairs to finish
his packing, three at a time. In the upper hall
way we heard him whistling.

And back in the garage. Tommy "went over
the bus." He was crying some of the time. Doc
Johnson said—big, clumsy, red-headed Tommy
Lyon was crying, though he did not realize
anyone knew. Now and then he smeared a
greasy jumper-sleeve across his face as though
to wipe gritty dust from his eyes. But he
fooled no one, least of all canny old Dr. Johnson.
The Doctor was waiting patiently to have his
kla.von fixed and when a call came suddenly for
him to attend on some sick person across town.
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he asked Tom to leave the yellcw roadster and
attend on him. Which being the more urgent
iob at the moment, Tommy did.

Half-past nine passed, ten o'clock, ten-thirty.
Blake Whipple drove into the garage yard with
a load of his folks about the time Tom had the
Doctor's horn working again; Blake was off for
an a!l-day trip to Barre and his suction pump
was faulty. Tommy fi.xed that and then Jim
Bludsoe wanted him to look over his dilapidated
Ford and find out why two of the cylinders
wouldn't fire. And the overworked boy, mth
black tragedy at his heart, passed from car to
car, until noontime came.

Meanwhile Ranee was ready to travel. Four
of his huge valises were down in the lobby where
Pat Whitney was making out his bill. No one
had seen Eva May Walters that morning. Ladies
who went into the millinery shop found no one
to wait on them and around eleven o'clock it
was suddenly locked and the shades drawn.
"Just as if them Walters was holding a funeral
instead of a weddin' trip," said old Joe Fodder,
who had noted the circumstance. "Well, maybe
it is a funeral. Guess it's a funeral for Tommy,
anyhow. If I was that kid, I'd at least have the
satisfaction o' givin' that sarpent a good beatin'
up before he quit the place."

"And spoil Eva May's departure?" we
suggested. "Ten to one Tommy's thinking of
that, you know."

"Apple sauce!" cried the old man, shuffling
away.

Then a while later the one o'clock whistles
blew and Tom Lyon came back from his lunch.

"Where's that yellow bus o' Hepburn's
gone?" he demanded blankly, entering the
garage. He had eaten no lunch. He had tried
to eat it, but the food had been ashes in his
mouth.

"Hepburn come and got it durin' noon-hour,"
Pease responded.

Tommy stood rigid a moment. "CripesI"
he cried hoarsely, his face stone-white.

"What's the matter with you?"
"I dean forgot to put in the oil! "
A loud, brassy laugli greeted this pronounce

ment. Pease knew something of the prevailing
tragedy. "Oh—you did? Well, you should
worry! 'Fore I'd be such a fool as you, I'd
drained out every ounce o' gas and oil, un
screwed all his grease-cups and sawed his steerin'
rod half through. That's the way I'd treat
him ... if I was youl"

But Tommy suddenly sprang into motion.
"Hey! . . where you goin'?" roared Pease.
"To see if they've left the hotel yet. I gotta

bring that bus back and fill it witli oil!" And
Tommy was gone from the yard.

With a leap of his heart, he saw the damnable
machine in front of the Francais Alillinery
next to the movie house, two blocks up Main
Street. It was empty, though Ranee's bags
were aboard. The red-hea ded lad looked around
for its driver. He was probably inside. Tom
tried the curtained door. It was locked. He
kicked at its base.

And Ranee came out.
"Whatdoyou want?" he demanded, startled.

Perhaps, after all, the boy had returned to wreak
his vengeance.

"I wanner take your bus back to the garage.
I forgot to fix up your oil."

Hepburn stared blankly. "You what?"
"I forgot to look after your oil. I was called

away before my job was done. You couldn't
go twenty miles with your oil as low as it is:
you'd bum out every darned bearin* you got."

A silence followed. Ranee had come out on
the walk. He began looking Tom Lyon over
queerly. "I've heard of professional ethics,"
jhe said slowly at last. "But none quite so
professional as this. You chasing after me . . .
to . . . when. . ."

"I ain't thinkin' o' you so much—gettin'
stuck," the boy retorted. "I'm thinkin' o'
your bus."

"What do you mean?"
"Cars is sort of alive to me, I guess. Some

how ... I hate ... to see 'em abused."
"Abused!"
"You wouldn't suffer so much if you got out

in the country and found yourself stuck. No!
. . . it's your car would suffer. .'\nd if you're
pullin' out on a long stretch, I wanner see the
car's comfortable for what it's gotta stand . . ."

•'Well of all the —! .-Vnd you're such a t'ood

mechanic as this—and a sport beside—and can't
get anyone to back you in a—! Lord in Heaven!"

•'If you don't mind, I'll drive the bus back
and bring it around in a minute."

"Sure. All right. Go ahead. But hurry.
\^'e're late enough getting started as it is. And
. . . er . . . the lady . . . doesn't want to
be held up to any painful publicity ..."

But Tommy had slipped in under the road
ster's wheel and the whining of the starter
drowned out Ranee's voice. moment later
he had cut a great arc on the pavement and was
purring down West ilain Street toward the
garage

T^ELL, he saw the carhad plenty of gasand
oil—in a sort of glassj'-eyed daze. But he did

not drive it back in front of the mUIinery. He
could not. Probably tliought he must run into
Eva May and have to bid her good-bye. And
he couldn't do that. Whatever else he might
have done, he couldn't do that. He got Will
Pease to do it and then watched till the big
roadster dipped down the gutter incline and
passed around behind the incoming Wickford
trolley. Then the car gone . . . out of his
life . . . bearing the girl he loved out of his
world, . . . the boy ignored the bellowed
requests for his immediate services in the outer
yard. He turned and climbed the stairs to the
second floor of the garage off in a corner of which
he had a couch, his trunk, some of his pitiful
personal belongings.

iVnd he wept in earnest. Wept with no one to
see or know.

Follow Eva Slay Walters in the eye of his
mind just then, he could not. Visualizing her
happiness . . . the scenes and experiences
opening ahead for her, the power and the glory
of it all, was something beyond him. Face in his
elbow down on the couch, he sobbed and sobbed,
not in weakness but in strength. For no one
knew what strength he had summoned to bear
him through this blackest summer of his life to
date.

Two o'clock came. He heard his name called
frantically below-stairs, but he did not respond.
What cared he if he never worked again, if he
never fixed or drove another car? His chalice
of grief was full to the brim . . .

And yet after a time came the patter of light
footsteps on the stairs. Edna the office girl,
probably, demanding to know what ailed lum-.
if he were sick, if he proposed to work the rest
of that holiday with all those transients fuming
down in the yard. So he did not look up, did
not move, did not want it known that he was
over in that darkened corner.

Yet somebody owning those footsteps found
him, regardless. A little anxious voice cut
through the semi-shadow. "Tommy! Where
are you, Tommy?"

The boy stopped his grief. His body stiffened
and began prickling all over. A little shiver of
gooseflesh went down his spine. Did he know
that voice or was he dreaming?

"Tommy! Oh—there you are! I've hunted
all over for you, Tommy. I've got something
that'll make your eyes pop right out of your
head."

Torruny's eyes vere popping out of his head—
to see Eva May there before him, never looking
daintier, never appearing prettier.

"You didn't go, Eva May? You changed
your mind?"

"Oh, Tomm)', how many times did I try to
tell you Ranee Hepburn made no difference.
Why, he's old enough to be my father!"

"But all the same, he—"
".•^d look what he sent you!" Dropping

beside her redhead, Eva May held up a long
slip of crinkled paper. "Money—don't you
understand? Capital! A check! What's the
matter with you?"

"He's—gone?"
"Yes, and the last tiling he did was to write

you this, because you're such a good mechanic.
Read it! It scares me, it's so big—FIITEEN
THOUSAND DOLLARS!"

Thomas regarded it dully. "But you kept
yourself—"

"Mother thoxight the village might talk—
after her other two ventures. So she asked me
to keep her secret by acting as if—"

"Her secret!" Thomas came bolt upright.
"Sure. Tommy. She's left me to run the
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How to speak
and write

Masterly English
Thousands of persons make little mistakes lii
their everyday English and don't know- it. As a
r^ult of thousands of tests. Shcr«-in Cody found
ttot the average person is only 61% offlcient in
the vital points of English. In a five-minute
conversation or in an average one-page letter
ironi five to fifty errors will appear, it is siu--

biLsiness men say "between you and I" instead
of between you and me." and use "who" for

whom, and mispronounce the simplest words.
tew know wliether to use one or two "c's" or

^'hether to spell words with
1® or " ei." and when to use commas in order

to make their meaning absolutely clear.

A REMARKABLE INVENTION
Mr. Cody has specialized In EnKlLsli for the paat twenty

But InstiMd ot coins along In the old way he his
uppneu sclenllllc prlncli)lca to teaching the correct ase of
our laiigiiuee. Ho niatlc tens of thouaanUa of tests of hLi
various devices before Inventlti? his present method. In all
nw testa he found that the trouble with old methods Ls
tbat Dolnts learned do not stick la the mind. In sehotil
you were iiflked to remember rulea, and If you forBot the
rules you never could tell what was rl?ht uiid what was
wrong. For years Mr. Cody Irns studied the problem of
ercatlne Instinctive liablta of uslns sood Kngllsh. .As a
result of his experience he evolved ills wonderful neiv

SELF-CORRECTING METHOD
A patent was Krantcci to Mr. Cody on hl« unltiue dovlco
ana nos^ he phtc«js it at your disposal. Thin Invention

»i®« fascinating, tlme-savinK. and incomparablyemciont. You do the lesson given on any page, then you
^ exactly how Mr. Cody himself would corect It. You
mark your errors and check them In the first blank
Miumn. Next week you try that pago again, on the
wc^d unmarked sheet, correct your errors, and check
tnem m the second column. You see at a glanco what
«2rii leaned and what you have fulled to remt-mbor.

reached the 100% point In spelling,
punctuation, Krummar, and expression.

ONLY 15 MINUTES A DAY
fi'lvnntaee of Mr. Cotly-s course Is the speed

HPfl V liablMormlns prncllae drills can be car-
il answers to fifty questions In
Yon 1" flvo minutes raore.
knnw^«.^^ i"'® Solng over the things you already
thp^riinin^^ efforts are automnticiilly concentrated on

1 "I'® liablt of making, and through
thp^^rr^^K Kil^i ^0'" yo" soon acqufre
Si incorrect habit. There are
Thprp ^1.^1 Thorn Is no tedious copying.mere Is no heart-hrcaklng drudgery.

FREE - Book on English and I5-Minufe Test
educati?^??.'? ?r A'ld efioctlve laiieuage denotes
vS^lv It wins friends and fa-
tact ?n "jose with whom you come In con-
you'addGd^i.f^,,. social life correct Engilsli gives
Mor EnBiim, '"'t' '"*"er opportunities, while
^"ize Ami n'Aw" you will over
liome—vou minutes a day—In your own100% self-correct"^ Improve by ualng the
con^ct'anHw<''r^w^f'i?'"®'' " simple 15-minutc test with
M you cunTplfAt lu your own homeSclentin Kr idta" Pt® ilu
If you are (icnri^V !, * y" greater conridence;
toiiy for this ^int to know It, Writeyou ourUw fr^hT^l IS"'- "'o "'I" nlao Kindly mall
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271 Searle Building, Rochester. N.Y.
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iia inyme
{Conlinned from page 55)

Wild Th

store till she gets back from her wedding trip:
then you and I'll be married. She's eloped with
Ranee Hepburn. They went perfectly crazy
over each other the very first day they met!"

Tommy's worid skidded back straight. He
got up. And he strutted. "Well, why shouldn't

your Ma be crazy about him? Ain't he the
greatest feller ever kept his bus in this garage?
Ain't he shot a lion?" And Eva May's red
head continued to strut as though he thought
seriously of going out and shooting a few lions
himself.

The Road to Fortune
{Contbiued from page 27)

For a long time Audrey watched the party of
which Miss La Rue was a member, rather re
joicing in the fact that the three men, at least,
were slowly but quite surely becoming topheavy.
Dancing in their condition in that overheated
room, would, shefelt convinced, soon bore them;
It did not surprise her when at half-past twelve
the blond young man called rather loudly for
his check.

Audrey signalled to Stetson and they both
rose, their own bill for an uneaten supper al
ready paid. In a few moments they were
seated in Audrey's car.

"You are quite sure, are you. Stetson?" she
asked, as they proceeded slowly towards the
mam road, "that you drained all the gasoline
from thetankofthecarMiss La Rue isdriving? "

''Yes, miss. Every drop of it, miss." .
^^And the vacuum tank as well?"
"All but a cupful, miss, just as you toldme"

Nobody saw you, I hope."
"Not at all likely, miss. It was too dark.

And the man who looks after the cars was over
at the other side of the parking space, talking
to a couple of chauffeurs. I waited, miss, until
he was out of the way."

"Good. Here they come." Sheand Stetson
watched eagerly as the two machines swept bv
them—one, a large touring car, containing four
ol the supper party; Uieother a roadster in which
sat Miss La Rue, with the blond young man of
the oversized pocket-flasks on her right Both
were smgmg gaily as they turned down the road
leadmg m the direction of Rye. Audrey in
creased the speed of her car.

"They'll be singing a different tune, in a few
mmutes, she said with a grim smile "Have
you got your revolver ready, Stetson?"

1chattered,but I m glad it isnt loaded, miss. I'm no
coward. Miss Audrey. I wouldn't mind going
to the electric chair for your sake. But when
It comes to firing on—on somebody else—"

Nonsense, Stetson. You know I don't
want you to do any firing. Just look deter
mined, and speak in a hard voice. And don't
forget to show that silver buckle I pinned beneath
your coat. Just for an instant.—they'll never
know the difference in the dark. Ah!—hear
that? They're in trouble already." She
stepped heavily on the accelerator.

•^HEN they drew upalongside the other car
Its occupants were engaged in a heated

wrangle concerning thepresence orabsence ofgas
in Its vitals. Miss La Rue was asserting with
sarcastic pointedness, that only a dumbbell
would start out with an empty tank. The blond
youngman wasmaintaining, in a manner equally
positive, that he had himself supervised the
introduction of ten perfectly good gallons of
gasoline into the machine, late that very after
noon. Audrey and her companion listened in
silence.

Presently the rather exasperated and be
fuddled young man turned in his seat.

"Hey, there," he said. "Help us out with
a couple of gallons of gas, will you? We're
sunk."

_ .-Vudrey made no reply, quite confident that
m the darkness Miss La Rue would not recog
nize her. Stetson, however, who had by now
descended to the road, went up to the stalled
machine, stopped alongside it.

Hands up!" he shoutedin a sepulchral voice
at the same time dragging an imposing looking
army revolver from his pocket.

The blond young man's hands rose without
delay. "Hell!" hemuttered. "A stick-up!"

Miss La Rue, however, was more cool.
"Why all the artillery?" she inquired in

solently.

Stetson swept aside his coat for a brief mo
ment, revealing a flash of silver.

"Federal agentsl" he croaked, prodding the
young man in the side with unnecessary violence.
"Out with them flasks!"

Like a person in an unbelievable dream the
man complied, extending the two flat sil\-cr
bottles over the side of the car.

"Empty them, you poor fish!" Miss La Rue
exclaimed, seizing one of the flasks. Stetson,
with his sole free hand, grasped the other.

"Shake it!" Audrey called to him sharply.
Under the impulse of Stetson's jogging hand the
flask gave forth a series of pleasant gurgles.

"You're pinched! And your car's pinched!"
Stetson called out, remembering the words
Audrey had taught him.

".\in't that hell!" the young man exclaimed;
then at a whisper from Miss La Rue his courage
seemed to revive.

"Look here, old man," he whispered, beckon
ing to Stetson. "Can't this thing be fced?"

As per orders, Stetson turned to Audrey.
"You'll have to ask the chief," he said, waving

his pistol toward the car.

'J*HE occupants of the stalled machine glanced
at .\udrey, trying to make out her features,

but in the darkness they were only a confused
blur.

"You mean you want to bribe us—officers of
the law?" she asked in a stern voice.

"Oh—piffle—why not? It's been done often
enough," snapped Miss La Rue. "How much
money have you got with you, Bert?" she went
on, turning to the young man beside her. "I'm
flat."

"I paid the supper check," he groaned. "All
I have left is twenty-eight bucks."

"And your car is worth four thousand,"
laughed Audrey, who had recognized its make.

"I've got an old seal ring here worth a hun
dred, I guess," the young man went on. "And
those flasks."

"They're gone already," Audrey remarked—
"as evidence."

"I have a fairly decent ring," Miss La Rue
observed, savagely. "A sapphire, with some
brilliants around it."

"Is that all?" asked Audrey quickly. "Any
bracelets, earrings—"

" A couple of jade medallions." Miss La Rue
indicated her ears. "Not worth anything,
though,—a hundred and fifty, maybe; a present
from my mother."

"Put all the stuff in a handkerchief, quick,"
Audrey snapped, "and let me look at it." Her
keen ears had detected the distant throbbing of
a motor—it meant possible interference—the
one thing she feared. "Bring it over here," she
called to Stetson, seeing the handkerchief was
ready. In her hands she held two disks of
modelling wax.
_It took but an instant to make the impres

sions, Stetson meanwhile keeping their two
prisoners covered with his revolver. Then
Audrey knotted the corners of the handkerchief
about its contents and tossed it into the road
at Stetson's feet.

