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~Some sﬁ6fé;f§'i"g§€efdé;§foker'hﬁi’rying from:

the engine-rodm, 4’ fellow too rude to stop

and apologize™® It will make an entertaining

entry for your diary, won't it?”. S
He turned to go: - .

“I think,” ‘he said, “you’d probably .

sleep better if you locked your door.”

“We always - do,” said Miss Cobb.

“Good-night, and -thank you. After all,
life is made up of experiences, isn’t it.”

“Of all kinds,”: agreed Matthew Kelton,
as he wished ‘them good-night. As soon as
the door of the cabin had closed on him, he
heard the key turn in'the'lock. He smiled,
grimly. : .
.. He examined, with care, the:scene of Miss
Cobb’s encounter with the unknown. No-

ody was there, nor were there any traces.
Then he started toward Captain Galvin’s
quarters to discuss with him the strange oc-
currences of the last hour. :

The captain’s cabin was on thé top-deck,
forward. To get to it Matthew Kelton had
to walk the length of the ship, along the top-
deck. Matthew Kelton walked.cautiously,
all his senses on the alert. He had not gone
far when he heard a faint tap-tap, the sound
of feet on the iron steps leading to the top-
deck. Kelton acted quickly. He darted
behind a thick stanchion, and flattened his
slender body there, out of sight. A figure
passed him, walking rapidly.

It was too dark to get a good look at the
figure. At best, Kelton could only make out
that it was short, squat. He strained his
eyes and tried to follow it.

It was lost in the blackness. Then, in the
darkness, there was a streak of light. Far
down the ship, the door of the captain’s
cabin was being opened, and quickly closed
again to admit—whom? For only an in-
stant the light from the cabin fell on the
figure, but in that instant Kelton discerned
the hooded cloak he knew belonged to Miss
Julia Royd, the nurse of Miss Yate.

ELTON resolved on a bold course of
action. There was no time for tact, or
finesse. The S. S. Pendragon was driving
onward through the sea toward her destina-
tion. If the murderer of Samuel P. Cleghorn
was to be discovered before the ship reached
land, every avenue of investigation must be
followed promptly and vigorously. The visit
of the nurse to the captain’s cabin might
have no connection with the crime. But.it
might have a very direct connection. Kelton
had a quick intuition about people. He was
a hard man to lie to. That intuition told
him that Captain Galvin knew something—
wl}ich_ he had not told. A veteran sea-cap-
tain 1s not a man easily flustered—and
C'ap.tain Galvin had shown signs of being
distinctly flustered by the discovery of the
crime on his ship. His manner, when Kelton
was examining the body in Cabin B, had
been strained, apprehensive. Yes, he knew
something—but what? And the nurse?
Miss Yate had described her as “stronger
and braver than most men.” From his
brief meeting with her in the cabin, Kelton
gained the impression that this description

was apt. Determination showed in her
rugg?,d face. Did she know something,
too?

To find out, Matthew Kelton marched
straight to the captain’s cabin. It was his
plar_x to enter and find out, if he could, what
business the nurse had there. As he ap-
proached he heard the muffled voices of
the captain and the woman. He caught
a few words. The woman was speaking.
He knew that thick, deep voice.

“It’s a bad, bad business, Dave,” she
was saying. “We must keep our heads »

Then he heard the captain hiss.

- ““Sssssh, for the'love of God. I thought

©-T heard steps.” "~ -

**" “Matthew Kelton-banged on the cabin door
+ #Who'’s there?” cried the captain.
- “I, Matthew ‘Kelton.” s
“I’ll operi the door in a“second,” the cap-
tain réplied. Inside™Kelton could hear a
sclirrying. ‘Then-tHecaptain threw open the
- door. - s
“Come in,” he said, withr great heartiness.
“You’ll notice that even:I'am keeping my
door locked on a night like this.”
“Yes,” said Matthew Kelton, with a smile.
“I noticed, that.” S .
“ Any néws?” queried Kelton.

T’S beensometimesince Octavus

Roy Cohen has written one of

his famous darkey stories for us.

But we have secured one of his

best for an earlyissue. It’scalled

“Stranger Than Friction.” Be
sure to watch for it.

“None. Have you found out anything?”
. “A lot—and yet very little,” Kelton
replied. IHis eyes roamed idly about the
cabin. In a corner he noticed a closet. It
was just large enough for a person to crowd
1nto.

“Won’t you have a drop of some real old
Scotch and tell me what you’ve learned,”
said the captain. He was playing his role
well, Kelton thought.

“No thanks. You’ve heard about the
eyes——"’

“Yes, yes,” said the captain, and as he
poured a drink for himself Kelton saw his
hands were not entirely steady. ‘“And
about the radio. Mr. Kelton, we have a job
on our hands, a big job.”

“I'll smoke a cigarette, if you have one,
captain,” said Matthew Kelton. He was
watching the captain closely.

“Sorry, but I never use ’em. I can let
yo'l(li have a pipe, or a cigar,” the captain
said.

“T’ll take the cigar, please.”

The captain passed a box toward him.
He seemed increasingly ill at ease. Matthew
Kelton decided to play a waiting game. He
knew too little to try to force the captain’s
hand then and there. It would be better,
Kelton concluded, to keep his suspicions of
Captain Galvin to himself. A man who
knows he is suspected is on his guard. Kel-
ton would wait till he had more data.

“You have some theory, haven’t you?”
the captain asked.

‘A theory, yes,” replied Kelton.

“Do you want to tell me what it is?”’

“Certainly. Remember, though, it can
be upset, any minute. The facts I have to
date point to the existence on this ship of
an individual who is daring, strong, ruthless.
He is plaving some game of his own—and
just what it is I confess is too deep for me
so far. Here we have a man who brutally
murders - another—and on ship-board, at
that, where his chances of escape are mini-
mized. Instead of lying low, he apparently
continues to prowl about the ship doing
fantastic, and so far as I can see, purposeless
things. He does his best to wreck the radio.
I see a purpose there, of course. He thought
it would impede our efforts to get informa-
tion, and to notify the police. But why
should he risk his life to dangle over the side
of the ship in an attempt to see into or even
get into the cabin of an invalid woman?
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Why should he knock down an inoffensive
school-marm? Two explanations of his
weird behavior present themselves to my
mind. The first is that he is looking for
something—something very valuable it
must be, too, since he seems determined to
get it at any cost—even at the cost of a
human life. He killed Cleghorn, thinking
Cleghorn had it; but Cleghorn didn’t have
it, because the unknown has continued his
search. The prize, obviously, is a big one.
You’ll remémber that Cleghorn’s money and
jewelry were ignored. OQur unknéwn is
after bigger game. But what?”

Captain Galvin shook his head.

“I’d like to know,” he said. Kelton had
an impression that the captain seemed
relieved.

“My other explanation fits the case, too,”
went on Matthew Kelton. ‘““That fat chat-
terbox—Mond—suggested it at dinner. It
may be, captain, that we are dealing with
a madman.”

“Yes,” said the captain. ‘I was thinking
that, too. Now, off hand, Mr. Kelton, who
would you say was the maddest-looking
person you have seen on this ship?”’

Kelton evaded the question.

“XOU can’t always tell by appearances,”

he said. “I’ve seen dangerous maniacs
who looked every bit as sane as you or I,
captain. They seem perfectly normal until
you happen to touch the infected spot in
their mind—and then they go into a frenzy.
But you have someone in mind, I can see.
Who?”

“I’m making no accusations,” said Cap-
tain Galvin, “but if ever I saw a man who
struck me as being a candidate for a padded
cell it’s that fellow Mond.”

“He’s a queer one, I grant you that,”
said Kelton. He was thinking to himself,
“the captain is not so slow-witted. He falls
in instantly with my maniac theory—and
tries to cast suspicion on a man who will fit
it.”

Aloud he said,

¢“Have you any facts about Mond?”

“None,” the captain admitted. “Only—
did you notice when he was telling that story
about the killer on the Marie Celeste how
excited he was? There was a hellish look in
his eyes, Mr. Kelton.”

“Yes, I didn’t miss that,” said Matthew
Kelton. “Don’t think I’ve been neglecting
Mr. Mond in my speculations, captain.”

“T’ll clap him in irons, if you say the
word,” Captain Galvin declared.

Kelton smiled dryly.

“Not yet, captain. If you go about clap-
ping people in irons because their behavior
strikes you as a bit odd, you’ll have us all
in clink. Leave Mr. Mond to me.”

“Have you had any answers to your wire-
less messages?” asked the captain. “I
heard the machine chattering away awhile

-ago and perhaps something has come in.”

Kelton knew the captain was not thinking
of the messages, but of the woman penned
uncomfortably in the closet.

“Haley is going to bring them to me as
fast as he gets them,” he said. “Perhaps
one of them will contain a ray of light.”

“J sincerely hope so,” said the captain,
moving restlessly in his seat.

“One more thing, captain,” said Matthew
Kelton. “The first officer spoke to me
awhile ago about the crew. Said that some
of them—especially the Bermuda natives—
seemed disturbed about something. Have
you any additional information?”’

“No. Sailors are a temperamental lot,
you know, Mr. Kelton. They've heard
about the crime by now and it may be that
which is bothering them. It’s bad luck to
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.Let 'at clutch in wid a bang, thassall. ‘At
car just come outen de shop, ’fore you buy
her.”

““She must have come out too soon, then,”
said I, with no little warmth. But his
manner showed I was wasting breath.

Seating himself behind the rear axle, the
dusky gentleman removed the large round
cover of the differential housing and stolidly
poked around in the grease and metal chips
which covered the gears. Every car, as you
probably know, is driven by a small “pinion”’
gear, attached to the end of the propeller
shaft, which meshes with and re-
volves alarger “ring” gear. Thelat-
ter, in turn, revolves the axle shafts
on which the wheels are fitted. The
trouble was, in this case, that by
some weird freak of construction,
the ring gear was free to move
laterally about half an inch, so that
the pinion, instead of deeply mesh-
ing with it, touched it only just enough to
cut a gash in its teeth.

I had the ‘car towed to a repair shop and
went home by train. The following Monday
I descended upon the brigand who had sold
me the darn thing and by dint of passionate
language induced him to bear half the ex-
pense of the repairs. Considering that I
had bought the car ““as is,” this was an un-
precedented triumph. The repair job proved
to be a forlorn hope. Thrice I drove the
car over the two blocks I had first covered
in it and thrice it let me down in exactly
the same spot. Finally, at the end of three
weeks, I tired of the game. It was too
monotonous. So with bated breath I tooled
the piece of junk around the corner, to an-
other gyp, and traded it in, at a loss of about
a hundred dollars, for a debauched looking
touring car minus one headlight and with
no paint at all. This purchase did at least
run. It ran quite brilliantly, in fact, for
a month, until one fatal night. Then the
axle broke while I was rounding a curve.
The mechanic a few days later accidentally
broke off the gear shift lever. To replace
it, he was obliged to remove the entire body.
He agreed to accept the car in lieu of cash in
payment for his bill.

I OFTEN wondered what became of the
hopeless coupé. Two years later, I found
out. While driving one of my choice ex-
hibits of Americana on Long Island, I cracked
two cylinders by the simple process of pour-
ing cold water into an overheated engine.
The relic was towed to a rural shop of which
I had heard and there, in the yard, stood the
skeleton of my former coupé. Nothing was
left of it but the frame, the radiator and the
Jrear axle I knew so well. Inquiry of the
repairman disclosed that he had bought the
car for fifty dollars, a few days after I had
parted with it. And then he had “junked”
it. He had sold the engine, the magneto, the
tires, the wheels and the body all separately
and had cleared a good two hundred dollars
over the purchase price. A stroke of genius.
In the used car business it has been my
experience that when you want to sell it’s
a buyers’ market and when you want to buy
it’s a sellers’ market. Any car in a second-
hand dealer’s stock is a good car of a wanted
make and very, very scarce. Any car you
want to sell or trade is a citron—a pariah
among automobiles. The gyp never re-
linquishes the clean end of the stick. He
buys cheap and seclls dear. The public does
the opposite, just as it does in Wall Street.
There was another car that I owned for
exactly three days. It happened, of course,
in the early spring. We needed a machine
in which to go to the country to look for
a summer house. I found the machine,

a medium-sized touring car, the product of
one of our best-known and oldest factories.
And it seemed to my more or less practised
eye to be in pretty good condition. The

habitual used-car buyer, in estimating the
milease of a car, looks for signs of wear in
certain places, such as on foot pedals and
floor boards.

The speedometer reading

never means anything. I examined the
car for battered nuts on engine and chassis,
indicative of wear due to constant repair
work. Everything scemed all right. And
in the hands of the canny demonstrator,
who took me over cobbled streets so that
the general noise would drown out specific
and significant sounds, the car behaved well.

In my own hands, she began to show some
of her real traits. She steered like a seven-
ton truck, for one thing, and bucked at low
speeds, and lost power on the hills. Like-
wise she literally spewed oil.

We drove her about three hundred miles
that week-end and found a house for the
summer. On the last lap of the journey
I began to notice signs of trouble more dis-
turbing than any I have just mentioned.
There was an increasingly obvious backlash
somewhere between the engine and the rear
wheels. I decided to unload.

Monday morning I drove her to a sales-
room on Broadway and asked a friend of
mine to sell her for me. At five o’clock that
afternoon he successfully demonstrated the
car and took a deposit. The purchaser ar-
ranged to bring the balance of the money
and take the car at nine the next day. At
closing-up time, my friend sent one of the
helpers out to drive the machine in for tl;e
night. Two minutes later the boy rushed in
with popping eyes. :

“‘Something’s busted,” he shouted.

The entire sales force went outside to see,
and there, sure enough, was one end of the
drive shaft, lying in the street. The nuts
holding the universal joint together had
sheered off and whirled away into space.
Unless heroic measures were adopted the
car could not be delivered on the morrow.
My friend—he has since, I hear, become very
successful—showed the iron that was in him.
Calling in a pal who ran a machine shop, he
helped him reassemble the joint with stove
bolts and a sledge hammer. The car was
delivered as scheduled and I broke even on
the venture.

You may think, perhaps, that it was cal-
lous of me to allow the car to pass from my
ownership knowing what had been done to
it. The fact is, however, that I was not
told until afterward. And then my re-
morse was tempered by the discovery that
the hapless purchaser had been a gyp who
had immediately unloaded on his own ac-
count, in an auction sale, at a profit. Tears
would have been superfluous.

One does become hardened, however,
after one has been stung half a dozen times
in the open market. When you have spent
most of your money in order to take title
to a bunch of wornout old iron, and the
remainder of your hoard providing the
wreck with new tires, parts and hospital
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service, and you then realize that in spite
of all this lavish care the wretched thing is
bound to disintegrate anyway, you just
naturally don’t care in whose backyard the
final break-up takes place—so long as it
isn’t in your own.

The worst kind of gyp in the old days was
the gvp in disguise. This was the elusive
gentleman who would bait his hook with the
“QOwner leaving town” plea, or the “ Widow,
to settle estate” stuff. He would opcrate
from a public, or private, garage, or stable,

. instead of from a salesroom and changed his

address with every sale. It wasa
gyp of this type who sold me the
car which gave me my most anxious
moments.

One recason, aside from lack of
capital, why I did not buy cheap
new cars was that, in common with
many other lovers of machinery, I
felt a genuine affection for the old,
heavy, expensively built machines of pre-war
vintage. Though clumsy, inefficient and out
of date, they were rugged. Their fittings
were of solid brass. Like well-cut clothes,
they carried an air of distinction to the last,
a distinction which, to my mind, the newer
inexpensive cars had never possessed. I used
to think it was a virtue for a car to be built
“Jike a battleship.” Nowadays, of course,
T realize that a car is apt to be better if it
is built like an automobile.

I had bought a cheap new car and become
disgusted with it because it_was so small and
tinny. In comparison with the two-ton
juggernaut I had previously _owned it seemed
like a toy. And although it had given me
no trouble whatever in twglve thousand
miles of use, I sold it that I might once more
search for an old-time Behemoth.

R weeks I scanned the classified pages.

I knew that there were models of the
type I wanted that had been carefully driven
and kept in good condition. At last I was
rewarded. Such a car was advertised as
having been in storage all winter. It was
ostensibly the property of a wqa.lthy man
who used it only in the country in summer.
Its outward appearance bore out the adver-
tised claims. The paint was excellent; the
tires even more so. True, the starter didn’t
work, but that, said the owner’s “nephew,”
was because the battery was run down. We
cranked the engine and that, too, seemed
sound. Eurekal .