"Here," she said. "Give the stuff back to
them. I don't want to take anybody's family
heirlooms. Come along. Stetson. We'll let
them gp, this time. They're pretty young.
Maybe it will be a lesson to them."

The two in the car sat with open mouths, un
able to believe their good fortune.

"You mejin we're—let off?" the blond young
manasked rapturously, openingthe handkerchief

"Yes. And here's the—evidence!" she tossed
the flask Stetson had just handed her into the
other car. The throb, throb of the approacliing

(Conti)tued on page _i.V)
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DoiftEnvy
A Musicians Popularity

-^Be One\i)urself!
You Can Learn In Your Home To Play Your

Favorite Instrument As Easy As A-B'C

Wherever you go if you play
a musical instrument you are
bound to be the "center of at

traction." Heretofore it has

taken years and a great deal of
money to learn music. But now,
through an astonishingly easy
method, you can learn to play
any instrument in a compara
tively short time and at a cost
of only a few cents a lesson.
Mail the coupon now—and you
will receive an interesting Fret'
booklet that tells you all about
this wonderful new system—
which has already taught 350,-
000 students to play their favor
ite musical instruments in a few
months.

At last learning music has
been made actual fun instead of
a difficult task. Without any
previous knowledge of music—
or teacher, you can
surprise every one
and become a popu
lar musician.

This is through a
splendid short-cut,
home-study method
that makes any in
strument as easy and
fascinating to learn
as a new game. No
long hours of prac
tice — no agonizing
finger exercises or
meaningless and con
fusing technical
phrases. Every les
son is as clear as
daylight, every in
struction is simpli
fied, yet you get all
the essentials of a
thorough musical ed
ucation.

Learn In Your Spare Time

This remarkable s^^stem is
entirely different from all the
old fashioned long-drawn-out
ways of learning music. You
study when you please—and
as much as you please—zn
your spare time. You go fast
or slow—it doesn't make a
bit of difference because there
isn't any expensive private
teacher to pay.

And there are no numbers or tells of the wonderful success of
"tricks." You play from the thousands of delighted pupils,
same kind of notes that are describes what they have
used by our great musicians, done and how^ they did it. It
From the very moment you tells the stories of old and
begin you watch yourself dailv young how theymastered their
develop and improve, and in- favorite instrument. It proves
stead of wasting your time on from personal experience the
monotonous exercises and scales reasons why the new, amazing
you play melodies right from method cannot fail, ^^th it
the start. Then as \ ou are able you also receive an actual illus-
to dash off the latest jazz or tration of the easy print-an^d-
ballad hits—or some well known picture method used in this

classic strain, your wonderful course.
good times will have Special Short-Time Offer
started. \ou will be Book also explains our special
flooded with invita- short-time offer to which you are en-
tions. New friend- titled if you send the coupon at once,
ships will be easily Mail the coupon TODAY. We ex-
cultivated For there P^ct so manv thousands of requests
are no dull moments P°"[
f ^1 LI hold the oner mdenniteiy. It costsfor those who play ^^e way to
musical instruments, endless pleasure for you, in your new

found ability, to play the instrument
CDrr D 1 r l • best. U. S. School of Music,rKbt iSook Lxpiains 3621 Brunswick Building, New York.

New Method ^ ^ school of music
Is there any par- 3621 Brunswick Building, New York

I'nctr'iimp-nf Please send mc vour interesting' FREE BooktlCUlar inStrum "Music Lessons m Your Own Home," with the
you are fond of— folder illustrating your easy Print-and-Picture
+-k«4- +/-« method, also full particulars of your specialtnat >OUa IIKC \0 jhort-nme offer.
know how to playr
"Music Lessons in .
XT- TT 3» Have vou above instrument.'. .
Your Own lionie,
tells you all about .•
this successful new Address ^
method in music. It city State

Learn to Play
Any Instrument

Piano
Organ
Violin

Drums and
Traps

Banjo
Tenor

Banjo
Soxophonc
Mandolin
Clarinet
Flute

•Cello
Cornet
Harmony and

Composition
Sight Singing
Ukulele
Guitar
Hawaiian

Steel Guitar
Piccolo
Harp
Xrombone

Voice and Speech Culture
Automotic Finger Control

Learn Music The
Way They Did

" I am making excellent proRress
on the oello—and owe it all to
your ciiss lessons."

t.corfje C I-aiier.
Belfast, Maine.

"1 am now on my 12th lesson
and can already play simple
pieces I knew notning liboiit
music wlicn i started. '

lUliel Harnishfeser.
Fort Wayne. InJ.

"I have completed only 30 les
sons and con play almost any
kind of music I wish. My
friends are astonished. ! now
play at ciiiirch and Sunday
&hool."

Turner B. Blake,
Ilarrisburc. Ill,

" I have Iwon playins in the
brass band for several months
now. 1 learned to piny from
yonr easy lessons."

C. C. Mittlcslinlt.
Mora. Minn.
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The Road to Fortune
{Continuedfrom page ^6)

"Ppn them, his figure, a black silhouette against the glare of
?i-i •"" headlights behind him; saw, too, that he, She did not fear its carried a revolver in cach hand.

instant he peered at the occupants ofs ere notat all likely the two cars before him as though to make sure
leir sudden and mirac- of their identity; then he spoke.

"Stick 'em up!" he commanded sharply.
,^u^k "Allofyou! And make it snappy!"
11 • home Audrey raised her hands. There was nothing

I Stetson, beside her, had alreadyea, Dutwevegotto obeyed the sharp command. In the other car
mg now. Perhaps Miss La Rue sat with her arms, like those of
^ , . , . companion, e.xtended skyward. In hershe spoke was indeed lap lay the open handkerchief containing the

oj^.c^Pying two jade medallions. With a groan Audrey
1 its headlights al- realized that a third was lying loosely in her)ne waited for the on- own purse., along with tlie two wa.\ impressions
t, to her surprise, it she had just made
ary, with a screeching "Hell's bells!" Jliss La Rue exclaimed, with
-tiy in tront of them, a high nervous laugh, "and to think that I've
•mgup, a man sprang been looking for a thrill'"
leroad. Audrey saw {To be coniimicd)

car showed that it was now dose upon them,
just around a wooded curve to the riffht Au
drey thought. However, she did not fear its
approach now; she had what she had come for
and her erstwhile prisoners were notat all likelv
to raise any alarm after their sudden andmirac
ulous escape._ She started her engine.

bay," Miss La Rue laughed, "whv not be
vvfth -give us enough gas to get homewith. We can'tsit here all night."

Sorry,' Audrey laughed, "but we've got to
^ ^ coming now. Perhapsthey will help you out.

The machine of which she spoke was indeed
coming, and at a tremendous pace, occupying
^e entire center of the road. Its headlights al
most blinded Audrey, as she waited for the on-
mshing car to pass. But, to her surprise, it
did not pa^; on the contrary, with a screeching
nL ^^.f'̂ oPPed directly in front of them,

4.^ slowing up, a man sprangfrom the front seat mto the road. Audrey saw
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\\^en making fast aflying boat you do not use a
Snl"^ boat. The entire
?raft, t centered in the nose. Thecraft must be allowed toswing free in a circle.

us and toques approaches
® anchored?"

the yacht club."

^ darned good chance of losingher IS the comment. "Last summer a flying
sform^r5°7^ in that same spot before a badst^orm and after they sorted out the remains, all
that was left was the engine."

But she held, held through a rip snorting
northeaster that raged all night, wrecked a

1° "corning the storm had
£d=d south" """

amiable quietmood that follows a crashing storm, for which
fact we are duly thankful. I am so glad that
our pathway hovers above the coast line during
thegrea er partof our trip. Ahalf dozen times
I have traveled by steamer the length of the
At antic Coast and as often I have wondered far
out at sea just what this illusive coast lineofours
really looked alike. Now I am learning for the
hrst time. There is a fascinating sense of dis
covery in hanging your head over the side of the
plane and viewing almost every inch ofthis lone-
winding inaccepible border-line of your country

New Jersey has been left far behind and =0
t^, the scraggly inlets, curling white surf and
mottled small islands of Delaware, Mar '̂land
and Virginia. We'vepassed into North Carolina
and are booming down the length of Currituck
bound, hitting merrily on all twelve and makinK
Hie uneasy for more ducks than I ever believed
existed. Twice we catch up with huge flocks
Hj'ing in our own direction dead-ahead. I hold

I e.rpecting a crash. But the duckIS a w)ly bsrd. Rarely is one hit by an airplane
In the nick of time it flanks off to one side a
disorganized bundle of legs and feathers.

JN E.ARLY afternoon we rcach the Southern tip
of Currituck Sound, veer around a green-clad

tip of historic Roanoke Island, swoop above the
white-painted, mud-puddled village of Mantco
and drop to the quiet waters of its bay. We
have to take on gas and we decide to spend the
night. A smiling darky deposits our baggage
upon the colonial porch of a hotel aptly named
the "Tranquil House."

The sun is shining, there is a balmy softness
and warmth tothe air, a huge green tree bursting
with fulness is alive with the pleasant twittering
of birds, a ragged darky is sprawled asleep
between the whitecolumns of the general store's
porch. We are in the southland. It has taken
us only three hours from the chill and bleakness
of a New Jersey winter to get there. You travel
far and fast whenyou go by airplane.

Another interesting point of comparison. In
traveling down the straggly .Atlantic coast line

Touring by Seaplane
{Continued from page 16)

from New Jersey to Florida you are constantly
impressed with the marked inaccessibility of by
far the largest proportion of this strctch. Other
than airplane, a small boat is practically the
OQly available form of transportation. Thus,
it takes you si.\ hours by power boat to go from
the town of Mantco, N. C., to the nearest port
on the North Carolina mainland. Which is
just twice as long as it had taken us to whizz
down the coast lines of five states.

Daytona, I-'lorida, is to be our next all-night
stop. That means six hundred miles of flying in
one day. But there comc two short stops in
between. After we have been traveling down
the Carolina and Georgia coasts for five straight
hours without a break we quite welcome the
opportunity' to stretch legs and arms. We're
glad to see the nose of the il/orr» heading
downward to the waters of a winding inlet
just south of the Savannah River. Long-dis-
tance airplane lra\-el is without doubt something
of a strain, but a ten-minute stop has a remarkable
capacity for resting you. And then you're
quite as keen for the plane to start as you were to
have it stop.

"See how the gas is holding out," directs
Zimmerman after the landing.

Walton clambers to the top of the wings and
pokes a stick into the dark recesses of first one
and then ihe other of two fifty-gallon gasoline
tanks located on the top wing above the motor.
An airplane has an inordinate appetite for gas.
The Morro Castle consumes a gallon to three or
four mile.s of travel. fCven this amount is con
siderably less than some airjalanes use. In tlie
hull is a se\'enly-gallon reserve supply which
can be pumped up in ca.se the gravity feed tanks
run low.

"Plenty to take us to Fernandina, Cap,"
calls doAvn Walton

Narrow winding inlets of the sort from which
we would presently take off are something of a
hazard to a pilot. A flying boat demands a
reasonably long straight-away for its take-off
from water to air. It has to be traveling at a
speed of about fiftj- miles an hour before it can
nose into the air and e\-en then Uie rise is gradual.
Hence the danger of smashing head-on into a
bank at the end of a short straight-away.

The Morro Castle taxies leisurely to tlie far end
of a bend like a race-horse going to its post,
wheels slowly around and then suddenly "gets
the gun." We whizz and splash through brown
and white water headed dead-on for a dark mud
bank a fev/ hundred yards beyond. I don't see
how we can possibly miss it and I draw in my
breath.

She's making fifty miles an hour and can not
be slopped now. We're due either to hit the
bank or fly safely above it. Gradually she leaves
water, nose pointed upward and a moment later
we flash above the edge of the bank, a safe mar
gin in between. That's one advantage of fly'ing
with a pilot who knows his business.

Eighty miles further south finds us in ]^lorida,
filling the gas tanks from the end of a Fernandina
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dock and consuming; Iiam ?andwiclics. Twenty
niiles more brings us to liic moulli of the St.
Johns River and the straightcpt length of coast
line on our Eastern seaboard. A straight line
that seldom deviates; that is the Florida coast.
At four-fifteen in the afternoon we circle above
the palm-shaded roofs of Daytona and presently
our anchor is heaved overboard in the waters
facing the city. Six hundred miles to-day.
That's a pretty fair day's flighl.

An all-day flight of this sort in smooth air al
most devoid of jounce, jar or sway gives a pas
senger opportunity to pass fair judgment upon
how he likes this kind of travel. And unless I'm
greatly mistaken, j-ou'll vote it a most agree
able ride. If of a motoring turn, you may make
comparisons. Certainly a mighty smooth,
unobstructed highway up in the air. Nothing
to run into, no trufi'ic cops, no dust, no blind
corners, no flat tires and neither miry ruts nor
steep embankments.

Whirling down the long Atlantic Coast line
that day at a speed of eighty miles an hour, a
thousand feet in the air, 1 fcR considerably more
secure than I have when negotiating a Rocky
Mountain road hairpin-turn in a- motor car or
driving muddy prairie roads; and the air route
was a lot easier riding. I"rom time to time I
jotted down a note and not once did the pencil
point dive below the little blue straight lines of
the notebook. Which is more than can be said
for the steadiness of most motor car and railroad
travel. The air route wlien smooth is perhaps
the smoothest, most jounccless ride in existence.
And even when rough, it isn't so very rough.

My fellow passenger, Hamilton, serves as a
further indication of this fact and rather con
tradicts the popular belief that unless you arc
strapped down like a crazy person in a straiglit-
jacket, you're sure to fail out. Hamilton is a
vigorous exponent of the new profession of
aerial photograpliy. He has with him in the
plane a huge piccc of photographic artillery
having the general appearance of a mortar gun
and weighing not less than sixty pounds. Nat
urally, both hands arc pretty well occupied
when he holds this weightycamera in position to
take a picture.

The first time I saw Hamilton get into action
I felt certain that we should lose him. Seeing
a view below that hit his fancy, he jumped up on
the seat, his knees on a level with my head, drag
ged the camera after him, sat on the deck of the
plane, both hands firmly grasping the heavv
swinging camera, circled this into position and
shot his picture. Our altiluucle was about a
thousand feet. I felt mighty anxious until he
was down oh his haunches again in the seat
beside me. The second time he got into action
I didn't worry quite as much for his safety and
after about the fifth time I had watched him
I began easing up abo\-e seat level to snap a
picture myself. That's the way it goes.

J ASKLI) Hamilton once wliy he chose to lug
around such an intolerably cumbersome

camera and he said that it was the only way of
being sure to get good pictures. And I soon dis
covered that pictures taken in the air with an
ordinary folding camera are something of a hit
or miss affair in which the misses are likely to
predominate. The outstanding handicap is the
wind. The force of this is tremendous and
ordinarily it blows the bellows of the camera
inward so that only a small portion of the film
is exposed; the finished print isn't verj' satis
factory. By slipping a cardboard frame around
the bellows you have better luck.

Long-distance travel by airjjlane in its present
stage of development is still a bit uncertain so
far as strict adherence to schedule is conccrned.
An airplane is subject to the same ills as a motor
car, especially so when it happens to l)e a new
type of plane on its first long test flight. Our
departure from Daytona proved that.
. We had thought to leave Daytona on the
morning following our arrival and an interested
cluster ofwinter touristssupplied withagreatdeal
of time and not very much occupation lined the
yachtclubpier to see us off. We slipped past an
uneven line of waving hands whose wielders
probably wondered presently why we were such
an unconscionably long time in leaving the water.
Certainly I wonderefl why myself. Never before

the Morro Castle been so loath to take to
air. In fact, we didn't get into the air at all.

(CoHlinucd on page 60)
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Touring by Seaplane
{Coiiliniiedfrom page 59)

We had taxied down river for perhaps two
miles when I suddenly became aware of a hot
stinging trickle creeping down the back of my
neck. My head spun backward and upward.
Concertedly, those of my fellow passengers did
likewise. Two feet behind us, the huge black
riidiator was spurting hot water in a dozen
different directions at once.

"When the radiator exhaust pipe of your motor
car becomes clogged so that steam has no or
dinary channel of escape you may know froni'
costly experience that it seeks other channels.
In 'other 'words, the radiator bursts. That is
what had happened to the radiator of the Morra
Castle. 'A pressure relief valve had refused to
function although the warmth of the day and
subsequent overheating of the engine were con
tributing factors.

QF COURSE we hadto turnback but it issig
nificant of the utility of a seaplane that we

didsounderourown power. Eventhough you're
crippled3'ou can make port so long as there is a
navigable watenvay available and the motor
continues to function. After taxying in leisurely
fashion lo the pier which wehad just left, Walton
set to work detaching the radiator and some one
else hunted up a radiator repair shop. '

They d never tackled an airplane radiator
before but all radiators looked alike lo them and
theydid a good job. An interesting sidelight on
air travel is the availability for airplanes of the
comprehensive service system thathasdeveloped
in this country (all over the world, in fact) for
the benefit of motor car and power boat owners.
There is a common belief that an airplane re
quires a certain specified high grade of gasoline
and that unless it gets this it won't function. As
a matter of fact, the gas and oil that makes
the Morro Casllc go is whatever the nearest
filling station has to offer. And some of it is
mighty poor stuff.