When I suggested a demonstration, the
young man demurred. There were no license
plates. The car, you see, had not been used
since the autumn before. On my insistence,
however, he suggested that we take a chance
and run it without plates. We did this safely,
two policemen happening to look the other
way as we passed, and the demonstration
scemed satisfactory. The car became
mine.

As soon as I took possession, I found that
several things were not as they had seemed.
I will not bore you with all the details; two
will suffice. The self-starter would not
work unless the engine was warm. And the
gear lever slipped out of high every few
minutes. Just why the starter acted as it
did I have never been able to understand.
But anyway the electrical systems on those
old machines were so complicated that, as
one mechanic remarked, not even the man
who made them understood them.

In spite of these handicaps, I managed to
run the car for about six weeks. At the end
of that time I yielded to the desire of my
wife for a more easily handled car and set
about disposing of the old one. A classified
ad brought fourteen replies the first day,
mostly from hackmen, among whom models
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The Book Parade

- The New Things to Read Come Marching Along
Gallantly at This Time of Year

The Great American Band Wagon

By Charles Mers. (Harper & Brothers,
New York.)

N ALMOST every phase of Ameri-
O can life Charles Merz trains his fine,
merciless but salutary spotlight of
disillusion. But even if it is disillusion, it is
good-natured and even hilarious. We are,
thank God, a nation that enjoys laughing
at itself.

Mr. Merz writes of the national highways,
those avenues ‘“of pop-stands, gas tanks,
water cans, hot dogs, Kewpie dolls, and
chocolate almond bars that have become the
broad and pulsating arteries of a nation.”

He glances at the radio, which he names
The Tom-Tom:

“Good evening, ladies and gentlemen of the
radio family. This is Station WKD broad-
casting from Albany, New York. I am
sure those of you who have just heard Mr.
Doolittle’s interesting talk on the double-
enlry system will be glad to know that we have
with us to-night the Griswold Troubadours,
presented with the compliments of Griswold
and Company, manufacturers of leather
belting. . . "

Of the silver screen, with grand statistics:
according to the report of Mr. Hays to
Mr. Coolidge, twenty million Americans go
to the movies every day. (Just think that
over for a moment!) And of the new
American Bar, Mr. Merz murmurs: “. . .
part the product of good advertising, in
part the child of prohibition, in part the
natural sequence of the servant problem.”
The “new bar” is located in the modern
drug store, which, especially in the large
cities, has become not only a novelty shop
and circulating library, but also a quite com-
plete quick-firing restaurant.

The soda fountain as it flourishes in
America is a grand institution. We drink
half a billion dollars’ worth of its sweet
production annually, and we, ourselves,
have seen it used as a social club-house for
the neighborhood youth.

Altogether Mr. Merz is very enlightening.
We know just how he feels about most
things—the difference is we aren’t clever
enough to whack them on the head as he
does, until stars and streamers of light make
the night brilliant.

Recommended as about as good as they
come.

Beauty and the Beast

By Kathleen Norris. (Doubleday, Doran
& Co., New York.)

N THIS, we arrive at the ultra-romantic,
and how Kathleen Norris can do it!
“Tie these men. . . . To-morrow we will

deal with them—ithey lried to kill me. Waich
this woman, Rosa, she betrayed me to them.”

“Me” is a gorgeous and modern young

Siciian bandit (who miraculously enough
has had a year at Columbia University,
which makes him all right with us, and
allows him the use of the English tongue).
He steals Janey Davenport, who belongs
to one of our first Southern families, while
she is traveling abroad on her yacht Dixie
Bell. He has his reasons, of course, and

By Claire Wallace Flynn

Janey, while she is held captive in the young
gentleman’s mountain stronghold, “falls”
badly for the bronzed outlaw who—can
we believe it!—wears “a shirt collar falling
open at the firm, brown throat.”

“Home, America, sanily, were thousands
of miles away. Life had found her, here on
the great mountain. She was in love.”

Tonio, the lawless youth, was also in love,
and for a while we thought high romance
was going to make a gesture and that
the lad would just up and steal his woman
for good and all in noble style. Butno. . . .

The Republican Party
By William Starr Myers. (The
Century Co., New York.)

The Democratic Party

By Frank R. Kent. (The Cen-
tury Co., New York.)

TOGETHER, these two signifi-
cant books furnish a spirited,
straight-forward and important
political history of the United
States. Appearing at this crit-
ical moment, before the national
conventions, they are, perhaps,
the most vital books of the year.

One Gordon Raleigh, who had known
Janey all her life, loves her too, drat it,
and in the end she gives up her delightful
bandit and his firm, brown throat, and his
casa on a mountain top, and his dark-eyed
“people” to whom he is a sort of feudal
lord, all for the safe and sane Gordon so
that her children (when they happen along)
may be proud of a father who has a tennis
record. .

You perceive by this that Mrs. Norris
takes no chances of antagonizing the nice
young American gentlemen who may read
her books.

Says Janey: ... lo go down to marke!
with a baby or two in your litile runabows,
and send flowers to some old friends in the
hospital, and order the ice-cream Jor a com-
pany dinner—isn’t that life?” .

Well—perhaps it may be. But if anyone
were at this moment (5:10 P. M. of a long
dull day with the nose firmly “put” to
a portable typewriter) to oﬁgr your re-
viewer the choice of a few dashing years as
mistress of a gentleman-bandit’s castle, or
the luke-warm pleasure of going down to
the candy store and saying, “Two quarts of
bisque glacé, please, for half-past seven,”’—
well, there’d be no book notes next month—
and that’s that.

The Gangs of New York

By Herbert Asbury. (Alfred A. Knopf,
New York.)

O QUARTER asked and none given—
was the code that governed and still
governs the underworld of New York.
“Gangs” as Mr. Asbury describes them—

those organized groups of criminals who for
over a hundred years have terrorized the
city—are not what they used to be. -

When we realize that the old-time bands
numbered thousands, where the more
recent squads of villains only count their -
dozens, we can see what crime has come to!

““There is more law in the end of a police-
man’s nightstick than in a decision of the
Supreme Court’’—said one of New York’s
most famous Inspectors, and putting this
concrete idea into practice some time
back in the ’70’s, he began one of the first
systematic attempts to ‘““clean house.”

To tell the story of the “Gangs” is,
naturally, to recount much of New York’s
history—a sort of glance at a beautiful
thing through red and smoky and filthy
glasses! There were the Astor Place Riots,
for example, when a mob of between
10,000 and 15,000 men drove William C.

. Macready, the eminent British actor, from

the stage of the Astor Place Opera House. -
That was back in 1849—and it makes a
thrilling chapter of history; then there is the
story of River Pirates; and the growth of .
The Bowery Boys; and the bloody Draft
Riots of 1863, when citizens were shot in the
streets, negroes hung to lamp-posts, and
buildings burned. Regiments were recalled
from the battle grounds of the South to
augment the troops on hand in the efforts
to quell this frightful uprising. Famous
Bank Robberies and even the Tongs of
Chinatown have their place in this book,
and so on down to almost the last scarlet
crimes that have made the tabloid what it
is to-day.

Mr. Asbury (who, by the way, is the same
man who very recently wrote “A Methodist
Saint: The Life of Bishop Asbury’) tells a
thrilling side of American history, albeit a
shocking one. In fact, it is so shocking
that one feels Mr. Asbury’s pen shudder
every once in a while. However, it would
take a Victor Hugo to recount all that Mr. .
Asbury has “researched’” without turning -
a hair.

0Odd pieces of metropolitan information
necessarily crop up and out of this mass of
story. Why—for instance—policemen are
called “coppers’ (see page 24), or where
“beefsteak parties’’ first originated (see .
page 46). Things like that, you knew. "
We could, of course, tell you the answers
here, but the object of these pages, we
believe, is to encourage the purchase of
reading matter.

This is a man’s book, if ever there was one.

Spring Tide , :
By Octavus Roy Cohen. (D. Appleton &
Co., New York.) .

TH.IS is a crackerjack story of the Florida
real-estate boom—*‘the greatest gold
rush the country had known since the mad
days of ’49.”

A young millionaire hero—uninterested
in business or investment or real estate—
gets caught in the jam—caught badly, more
ways than one—and there are the rather
dangerous squatters on his land, and a girl—

(Continued on page 78) -
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“T told him that the English correspon-
dents and others would want the statement.