At ten-thirty that night the radiator was back
in placeand at the same time ne.xt morning we
were successfully in the air with a thirty-second
getaway. Daytona, Miami, Key West and then
Cuba. Key West would be the half-way post in
our three-lhousand-mile jaunt. The air route
from Daytona to Key West we found to be one
warranted to keep your eyes popping wide open.

.\llhough you can't hearmuch ofanything in
an airplane but the slcad}- growling of the motor
you can see a whole lot. When my elbow rubbing
passenger held his mouth within a half inch of
myearand yelled at the lopof hislungs, " Cosh,
what color!" I couldn't hear a word, and
gesticulated accordingly. But when he scrawled
Ihe brief message on a piece of paper I nodded
enthusiastic assent.

That was headed down the Florida coast line
midway between Palm Beach and Jliami. The
altimeter on the dash-board in front of our eyes
said that we were eight hundred feet in the air.
Below a narrow grey ribbon of sand bordered
to seaward by white curling surf backed by the
richest of deep blues streaked here and there by
the brightest of emerald greens; to landward by
dark-green waving palms, lighter green citrus
gro\-es speckled with orange and yellow spots,
flower gardens ofwhile andscarlet andgleaming
inland waterways and lakes of siher. "Gosh,
what color," was riglit. And the further south
we went the better it became.

Maybe you have viewed the distincUve rich
coloring of Southern seas but I venture to say
you've never really seen it unless you have
traveled by airplane. High altitude gives you a
different, far more comprehensive perspective of
its beauty than j'ou can get either from land or
the deck oi a steamer. The difference might be
compared in some respects to that oflistening to
a single musical instrument as against hearing a
large symphony orchestra.

Vet this comparison is not wholly correct for
you also grasp interesting detail. Sometimes
we hovered above the dank depths of weird dark
jungles, again we viewed huge fish swimming
lazily in the transparent depths of the clearest
waters I have ever seen; several times we saw
huge sharks. Swarms of red-headed buzzards
now and again dotted the air. Similarlj-, flocks
of ducks and funny-looking pelicans, both singly
and in fiocks. Later, along the Cuban coast we

raced white egrets and flocks of gorgeous orange
colored flamingoes. There are no flamingoes left
in Florida. They were all shot off to become
women's hats. But they have a Miami hotel
named after them.

While buzzing southward from Palm Beach
we viewed an interesting example of the modern
capacity for gelling from where you are to some
place else. Nicely parallel, far below us lay four
straight lines of travel; the sea for big ships, a
straight black highway for motor cars, a thread
like smooth inland waterway for small boats
and_ railroad tracks for trains. By way of
additional variety we ourselves were following
a fifth avenue erf travel, one that isn't over
crowded and which at the present stage of its
development perhaps isn't as practicable as it
might be. But it's one that will loom big in
importance in years to come. A long distance
air ride seasoned with a slight sprinkling of vision
gives you a mighty optimistic outlook.

Close range observation of the pilot's duties
during a flight offers an illuminating picture of
the human element in air travel. It makes you
realize to how great an extent the comfort and
safety of fl>'ing are dependent upon an ex
perienced, level-headed pilot. During the one
hundred-and-fifty-mile leg of our journey, from
Miami to Key West, I rode in the mechanic's
seat beside Zimmerman and was thereby im
pressed with the extraordinary coordination of
head work, hand work and foot work that the
piloting of an airplane represents.

The pilot has two fundamental duties to per
form when flying. One of these consists of
keeping constant check upon the running gear of
the plane and the other is the actual operation
of the plane by means of various controls. On
the dash-board in front of his eyes are nine differ
ent instruments, most of these having the general
appearance of black-faced clocks. The pilot
must keep constant tab upon the various stories
that these indicators tell. That's a busier job
than watching the indicators on the dash-board
of a motor car.

_At the same time he must fly the boat, study
his charts, read the compass and keep an eye
peeled for natural conditions that are conducive
to rough air. Sometimes in rough air he con
certedly guides the craft in three directions at
once. For a fact. One control keeps the
craft from swaying, another sends it up or down
and a third to the right or left. He may operate
these in unison. Which means unified action
with feet, hands and arms.

"T^HEY say of Zimmerman that "he always flics
his boat, he never lets the boat fly him." The

difference is the gulf between careful flying
and what is termed "sloppy" flying. Once you
have come to appreciate this difference you .ye
inclined to make preliminary inquiry regarding
the experience and methods of the pilot with
whom you go up in the air. Also, you don't
take very seriously thereafter the predictions
that before long every flivver owner will also
operate an airplane.

I'd go anywhere in the air with Zimmerman.
Why? Because he has been through all stages or
flying, thoroughly knows his business and has
learned the value of caution. Our jump across
open sea from Key West to Cuba served as an
example of that fact. We spent three days in
Key West wailing for a heavy northeast gale
to slink away and the hundred-mile span of open
sea to quit its pounding. Probably we could
have crossed safely in spile of the gale, but there
was no particular necessity for taking the
chancc, so why take it?

A few years ago Zimmerman piloted another
flying boat across that open stretch, came down
half way between Key West and Cuba with a
crippled engine, drifted around helplessly for
eight hours in a sea so rough that it became im
possible to tinker with the engine and eventually
was picked up by a passing steamer. That s
where experience comes in. He knew the iisk._

There are four very real risks connected with
flying. One of these is a worthless airplane.
Another is night flying. A third is the pilot who
doesn't know his business and even if he does,
chooses to go in for "stunt" flying. The fourth

[Continued on page 62)
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How I Found a Short-Cut
to Popularity

When they called me a back number something
within me rebelled. My pride, perhaps. Then it
dawned upon me! At first I didn't believe that
anyone could become popular quickly. And yet
—here^s what happened.

I NEVER was much of a
dancer. But when our club

gave a dance, I couldn't very
well stay away. Besides—how
could I ever learn to dance if I

didn't get some experience?

I discovered, though, that no
one wanted to dance with me.

The boys knew I was a poor
dancer and they warned the girls
to keep away from me. "Jim?"
I heard one of the boys say.
"Oh, Jim's all right, but he
doesn't know a waltz from a fox
trot." The girls laughed. It
made me want to chuck it all
and never go to another dance
again.

But something within me re
belled. My pride, perhaps.
"Show them you can do itl"
it whispered. " Show them you
can dance as well as they!"
But how? I asked myself. I
really couldn't dance. I had no
confidence in m^^self. I certainly
couldn't go to a dancing school,
and I couldn't afford a private
teacher. What could I do?

Suddenly I had an idea. Yes,
I'd do itl Td astound them!
I'd become the best dancer of
them all I

That evening I wrote to Ar
thur Murray, world-famous
dancing master. I knew that
he charged ^lo.oo a lesson in his
studio, but I knew also that he
had five lessons in dancing that
he offered free. I asked him to
send these five lessons to me.

When they came, I followed
the simple directions and dia
grams, practising before a mir
ror. Before I knew it, I had
mastered a fascinating fox-trot

stepl I learned how
to follow, how to lead,
how to be perfectly at
ease and have poise of
manner in the ballroom.
It was wonderful! In
one evening I learned to
dance.

And then I astounded
everyone! I went to a
dance (no one expected
me to accept the invita
tion) and I deliberately
asked the best dancer
there to be my partner.
It was a fox-trot. We

began to dance and
others stopped to watch
us. They expected me
to be the goat again—
but they were disap
pointed.

We danced that
fox - trot perfectly
together. We did
all the latest steps
like professionals.
I was absolutely
at ease, never
felt so com
fortable and
poised before.
It was wonder
ful! TheyUl never
laugh at my dancing again.

Arthur Murray will be glad to
send his five free lessons to any
one who is interested in becom
ing an accomplished dancer.
These lessons prove better than
anything he can say that through
his method anyone can learn to
dance at home, without music
and without a partner. These
lessons teach you how to lead
and follow, how to waltz and fox
trot, how to have poise and con
fidence. Send for them to-day—
they are yours to keep without

Posed 01/
Edna MMTvhij

hPathe Film
F>laT'* and

Arthur Murrav

obligation. This coupon brings
them, promptly.

Arthur Murray,
Studio 401 290 Broadway, N.Y,

ARTHUR MURRAY, Studio 401
290 Broadway, New York

To prove that I can learn to dancc at home
ill one evening you ma> send me the FIVF.
FREE LESSONS, which are (i) Thu Secret
of Leading; (2) How to follow Successfully; (3)
How to Gain Confidence; (4) A fascinating
Fox Trot Step: (5) A lesson in Waltzing, i
enclose 25c to pay for the postage, printing, etc.

Name.... .

Address
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For the Man
of Affairs

Who is occasionally called
upon to "say a few words'*

^OR (he man who is called upon to
speak occasionally—and what man of

affairs is not—Modern Eloquence offers
ideas and model speeches for every
occasion.

For the busy man who wants to con
verse intelligently and convincingly on
any conceivable subject, Modern Elo
quence provides immediate material.

For the young man seeking greater
success, Modem Eloquence opens the
way to greater self confidence and self
expression.

And for those who read for entertain
ment andculture, Modem Eloquence is
a never failing source of stimulus and
comfort.

Modem Eloquence
The new and revised edition of Modern
Eloquence is just published-under the
direction of an Editorial Board consist-
V"/ Ashley H. Thorndike, Bn.nderMafthews Sir Robert Laird Borden,
NicliolasMunayButler, John W. Davis
S® Lodge, ElihuKoo^Oscar S. Straus, AugustusThomas
and Henry van Dyke.

Among the 450 contributors are
Chauncey Depew, Woodrow Wilson,
Theodore Roosevelt, Lloyd George^

Mai VSain
Throughout the volumes there is a

series of articles on how to prepare a
speech by Joseph French Johnson,

Ayres, Brander Mathewsand Albert J. Beveridge.
What Otvners Say

Charles G. Dawes, Viu-Pr^uUm KUc:
re^rd ihis svork an indispensable to any

WCKl l,hn,ry ami a, onrwhich cvrry student
of American affairs slioulci possess."

John K. Tener. Ex-Go^rrv^r ofPennsylvania,
Everybody ,lc5,rine to improve their minrfs

iusi 's ata loss for the momfiit as to
ch'ne in h 2'̂ vaysfinrf some-
cd tion •• «he new .eaition. (Order encloscci.)

Send the Coupon
ror New BooUet —FREE

about^^M^^^""^ "o* to know all
comon^" '̂" Eloquence. Send the
for vot Ini f F'l"q"ence will do
sent to tnn( P='"'̂ '̂'ars. This will be
Mail the "ithout obligation,iviail the coupon today.

^cntlemens '

and fuU partieulaxi. ^^ BookJet on Modern Eloquence

Name.

fiusftiess Atltfrcjs.
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Touring by Seaplane
(Contiuucd from page 6o)

is the "forced" landing. Speaking from the
standpoint of a passenger, you can always play
safe on the first three counts. Our flight in the
Morro Castle was an example of this. .-\iid you
can play safe on the fourth during most reason
ably short flights. But rarely absolutely so on a
long-distance flight.

The forced landing is the thousandth chance
which all flying men dread. As a rule it is of
infrequent occurrence. So long as a plane is
kept in tolerably good condition, a pilot may
sometimes fly for a year or more without having
one. On the other hand, a forced landing may
comc at any minute.

Thus, we had flown nearly three thousand
miles in the Morro Castle and were following the
coast of Porto Rico, hardly fifty miles from our
destination whenwehad our one and only forced
landing. The gasoline feed pipe became tem
porarily clogged and the motor quit. \Vc landed
upon a fairly quiet sea and five minutes later
were in theair again. Evenso,we gotour bumps
when taking off. But wewereglad that it hadn't
happened in the rough, open seas which we had
crossed after leaving the Santo Domingo coast;
for. back there we might have had our troubles
in getting up into the air again. Getting up a
take-off speed of about fifty miles an hour in a
high sea is a whopping big job. In fact, if the
sea IS very high, it's just about impossible.

Thedanger from a forced landing ispractically
negligible so long as there is a safe landing and
take-off stretch of water available. Our flight
down the Florida coast line was quite devoid of
risk, for thereason that smooth inland waterways
were almost always within easygliding distance,
incase of trouble. Thisaccessibility to protected
waters is characteristic of a great part of our
Eastern seaboard and almost the entire north
coastof Cuba. And this represents an ideal living
condition. Even though the bursting radiator
incident had occurred in the air we would have
had no difliculty in making a safe landirig.

The forced landing in open sea is where the
element of chance comes in. When you're
following the coast line you don't give much
thought to this becausc you figure that if youdo
come down and the motor remains completely
out of business, theplane will probably beswept
ashore and you'll scramble safely out. But when
you're crossing wide stretches of open sea such
as wc did from Key West to Cuba, from Cuba
to Haiti and from Santo Domingo to Porto
Rico—that's diflerent.

If the water is smooth during these wide open
stretches you don't worry much. But if it is
very rough you are a bit uneasy. And with some
manner of reason, too. For in case of a forced
landing you never know what will happen.
Zimmerman's former experience between Key
West and Cuba is what happened in one case.
He was lucky. He might have drifted around for
several days.

The chance of a forced landing is, as I have
said, a long chance. You have big odds in your
favor that it won't happen. And more efficient
airplane construction is increasing these odds.
The great amount of reserve power behind the
motor of the Morro Castle is a case in point.
During ordinary cruising, the propeller revolves
at the rate of thirteen hundred and fifty revolu
tions to the minute. Yet at any time by opening

his throttle wide the pilot musters three hundred
extra revolutions. Which will comfortably take
care of a missing cylinder.

Zimmerman remarked one day as wc neared
the far end of Cuba;

"I've got a wife and two kids I'm crazy about
and they're dependent upon mc. Does it stand
to reason that I'd be taking this trip i£ I thought
I was going to get killed?"

I was free to admit that it didn't stand to
reason.

"The trouble with most people is," he con»-
tinucd, "they don't stop to figure out the*
differencebetween the sc.fc, straigh t-ahead honest-
to-goodness tjpe of fl>in. we're doing and the
dangerous daredevil stuff that is pulled oil at
county fairs. Almost every 'stunt' flier gets
killed sooner or later if he keeps at it. And
whenever one of these chaps does get killed the
whole flj'ing game gets a black eye that sets
progress in aeronautics back about ten years.
People lose confidence. They don't stop to ask
how he got killed."

A situation occurring about a week before in a
Cuban coast city not far from Havana seemed
to accord with Zimmerman's sentiments. We
had remained in this city several days, the Morro
Castle taking passengers on ten-minute flights
above the town for five dollars apiece, a side-
issue indulged in to pay for gasoline and similar
expenses of our cruise. This phase of flying is
termed "beach hopping."

On the first day business was poor. Lots of
interest but few takers. The plane looked safe
but they weren't convinced. Presently they
became convinced and fairly mobbed the boat to
get aboard. In one day Zimmerman made more
than twenty flights and carried more tlian one
hundred passengers.
_On that same day a French flier of wide reputa

tion was looping and doing similar spectacular
stunts, above Havana, si.xty miles away. A
Cuban flier attempting to follow the Frenchman's
e.xample crashed to earth and was killed. News
of this came to us in Matanzas that evening..
.Also to the rest of Matan7,as. The following day,
the Morro Castle didn't do much business. ^lade
only one flight. Those little "beach hopping"
expeditions of the Morro Castle were practically
IOC per cent safe. Yet it would be difficult to
convince the people of Matanzas of that fact.

"Whenever I hear of an airplane accidcnt,"
says Zimmerman, "I'm not satisfied until I
learn the reason for it. There's always a reason.
Accidents aren't mysteries any more. They're
the results of definite causes that can be pre
vented. I once took off the roof of a house and
darned near got bumped off for my pains. But
there was a reason for it. I was flying in a heavy
fog and I had no business flying in the fog. An
other time I dove to the bottom of Lake Worth
and wrecked the boat. Again, a good reason.
I was flying at night.

"It's the same way with all these airplane
accidents you hear about. Most of them are the
result of stunt flying. In other cases the pilot
either takes chances or runs out of information or
pilots a no-good plane or maybe likes his booze
too well. You can always find a reason."

Zimmerman should know. He has flown
more than three hundred thousand miles during
the past nine years. And he's still at it.

The Tragedy at Bedford
{Continued from page 42)

Chester Tinker, Lima, Ohio No. 54 gages were received at the Home, offering aid and
Joseph A. Kenney, Marion, Ind No. 19-5 expressing sympathy, showing how deeply
6 "r' touched were the hearts of themembers all over
n n" 9ii I I country. .Vnd the tragic event was the

!-• Tin il subject of tender references in hundreds of the
r.' 1m", •••-No. .-Annual Memorial Services which were recentlyGeo. \y blade, Sagmaw, Mich. . .No. 47 observed throughout theOrder. Becausc of the
Thos H Madtgan, Queensboro, N. Y.No^ 878 catastrophe. Grand E.xalted Ruler Price went

xf 'Vr i;°' ^69 to Bedford on Memorial Sunday and delivered
« 1 New, lork. Is. Y No. \ Oration at the very impressive services held

^ tV ^ the National Home Lodge, which were alsoWm. C. Clarkson, New Haven, Conn..No. 25 attended by the Grand Secretary and the mem-
Hundreds of telegrams and telephone mes- bers of the Board of Grand Trustees.
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Elephants and Automobiles
{Continued from page jj)

clouds of butterflies, the old, deep hatred against
Great Britain mounting, mldly, as they talked,
to .'Vziz' brain.