“‘Give it to everybody,’ said Clemenceau.
‘Give it to the whole world.’

“To make his acceptance official, Clemen-
ceau wrote out a characteristically brief
note, which I still have. It reads:

“‘Paris, 7 February, 1919.
“‘My dear Stone: Here is the paper. You
can cable it. .
Affectionately,
G. C’

‘“The statement, supposedly from Clemen-
ceau himself, was given to all the corre-
spondents that day and was carried in full
in the Associated Press newspapers in this
country on February 8.”

Mr. Stone, even prior to his managerial
duties on the Associated Press—for which
institution he is still counselor in his
eightieth year—was known as an aggressive
news-getter. He founded the Chicago
Daily News, which soon became a power
largely through its faculty for printing the
news first.

As general manager of the largest news-
-gathering organization in the world, Mr.
Stone had much to do with many historic
“beats” of international importance. It
was by his order that an Associated Press
correspondent was first on the scene at St.
Pierre, facing the most grim and terrible
situation which any newspaper man has
been called upon to report.

THE first intimation of the eruption of
|+ Mont Pelée came to the Associated Press
in a brief cablegram from' St. Thomas,

. Danish West Indies, on May 2, 1902, stating
that' the town of St. Pierre, on the Island
of Martinique, was enveloped in fog and
covered - with ashes an inch deep. The
report indicated that mot more than 1so
persons had lost their lives. No word had
been received from the correspondent at St.
Pierre. A S

Mr. Stone remembered ‘that a former
newspaper man, Mr. Ayme, was United
States consul at Guadeloupe, twelve miles
distant from St. Pierre.” He telegraphed the
State Department at Washington and
secured a leave of absence for the consul,
and then cabled Mr. Ayme to charter a boat
and investigate.

After a dangerous run at night, through a
shower of hot ashes, the intrepid consul, once
more in the réle of news-getter, came upon a
situation so grim as to unnerve any one less
intent upon the fulfilment of a duty to the
press. Instead of finding 150 persons dead,
as he had expected, the correspondent found
the entire city of 30,000 one huge house of
death, only one man having escaped with
his life.

Ayme’s first story of the disaster occupied
a full page in the newspapers, and Mr. Stone,
in his book “Fifty Years,” characterizes the
account as ‘“worthy of the younger Pliny,
whose story of a like calamity has come down
to us through two thousand years.”

Mr. Ayme spent three. weeks faithfully
following up details amid the smoldering
ashes, and the work so undermined his health
that he never recovered. The story of the
St. Pierre disaster, which was cabled all
over the world, cost the Associated Press
$30,000. )

Another great disaster, first reported by
an Associated Press representative, was the
typhoon at Apia, Samoa, in 1885. Three
American and three German war vessels
were destroyed, and a British ship, the
Calliope, steamed out in the teeth of the
typhoon, while the Americans on the doomed
Trenton dressed ship and the Yankee band
played the British anthem.

John V. Dunning, of the San Francisco
bureau of the Associated Press, happened to
be on the scene. His graphic story of the
disaster was not printed until a month later,
as there was no Pacific cable and no wireless.
The -brilliantly written article created a
world-wide sensation, but Dunning was
accused of appropriating the work of
another writer.

“It was alleged that the story was actually
written by an English officer, and that
Dunning signed his own name to it,” said
Mr. Stone. ‘“We investigated the matter
thoroughly and found there was no basis for
the accusation, and that Dunning was

OW much do you know about
our Secret Service? In

«TRAVELING WITH THE

PRESIDENT,” Boyden Sparkes
gives you a vivi idea of the
complicated, and often amusing,
problems to be solved_by this
service when the Chief Executive
sets out to visit your home town.

Coming soon.

entitled to all the laurels he received for
one of the best-written news beats in his-
tory.” L
Newspaper-reporting 1s a_constant spur to
the detective instinct which lurks, to a
greater or less degree, in the breast of every

orters are constantly solving
(énr?rlrll.% a.ll::z{)d of the police, and there is a real
basis for the newspaper-detective character
which is so popular in fiction and on the
stage. Chance sometimes puts the reporter
in possession of important facts, but nine
times out of ten his solution of a mystery
comes through hard, faithful and intelligent
following up of clues. . .

Isaac D. White, now in an executive
position on the New York World, holds the
record for a bit of detective journqhsm which
stands unsurpassed. Mr. White was a
reporter on the World, on December 4, 1901,
when word came that an attempt had been
made to kill Russell Sage with a dynamite
bomb.

White was one of the first men to enter the
shattered office of the eccentric multi-
millionaire at 71 Broadway. A stranger had
come into the outer office and had asked a
clerk if he could see Mr. Sage. The stranger
said he had been sent by Mr. Rockefeller. "
The clerk, Benjamin F. Norton, notified
Mr. Sage, who went to a window in the
partition. The stranger gave Mr. Sage a
card, on which was written the name “H. D.
Wilson.” Then he thrust in a piece of paper
on which had been typewritten:

“T hold in this package ten pounds of
dynamite, sufficient to blow all the occu-
pants of this office to instant death. I de-
mand from you $1,000,000. Unless I get
this at once I will explode this package and
kill you and every one in the building, ”

Mr. Sage said he had an appointment in
two minutes and asked the man to wait. The
stranger said:

“J understand, then, that you refuse. Do
I look like a man who would say a thing and
not intend to do it?”’

While the men were talking at the window,
William H. Laidlaw, a broker’s clerk, came
in. Mr. Sage opened the door in the parti-
tion, and just behind Laidlaw crowded the
madman. Laidlaw claimed that Mr. Sage
seized him and used him as a shield, which
Mr. Sage later denied. The madman
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dropped the bag and there was a terrific
explosion. Laidlaw reccived such injuries
that he was crippled for life. Mr. Sage was
wounded in several places, and his eyebrows
were burned off. The madman was blown
to pieces. His head was blown from his
body, and only a few scattered fragments of
his clothing could be found.

It was on this scene that “Ike” White
entered—a first-class reporter on the job.
The police were literally running around in
circles, but White had his wits about him.
He picked up a shred of outer clothing and a
suspender button belonging to the madman.
On the button was stamped “Brooks,
Boston.”

White went to Boston, armed with these
insignificant bits of evidence. He found a
tailor named Brooks. Then he had the taiior
identify the piece of cloth as part of a bolt
of goods in his shop. Together they went
over the books until they found that a suijt
from this cloth had been made up for one
Henry L. Norcross, a young note broker who
lived at Somerville, near Boston. White
went to Norcross’ home and found that the
note broker had disappeared and l}ad been
acting strangely for several days prior to his
vanishing. Norcross’ mother was brought
to New York. She viewed the fragments
of the body in the morgue and identified the
bomb-thrower as her son.

During all these investigations, White
covered his trail perfectly. He wasout to
get an exclusive story for his paper—a
“scoop” that would set everybody talking,
The police were insistent that the bomb
outrage was part of a deep-laid plot to kill
several millionaires. They had no idea of
the identity of the bomb-thrower—mnot until
the World, eight days after the bombing,
came out with the complete story, fully
establishing the fact that Norcr,?ss was the
man, and that whatever “plot” there had
been was hatched in his own brain. The

coroner publicly thanked White for his “in-

telligent -and persistent fact-hunting,” and
the reporters along Park Row individually
and collectively took off their hats to a fellow
craftsman who had proved himself a master,

Incidentally, Laidlaw, who had stood, or
was held, between Mr. Sage and the bomber,
sued the multi-millionaire for $250,000, but
was unable to collect a cent, through the
courts, though the late Joseph H. Choate
espoused his cause. Laidlaw died in poverty
several years afterward. .

Robert H. (“Bob”) Davis, whose book,
“Bob Davis Recalls,” covers many incidents
which have happened in an active news-
paper life, has the real detective mstmct., as
many rival newspaper men 1n San Francisco
and New York found to their SOrrow in early
days.