"Down with the English anyhow. That's
certain. Clear out, you fellows, double quick,
I say. We hate one another, but we hate you
most. If I don't make you go, Ahmed will,
Karim will, if it's fifty-live hundred years
we shall get rid of you—and then," lie rode
against liim furiously—"and then," he con
cluded, half kissing him, "you and I shall
be friends."

"Why can't we be friends now?" said the
other, holding him affectionately. "It's what
I want. It's what you want."

, And so, for all his dazzling insight into the
intending civilizations, Mr. Forster rests the
question of Anglo-Indian friendship upon the
knees of the gods.

"Man Eater"

By Henry M. Rideout

^ONCERNED neither with race psychology
^ nor with imperialistic problems, "Man
Eater" is what its name might really lead one to
expect—simply a tale of adventure on the Indian
frontier.

A romantic story, decidedly, for it boasts two
heroines, cach brave and endearing. One is an
American girl, the other a Hindu, and both are
worthy of the love so rightly given them by the
young English officer who is saved by one and
who in turn rescues the other from a tragic fate.

Part of the story is based on the actual capture
and deliverance of a >'oung white woman from
the Afridis a year and a half ago. The incident
was reported in the newspapers, and Mr.
Rideout has seen dramatic possibilities in the
occurrence. Filling out the scenes with good
characterization and plenty of action, he has
wrought the whole into a spirited little book
which is a pleasure to read and a duty to recom
mend.

The author's style is brisk, his sense of sus
pense and his appreciation of color are both keen
and restrained. Indeed, we feel that with all
this good material at hand, almost any other
writer would have been tempted into giving us a
yam twice as long—^but it would not have been
half as thrilling.

'Angkor the Magnificent'
By Helen Churchill Candee

DELIGHTFUL travel book about
wonder city of ancient Cambodia.

Hidden away in the jungles of Indo-China, the
ruins of the great and beautiful city of Angkor
lay for centuries. Here, amongst the most dense
of tropic growth and overgrowth, was a pearl
like group of palaces, temples, towers, courts,
terraces, gateways and multitudes of other
buildings, which still show the remains of an
architecture and of an art both unbelievably
splendid.

And not a soul to tell the story of this city
lost for over six hundred years. Its impene
trable seclusion which once obviously guarded
it, finally destroyed it.

Then, one day, a French explorer came upon
its wonders after months of meeting nothing
more resplendent than flimsy bamboo native
huts. The juni^le yielded to France her secret,
and France, seeing the marvel of it, managed by
some political juggling to swing this particular
little scrap of Siam to the French Protectorate.

That was in 1907. Visitors go more and more
to Angkor now, but none seems to have made so
sympathetic a study of the mysterious city as
Mrs. Candee in this admirable book. Without a
written record left to help, there has been recon
structed from the carvings on the stones of
Angkor Vat a radiant picture of lite in tliis
beautiful place. This life of delicacy and
gorgeousness was being lived off there in Cam
bodia while Europe was groping in the darkness
of the Middle Ages. Then what happened?
Nobody knows. Obviously, the people were
conquered—but that story is lost in the jungle.
Where once resplendent potentates watchcd

(Cotitinucd on page 64)
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NEW Youth-Giving Belt
Reduces Waistline ^ Quickly

Instantly makes you look inches
thinner and years younger and
actually massages away fat every
second while you wear it!

HERE'S anew easy way to get rid of that
bulky, useless, disfiguring fat without
any effort on your part! A new kind of

belt has been perfected which actually takes off
fat in an easy, gentle way—Just like an expert
masseur! The moment you put on this new .self-
massaging belt your waist is instantly reduced
from 2 to 4 inches! At the same time all your
stomach disorders, constipation, backaches and
shortness of breath generally disappear as the
sagging internal organs are put back in normal
place. You are filled with a wonderful new energy,
and look and feel 10 to 15 years younger!

Reduce the Way Athletes Do
The Weil Reducing Belt is made of specially

prepared and scientifically fitted rubber. It is so
constructed that, as you wear it, every breath
you take and every move you make imparts a
constant gentle automatic massage to every inch
of the abdomen. It works for you every second,
tlay and night, and reduces much more rapidly
than ordinarj' massage.

The Weil Belt is made of the same kind of
scientifically treated rubber that is used by hun
dreds of professional athletes and Jockcys, becausc
it not only reduces quickly but at the .same time

As shown belo-.o, evtry none of your body
v/alking, cliinbiiig stairs—merelv brenlh-
iiig as you sit—causes the tVeil Bel! to
massage your abdomii. Jt is workirtg
for you evtry second.

OUR GUARANTY
Al.r, mercliandisc advertised it) The Elks

Macazine is absolutely snarantced. Vour
money will be jirotninly refunded by the manu
facturer or by us if proof is shown that the mer
cliandisc. ativertisod in our columns is not as
represented.

It 13 obviously impossible for any publisher to
Euarantee linancial olTerinfS. but \vc do guarantee
to our readers that \vc will uiake every efTon to
acccpt only the ofTcrings of safe securities and thj
announcements of rc3j>onsible and reliable banliins
houses.

The only condition of this fiuaranty is that the
reader sUall ohv.'ii's state that the ad\*erti5eniont
was seen in Tilt Klks Magazi.ne.

YOUR TROUBLES
ARE OVER

Attach Tiiom
Yaursolf
With Q Pnir
<it PNers

Tho now
improved
Van Kerr
Transformer

Roma r kableI n •
vention BAfiishos

Engiits Trouble and
Increases

Motor Power
No more (rouble noxt

from carbon or crllndera
that pump oil. No

spark pliur foulliur^no coi^h*
inp, jerking or "wlasinB." Tho

Kcrrtrnnsiormcr is gunranteod to kMP
siiark pU. • firina: to o cylinder (hat is.yinif oil. burning power ofthe

right
through the oil nnd arca^^e nnd It blows out
through the exhaust In cmokoi JoavfnK no
cnrbon. You ctin t^ro a leaner mixture 01
with {ncrea^cd ^owcr.

Saras Rc'boting Cylinttei'S
A VihWi of th« motor tina your cni?ino i« run-

nincrllkon wutch, dcvclopinKPOvvcr cod speed
such as JMJ never knew beioro. Greater
power to tyke hills. Noniattrr wholher your
cAr Ih ft Kotd or Tackard, he flier fiow or old,
Van K err trans form erg Tvill make it run bet
ter ftj* tho l»iirnlnc rower of tho spark Uln*
creased. Will lost the lilo of pour car.

Sold on 10-Day Trial
Send for lO-iiay trioUotof Van Kcrrtrana-

claim for them within ten daj-^ that you w»l
return tbera and the deposit will bo.refunded
In full. ^•cyUndor car 51.30; (Ucytlnder car

»l.v5. (If 70U expect to bo out when postman calls rou may
oond check or money order for cither slse. under tho ucno
euaronteo of oadafactloQ. adding 10c for postavo.)

VAM KERR SALES CO. D«jLR.2l9 S. Dtirtoni Sl..Chtat»

preserves their strength. It is highly indorsed
for its healthful principles by physicians every
where- Satisfaction guaranteed or your money
instantly refunded without question

SPECIAL TRIAL OFFER
Write at once for full description and

details of the Special lo-day Trial Offer
being made to The Weil Company. 131
Hill Street, Xew Haven, Conn.

THE WEIL COMPANY.
131 Hill Street, New Haven. Conn.

Geniletnen- I'lc-asc send mo. wilhoiit obliRalipn.
complete descriplion of the V\oil Scicntif^ Ri:ducins
Belt and also youi spucial lo-day Trial Oflor.

Addrcs.i.

City.

MAKE MONEY
AT HOME

"VOU can earn money at home in your spare
time making show cards. No canvassing or

soliciting. We show you how, supply you work
at- home no matter where you live and pay you
cash for all work done. Full particulars and
booklet free. Write to-day.

AMERICAN SHOW CARD SYSTEM LIMITED
191Adams Building, Toronto, Cansd®

10 DAYS FREE TRIAL
not snlislicd with this IsU- moJH UNIJKRWOOIJ
or rcl.uiU liy the tninous Shipman Wui'd procMS

from th

$.*^.00 unconditi
returned If ftt cml of !<> <!.•»>

GREAT PRICE SAVING cAt typewriter factory'^
ineilfjds.

EASY MONTHLY PAYMENTS no.i
So small tiint

lu-'trj both

Act Today!
Mail

Coupon

ij enjoy tho ":*o ot thi-s wnnJrrfui ma^'hl

FREE BOOK OF FACTS K
typ<^Nvritc :i)iml

iruijliv
atii^n about th

1 entcrlaininir.

5
Year

Guarantee

M
Shipman Ward
Mfll. Company frco book of facts.
IO:il Sliipnian Building wUlniog t.ar«aln offer.
Montrose & RavuoswoM
Avus., Chicago

Name

8t. and No

City State
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dainty dancing girls sway among the carved
arches of a palace, tigers came and made their
homes, and in the tattered remnants of temples
and towers, monkey families settled and lived
for generations.
_The book is generous to a fault with illustra

tions. rare photographs which capture the
unagination, and lead the delighted reader on
from page to page.

"Om—The Secret of Ahhor Valley"
By Talbot Mundy

^ yarn, sensational andthrilling and mysterious enough to be
exactly the right sort of thing with which to
close our talk on Indian books. How did Air
Mundy come to think it all up? We wonder!

Behold a lovely young girl, English, anorphan,
vnth a strange family story back of her. Half of
the time she is under the care of .Miss Hannah
banburn, a splendid American woman in charge
oi a mission high in the mountains along the
Indian frontier. Here Elsa learns to play
divine '̂ and to bea most charming person. The
other half of her time is spent in'a Lama Mon-
^tery, \yhere she becomes an acolyte to an old
i^ma pnest. Nostranger life could be imagined

{Conlinucd from Page 63)

for a perfectly nice, modern young person! She
is, indeed, one of the deepest mysteries of India.
And all the time that she is growing up in this
astounding fashion, her uncle, who doesn't even
know that she is alive, is wandering up and down
India, searching, with a strange bit of jade,
as his only clue, for his lost sister, Elsa's
mother.

That's enough for a start. You had better
tr>- the thing for yourself. It is very good
melodrama.

"Among the Brahmins and Pariahs"
By J. H. Sauter

T^HIS book, translated from the German by
Bernard Miall, is a collection of the many

experiences of the author who lived in India as a
native. He was enabled to witness much that
nocasual white visitor eversaw, because through
a "holy ceremony" he became blood brother to
a young Brahmin whose friendship had glorified
the earlier part of his visit to India. Once
brothers, all the intimate and hidden life of the
Hindu became Sauter's to explore, to share and
to tell an interested world about.

_This is no dreary personal record of likes or
dislikes, but a little troop of gripping and vivid

adventures. They march along at a startling
pace, capturing the reader at the very outset.

Read the touching romancc of the old nun
that Sauter met by the roadside. She was once
Sita-Bhai, the little Brahmin girl who became a
white Sahib's wife. Read how their son, the
lovely half-English lad, became a religious zealot
and finally ran off to a Hindu convent to spend
his life in meditation. His mother had became
a nun and went about doing good and searching
every place she could for a glimpse of the boy
she had lost.

Then, if you are a courageous and hearty
person, follow the account of the man who was
buried alive. Just in time to save him from the
prowling jackals, Sauter dug him up, but alas!
the wretched fellow, once having dwelt with the
dead could nevermore abide with the living.
That was the law! So they put him in a hut
beyond the village limits and sent his wife to
him. And there they lived until one died and
the other went mad. And that's that!

All of Sauter's tales, thank heaven, are not so
terrible. Indeed, through most of them, music
and beauty and gentleness wing their way. As
an addition to Indian travel and adventure
books, it is worth making a good place for in
the library. We recommcnd it.

Grand Exalted Ruler's Western Trip
f j. X{Condiiticdfrom page 40)

Robinson, District Deputy Grand Exalted
Ruler for Washington Southwest, accompanied
Mr. Price on his northern trip to these two
Lodges. On this trip Mr. Price also visited
Vancouver, Wash., Lodge No. 82.3, where he
dedicated the new addition to its Home.

During Mr. Price's stay in Seattle he visited
the Boys' Club which is conducted under- the
auspices of the Lodge. The boys were addressed
by the Grand Exalted Ruler and there was also
a talk made by little Dick, his son.

Leaving Seattle, the party began its homeward
journey. The first stop was made at Helena,
Montana, Lodge No. 193, where the Grand
Exalted Ruler participated in a conference of
the Exalted Rulers and Secretaries of the various
Lodges of the State and the officers of the Mon
tana Slate Elks Association. The meeting was
held in the Home of Helena Lodge and was a
most enthusiastic and profitable one. In the
evening the Grand Exalted Ruler was the
guest of honor at a banquet held in the Placer
Hotel.

From Helena the party went to Livingston
where a splendid welcome awaited the visitors.
A banquet was given in its honor and Mr. Price
was presented with a beautiful oil painting.

Billings, Montana, Lodge No. 394 was next
visited. The Grand Exalted Ruler was royaliv
entertained here and was much impressed by the
generous and hearty reception given him by the
members. In the address which Mr. Price
made, he callcd attention to the %vonderful
work which Billings Lodge and surrounding
Lodges might do in connection with the city's
Orthopedic Hospital and Training School.

Lincoln, Neb., Lodge No. 80 was next to greet
the Grand Exalted Ruler. Governor Charles

Leaving behind him in Portland a host of
triends and pleasant memories, the Grand
bxalt^ Ruler proceeded to Tacoma. Wash.
Arriving m Tacoma, Mr. Price drove by auto
mobile to Puyallup Lodge No. 1450, where a
luncheon was given in his honor by the Lodge
and the Chamber of Commerce. The party re
turned to Tacoma in time to be present at the
banquet given at the Tacoma Hotel by Tacoma
r P No. 174. The ne.xt morning the Grandhxalted Ruler was met by a group of distin
guished citizens who came from Seattle to escort
hirn to that city. Exalted Ruler Theodore A.
Johnson of Seattle Lodge No. 92. Walter F.
Meier, President of the Washington State Elks
Association E. J. Brown, Mayor of the city of
beattte, and a large number of members of the
Lodge, made up the escort. Arriving in Seattle
h Exalted Ruler was greeted by Ex-
i u J throughout the Statewho had gathered to tender him a reception.

1oijowmg a luncheon at the Home of Seattle
personal invitation, ad-

1 ^i'"^, '̂eterans of the Worid War.No. 837, was vi.itedlatef in the afternoon, and in the evening a ban-
of Seattle Lodge,

tie 400 members. On
Rnlpr foHowing days, the Grand Exalted

P

eveJ recd^l • ^^is Lodge had
Large numl ^ Exalted Ruler.

SsS'Tf- -

Bryan of Nebraska, a member of Lincoln Lodge,
and ilayor F. C. Zehrung, who was the first
Exalted Ruler of the Lodge, extended a warm
welcome.

Exalted Ruler Plerbert W. Johnson and his
associate officer's, together with the Reception
Lommittee of which Gould Dictz was Chairman,
greyed the Grand Exalted Ruler on his arrival
at Omaha. Neb., Lodge No. The \'i<itors
were elaborately and lavishly entertained
throughout their stay in the city. A special
radio program had been arranged in advance
and was heard by Mr. Price and his party.
loUowing a banquet held in the new Home of
Omaha Lodge, the Grand Exalted Ruler wit
nessed the initiation of a large class of candidates
by Past Exalted Rulers of the Lodge. iMr. Price
pronounced the ceremony one of the finest he
had ever seen.

I'rom Omaha the Grand Exalted Ruler and
hisparty went to Danville, III., where they were
welcomed by the members of Danville Lodge

3,^- One of the outstanding f'^atures of the
reception was a banquet at wiiicli Uncle Joe
Cannon, former speaker of the U. S. House of
Representatives, and a member of Danville
Lodge, was present. During the afternoon of
that day Mr. Pricc made a special visit to Mr.
Cannon at his home, where he talked at length
with this wonderful old man, who is now in his
89th year.

The return from Danville, Til., to Columbus,
Ohio, the home of Mr. Price, was made by way of
Chicago. Here another great reception was
given to the Grand Exalted Ruler in the form of
a banquet in the beautiful Home of Chicaf;o
Lodge No. 4, by Past Exalted Ruler William
J. Sinek and the officers of the Lodge.

The Sporting Angle
{Continued from Page 26)

mantle, "Come and get it." But Seiior Firpo
did not quite wrest the mantle from the shoulders
of Dempsey.

It is fairly well settled that the heavyweight
crown never will go to Latin-America in posses
sion of Seiior Firpo and that the Shipping Board
never will have to carry argosies of cauliflower
ears to Buenos Ayres. -As a logical contender
Senor Firpo has been eliminated twice, once
by Harry Wills, th& somber but husky steve
dore. Subsequently he was eliminated by
Charles Weinert, a heavyweight who had been
placed in the discard several years ago. Mr.
Dempsey no longer i • menaced by any invader.

conicndrArgcnlino who knockc?our''Mr D
of the ring and who came within' -,
of being heavyweight champion secondsThis would ha^•e caused considerable agita
tion. Senor Firpo probably would have rSired
with the mantle that once graced the 3ho^^H.^,;
of the late John L, Sulliva'n to South A^
and siibseqiiciitly would have said to patriotic
young Americans seeking to recover the said

One Seiior .\jitonio Fucnte, a Mexican, has
been mentioned as a ])ossible menace but
Seiior Fuente has yet to demonstrate that he is
anything like the menace that the Wild Bull of
the Pampas once was. Gentlemen ambitious to
manage the next heavyweight champion are
experimenting with football players. This is not
a bad notion. It would not be at all surprising
if the prospective conqueror of Dempsey should
turn out to be a college graduate and an .All-
.American Back.