« IF a reporter can find out the personal
characteristics of the centrz:i ;iilére ina
news mystery he can come Prct ar get-
ting theydesgr}:ed ¢scoop,’”’ said “Bob ": at his
desk in the New York Su# office. W_hen
I was reporting for the New York American
I was called upon to wrl
be the suicide of a young Womanl; ¢
been found hanging by her neck irom her
bedstead. The room was dark when she was
found and the door was locked. The police
and my fellow reporters said suicide, I
said it was a murder—and Was la.(l)lghed a:-_i,
It was explained to me, as & YOung an,
innocent ?eporter, that the g}rh probably
had thrown the key out of the Wi cc>lw before
taking her own life. Some€ c'hanlﬂaon s, which
belonged to her, were found in the iﬁOm, and
therefore it was further explained that there
could have been no real motive for murder,
(Continued on page 50)
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very good purpose; for it impressed upon him a
lesson he has not since forgotten: every Elk is an
exponent of the Order to others; and the Order is
judged by the manner in which its members
reflect its teachings in their daily conduct among
their fellows. '

That fact cannot be too frequéntly called to
mind. The Otrder is nothing apart from the
individuals who compose it. Its declaration of
principles, its lofty purposes, its noble teachings,
are effective only to the extent that they are
carried into actual practice by its members. And
it is natural that others will esteem the Order
only as those members with whom they come in
contact display in their conduct the result of its
influence.

Thus every Elk carries, in a measure, the good
repute of the whole Order in his keeping. Many
times when he may least expect it, his fraternal
example is under critical observation. And the
influence of that example is always more widely
extended than he can actually discern.

Every Elk knows, in a general way, what a true
Elk should do in any given circumstances. If
he were asked to state the duty in words, he could
do so with readiness. In just the degree that he
lives up to that standard he is a good Elk. Con-
versely, the degree of his failure is the extent of
the injury he inflicts upon the Order itself.

This may sound theoretical, and even trite. In
a sense it is. Only impossible perfection could
register consistently unfailing conduct. But it is
also of quite practical moment; for the Order can
be only what its members are.

CHARTER MEMBERS’' NIGHT
lN EVERY Lodge of the Order there is one

group of members who occupy a peculiar
relationship to it. They are the Charter mem-
bers, the men whose initiative and active interest
have brought the Lodge into being. It is natural
that they should retain a special personal interest
in, and affection for, their offspring, even though
they may have become less active in its affairs.
And it should be true that the newer members
entertain a special feeling of grateful obligation
toward them. :

But, as the Lodges grow in strength and num-
bers, and become engrossed in their many enter-
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prises, the distinctive service of these original
members is too often forgotten or disregarded.
Their interest is taken too much for granted and
they are less frequently included in those to whom
active duties are assigned. - This is particularly
true in the older Lodges, whose rosters of Charter
members are growing even more brief, and with
pathetic rapidity, as Time takes its inevitable toll.

Experience has taught that no occasions are
more gratifying and fraternally inspiring than
those upon which these oldest members are
brought again into contact with their younger
brothers, in Lodge sessions at which they are the
special guests of honor. The atmosphere of such
meetings is charged with wholesome sentiment.
And those present invariably become fraternally
refreshed and re-enthused.

It is suggested to the subordinate Lodges that,
at least once each year, they set apart one meeting
night at which their Charter members are to be
the special guests, to be honored by their Lodge
brothers. The very suggestion carries an appeal
that insures an occasion of unusual interest and
fraternal value. It is, perhaps, more restrictive
than the “Old Timers’ Night,” which has been
popular for many years in some of the Lodges.
But it offers a definition of ‘old timers’ that should
give added significance to such occasions.

GOOD READING

THE capacity for self-entertainment is as real
an accomplishment as is’the ability to enter-
tain others. Its exercise helps one through many
hours that would be otherwise dull and profitless.
And at least one medium is so readily available
to all that it is surprising that a greater number
do not more frequently turn to it, for reading
offers a never failing method of plqasantly passing
the time to him who has acquired the easily
habit.
fox"{_x;lege is something rather pathetic about the
man who is miserable when he is alone, who does
not know what to do with himself. And it is an
experience so easily avoided; for no one is ever
really alone when he is communing with the best
minds, as he is while engaged in good reading.
When time begins to hang heavy on your hands,
try turning to a good book. It is a panacea
against lonesomeness.
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Grand Exalted Ruler Visits West and South

Mr. Malley Traveled by Airplane to Keep Engagements in the Dakotas

OLLOWING his visit to Oshkosh, Wis.,
Lodge, as reported in the June issue of
THE ELks MaAGAZINE, Grand Exalted Ruler
John F. Malley continued his tour of visitations
with a stop at Duluth, Minn. Accompanied by
Chief Justice W. J. Conway, of the Grand
Forum; District Deputy Grand Exalted Rulers
E. W. Mackey and T. J. Reinert, and Bert W.
Arnold, President of the Wisconsin State Elks

Association, Mr. Malley was met at the station’

by large delegations from Duluth, and from
Superior, Wis., Lodges, including Past Grand
Exalted Ruler Thomas B. Mills, and taken on an
automobile tour through the iron range country.
Brief visits were made during the day to Chis-
holm, Hibbing, Eveleth and Virginia, Minn.,
Lodges. Tollowing dinner with Duluth Lodge
that evening, Mr. Malley and his party journeyed
to Superior Lodge, for a joint meeting of Duluth
and Superior Elks.

Leaving Duluth the following morning accom-
panied by District Deputy Grand Exalted Ruler
Dr. A. K. Cohen, the Grand Exalted Ruler’s
next stop was at Brainerd, Minn. Here he was
met by the Brainerd Municipal Band and by
officers and members of Brainerd and eight other
central Minnesota Lodges. A parade was
formed and Mr. Malley escorted to the Lodge
Home, where he held a brief reception. The
distinguished visitor, the first Grand Exalted
Ruler to visit Brainerd Lodge, was then taken to
Breezy Point, on Big Pelican Lake, and there
royally entertained. A banquet and Lodge
meeting in Brainerd that evening, during the
course of which the Grand Exalted Ruler was
ceremonidlly received as a tribal chief by the
Chippewas of the Mille Lacs Indian Trading
Post, closed a most interesting day.

St. Paul, Minn., was next visited. On his
arrival in the city, Mr. Malley was escorted to
the Hotel St. Paul by a committee headed by
Dr. Chester R. Leech, President of the Minne-
sota State Elks Association, and by a squad of
motorcycle police. After broadcasting a brief
talk from Radio Station KSTP, the Grand
Exalted Ruler went to the Home of St. Paul
Lodge for a reception and lunch in his honor.
At Minneapolis, that afternoon, Mr. Malley
attended the Appreciation Day exercises at the
University of Minnesota, later going to- the
Home of Minneapolis Lodge for a banquet at-
tended by more than 3c0 Elks from all over the
State. In the evening the Grand Exalted Ruler
directed the initiation of a special class of
candidates, later making a splendid address to
the Lodge. Lieut.-Gov. William I. Nolan and
District Deputy Grand Exalted Ruler John E.
Re:gan were among the well-known guests on
this occasion. At Aberdeen, S. D., his next
stop, on May 6, Mr. Malley addressed a large
meeting of members of Aberdeen and other
South and North Dakota Lodges, among whom
was Past Grand Exalted Ruler James G. Mc-
Farland, who also addressed the meeting. That
evening, delegations of Aberdeen and Huron
Elks accompanied Mr. Malley to‘Huron, S. D.,
where more than 200 members of the Order had
come together to hear the Grand Exalted Ruler.
Following an informal dinner and reception Mr.
Malle}f and Mr. McFarland addressed the
gathering. Deadwood, Ledad and.Rapid City
were other South Dakota Lodges which later
held meetings that were attended by the Grand
Exalted Ruler.

FFARGO, N. D., Lodge, 500 miles from Rapid
City, was not on Mr. Malley’s original sched-
ule, but by making a spectacular airplane trip in

..the teeth of a violent gale, the Grand Exalted

Ruler was able to add it to his itinerary on May
9, without affecting subsequent appointments.
Forced down once by wind, Mr. Malley and his
traveling companion, District Deputy Grand
Exalted Ruler James E. Donnelly, again took
to the air, and after bucking the gale for a total
of more than five hours, reached the municipal
landing field at Fargo, despite the predictions of
experienced aviators, who had prophesied that
they would have to finish the trip by automobile.