The financial reward should be arousing the
ambition of some college man with the physical
assets.
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Test \bur Personal Magnetism
FREE For One Week

How much mental miignelism
•have you? Can you sway
others to your way of think
ing? Can you command the
confidcnce and attention of
others? Can you control a
situation and mould things to
suit your own ends?

How much personal magnetism
have you? Are you popular
in a crowd? Do you make
friends easily? Are strangers
attracted to you? Can j'ou
mingle comfortably with peo
ple, feeling poised and at ease
wherever you go?

M

i?ii5riR5i
li -r.

How much sex magnetism
have you? Can you attract
to yourself the woman you
want—or the man you want?
Can you. through your mere
presence, awaken the spark of
love—or do you make no im
pression on those of the op
posite sex?

Here is a rare opportunity for you to find out just what sort
of an impression you make on people—whether you can be
more popular socially—more successful in business—more
influential in your contact with others. Thousands of men
and women will make this interesting free test.

T T OW much personal magnetism —of dynamic, irresistible human force and
have you? Do you know? control. The system is yours—free to

Tr-Mi for one week under our remarkable
tree-proof plan.

Personal magnetism can be di- \yji] you accept our offer? Will you let
vided into many different forms, us send you the proof FREE AND WITH-
Perhaps you have a good deal of OUT OBLIGATION so that you can
one kind of magnetism, and not n^^ke the fascinating test?
enough of another. There is, for „ „ ^ ivvr i -t-u- a- ^
instance, mental magnetism. Test You Can Make This Test
vourself through this new plan. Don't send for the test now. First let us
Find out if you can sway people to complete details about it and

1 • T7- j 'f about your own hidden magnetic powers,your way of thinking. Find out if Qur inlerestmg booklet, "Your Magnetic
you can control others mstead of Powers," is now ready, and your copy is
being controlled by them. During waiting to be mailed.
the test week, find out if you can you have within you a magnetic power
get just what j'ou want m business which can control illness and depression,

an increase in salary, a pro- which can command the confidence of
motion in position, recognition of everyone with whom you come in contact,
vour abilitv which can make you a business and social

' success, which can attract people to you
Then there is sex magnetism. Can you instinctively. But are you using it?

attract to yourself, instantly, the girl vou , v ,
like-the man you like? Test Wreelf f "<=w book
through this remarkable plan. There may
be someone you have in mind, but some- Shaftesbury system
one upon whom you have as yet made no now made availab e to everyone,
impression. Apply the simple, fundamental ™ f nd you all details telling
principles of sex magnetism. See what y™ the free-proof test, and
happens. Find out if you really are using enclose an application for the test
all your natural magnetic qualities. that you will be entitled to take it. We

do not know at this time how many people
This test which you can make at our will be permitted to apply for the test, so

expense for a full week will prove to you you are urged to act at once. Remember—
more than anything we could possibly say, it's free. And you find out some very in-
what personal magnetism will do for you. teresting things about yourself.
Every normal human being has a certain o j r r i i j i-
degree of magnetism, but only one person in , fend for the free book and application
a thousand actually uses this great natural Do what your
power. impulse urges!

Edmund Shaftesbury, famous scientist DAICT/IM IIMIVCDCITV PPI^QQ
and psychologist, has perfected a simple tvALJlUIi UIil VHlvol 1 I riv£iOi3y
system based on one great fundamental Dept. 64-A, MERIDEN, CONN.
principle of magnetic control—and it is
this system that enables you to make the V '
free test. For years, Shaftesbury has been j '
quietly teaching his amazing secret of mag- ^ .^eiany. more suc-
lietlC control to a comparatively small I <o.ssf()l in Imsinftss. l want to have better health. ,

^ 1 I iireater ciithirancc. more conflcioncc ii» myself. 1 •group ot persons—hfting men and women i would like to take your special freo-proof te.st I
from novorl v fn rirli<^c frnm 511npc<: In • for tmo week ami Hiul out jn.st how much personal, .liom poverty lo ricnes, irom illness to | „^^«,^,al, sexual, passional, emotional ami agKrcsslvi- I
health, from failure to success Manv of i magnctisui l have, and how much of it Tuse. Send |

,1 1, 4 . • , 11 , V- . ! mc vour free book callccl "Your ^laKnctIc Powers •tlie Woricl S greatest intellects were his stu- | and ali detaits conccminc the famoiLs Shaftesbury |
dents. They paid hundreds of doUars for | I
his personal instruction. | bc«in the ttst at once if J like. Tliis docs not Ij obligate me in any way. |

Now the same instruction, and much j |
more, is available in a simple and extra- i N'amo |
ordinary system that you can follow your- | |
self at home. Shaftesbury at last reveals to j Address |
the general public his astonishing method 1„ . «, I
of mind cultivation, of magnetic influence i i" ^
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U I RazeYou!"
Welcome news! Here's

Barbasol in my hand,
and I hold a straight
shave, full satisfaction,

and four of a kind. No

brush. No rub-in. No

after-smart. No trouble.

Try Barbasol—3 times
—according to direc
tions. 35c and 65c tubes.

The
•' Barbasol

.. Co.

Indianapolis

^ .•«* Please mail me
* your Free Trial
Tube of Barbasol.

.** Name....

Addre83.._r

Elk«-l-35

For Modern Shaving

only

THBGHARANT

gSijiakceI^o
I evorywhera report MIraee Tuned

Rai^e Pre<)uen^ reeoiyers piek up

:d speafcorouMt,UstS3S
8BNO POSTAL TODAY.
for late«t bnllatlnaand opeeUS
offer. It vrill intarss'at yoa
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Be the Man Make $24.00 a Day
of the Hour "Jim" Foster finely tailorai

.. ... suits and topcoats at the low priceof 812.50. YouMake $3.09 on every order. "Jim" Fos
ter Jr. clothcs for boys 6 to 16 are also big sellers. Sell
men s vests, too, and make additional profita Write for
samples and information nowl Address "Jim," care of

Jim" Foster Clothes cHiac^cT^iLffNofe

Hastltm earn 18,000 to $10,000a year,
dcpondins on territory and indostty.
Car sulto oro all paro «rooi> unionuar suito oro all puro wool, union
mado, with hand toilorinar. Topcoats

-• tove senoine satin linins. Moncw
wok Boarantoo. Protected terri
tory and liberal commission in ad
vance. ESxpericnee helpfal. Prefer

. 'non over 88. Thio ia a rore opportao'
'or an honest, onersetic man to goto — boainesa with large, well

Harvoy.Boi T, Cblease

BECOME AfOOT CORRECTIONIST

Stcphcnson Laboratory, 7 Back Bay, Boston, Mass.

establ'5gSdV^e'!tpV

MINSTRELS
MUSICAL COMEOmS
Profca3ion.il Directors Costumes—Sccncry

WRrrE WIRE—PHONE

HARRINGTON ADAMS, INC.
Sulto E, Elks Building Foatorta. Ohio

The Elks Magazine

Peter Bowers Pays His Tithe
{Continued from page .?.?)

" That's so," agreed Peter. " Hold on, though,
maybe" the doctor can tell. Who's the best
children's doctor in this town, Squidge?"

" Doctor Evans has the children mostly. But
Peter, you don't know that they had him.
Where are you going? "

For Peter was in the hall fumbling wth his
coat.

"Going to see Doctor Evans," he retorted.
Eleven o'clock struck before Squidge, curled

up in a big armchair, heard Peter's step on the
porch. He came in buoyant.

"Still up!" he exclaimed. "Evans was out,
so I waited. They have him, Squidge. And he
says the boy has a good chance. He told
Donnelley so, only Donnelley said it was an
impossibility, no money. Evans ofifered to do
his part for nothing, and Donnelley just snarled
at him. And there would be the hospital bills,
anyhow. He'll try it, Squidge, if I can talk over
Dormelley."

Mrs. Bowers' mouth hardened and her face set.
"You've got to do it, Peter," she said.
And Peter did do it, although, as he told

Squidge later, he was dripping wet all over when
he got through.

"When I told Donnelley I wanted to pay for
the boy I thought he'd thrash me, Squidge," he
said. "He's such a big fellow, I tell you I was
plumb scared.

"'Guess I can take care of my own boy,' he
jerked.

"'That's just what you can't, Doimelley,' I
said. 'You can't borrow on the house now, you
haven't clear title; you haven't cash, you said so.
And the doctor says every month counts. Now
let me in on this.'

"'What d'ye take me for, a beggar asking for
charity?' he snarled.

"'I take you for a plumb fool, Donnelley,'
I retorted. 'Lord, man, don't be such a hog.
I haven't any boy to do anything for.'"

"W-what?" interrupted Squidge. "Why,
Peter!"

"Well, he didn't know we'd been married only
a year," said Peter. " And it worked. He looked
at me in an odd way, and then said:

"' So you ain't,' and then he got human. We
made a deal. He will pay fifty right now; he
has that, and I am to pay the rest and let him
pay me back. So that's fixed." Peter leaned
back and puffed at his pipe with satisfaction.

"Maybe," he added after deep thought, "if
I'd fight as hard as I did with Donnelley I'd get
more insurance."

The new fighting spirit told. At the end of
March, Peter said to his wife:

"Say, honey, I'm getting some business I'm
kind of suspicious of."

Mrs. Bowers paused in the act of removing
the roast,

" Suspicious of?" she asked. " How? "
"Put on the dessert and I'll tell you," said

Peter. "I am getting some small houses," he
went on, when she had obeyed, "that I never
went out after. The men drift into the office
and ask me to come round and estimate for
insurance. I asked one of them how he heard of
me, and he said one of the men at the plant told
him. He works at Pattersons', Squidge, and
Donnelley works there; Donnelley's a high man
in the union."

Mrs. Bowers was thoughtful.
"Well, Peter," she said, "honestly, it's not

our business."
"No," said Peter, "I suppose it isn't. How's

the boy?"
"He's bright as a lark," said his wife. "And

they have every hope of a complete recovery.
But we may have to mortgage the fund. There
won't be any left when the next bill for Robert
comes."

" Who cares? " asked Peter. " We'll catch up."
It was mid-June before they did catch up.
"He's almost well, Peter," said Mrs. Bowers,

"walking only a little bit lame now."
"I'm going to see hun myself," declared

Peter. He went to the hospital and returned
home radiant.

"He's a peach of a little chap," he said, "says
he's glad he won't be lame any more, because
now he can fight the red-headed boy 'round the
corner."

" Peter protested his wife.
"That's the kind of a boy for mc," said Peter.

"Fighting spirit counts. You don't know howl
fight 'em every day, Squidge. .\nd say, what
do you think? Donnelley was there, and says
he's been promoted and is going to get more
money. His wife is better, too, he saj's; worry
ing over the boy kept her down."

" She's looking like a different woman,",
agreed Squidge. " I think she gains every week."

"POURING the third week in June the citizens
of Montland held a drive for a community

house to be placed in the center of a newly-
made play-ground park. Peter and Squidge
attended a mass meeting planned to stir up in
terest.

"This is one enterprising city," he said as tliey
walked homeward. "They are planning to
combine a lot of things there, branch librar>'̂ ,
swimming pool out-of-doors, covered music
pavQion, dance floor; it'll cost quite a lot to
insure all that. By George, why shouldn't I?
I'll do it."

Even Squidge's loving understanding failed
here.

"Do what, Petey?" she asked.
"Give 'em the insurance for the first year.

That'll be my contribution."
So when Miss Sophia Frank, daughter of the

seniorpartner of Frank & Burton, manufacturers
of machine parts, arrived at Peter Bowers' office,
he wrote in gravely:

"Insurance on the community house and
pavilion, dance floor, swimming pool and
library, etc., for the first year."

Miss Frank giggled, "Oh, what fun!" she
said. "Mr. Bowers, I thank you."

Miss Frank called attention to Peter's contri
bution at the other offices which she visited.
When the lists were turned in, she mentioned it
to her superior officer, Mrs. James E. Patterson,
wife of the great manufacturer of ever-wear auto
tires.

"Isn't it funny?" demanded Miss Frank. "I
am just dying to tell father."

"It is an odd contribution," agreed Mrs.
Patterson. "Bowers—I don't think I know
him.'

"Smart chap," commented her husband when
she repeated the story of the unusual contribu
tion.

"Why?" she enquired, "what is smart about
that?"

"You wait and see," advised her husband.
"Bowers will get more advertising out of that
insurance contribution than any man who will
give three times the amount."

On the last Saturday afternoon in June, Peter
Bowers was watering his lawn. When a lady
came up the walk, Peter removed his pipe from
his mouth and his long legs from dangling over
the porch step sides in order to receive her.

"Mr. Bowers?" she questioned.
"The same," said Peter. "Won't you come

in?"
"I'm Miss Fosdick," she replied, "of the

Montland Courier. I'd rather sit here on the
porch, if you don't mind."

She sat on a porch step and Peter, rather
awkwardly, resumed his seat.

"You know your contribution to the com
munity house," she said, "assumed that the
house would be built, and all the other features.
Why did you assume all that, Mr. Bowers?

"Because that's the kind of town this is,
said Peter promptly. " I came here abwt a
year and a half ago because I picked out Mom-
land as oneof the most progressive townsin the
state. And I guessed right. Take a pr^
ject like this. How many cities this size would
undertake—excuse me, Miss Fosdick, I must
move the hose."

Peter moved the hose and returned to the step
and his topic; Squidge had come quietly
the house, where she had been listening through
the living-room window, and met Miss Fosdick.
Peter talked on and on. He smoked now as he
talked, and Miss Fosdick, unnoticed, began
making a few notes in a small book. After a
time Peter's flow of words ran out. Miss
Fosdick rose. ^ . .

"You've given us one of the most inspiring
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and interesting interviews," she said. "It \vill
come out tomorrow."

Peter's eyes bulged. "What!" he said.
"Mr. Bowers," said Miss Fosdick, "I promise

you I won't print a word you wouldn't want
printed. We need this interview to stimulate
the collection for the community house."

The Sunday number of the Montland Courier
contained a two-column interview with Peter
Bowers that made Peter blush and Squidge
glow with pride.

P', OR something, did alot of good. In another
week the Community House and all its addi

tions were assured to the city of Montland.
Coincidentally other things happened. Robert
Donnelley, walking as straight as any child,
came home, and Peter closed a deal for insur
ance on Frank & Burton's plant that swelled
the total for June to seven hundred dollars.

"Well, there's promise there, Squidge," said
Peter when the grand sum was confided. "He
has some other interests he is going to let me
know about."

peter found out about the other interests in
July. The fund was still mortgaged to the Don-
nelley bills, although Donnelley was paying off.

"Mrs. Donnelley says they can pay twenty
from now on," Squidge informed Peter. "She
says Donnelley is doing so well now. Pattersons
must be a large place, Peter."

"It's a million-dollar plant and they're going
to build a new part in the fall," said Peter.
"Squidge, if I ever got the Patterson insurance,
we'd be on the road to success headed so hard
nothing short of a cyclone could stop us."

By late August Donnelley had paid off so
much of the bills for Robert that the fund re
ported fifty dollars.

"We can look about again, Squidge," said
Peter. They were sitting on the porch enjoying
the comparative cool of the evening.

"All right," agreed his wife.
The dusk deepened. Peter left his chair, and

joined Squidge in the hammock. This is some
times done even after almost two years of mar
ried life. There was little conversation, but an
occasional mufTled laugh. Then up the walk
toward the house came a tall spare figure. It
halted at the porch steps.

"Anybody home?" the voice was shrill, and
quavered a bit on the high note. Squidge was
out of the hammock in an instant.

"Why, Mr. Coulter," she said. "Come right
up." , ,

The old man mounted the steps stifHy, greeted
Peter and fanned himself with his felt hat.

"Hot day," he said. "Minds me of that last
day at Gettysburg. Whew! That was a hot
one, hot in two ways. I just stopped to see if
you wanted some eggs," he went on. "We've
got more than we can use now, and you keepin'
no chickens."

f'l'd be glad of some," said Mrs. Bowers; "I
could use a dozen almost any time. How are
you all at home these warm days?"

"Pretty well," replied the old man. "David,
he's over Pennsylvany on a business trip, so
Hattie and the children's there alone. I kind of
hankered to go with David, but it didn't seem
as if I could." He hesitated, and then sensing asympathetic audience, he went on:

"I ain't been there sincc the battle, you know,
and it jest seems as it I wanted to go to Gettys
burg once, jest oncc, to see it again. I've planned it
time after time, but something always comes up,
it seems. Come down and see Hattie, Mrs. Bowers.
She can't go much, you know, account of the
children. Hattie likes company. Well, I'll be
goin', and I'll bring the eggsover in the mornin'."

"I'll walk down with you and get them," said
Peter.

Peter stayed quite a time. When he returned
he was smoking furiously, and he was not talka
tive. It was long after they had gone to bed
that he spoke suddenly in the darkness,

"^uidge? "
"Yes."
"It isn't exactly what the fund is for, but it

seems as if we might stretch a point, don't you
think?"