Mr. Malley was enthusiastic about his first
‘experience in the air and, the.following day,
flew from Fargo to Sioux TFalls, S. D. At the
field at Fargo Mr. Malley was met by Sam Stern,
Past President of the North Dakota State Elks
Association; District Deputy Grand Exalted
Ruler D. S. Ritchie and a delegation of Lodge
officers, and that” evening addressed an open
meeting under the auspices of Fargo Lodge. The
next day, at Sioux Falls, following a luncheon at
the Hotel Carpenter, the Grand Exalted Ruler
spoke to a large number of members of Sioux
Falls and other South Dakota Lodges. Leaving
by automobile, immediately after the meeting,
for Sioux City, Iowa, Mr. Malley, that evening,
attended a banquet in the Home of the Lodge
there, which was attended by several hundred
local and visiting members of the Order. It was
a most enthusiastic gathering and Mr. Malley’s
speech was received with great applause. Dis-
trict Deputy Grand Exalted Ruler C. H. Rey-
nolds also addressed the diners, following which
a social gathering was held in the reception
rooms of the Home.

A banquet presided over by Past Grand
Exalted Ruler Charles E. Pickett was the princi-
pal feature of Mr. Malley’s visit to Waterloo
Lodge. His speech here, as everywhere plse on
his record-making trip, was followed with the
greatest interest and applause, and at its con-
clusion the Grand Exalted Ruler was given a
tremendous ovation. Other prominent visitors
at the speakers’ table included Grand Secretary
J. Edgar Masters; Charles E. Witt, his assistant,
and a Past Exalted Ruler of Waterloo Lodge;
Louie Forman of the Grand Lodge State ‘Asso-
ciation Committee, and Drs. Charles R. Logan
and Jesse Ward, President and Secretary of the
Towa State Elks Association. Arriving at Michi-
gan City, Ind,, in the early afternoon of Sunday,
May 13, Mr. Malley was informally entertained
until the evening, when 200 or more members of
Michigan City and near-by Lodges gathered for
a banquet in his honor at the Spaulding Hotel.
Following a brief address by the Grand Exalted
Ruler, the diners adjourned to the Lodge Home,
where they were joined by other Elks and in-
vited guests. At this public reception Mr.
Malley made a masterful address, and was en-
thusiastically applauded at its close.

ON MONDAY morning the Grand Exalted
Ruler was the guest of Gary Lodge onasight-
seeing tour and at midday attended a luncheon
held in his honor by the Lodge. During the after-
noon, escorted by a convoy of motor-cars, he vis-
ited Hammond and Whiting Lodges. arriving in
theevening at East Chicago, Ind., Lodge, where he
was greeted by more than 1,000 Elks at a public
reception, and attended a banquet given in the
Home of the Lodge there. With Mr. Malley
were Grand Secretary Masters; Grand Esteemed
Lecturing Knight Harry Lowenthal; Robert A.
Scott, Superintendent of the Elks National
Home; District Deputy Grand Exalted-Ruler
Abe Ottenheimer; John C. Hampton, President,
Don Allman, Secretary, and other oﬁce.rs_of the
Indiana State Elks Association. Arriving at
Fort Wayne at noon on the following day, the
Grand Exalted Ruler and his party, which had
been joined by William E. Hendrich, Chairman
of the Grand Lodge State Association Committee,
were met by a committee headed by District
Deputy Grand Exalted Ruler Louis F. Crosby
and escorted to their-hotel, where luncheon was
served. TFollowing an afternoon at Fort Wayne
Lodge’s country club, the visitors attended a
banquet in' their honor, and later participated
in a regular meeting in the Lodge room. A class
of candidates was initiated for Fort Wayne
Lodge by the crack Degree Team of Bluffton,
Ind., Lodge, which has.been mentioned in Tae
Erks Magazve for its fine work and which, on
this occasion, was highly complimented by all
the Grand Lodge officers present.

.On May 16th Mr. Malley was the guest of
Noblesville Lodge, where, following a: luncheon,
he took part in _a regular meeting at the Lodge
Home, and addressed-a capacity gathering of

Elks of Noblesville and a dozen other central
Indiana Lodges, among whom was District
Deputy Grand Exalted Ruler William F. Smith.
Pushing on to Indianapolis Lodge, the Grand
Exalted Ruler and his party were the guests of
the members that evening at an elaborate ban-
quet in the Home of the Lodge, where Mr.
Malley’s speech was broadcast over Radio
Station WFBM. Other speakers--included
members of the visiting party and District
Deputy Grand Exalted Ruler Dr. G. L. Masters.

Spending the whole day of the seventeenth
as the guest of Terre Haute Lodge, the Grand
Exalted Ruler’s visit was made the occasion of
the dedication of the splendid monument recently
erected at the Elks Rest in Highland Lawn
Cemetery. In the morning, under the escort of-
Past District Deputy Grand Exalted Rulers
William E. Hendrich, David L. Watson and Shel-
don W. Snively, Mr. Malley visited St. Mary-of-
the-Woods, the largest Catholic girls’ school in
the country. After luncheon came the cedica-
tion ceremonies, and following his splendid
address at the cemetery, Mr. Malley and his
party visited Glenn Home, an institution for
dependent children which is fostered by Terre
Haute Lodge. Here the Grand Exalted. Ruler
spoke to some 150 youngsters, and was pre-
sented by them with a beautiful basket of lowers.
A banquet and entertainment at the Home that
evening, with the orchestra and choir of Sullivan
Lodge presenting a delightful program, brought
the day’s festivities to a close.

LEAVING Indiana for Ohio, the Grand Exalted
Ruler arrived at Columbus early in the after-
noon of the eighteenth,and was met at the station
by a committee from Columbus Lodge, headed by
Past Grand Exalted Ruler John G. Price. Follow-
ing an afternoon of golf at the Elks Country
Club, Mr. Malley dined with the officers of the
Lodge, the committee in charge of his reception
and the Elks Chorus, after which a splendid
address by the Grand Exalted Ruler and musical
numbers by the Chorus and soloists were broad-
cast from the Lodge room over radio Station
WAIU. On the following day Mr. Malley was
the guest of Coshocton Lodge at an elaborate
luncheon, enlivened by a musical program, where
he addressed the members and their friends.
Leaving Ccehocton accompanied by District
Deputy Grand Exalted Rulers A. C. Andreas
and W. E. Cunningham, and Blake C. Cook, of
the Grand Lodge Auditing Committee, the head
of the Order journeyed to New Philadelphia,
where he was met by the Lodge band and a
battalion of police and city officials. Escorted
to the Home of New Philadelphia Lodge, Mr.,
Malley held a reception and made a brief address
to the members. At Akron, that evening, the
Grand Exalted Ruler attended a banquet in the
Home of the Lodge there at which some 200 Elks
had come together to do him honor. It was
one of the most enjoyable and interesting events
in the history of Akron Lodge. Mr. Malley’s
speech was broadcast from Radio Station WFJC.
The Grand Exalted Ruler arrived at the Elks
National Home, at Bedford, Va., on Monday
morning, May 21, the twenty-fifth anniversary
of the Home’s founding. He went into confer-
ence with the Board of Grand Trustees, who
were holding their customary May meeting at
the Home. That afternoon, Mr. Malley made
an address on the occasion of the dedication of
the new cottage and power plant which were
completed this year. He was preceded on the
program by Past Grand Exalted Ruler Joseph
T. Fanning, who had been a member of the
Board of Grand Trustees which originally
purchased the site on which the old Home stood,
and the present one stands. The speakers were
introduced by Clyde Jennings, of Lynchburg,
Va., Home Member of the Board of Grand Trus-
tees. Among those in attendance on this
occasion weré Past Grand Exalted Ruler TFred
Harper; Grand Secretary J. Edgar Masters;
Grand Esteemed Leading Knight Robert .
Barrett; Justice Walter P. Andrews of the Grand.
(Continued on page 75)
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from. ‘Montreal,’ he said. Nobody knew who
had sent it. It took us a scant three minutes to
cheek up and find that the message had come
from the Allan Steamship Line at Montreal.
Then there was the question of getting more.
I thought of getting the Marconi operator at
Cape Race, Newfoundland. It was a long
chance, but we got him. Then came the story
from the Titanic, bit by bit, right up to the final
break when the wireless stopped, just after the
ship’s operator told of the women and children
taking to the boats.”