"I do, Peter."
"That large family, of course they can't spare

the money; it would cost more than fifty dollars,
Squidge, but August's going to be a whale of a
month, and he ought to go while it's warm."

"But they mustn't know. Peter, We must
get it to him some way they will never guess."

" I'll get Joe Davis to send it from New York,"
said Peter. "Joe's a law>'er and he can say an
old comrade who prefers to be unknown has
sent it. Squidge, I went over a building that's
worth five hundred thousand to-day. If I get
it, August will be some month."

He got the building, and as a result the month
of August netted nine hundred dollars. Squidge
and Peter regarded the total with awe.

They heard a week later that ilr. Job Coulter
had received an unexpected gift from an old
comrade which would enable him to visit Gettys
burg.

It was Hattie E\-ans who told Squidge, and the
tears stood in the daughter's eyes as she spoke.

"Every year," she said, "father has planned
to go. .-\nd something always happened, and he
always gave us the money he had sa\'ed, so
wilhngly. And we have such a big family, and
David is so young; it just seemed as if we never
could get ahead. Father is just crazy with
delight. He says he is sure Jim Perkins sent it.
Mr. Perkins is a very rich man now, but was as
poor as father when tliey fought side by side."

"Wasn't it nice of him?" said Squidge. "I
do hope your father enjoys every minute of it."

The old soldier wasted no time. He was off a
week after he received the cheque. Meanwhile
every citizen of Montland who knew the Coulters
had "heard of the wonderful trip. The Montland
Courier published an article running over Mr.
Coulter's service to his country and telhng of his
proposed visiting of the battlefield. Quite_ a
crowd of people went to the station to see Mm
off, among them a delegation from the American
Legion, who sent off the old man with cheersand
wavings of the flag. Unmarked among the
throng stood Peter and Squidge Bowers.

On the third Saturday in September Peter
was engaged in removing the hose to a new spot,
when a tall spare figure, clad in blue uniform,
rushed up the walk.

"Fire!" gasped the old soldier, "fire! ilr.
Bowers!"

Peter dropped the hose, "^\^lere?" he asked.
"Pattersons'. I knowed you'd want to know

right away, so I come up. I'll go with"you."
Pattersons' was on the other side of Montland

on the edge of the river. A screen of dense smoke
rolling in great billows over the entire plant
made it impossible to guess the extent of the
damage, but a man in the crowd of watchers
enlightened them.

"There's only two buildings gone," he said to
Peter. "They got the rest in time to save
them."

On Sunday curious citizens in Montland went
over to sec the ruins. Other manufacturers
rolled up in their cars to condole with Mr. Pat
terson, who stayed at his office all day. Among
them was Mr. Frank, senior partner of Frank
& Burton.

"Bad luck, Mr. Patterson." said Frank to the
great manufacturer. "But I suppose you were
well covered."

Mr. Patterson waved an impatient hand.
"That's what everybody saj^," he replied.

" But, Frank, nobody is ever well covered. It is
going to be months before we are in good working
order again, and we're loaded with work now.
No insurance ever makes up for a fire loss when
a factory is working."

"That's what Bowers was telling me a couple
of months ago," said Frank. "I never had a
fire, and I hadn't thought much about it. Al
ways kept covered, of course. But Bowers went
about my place and showed me a lot of thin^ T
could do to make risk less. He even organi;5ed
the workmen into an inspection corps. I didn't
think they'd like it, but they do, Patterson.
How'd your place catch fire?"

"Spontaneous combustionin some oil waste,''
replied Patterson; "workman threw it into a
closet, doset burst into flames, lot of cloth in
that room, just went up."

"That's just what that inspection prevents,"
said Frank. " We put all our waste m cans now,
outside, coveredcans, and get rid of it every day.
Why don't you let Bowers look your place over,
Patterson?"

He leaned back and lighted a cigar. Patterson
snorted.

"That young Bowers seems to have lots of
friends." he said.

So it happened that on Monday morning,
tliirty-five minutes after tlic receipt of a tele
phone message from Mr. Frank, Peter Bowers

(Conliiiitcd on pa^c 6S)
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AfewwcisMs amirrlcci of other dtamona rmrs:
carat - 531-00

:'5 carat - -
carat - - 73.00

l!'>carat» - $217.00
2 carats - 290.00
3 carats - 435.00

»d«i^d. rings wUl he scm to any bank JOU may
nameorany Express Co..
with privilcRC ot cxaml-
nallon. Our diamond
cnarante" for full valiio
for all time eoes wiih
every inireluise.
WRITE TODAY FOR
THIS CATALOG •»"
FREE ON

'•HOW TO BUY
DIAMONDS"

This book is healill-
tlfuiiv llhistratoi.
Tells liow to Jiidce.
SL'ieci. ami huy dia
monds. Tells how
they mine, cut n<l
market diamonds.
This book, show-
inc WCluhtS, sizes. f.Jt an,,-- / .vrlf«
prices and ti«»ll- f,"? f
ties520.00 toS20.- f
000.00, Is eonsld-
ercd an authority. ,fXv
••Vlso write for Elk Emblem --i-
und .lowclry and Watch
Ciltnloftf

-CLIP COUPON—FILL iN AND MAIL NOW-

Jason Weiler & Sons
Mfg. Wholesale and Retail Jewelers Smcc 1870

376-B Washington Street (Elks Dept.)
Boston, Mass.

Picnicsend i'RKE CntaloRS chcckcd x _l>tio\v:
m Jewelry, Watch Silver and Dwmond m
L-J ELKS EMBLEM CATALOGS Caulog ^
Name

Address

Citv



r EASY'
TO PLAY

^VZ
K z

VOU CAN PLAY IT IN SO MINUTES
40,000 succcssiul students back up oar jjuarantcc tKat you can
play a oicce in 30 minutes by followinp oor printed instructJoM.

TENOR BANJO, FREE, aft soon you en*
roU lor 62 easy iessons. New low prices and easy terms f

PICTURE LESSONS MAKE IT EASY
You »n t fail to karn because the pictures explain every mover
You-dpa t have to be able to read notes. Better than or»l in*
Btructions. we teach you in the larff^^ conservatory, by mail.
^ ^ PLAY FOR FUN OR MONEY
Don t be a wallflower, Gel m on portjcs. Entertain your friends,
pe popular, Play for danccs. etc. Form an orchestra. Our 52
lesson course will make you an expert. Earn money in spare time.

WRITE FOR SPECIAL FREE OFFER
Famous teachers will explain how we can positivpty teach you to
fby. You Ret the free m9.00 Tenor Banjo with the fint lesson,

ay while you play. '
FIRST'HAWAIIAN CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC, Ine._Waolworth Bldq., 0»pt. 94^ Yarfc. W. Y.

No. 198S—Workins Plans 41^
Only S20.00 V

Save fKX)0
Wfeeo 1/bii Ruild

money, TliU amuzloe book cuts that save
two hundred nftn.iii./ toct:.,i Homes, contains
housM—st^co iVrlnb ''J""®' Shows all types ofnew Ideas on Interior'Dcco?Itlon'"°' fashionable
ifmoS-SKpffil.'."ffi!:;,;-," -..i. .i,h
Magazine. Pay postraao onlv S.1 Keith's Magazine I
Plus a few cents postage. ^ for 25 years a recoe-

Corporation
W- Doot. 8 AUjiincapolis. Minn

for 25 years a recog
nized authority on
homebuUdlng. IScewe
stun<l8 2.ic.

KSp magazines
rall^ TOR ONEYEAR
m^AlLIOR ONiy^

WORLD^
CHOICEST!
READING^
MATTER

Thinkofit? Sbigmonthlymaga-
zsnes—CO issues—all for only $1.
Woman's World, American
needlewoman, llie Hoii8e>
hold. Good Stories, The
rann Jonra^
Wotidcrful rcadinff matter for th«
Whole family for a whole year—
nction, patterns, embroidery, reci
P€B, poultry, dairy, livestoi^, etc

A Dollar BUI Will Do—We Take
Vie Rtek. Order by Ciub No.'^^

WHTTLOCK and COMPAQ'
190 No.State St., Chicago, D",nriJcri, to

ii®™ $7® perWeek and np
direct to'wearer"''"""ol suitsat 9:(l-r>0
values. Solion «iA. ®"e P''eo. Bi;?pe.=!t
VIDCO. Wi- claiircr n^;i commissions paid in id-FBeE, WritoiLdiJ "llect. 0x9 swatch tirriDlcs ecot
W. Z,CIBSflH, loc 1Riui u • M

W. 8f. Ocpf. A.>44 Ctircago

business for Yourself
or c<po'naiiH^* '̂''v(!' ij";"'']'® ^vltliout Htorekuepors' ironhles
overythlng nnd .-ir-v„ t i. "tcessary. Wo funil.sh
iiuiidrttis of iiioii'uiin Wo have sinned
ay<-ar. Wr ?i f'JS4.000 to SIO.OOO
one. A<idr(.ss Dr^nt ' facts at
%Ve.it A.lanm St. nf'p-.V?;. CHICAGO.luc.

Old Money Wanted ?;!!', «

Coin i-irclll.ir. .M.iy menu nnich proiu to y<in.
NUMISMATIC BANK, Dept. 462, Ft. Worth, Tax-
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Peter Bowers Pays His Tithe
(Continued from page Cj)

presented himself at the ofiice of Mr. James E.
Patterson, President of Pattersons' Ever-Wear
Tire Works, and sent in his card.

"Mr. Patterson will see you at once," said the
young woman who took it in.

Peter followed her into a small office, in which
the entire furnishings consisted of a desk and
two chairs, in one of which, the one back of the
desk, Patterson sat.

"Good-morning," said Peter.
"Morning," said Patterson, "suppose Frank

sent you?"
"'Phoned this morning," said Peter.
The manufacturer nodded. "I notice you

didn't let the grass grow under your feet. Well,
go over the plant. Simmons, the manager, will
take you. Look it over, tell me what you think
of all of it, what's right and what's wrong. I'm
not promising anything, but there'll be no re
newals of the present insurance, and you've got
a chance. When you've got it all in hand, write
out a report and give it to Simmons."

"All right," said Peter.
Mr. Patterson pressed a button. A boy

appeared.
"Take this gentleman to Mr. Simmons,"

directed Mr. Patterson.
It took Peter two days to go over the Patter

son plant as thoroughly as he wanted. It took
two days more to outline and sketch certain
changes and additions and to outline an inspec
tion plan. When it was all done he sent it to
Simmons.

On Saturday morning he found on the top of
his pile of mail a 'phone message from Patterson.
It said:

"Come up." Peter went.
.*\ little over an hour later, Peter Bowers, very

pule, came up the walk that led to his house.
Mrs. Bowers met him at the door.
"You got him," she said. "Oh, Peter."
"It's worth nearly a million," babbled Peter.

"And he says I'm the best insurance man he ever
met.

"But that isn't what bowled me over, no
sir-ee! It was Fitzpatrick. When I came out of
Patterson's ofBce I- met Fitzpatrick. And of
course I told him. He laughed and slapped me
on the back.

"'Well, we knew well enough you were no
small man ever since you started them going
with that fund for the church carpet.' he said.
He said a lot more, and I began to think about
all this year. It started with Sanders and Fitz
patrick, you know, right after that forty dollars.
.-Vnd I followed it up and it looks as if the fund,
our fund—"

"Peter!" his wife interrupted. "I was out
yesterday with Mrs. Fitzpatrick. We went to
the Old Ladies' Hom«. Mrs. Fitzpatrick wanted
to take her old nurse, Maggie Lowry, for a
drive. And after we got back I^Irs. Fitzpatrick
said it was Maggie's letter about the turkeys
that first made them interested in us, and that
was why Mr. FiL7:patrick telephoned Mr.
Durant to find out all about us. Oh, Peter."

Peter had slumped into his chair. His usually
care-free, happy face was troubled.

".\nd I know Donnelley's sent me a lot of
business; and Frank sent for me because of the
communitv house; he said so—oh, it's all fund,
Squidge. there's no getting out of it."

They sat for several minutes in stricken si
lence. Squidge did not like the way Peter
looked, as if something hard had hit him, just
kind of all gone. She tried to speak, but stopped
a little forlornly. What was there to say?

"You see—" could that flat, tired voice be
Peter's?—"I got the notion all along that I was
doing it. And now it seems—" his voice trailed
off into silence.

Squidge looked at him in anxiety. What was
this doing to Peter, her Peter? She half rose,
and then frorri without came a shrill, thin,
cracked whistle, and she stood erect. Nearer
it came, breaking on a high note, but resuming
with undaunted cheer:

"John Brown's bodj' lies amoulclering in his grave,
John Brown's body lies anioulcicriiig in his grave.

But his soul is marching on.
Glory, glory, hallelujah!"

"Peter," called Squidge, "listen."
Peter raised dull eyes. Without the whistle

was receding, but still shrill and clear:

"Glory, glory, hallelujah!
His soul is marching on!"

"Peter," she said, "it's Mr. Coulter. And
Peter, you know nothing ever did come of that."

jpETER satup. "Nothing," he agreed, with a
note of wonder in his tone. "That's one clear

count, sure. Here, Squidge. don't worry. It's
all right. Only I thought I d been doing such a
lot, kind of young Napoleon, getting a bit too
chesty, I guess." He pulled his wife down to her
favorite place on his knee, but her brow was
still anxious.

" You're not going to give up the fund, Peter? "
she asked.

Peter's mouth twisted into a wry smile, which
melted into a broad grin.

"Give up the fund," he replied. "I guess you
don't understand yet, young woman, how
thoroughly that fund has got me. Why, Squidge,
I couldn't give up the fund if I wanted to. Not

'that I do want to; I'd be an ingrate if I did. Oh
no, my dear, the fund will go on and on, and
your Peter will retire to that little back seat
where he belongs, and get his chest measurement
down. And hereafter in casting up accounts I'll
credit the fund with its due share. Peter Bowers
and Fund, Inc. Hey, Squidge?" He pinched
her cheek. Her brow cleared, but she felt the
need of a confession of her own.

"I didn't like the fund at first," she admitted.
"It was your idea, you know, and I just came in.
But I do like it now, Peter. It seems to make us
so much bigger folks; somehow we have a part
in so much—outside of ourselves."

"It's meant a good deal," said Peter, "besides
the money. And it'll mean more next year
because there will be more to do with. Peter
Bowers and Fund will show 'em."

"It's like being in a partnership, Peter."
Squidge hesitated, "Only I don't know who the
partner is—unless it's the Lord."

"Well, I wouldn't go as far as that," retorted
Peter. "But when I look back and see how all
those things came my way—well, all I've got to
say is, that if you're right, Squidge, the Lord
makes a blamed good partner."

"Peter!"

Under the Spreading Antlers
{Continued from page 48)

enters the front door into a spacious hall 25 x 15
feet. Opening off the hall in the front are two
beautiful parlors.' Oneis finished in ivoryand the
other in solid mahogany. These rooms like all
Ihe rooms in the Home, including the hallway,
have parquet floors of quarteredoak. Thereare
decorated ceilings in all the rooms. The drape
ries are all imported from St. Gaul, Switzeriand.
In the rear of tlie hall are the dining-room and
library, each room about 20x 20. There are
imported open fireplaces and costly combination
chandeliers in tlicse rooms, as in every room in
the house. In the library there arc shelves of
quartered oak around the side walls for the 600
choice volumes which went with the sale of the
house. The dining-room contains a built-in

sideboard and a safe 9x3. The secretary's room
in the rear of the library is finished entirely
in mahogany. In the rear of the dining-
room are located the kitchen, butler's pantry,
pantry and laundry, with every modern equip
ment. On the second floor of the Home are five
large living-rooms and beautifully tiled baths.
On the top floor of the house is a most attractive
hall about 50 x 25 feet, which is being used tem
porarily as a meeting-place.

The house has a targe cellar which is to be
converted soon into a rathskeller and billiard
room. In the rear of the property is a large
frame building used b}' the former owner as a
garage and stable. There is room enough to
house 20 cars in this building, which is appro.xi-
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mately 90x60 fec-l. It is hoped eventually to
convert this buildinR into a Lodge room, for
which it is admirably' adapted.

The estimated value of the property at tlie
present time is close to $400,000. The members
are proud of their new Home and hope to make
it Rockville's civic center.

News of the Order From
Far and Near

A joint meeting of the Exalted Rulers and
Secretaries for Michigan, East and West, was
held reccntlj' at the Home of Grand Rapids,
l^Iich., Lodge. Past Grand Exalted Ruler Wil
liam W. Mountain and Grand Treasurer John
K. Burch and many other distinguished members
of the Order were present.

Tamaqua, Pa., Lodge mourns the loss of one
of its most loyal and activc members, John H.
Ichter, who was a Past Exalted Ruler of the
Lodge.

Keokuk, Iowa, Lodge is spending $20,000 in
remodeling its Home. The Lodge is showing a
fine growth in membership, recently initiating
a class of ICQ candidates.

Philipsburg, Pa., Lodge is making plans for the
dedication of its new $30,000 Home which it will
occupy early in the year.

Plans arc going forward for the Elks Bazar
to be given by Yonkers, N. Y., Lodge, February
9-14-

Eureka, Calif., Lodge has organized its drill
team and made extensive plans for its activity
during the coming months.

A testimonial banquet was recently given by
Knoxville, Pa., Lodge to its members who arc
ex-service men.

The Glee Club of Stockton, Calif., Lodge re
cently gave its first local concert in the High
School Auditorium before a large and enthusi
astic audience.

Muncie, Ind., Lodge has remodeled the base
ment of its Home to provide the members with a
large dining-room in that part of the building.

Meadville, Pa., Lodge has become a member of
the Northwest District Pennsylvania Elks Asso
ciation. As a part of its extensive welfare pro
gram, Meadville Lodge recently contributed a
substantial sum to the Public Library Building
Fund of its city.

Artistic and financial success attended the
musical comedy recently staged by Olympia,
Wash., Lodge at the Capitol Theatre for the
benefit of its charity fund.

Norfolk, Va., Lodge recently celebrated its
19th anniversary with a banquet which was
attended by nearly 500 members of the Order.

Fort Smith, Ark., Lodge recently supplied
clothing to nearly 100poor children so that they
might attend school properly dressed.

Anaheim, Calif., Lodge recently managed a
charity baseball game in which Walter Johnson,
Babe Ruth and many other popular baseball
players took part. A large sum was realized by
the event.

As this issue of Thk Elk.s jMagazxxe goes to
press, the membership of Detroit, Mich., Lodge
js 6733, placing it among the first five Lodges in
the Order.

The mid-winter meeting of the Washington
State Elks Association will be held some time in
January at Seattle. Matters connected with the
coming Grand Lodge Convention in Portland
and other questions will be discussed.

Renovo, Pa., Lodge recently laid the corner
stone of its new Home.

Moscow, Ida., Lodge is ofTering a prize among
its membership for the best original song or
chant to be used by the Lodge at the Grand
Lodge Convention in Portland, Ore., next July.

Detroit, ^lich., Lodge has organized an Elks
I\Iale Chorus of close to 100 voices.

Kalispell, ^Mont., Lodge recently celebrated its
23rd anniversary. A special meeting, dancing
and supper were features on the program.

Norristown, Pa., Lodge has begun work on a
new auditorium to be erected in the rear of its
Home.

The handsome new lounge room in the Home
of Bridgeport, Conn., Lodge was recently opened
to the members.

New Haven, Conn., Lodge recently contrib
uted a considerable siun to the local Com
munity Chest.

Close to 300 members of Portland, Ore..
Lodge, accompanied by their 40-piece band, were
recently guests of Albany, Ore., Lodge at a
banquet, and the initiation of a class of candi
dates.

The large auditorium in the Home of Lorain,
Ohio, Lodge is the scene of many dances this
season, one being held there every Thursday and
Saturday evening throughout the season.

W. L. Blundell, a member of Gary, Ind.,
Lodge, now living in British India, is not too far
away to remember the charities of his Lodge. A
letter received from him recently enclosed a
check and also expressed his appreciation of
Thk Elks Mag,\zike which keeps him in touch
witli America no matter how far away he goes.

C. G. Chase, Past Exalted Ruler of Butler,
Pa., Lodge, and Past District Deputy Grand
Exalted Ruler of Pennsylvania Northwest, was
recently appointed Postmaster of Butler, Pa.

The ofiicers of Nebraska City, Neb., Lodge,
accompanied by a delegation of members, were
recently guests of Omaha, Neb., Lodge. The
visiting officers initiated a class of candidates
for their host.

The officers of Jersey City, N. J., Lodge will
enter the State Ritualistic Contests this year.

Port Townsend, Wash., Lodge has completed
taking its census of crippled children in its
jurisdiction and is manifesting a keen interest
in this part of the welfare program recently
adopted by the Washington State Elks .Associa
tion.

The officers of Bronx, N. Y., Lodge, accom
panied by their drill team, recently were guests
of Staten Island, N. Y., Lodge where tliey
initiated a class of candidates.

The Elks' Association of Pennsylvania South
West District, met recently at Monongahela
Lodge and transacted important business in
connection with the banquet to be tendered by
it to Grand Exalted Ruler Price, in February._

The Boy Scout Troup organized by Louis
ville, Ky., Lodge is making an excellent showing.

A big event in the social life of Brooklyn,
N. Y., Lodge is its annual minstrel show. This
year it will be given January 19-21, at the Brook
lyn .-Vcademy of Music.

Elizabeth, N. J., Lodge has had a number of
excellent phonograph records made by its band.

Through the courtesy of the Stanley Company,
moving-pictures showing the work being done at
the Betty Bacharach Home for Crippled Chil
dren, which is owned and operated by .\tlantic
City, N. J., Lodge, were recently shown in the
picture houses of the city.

Nearly 200 newsboys were guests at the big
indoor circus recently staged by Birmingham,
/Via., Lodge.

New Home of Queens Borough Lodge
{Continued from page 41)

were given in the Hotel Commodore at New
York City in honor of Grand Exalted Ruler
John G. Price and in celebration of the com
pletion of the building. It was one of the most
brilliant functions of the year and was attended
by over 1000 members and their ladies. Mr.
Hallinan was the Toastmastcr and introduced
the Grand Exalted Ruler who spoke witli praise
of the great accomplishment of Queens Borough
Lodge. Other prominent speakers who voiced
their appreciation of the Lodge were Past

Grand Exalted Ruler Joseph T. Fanning,
Exalted Ruler of Queens Borough Lodge,
Eugene E. Navin, and Hon Maurice Connolly,
President of the Borough of Queens. A most
delightful musical program was rendered by the
New York Chapter Knights of Columbus Glee
Club under the direction of Frank T. Maloney.
A few minutes before eleven o'clock the lights in
the great banquet hall were dimmed and Charles
Edward O.sgood of Boston, Mass.. Lodge N'o. 10
delivered his beautiful Hleveii O'Clock Toast.
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^Another
«50 Raise!"

"Why, that's the third increase I've had
in a year! It shows what special training
will do for a man."

Every mail brings letters from some of
the thousands of students of the Inter
national Correspondence Schools, telling of
advancements won through spare-time study.

How much longer are you going to -wait
before taking the step that is bound to bring
you more money? Isn't it better to start
no<w than to wait for years and then realize
what the delay has cost you?

One hour after supper each night spent with the
I. C. S. in your own home will prepare you for the
ptBition you want. Without cost, without obligation,
mark and mail this coupon. Do it right nowl

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS
Box 2I0I-B. Scranton. Penna.

Without cost or obligation on my
howI can qualify for the position or in the subject
whicb 1 havo marked an X:

BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES
Business Management
Industrial Manneenicnt
Personnel Organization

^Traffic Management
• Business Law
iBankine and Banking Law

iJAccountancy (includingC.P.A.)
jNichoison Cost Accountinir
• BookkeepingBPrivate Secretaw

Spanish • French

• Electrical EngineeringSElectric Ughtlng
Mechanical Engineer

DMechanlcal Draftsman
• Machine Shop Practice
• Railroad PoBlUona
•Gas Engine Oporating
• Civil Engineer
nSiuroylnK and Mapping
•Metnllursy • Mining
•Steam Engineering • Radio

Nsmi

Street
Address.

City..

Q Salesmanship
Advcrtisins
Better Letters
SliowCnril Lettering
Stenography and TTptng

i_, Business English
• Cl?ll SerTico ^

Railway Mall Clerk
Common School Suhjecta
Hlch School Subjects

•Uluatratlng

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES
I Archltcct T, .

Architects' Blue Prints
Contractor and Buiicler
Architectural Draftsman

1Concrete Builder
1Structural I^gitieer
I Chemistry • PharmM?
1 Automobile Work
lAirpiniio Engines
1Agricultuve and Poi lUX
1Mathematics

Vn Canada sliouW
International Correspondence SehooJs Canadtan, Limitea.

^^ontrcalf OQiodo

BE A MAGICIAN!
I WILL TEACH YOU. FREEl

Bo nonillnr in any I'r.xvd. Glvo fxliiblliona
clubH. partlojt 11 nd lotiKOs. 1 can teach you ho^
drcda DfcntertaiKini.- Irickn in jnst a few. hj U"
0,. you can ciclicht your friends :>n<l l)o invHed
""""'"'•iTmaoic tricks sent free
To Dree how quickJy y«>u can kprn,

1" nmnziriic niflKH* trlckf Jtntl Ictichjou nowABSOLUTELY Sen4 or^
to cover rackintf.clc. nio today to

A. P. FELSMAN. Peal. 28. 28 E. Monroe St.. Chicago. 111.

$25055 to $60055 a month!
You cin c.-irii this and more every inomli.
niii-ariiB iilon'vl saS-.W rtH-wool-svilt-s iind topcoiits from the

850 W. Adams Street. ChlcaRO.

MvtBlcal Comedies ftajl
Hcviira. wltli tull, in-
81ructions , forMINSTRELS

YOU can siaso your own show with our Fuji unc
of plnya, imislc. oroswflro.
devllle .acts and makeup. CA rAUOUU i- •
T S DENISON &CO.,623 So. Waba«h, Dept. 108,ChteafB
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January Funds

Guaranteed
BONOS

PRINCIPAL and interest
guaranteed by the Globe

Indemnity Company of New
York.

Created and safeguarded by the
South s Oldest Mortgage In
vestment House.

Backed by a record of59 years
without loss to any customer,
and without a single delayed
interest payment.
Can you imagine asafer or more pro-
htable investment? The coupon will
brmg you fbU information. Mail it
today.

Really 8-Trust Company
Jhe Soum Oldest Mortgage Investment House

Founded 1865 ATLANTA

PHILADELPHIA
Packard Building JACKSONVILLE

Adalr Building

Adair Realty & Tru.t Co.,DeptH-n HealeyBldg., Atlanta
Ml inform-

bonrf. first mortgage
°«y ''V the Globe Indem-y «-Qmpany of New York.

y«me

Addren

100%
Information

Preferred
A^CURATP, information is ti-c
elect?,"r,"'
Read l,i

tiofvalneT ^'^
specific c; ' • - advice asto buying
ofa 1 "fr bs-kerPonsibic mvestment dealer.

^ext Month

Public Utilities
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Bucket Shops
(.Continued from Dcccmbcr)

By Stephen Jessup

old-fashioned bucketer, then, bought
no stock but pocketed his customers'
money, and nine times out of ten he

kept it. In the case of a protracted bull market
he would have to pay out a good deal of money
in the way of profits to •customers, but this
money was usually replaced by the new custom
ers who poured in owing to the publicity caused
by the apparent easy wealth being obtained.
If the pressure of paying out profits became
too great; that is, if the supply of new victims
fell off, the bucketer would simply fail. As
he had no assets and no honorable, genera
tion-old reputation to uphold, that was the
end of him. Like the lady in the popular
song, he just moved away.

The kind of bucketing of customers' orders
above described naturally came into disrepute
as the public became educated, and the more the
public became educated, the more the business
fell off. Then came the modern and 'more
refined method.

The modern bucket shop so closely resembles
a real brokerage house that it is difficult to
detect the difference at first. The modern
bucketer is, to all intents and purposes, a real
broker. Frequently he is the member of an
exchange. He maintains an ofilce or ofl'ices with
tickers, news services, and all the up-to-date
paraphernalia that distinguishes the best of
brokerage firms. He actually executes the cus
tomer's order. He reports the time of the exe
cution and gives, or can give, the name of the
broker from whom he bought the stock. In
short, the buying transaction is quite legitimate
and quite as valid and effective as if executed by
a real broker. The customer cannot have anv
complaint about the execution of his order; it is
attended to with first-class care and promptness.

But the modern bucketer does not complete
the transaction in the same way as the real
honest broker. Insteadof carrying the stock by
putting it with other stocks in a bank loan, and
having it at all times within reach and "under
control," he sells it or an equivalent amount of
the same stock, almost immediately after buying
it. He thus recoups the money involved, includ
ing his customer's margin. He retains that
margin precisely a.s the old-fashioned bucketer
did, and in the same way his profit lies in the
stock declining to the point where the customer's
margin is wiped out, or, if he furnishes more
that is finally wiped out also. '

This e.xT3lainswhy, in the many cases of bucket
shop failures during the past two years, when
receivers were appointed it was found that little
if any of the stock supposed to be carried was
actually available; that the stock bought out
right for customers was not in the office, and
that the stock supposed to be carried was not
under the control of the bucketer by being in
one or more bank loans.

The above remarks apply primarily to stocks
bought on margin. In cases where the customer
paid in full and therefore bought his stock out
right, the bucketer's hope was that the customer
would delay calling for his stock ("and he would
assist the delay often by putting a customer off
with a variety of excuses) until such a time
when the price had declined, whereupon he
would buy it and deliver it to the customer, hav
ing made a profit con.sisting of the difference
between the customer's purchase price and his
own purchase price.

.A variation from the margin business is the
so-called '' partial payment" plan. Many people
having either experienced or heard about the
danger of buying slocks on margin, and not
having the funds to buy slocks outright, and
wishing to acquire them at what seems a favor
able price level, are attracted by the idea of
buying them in installments, much as they would
buy a house or an automobile or furniture on the
familiar installment plan.

If the broker were honest there would be
nothing objectionable in this plan. The plan is
simple. The customer pays his initial deposit
anclagrees to pay an ad<iitional sum each month.
He receives anj' dividends declared on the stock.
He is charged interest on his debit balance,

which is graduallj- reduced by his monthly pay
ments, and when the last monthly payment is
made he is entitled to receive the stock.

But when operated by tlie bucket shop the
plan is in reality only another method of margin
trading. The bucketer buys tlie stock in the
proper manner as before, and proceeds to sell an
equivalent amount against it, as before. In
other words, he takes a position on the opposite
side of the market against his customer, and his
customer's loss is his gain. Here is the great
wrong committed. The bucketer, instead of
acting as a broker and having his customer's
welfare at heart, is secretly injuring him.
There is no telling to what extent advances in
stocks have been frustrated by the weight of
selling on the part of bucket shops.

The fact that the broker is not actually carrj'-
ing the stock explains why, in the case of failure,
the partial payment purchasers find themselves
in the same boat as the margin traders, and, for
that matter, as some of the outright purchasers.
The outright purchasers, Tike the man whose
story prompted this article, had paid for their
stock and were entitled to it. But it would not
be there. The partial-payment, and many of the
margin, purchasers would be willing to tender
thcir_ debit balances and take up their stock,
but it would not be there. They all suffer
from the same evil; the broker-bucketer, not
really carr>'ing the stock, cannot produce it.

Another evil, which has led to indictments in
many cases, is the matter of interest charged on
customers' debit balances. In the case of the
honest broker, whose carrying of stock for cus
tomers is financed through his bank, he is charged
by the bank the call rale of interest, which
fluctuates from 2% to 6% and may be said to
average around 4%, and he charges his cus
tomers a little more, either 5% or 6%. This
margin of profit is well known and goes toward
paying his overhead expense. But in the case
of the bucketer, there is no such bank loan and
hence the interest he charges his customers is
interest on an indebtedness that does not
exist, a purely mythical debit balance. Theo
retically he has provided money to complete
the purchase of stock. Actually he has done
nothing of the kind. Hence the interest charge
is sheer additional larceny.

ONE of the largest bucket shops, which failed
in ig23 for millions of dollars, had the most

up-to-date of accounting systems as well as an
almost perfect information service for its cus
tomers. It bought stocks openly in its own name
on the floor of the Exchange, and sold them sur
reptitiously at once for its own account. It
ostensibly financed the purchases by collateral
loans made to a "finance conioration" organized
by itself, with capital supplied by itself, and
operated by its own dummies. The partners of
the firm drew out of the "finance corporation"
large sums of money obtained from the sale of
stocks theoretically carried on the firm's books
for customers. These partners were indicted
recently, but at this writing have not been
brought to trial.

Most of the more flagrant buckct shops failed
in 1922 and 102.^, but it is impossible to say how
many are still operating. The best way to
avoid such a concern is to deal only with a long-
established, reputable firm, either a member of
one of the leading exchanges or a house of high
reputation such as those whose offerings are
advertised in the columns of this magazine.
Beware of any concern that offers to carry se
curities on a \ery small margin; (hat urges you
to buy an unseasoned stock which is obviously a
rank speculation; that paints too glowingly the
partial payment plan; that tries to make you
commit yourself too heavily for your resources;
that hesitates about delivering a security for
which you have paid in full promptly; that is
anxious to have you "trade out" your good
securities for some which it is pushing itself.
These signs are not necessarily positive proof
of bucketing, but they should act as a red light
and put you on your guard, and cause you to
reconsider dealing with the concern bearing
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them. Above all thinss, never act in a hurry or
under pressure, whether face to face or on the
telephone or by mail. The matter of investing
your money is important enough to justify and
require carc and investigation. A good broker
or bond house is interested primarily in giving
customers the best of service and seeing them
make satisfactory investments and grow into
larger customers; jvnd therefore thinks more of
the customer's welfare than of personal profit.
This is perhaps the greatest difTerence easily
perceived between the spurious and the real.
The former is concerned only with its own selfish
profit. Any rich man will tell you that it is
harder to keep money than to make it.

Investment Literature

G. L. Miller Bond & Mortgage Co., 803 Miller
Building, Miami, Florida, have issued a booklet,
"The Ideal Investment," which will be sent free
on request.

"Half a Century of Investment Safety in the
Nation's Capital"—a new 32-pagc booklet, pro
fusely illustrated with views of Washington,
D. C., telling about per cent, and 7 per cent.
First Mortgage Investments in the Nation's
Capital. For the free copies write to The F. H.
Smith Company, Smith Building, 815 Fifteenth
St., Washington, D. C.