One of Mr. Naeder’s beats for the “A, P.”
came about as a result of his close study of
weather conditions. It was at the time of the

Johnson-Burns championship fight in Australia. -

The New York Herald, for years noted for its
special cable service, had made elaborate
preparations to cover the fight. It advertised a
round-by-round account from special corre-
spondents at the ringside. All the cable ac-
counts were to come via San Francisco. Mr.
Naeder, a day or two before the fight, noticed
that heavy storms were prophesied in the West.
He forestalled possible wire trouble by having
the “A. P.” account of the fight sent the other
way around the world, being finally cabled to
New York from London. On the day of the fight
there was little or no telegraphic communication
with San Francisco, a terrific storm having laid
many wires low, thus forcing the Herald to use
the “A. P.” account.

Censorship was so rigid during the World War
that the number of great beats was small in
comparison with the size of the conflict. Will
Irwin, gathering piecemeal accounts from official
sources, wrote an outstanding story of the first
battle of Ypres. Arthur Ruhl’s effective story
of the fall of Antwerp is one of the classics of
World War literature.

When the Chicago Tribune presented the
United States Senate with a copy of the Ver-
sailles peace treaty, which the Senate had vainly
tried to secure from President Wilson, there was
a sensation, followed by threats of an investiga-
tion. This notable scoop was secured by Henry
Wales, of the Chicago T'ribune’s European
bureau. It was given to him, without solicita-
tion, by a disgruntled representative of one of the
oriental powers participating in the Peace Con-
ference. Wales recognized its great value and
scored one of the big beats of the century.

Owing to thefgrowth of great news-gathering
organizations, individual newspaper “scoops”
of moment have become fewer and farther be-
tween than in the days of more fierce com-
petitive effort. Likewise there is a tendency
among the more powerful newspapers to buy up
any purchasable big news in advance. But
emergencies still arise which are outside of the
most astute planning. Newspaper men are still
matching wits in the game of getting the news
and getting it first, whether in print or in pic-
tures, and editors still cluster about the city
desk every day, scanning the damp pages of
rival publications, looking for the “scoop” that
goes on forever.

The Truce

(Continued from page 27)

Then, rising from the burbling water to finish
the chase Pete gave an exclamation of alarm.

‘“Fire!” he said aloud. ‘“Big fire!”

Each day of the hunt had been blue and hazy
with the smoke from the fires raging in the dis-
trict around Old Baldy, thirty miles away.
Intent on following the trail of the yellow bear,
Pete had scarcely noticed how the haze had
thickened. Now he suddenly realized, as he
saw smoke rolling toward him from beyond
the lower ridge of his own range, that he was no
longer smelling only distant fires. The danger
had come close.

In California the rainy season ends in April.
By September the plains and lower foothills are
dry as tinder. Even in the mountains the danger
of forest fire is acute, and not a year goes past
without dangerous flare-ups in hundreds of
places. Occasionally, on unusually dry days of
high wind, fires that would otherwise be harm-
less are turned into devastating sheets of flame.
Pete knew that conditions in the woods were as
dangerous as he had ever seen them. The wind
was rising. With a big fire blazing up fiercely

(Continued on page 54)

Elks and

Lady Elks...

We thank you!l!

VER since the May issue

when we first began to tell
the shock-absorbing story of
Houdailles to you folks person-
ally, we have been getting a big
“kick” out of the way you Elks
and Lady Elks have been asking
about Houdailles. (That is going
to make the boys who publish
the Elks Magazine

¢ (r;f ) \y mighty happy.)

there and bring
words, how does it ride?

You may not have realized

And now that
there’s a whole summer of good
touring weather ahead—let’s do
a little checking up. First of all,
most every car will take you
ou back now-

a-days... BUT HOW? In other

Thousands of car owners
have found that the best way to
control the tempers of their pas-
sengers is to control the car
springs—with Houdaille Hy-
draulic Shock Absorbers. The
same thing has been proved by
the manufacturers of Lincoln,
Pierce-Arrow, Stearns-Knight,
Jordan, Cunningham, McFar-
lan, the new Fords, and many

European cars. AND HOW!!!

Your car springs work both
ways, up and down, and so do
Houdailles. Houdailles have a
steel arm that controls the
spring action in both directions.
There are no straps or cables to
break or give that “tied-down”
feeling. '

that it’s one thing to have both

hands hanging onto the steering
wheel,and something else again
to bounce around on the back
seat, with nothing to hang onto
but your temper. Mrs. Elk can
probably give you some point-

ers on that.

The coupon will bring you an
interesting booklet about how
Houdaillesgive asmoothride to
anywhere and a compact little
license case with the Elk Emblem
in gold and fitted with a special
key ring for your car keys.

HOUDAILLE

Hydraulic Double
SHOCK ABSORBERS

HOUDE ENGINEERING CORPORATION—DEPT. E 7

5387 East Delavan Avenue, Buffalo, New York
In Canadn, 222 Simcoe St., Toronto, Ont.

D Send me the license case. I drive a D

Nams,

You might tell me abont the Houdaille distributorship,
if itis open in my town

Address

City
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'U:nder the Spreading Antlers

(Contiﬁued frbm :fagc 69)

Pennsylvania, at Meadville (Conneaut Lake), in
August.

Virginia, at Norfolk, Aug. 13-14-15.

West Virginia, at Fairmont, in September.

Wisconsin, at Oshkosh, in August.

Butte, Mont., Loh(ffe and Local
Band Hold Birthday Celebration

Butte, Mont., Lodge, No. 240, and the Butte
Mines Band recently joined in an anniversary
celebration, the occasion being the thirty-sixth
birthday of No. 240 and the fortieth of the
Band. Upwards of 500 attended the observance,
which was presided over by Past Exalted Ruler
H. A. Gallwey, and a diversified program of
band music, instrumental numbers and vaude-
ville sketches was enjoyed, followed by a
buffet luncheon. From the opening overture
to the 11 o’clock toast given by Mr. Gallwey,
which closed the program, the joint event was
added testimony to the happy relations long
existing between the two organizations.

Oklahoma City, Okla., Lodge
Starts Playground Movement

A movement sponsored by Oklahoma City,
Okla., Lodge, No. 417, to keep the school play-
grounds and swimming pools open during the
summer months has been a matter of great
local interest. The Lodge has taken the lead
in bringing this project before the various civic
bodies and clubs and, as this was written, the
cooperation of the city was practically assured.

Coast Counties Elks Association Hold
Meeting at San Luis Obispo Lodge

The recent gala get-together meeting of the
Coast Counties (California) Elks Association
held at San Luis Obispo Lodge, No. 322, had
upwards of 500 members and visiting Elks in
attendance. Delegations from Monterey, Wat-
sonville, Salinas, Hollister, Santa Cruz and
Santa Maria Lodges in the district, and many
prominent members of the Order, including
W. E. Simpson, President of the California
State Elks Association, and District Deputy
Grand Exalted Ruler Harry C. Kimball, were
present for the meeting, initiation, entertain-
ment and supper. It was one of the most
interesting occasions ever held in the history
of No. 322, rivaling the get-together meet-
i}l}g 06f last year in the Home of Salinas Lodgc,

0. 614.

New York Elks Pay Tribute to
Memory of Edward Leach

Twenty-two members of New York, N. Y.,
Lodge, No. 1, headed by Exalted Ruler Edward
A. Neylan, recently journeyed to Waterbury,
Conn., to pay a reverent tribute, at the grave
of Past Grand Exalted Ruler Edward Leach, to
the memory of one who contributed so much to
the upbuilding of New York Lodge, as well as to
the Order at large. A brief ceremony took place
before the bronze Elk which marks Mr. Leach’s
final resting place, and a wreath representing
the sentiments of his many friends was placed
at the base of the monument.

Lake City, Fla., Lodge Is Read
For Convention Vis%fors Y

Visitors to the Grand Lodge Convention who
gda.ss through Lake City, Fla., on their way to

iami, will find a warm reception awaiting
them at the Home of Lake City Lodge, No.
893. They will be welcomed to Florida by road
banners and other decorations erected by the
members of No. 893, who have also arranged to
have a buffet lunch ready at all hours for those
members of the Order who drop in at their
comfortable Home.

Report of Cri l()]led Children’s
}7 nion Hill, N. J., Lodge

Committee o

Under the chairmanship of John M. Bussow.
the Crippled Children’s Committee of Union
Hill, N. J., Lodge, No. 1357, in its annual
report to the membership, shows a fine record

‘of work done. -Aside from the usual line of

Elk charities, forty-eight sessions of the clinic
were held in the office of Dr. A. Urevitz, with an
average attendance of forty-one. Three little
patients have been maintained at the Conva-
lescents’ Home at Breezy Point, Far Rockaway,
and seven at the Hospital for Joint Diseases in
New York City. Seven operations were per-
formed and six plaster jackets, one leg spica,
three arm casts, and ten braces provided.