Adair Realty & Trust Co., 800 Healey Build
ing, Atlanta, Ga., have issued a booklet, "How
to Judge Southern Mortgage Bonds," which will
be sent free on request.

The Fidelity Bond & Mortgage Co. of St. Louis,
Mo., will be glad to send on request the following
booklets: "Your Money—Its Safe Investment;
Are you losing Money? A Brief History of
Guaranteed Bonds; Fidelity Bonds are First
Mortgages; Fidelity Service and the Morning
Mail."

Greenebaum Sons Investment Company of
Chicago, Illinois, have recently published a
booklet dealing with the advantages of their
First Mortgage Bonds. Send for Investors'
Guide.

Arnold & Company, Washington, D. C., will
be glad to send a copy of their interesting booklet,
describing Arnold's Certificates, on request.

Please mention The Elks Magazine when
writing.

H-e-y-y R-u-u-b-el
(.Continued fro})i page ,77)

booked the town for the next year, sailed
happily in, preserved a meek and lowly mien
and then when the big top was crowded with
nearly every citizen of the small town, there
was an announcement;

"Now, all you folks upon them scats, you'll
notice perhaps that there's some horses in this
big top. Perhaps you ain't paid much attention
to 'em, but this circus desires to announce that
they're strong an' husky an' that they're hitched
to the seat jacks that hold up them seats you're
sittin' on. The minute any trouble starts in
this big tent, them horses will start pullin' and
the whole mess an' caboodlc o' you'll be dumped
to the ground. If you don't know what that
means an' want t' find out—just start something.
We're only playin' one show here to-day,
movin' out after th' matinee an' we intend t'
have that show respectable. No fightin', no
quarrelin' and no throwin' at performers. Th'
minute that starts, we start them horses."

It was one of the most peaceable crowds of
that turbulent time. Those were the days of
unsafe seats—circus seats can be erected with
perfect safety upon a ballroom floor now—and
everi'one knew what it meant to have the grand
stand fall, with its attendant tangling of human
forms, the crushing out of lives and the break
ing of arms and legs. Most of the audience,
which had crowded into the big tent with no
other idea than the heckling of performers and
the causing of trouble generally, sat transfixed
with fear. A few, gaining their senses, started
to leave, only to be sent back to their places by
the ushers.

"The minute there's a rush off them seats
{Conlinucd on page 72)
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Florida's Oldest First Mortgage BondJHot^

Invest by the Map
and Get IV^^o

People with money to invest this January
can make sure of having peace of mind and a
good rate of interest all through 1925. if they
will be guided by the little map above. It
shows that in Florida, high-grade first mortgage
bonds pay 7K%. compared with 6% and 6MTr
in other parts of the countr)%

G. L. Miller
BOND & MORTGAGE

Company
801 MILLER BUILDING, MIAMI, FLA.

Confidence

in Smith Bonds is
World-Wide

52 Years of'ProvenSafety
JANUARY 1925 marks the completion of
V anotheryear of perfectsafetyfor investors
in Smith Bonds. Founded in January 1873,
The F. H. SmithCompany now has a rec
ord ofno loss to any investor in 52 years.

Thestronglysafeguarded First Mortgage
Bondssold by this house are owned by in
vestors in every part of the United States
and in 30 foreign countries andterritories.

Such universal confidence in Smith
Bonds is the logical result of more than
half a century of proven safety.

First Mortgage Bonds are sold in ^100,
J /O ^500 and ^1,000 denominations. You

f may investoutright or under our Investment
Savings Plan. Mail the coupon today.

The F. H. Smith Co.
Founded 187J

First Mortgage Bonds
Smith Building Washington, D.C.

42V
THE F. H. SMITH COMPANY

Smith Building, lyashinglo", D.C.
Pleasesendme,-without obligation, yournev bookUl, "jJ Years
ofProven Safety."

^atne.,..

cAddrest.

Miller First Mortgage Bonds, secured by
property in Florida cities, are a nationally
known investment, with a record of never a
dollar's loss to any investor. Be sure to find
out about them before you in%'est your Janu
ary funds. Mail the coupon today for 4-page
folder, "Invest by the ]Map."

G. L. MUlcrBood & Mortiiafic Company
801 MlUer Building. MIoml. Fla.

Please send tne the folder "Invest by the S^P.
•wUh circular describing a Miller First. Mortgage Bond
issue paying at k-ast -yiVc-

Name

Address

City and Slate-

Abrief
History

Guaranteed
50NDS

Now Ready
You'll be pleased to add this instruc
tive little booklet to your file of
investment informauon. It tells in an
interesting way of the origin, growth
and present high standing of Guaran
teedFirst MortgageRealEstate Bonds

If you want extra copies, please state
the exact number.

IJumu.'tY
BOND.*^MORTGAGE CO.JI.

Incorporated 1913

6S6 Chemical Bldg., St. Louis
376 I66W. Jackson Blvd., Chicago

457 U. S. National Bank Bldg., Denver

Fidelity Guarantees Every Bond

INVEST SAFELY TO
EARN 6J<%

Safety with i.s better than
the ••promLsc" of big prolits,
especially for tiio man to wlioni
loss of principal would ro-sult ui
hardship.

•\rii(i!d CertlilKitcs are Itrst. of till safe, buliiw
sc'iircd bj- ilrm mort on liiiprov'rjl rca
cstiteau'J liomeauml by liio S1.2.>0.000 Cupltal
and Surplurt of Arnold nud Coiniiuiiy-
Tliev P ly ti'i' interest ritflit ilirouuh
turlt V.urc issuetl In convenient aniounta ol
S500 unti S1003 to run 2 to 10 >c-;ir9 iintl nmy
be puroha-Bi; I on monthly luiywcnia It deslrea-

IVrllc for our DooUct .V".

ARNOLD AND COMPANY
1416 Eye St. N.W. Washingto-*, D. C.
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Bank
Safeguarded

First Mortgage Bonds
When you bay a Greenebaum Firat Mort-
ga^ Real Estate Bond you place your
savrngs m a Bank Safeguarded security.

70Years'Proven Safety
inter.

Send for Investors Guide

pi'eeiiebauiti Sons
Mvestmeitt Conai^

OLDEST FIE3T MOHTCAGB BANKING BOUSB

Mllwaukoo^rStoSSs CItor
bond SSaviCB OBKCES IN300 CITIKS

J.00% SafeSince1855

ELKS
Building

Louisville,
Kentucky

Salesmen Wanted
AreYou Satisfied with
Your Present Position?

"«"8 to work
in this ranpo*i "^"Sagecl
Compensation if hPJ^815,000 a year,sions. I)ase(i upon coramis-

PrilcnT" a^nings°^,ef^^fi"'
yestigate these
be under no will
wiU be held in stri^
tous today. Let uftr??

A lettermmf , ^ you-
stating age—coupon

rials'
Magazine50 East 42nd Street,

NewYork,N.Y.
Clip and mail today!

Tnr Et.Ks Magazine
so East 42nd Street,

J ;?m iiileicsted in thp c-i
tioi) advertised in the Proiwsi-I'leasc- se,ui me fuH pStict
Name
.Arldrcs.-^ | ^
Cil.v 1
I'rc.<cnl (A( iii)ation ' ^

The Elks Magazine

H-e-y-y R-u-u-b-e!
{Continued from page 71)

we'll jerk out the jacks," came their threat,
and the deserters went shivering back to their
perches.

The show went on in its entirety, every avail
able piece of paraphernalia being rushed to the
train as soon as possible. Then with the end
of the races, a horde of workmen, their labors
done, moved into the big tent, each armed with
a tent stake.

"Take it quiet an' go home!" was their com
mand—and the crowd went, while the circus
moved on, another score settled.

For in those days, circuses and towns carried
their grudges from year to year. A genuine
circus man of that time could look at a route
list and name the towns, months beforehand,
where trouble might be e.vpected.

"Better ditch Bingsport," he would say.
"It's a tough baby. The Gregg Show got in
bad there two years ago and they're layin' for
any outfit that comes their way."

In those days the grifters used to work in the
side-show, now only an annex to the big show
where "those str-r-range people" are exhibited,
but then litde more than a crooked gambling hall.

And there the owner held forth. That was his
bread and butter—that was where liis heart
and his pocketbook and his fears were. Nor
could you find him by name. He never answered
to his real cognomen on the circus lot. He was
Joe Hepp, or Jim Wise, or Pete Wright, or some
other recognized "moniker" as it was called,
known only to the persons of the circus. He
could be reached by no one else, and he appeared
in an executive capacity only when there was
urgent need, or when some town appeared
sufficiently gi^ible to allow him to play one of
his various tricks by which he could get some
thing for nothing.

T REMEMBER one of those very well. It was
the favorite wth Mr. Joe Hepp of my first

circus. We rarely paid for potatoes. Instead,,
an agent would make a contract with a farmer,
for a wagon load of produce, they would appear
on the circus grounds, and orders given to dump
them into a wagon closely shrouded with canvas,
except where an opening had been made at one
end. Everything would be lovely, until the
unloading was over. Then the farmer woijd
ask for his pay.

Nobody seemed to know who should pay him.
From one person to another woidd the poor man
be shunted, only to be sent somewhere else on a
seemingly endless journey which would con
sume hours. Sometimes he would wear out,
and leave the circus grounds, hoping to come
back later and find the man who would pay
him—only to meet with denials that he ever
had delivered the produce. But he usually was
more persistent and it was here that Mr. Joe
Hepp's big joke would come in. Mr. Joe Hepp
would arrive on the scene. He would listen to
the farmer's plaint. Then at last a light would
come into his eyes, as of infinite understanding.

".\nd you think you're going to get away
with that?" he would ask. "Nobody ordered
those potatoes—just because we're a traveling
circus and there don't seem to be much head or
tail to things around here, you think you're
going to palm off on us the potatoes you can't
sell to somebody else. Well, it won't work.
Take back your old potatoes. We don't want
'em."

Whereupon, he would turn his back upon the
farmer, leaving that befuddled personage to
stand in bewilderment. Somebody had ordered
those potatoes—yet here was the owner, who

j said he didn't want 'em. There naturally was
only one thing to do, to take them back, and as
there seemed to be no one to help him, he would
climb the wagon to take off that canvas that he
might better see how to remove his produce.
Usually ->ne look was enough. That shrouded
vehicle was full of lions—walking on his potatoes
and daring him to come in and take them out!

•After that, one of three things happened.
The farmer either left the circus in free possession
of those Murphys, or sold them for whatever the
circus cared to pay for them, or went out and
got his gang and came back to start a fight.
In any case, he was unfortunate, for the cir
cuses of those days looked for fights, loved
fights and knew how to fight to win.

For the old circuses had a motto—that they
must whip the towner by any means possible,
and this led to varied inventions. Not so long
ago, I stood watching a big show tear down for
the night. There, of course, was the usual
crowd standing about in the light of the arcs,
and as crowds will do, knotted in tight groups.
The boss canvasman, a veteran of other daj's,
stood for a moment, hands in his hip-pockets,
staring reminiscently. Then he turned and
grinned.

"Wouldn't that have been duck soup in the
old days?" he asked as he nodded toward the
throng. "If something had gone wrong during
the day and we wanted to square up?"

It would have been more than that—it would
have been duck soup with garnishments. For in
the old days, when there had been trouble and
the crowds were foolish enough to knot up, the
circus found itself in a seventh heaven of delight.
It simply spread the word quietly, and its
fighters took positions of vantage. Then four
men began to move innocently about, dragging
a rope, some two hundred feet long, the other
end of which was secured to an iron stake, driven
deep in the ground. Here and there they went,
paying no attention to the jibes of the crowd,
or the murmurings of the threatened attack, as
the throng awaited the voice of some man who
would act as leader. Here and there, until the
wholecrowd had been centered, and then, equally
as innocently, twenty men more moved slowly
toward the first four. They caught the rope,
and tightened it slightly. Then the boss came
on the scene, glanced at his preparations, and
cupped his hands to his mouth.

" Hey-y-y-y-y-y-y Ru-u-u-u-u-be!" he shouted
and with that the twenty men leaped into
activity. The rope writhed like some venomous
snake, raised from the ground, caught the first
of the groups and tumbled them over, to tighten
farther and knock still more people from their
feet, and finally to change the threatening
crowd from a thing of danger to an impotent,
struggling mass, striving to regain its feet.
And while the crowd did this, the fighters of the
circus moved in with fists and clubs and at
tended to the carnage.

This gentle little tri.ck, however, was done
only when there had been extreme bitterness
between a town and a circus and in revenge for
a fight, perhaps years before. The usual circus
worked on a principle of defense, with the fight
arriving about five minutes before the need of
that defense happened along, and changing its
tactics often enough so that the towner did not
know exactly what to expect. When the enemy
learned the rope trick, an enterprising fighting
organization which passed as a circus trained
six horses to run abreast and used these for-
scattering crowds until a towner hamstrung a)
horse. Then it trained Empress, a sLx-tonl
elephant, to charge upon command, swinging
a big top quarterpole carelessly in its trunk as
it did so. That bumped off quite a few and the
circus felt real satisfied.

While all this was going on with the majority
of circuses in the country, a few struggling or
ganizations were trying out the proposition of
playing fair. They carried no graft, they paid
all their bills—which other circuses did not—
they allowed no one to shortchange, or indulge
in the thousand and one petty forms of thievery
which flourished on the other shosvs, and the
time came when people began to watch for these
shows, as the ones at which they really could
spend an enjoyable day without losing anj'thing,
from pocketbooks to a happy existence. For
these shows had seen the .beginning of a new era
in the attitude of those whose living must be de
rived from the general public. An attitude
departing from the old one of the "public-be-
damned," which was so popular with everj'-one
from politicians to public utilities in the old days.
Big corporations, slowly, of course, were be
ginning to lean toward a kindly attitude.
Muckraking papers were filled with the evil
doings of those who, wliile the circus term was
not used, "grifted" from the public as thor-
ougWy as any tented aggregation. And those
in the show world who were far seeing dix-ined
the time when the old order of things would be
forced to go, and became pioneers in trjang life
without it.
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Will You Accept This Book FREE!
Millions upon milUons of books fill the

shelves of our libraries. Within these
illimitable rows are treasures richer than Ali
Baba's cave ever held. Here is knowledge, edu
cation, culture, entertainment. The jewels of
civilization are within these books. What
priceless benefits we could obtain from them—if
only we had time to read them!

There is the problem. How can we hope to
read even a small fraction? Which are the books
we should read, and where shall we begin In our
perplexity we put off the worth-while reading we
have promised ourselves. We seldom get beyond
current fiction.

The vital need

Now, what is really needed is a book that will
tell us what to read—and when.

The book you see pictured above is that book.
Here at last is the key to the literature of the
world; the solution to the reading problem of the
busy man or woman. For this book contains the
famous new reading plan created by nine eminent
men of letters—Dr. Lyman Abbott, John Macy,
Richard Le GalHenne, Asa Don Dickinson, Dr.
Bliss Perry, Thomas L. Masson, Dr. Henry van
Dyke, George lies, and Dr. Hamilton Wright
Mabie.

A uniqne new plan
The plan that these great authorities devised is

absolutely unique. From the immortal literature
of the world these men have selected just the ele
ments essential to a cultured person's reading.
And these selections they have arranged in a day-
by-day program covering a full year. Your
reading is scheduled for each day. And the

selections are so arranged as to be of timely
interest.

Thus, on July 14th, the anniversary of the fall
of the Bastille, our reading takes us into the
stirring days of the French Revolution.

In this way your reading is filled with fascinat
ing variety and takes you among the masterpieces
of fiction, historical description, poetry, drama,
essays, biography. Only twenty minutes a day are
required.

Already this fascinating new plan of reading
has been hailed with delight by thousands.
"This is just what I have always wanted!"
people say when they see this book—the only
book of its kind in the world.

A remarkable offer
It would be difficult to set a price upon The Daily

Reading Guide. But you are not asked' to purchase it.
A remarkable offer brings it to you FREE. A limited
number of copies are to be distributed without cost, for
the publishers believe that by this simple new plan
that makes it so easy to read goodliterature many ^
people will be encouraged to do more worth-
while reading.

So by taking advantage of this introductorv
offer NOW you will receive one of the free DOUBLfiiDAY,
copies. Simplymail the coupon, enclosing
only 25 cents to help cover ihc costs of l>cpt. Y-1231
handling and postage, and The Daily ✓ Garden City,New York
Reading Guide will come to you / Gentlemen: Plex-;e send me, cn-
at_ once. _lo_ avoid disap- / tirclywiLhoutobligation.acopyofThe
pointment it is important ^ Daily Reading Guide,cuntaining nearly
to send at once. ^ zoo pages, bound in rich bluecloth, which

contains the compliitenew plan created by nine
NCL3Un UUUDLCUAVf ^ eminent men o£ Idlers for reading the essential

I"®- ^ literature of the world in only 20minutes a. day. 1
Dept. V.122I„ ^ enclose 25 cents (in currency orstamps) to pay hand-

CaraenCi^, ^ ling and shippingcharges. Tlierc is to be no further cost.
New York /
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Lucl^ Strikes are made of
the finest tobaccos:—many
cigarettes can also claim
that,but ItsToasted' belon^s
solely to Lucky Strikes.

LUCKY STRIKE

mmma
THU SCMWUINl-UK N»i\V VOJiK