South Carolina State Elks As.éociation
Meets at Greenville

With Grand Exalted Ruler John F. Malley
present and taking active part, the two-day
convention of the South Carolina State Elks
Association entertained by Greenville, S. C,,
Lodge, No. 858, was one of the most notable in
recent years. The first business session, formally
opened by State Association President’ E. M.
Wharton, was marked by a stirring speech by
the Grand Exalted Ruler. After the meeting
a buffet luncheon was served in the Home and
at 3 P. M. the initiation of the John F, Malley
class of fifty-eight candidates by a team of

picked officers, selected by District Deputy .

Grand Exalted Ruler Raymond. E. Cochran,
took place.- At 8 that evening a public meet-
ing was held in the Rivoli Theatre, where Mr.
Malley made a splendid address on the ideals and
work of the Order, and following this, the con-
vention ball was given in Textile Hall with over
a thousand couples present. .

The second day’s business session was held
in the morning, at which officers for the ensuing
year were elected and installed, business of a
routine nature was transacted, and Mr. Malley

gave one of the finest speeches of his stay, leav- .

ing an indelible impression on his hearers. The
afternoon was devoted to a general jollification
and ball game and -a trip to Rainola, where a

fried chicken supper and barbecue was held. |
That evening the convention was brought to a .

close with a dance held in the Poinsett Hotel,

with upwards of soo couples participating, at
which refreshments were served and beautiful

favors distributed.

The officers elected to serve during the com-
ing year and installed by the Grand Exalted
Ruler are: President, Wilson G. Hunter of
Columbia; First Vice-President, Henry Tecklen-

burg, Jr., of Charleston; Second Vice-President,

Raymond E. Cochran of Anderson; Third Vice-
President, Wyatt Aiken of Greenville; Secre-
tary and Treasurer, W. H. Harth of Columbia;

Guard, L. D. Boyd of Rock Hill; Esquire I. H.
Hollingsworth of Union; Chaplain, Rev. J. F.
Burkhart of Charleston. Trustees: C. F. Mc-

Cullough of Greenville; Manly C. Sanders of

Columbia; Frank W. Cooper of Charleston.

Detroit, Mich., Lodge Holds May
Festival for Underprivileged Children

More than 1,500 orphaned and crippled
children from some twelve juvenile institutions
of the city were entertained at the annual
May Day Festival given by Detroit, Mich,,
Lodge, No. 34, in the Cass Theatre. The
children were taken to the theatre in busses and
street cars, where special vaudeville acts were
presented, to their boundless pleasure. After
the show the youngsters were treated to ice
cream, cakes, fruits and candies.

On the occasion of their annual visit to the
Detroit Tuberculosis Sanatorium, the Glee Club
and twenty members of No. 34 put on an
unusual program before an appreciative audience
of over 1,000 inmates.

Hartford, Conn., Lodge Brightens
Day for Blind Children

Members of the Social and Community Wel-
fare Committee of Hartford, Conn., Lodge, No.
19, accompanied by an orchestra of eight
pieces, recently motored to the Farmington
Nursery for the Blind where they presented
vocal and musical numbers for the afflicted
children and provided them with many good
things to’eat. The little ones were so_pleased
with the treat that they gave a bricf, im-
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promptu entertainment of songs and recitations
in return and a series of ‘““nursery yells” at
the parting.

Pennsylvania Southwest District Holds
Meeting at Allegheny, Pa., Lodge

All of the Lodges of the Pennsylvania South-
west District were represented at the meeting
held in Allegheny, Pa., Lodge, No. 339, where
the election of new officers took place and plans
were completed for the annual outing at Kenny-
wood Park in August. The new oflicers of the
district body are: President, Joseph L. Connell,
of Charleroi Lodge, No. 404; Vice-President,
John F. Nugent, of Braddock Lodge, No. 883;
Secretary, Charles S. ‘Brown, of Allegheny
Lodge, and Treasurer, C. H. Roberts, _of Home-
stead Lodge, No. 650. The next meeting of the
Association is scheduled to take place at Knox-
ville, Pa., Lodge, No. 1196.

Purchasers of “Old Ironsides”
Pictures Are Thanked

The following letter of thanks has been
reccived by the editor of THE ELks MAGAZINE,
from Joseph Deguire of the Branch Hydro-
graphic Office of the U. S. Navy, in New York.
Tt is naturally most gratifying to the Magazine
to have been able to be of help and to learn that
its subscribers arc so responsive to the news
and announcements carried in its pages. The
letter reads:

“The ‘Old Ironsides’ Committee, and Captain J.
T. Hellweg, U. S. N., Officer in Charge of this office
wish to thank you and all those who purchased pic-
tures of ‘Old Ironsides’ at soc each.

“The result of sales was remarkable, and naturally
the volume of correspondence required to answer
every patriotic purchaser would be physically im-
possible, hence, through the columns of our valued
magazine, may 1 ask you to devote a little space in
your next issue expressing appreciation to n}l who
sat up and took notice of your splend_ld article on
pages 05 and 66, in “Under the Spreading Antlers,”
in the April, 1928, issue.”

Ridgewood, N. J., Lodge Now
Publishing Semi-Monthly Bulletin

Copies of the first two issucs of the new semi-
monthly bulletin now being published by
Ridgewood, N. J., Lodge. No. 1455, have been
received in the office of THE ELKS MAGAZINE.
The Publicity Committee of the Lodge, headed
by J. C. B. Millard, and James C. Logan,
editor of the bulletin, are to be congratulated
upon the appearance and contents of these
inaugural issues. Eight well-printed and well-

. bound pages of interesting news announcements
Tiler, Julian Wolf of Orangeburg; Inner

and reports, such as these are, cannot fail to
stimulate the interest of the members, and will
undoubtedly result in incrgased activity and co-
operation in all Lodge affairs.

Red Bank Elks Present Plaque
To Hoboken, N. J., Lodge

The presentation of the bronze championship
plaque to the degree team of Hoboken, N. T,
Lodge, No. 74, winners of this year’s State
Ritualistic Contest, was made with appropriate
ceremony by Red Bank, N. J., Lodge, No. 233,
holder of last year’s title. The speeches of
District Deputy Grand Exalted Ruler Peter
Eichele, Exalted Ruler N. A. Cantillion and
Past Exalted Ruler Charles Redfern, on behalf
of the defeated team, were marked by fine
sportsmanship. .

Past Exalted Ruler Edwin Koppman re-
sponded in able fashion for the recipients of the
prize, and the occasion was brought to a close
when each of the officers of the Hoboken team
received an engraved medallion symbolizing
the pride of his fellow Lodge members.

Chicago, Ill., Lodge Holds
“Judges Night”

A recent regular meeting of Chicago, III,
Lodge, No. 4 was designated as “Judges
Night,” and those members of the bench who
also belong to No. 4, were the special guests of
the evening. Tollowing 2 number of brief
addresses by the Judges, an entertainment and
supper were provided, and were enjoyed by one
of the largest gatherings of a long time. The

(Continued on puge 72)

























Investment Securities - Founded 1873
Smith Bldg., Washington, D.C.
285 Madison Ave., New York City
Branck offices in other Cities

_Gentllcmex:;—llyam s;r:itereted int !Sqa.fe
investments only. me copy of New
illlrl‘;;ttrsa%.ed booklet “Making Safety Pay
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NAME - =
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Whether you have $1,000 or $100,-
000 to invest you will find our
booklet “Odd Lot Trading” not
only interesting but of material
value.

It contains many suggestions that
should help the new as well as the
experienced investor.

Send for your copy today.
Ask for E. 606

100 Share Lots

Curb Securities Bought or Sold for Cash

John Muir & (o.

Members
New York Stock Exchange
New York Cotton Exchange

Associate Members
Now York Curb Market

50 Broadway New York

Y

To Investors «

Every month Mr. Paul Tomlinsen has a
strong financial article on some phase of in-
vestment in the financial department of THE
ELks MaGAzINE. It will pay you to read
these articles because they are full of sound
investment advice and helpful suggestions.

Financial Department
THE ELKS MAGAZINE
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The Other Side of Investing

_ (Continucd from page 77)

_comfort of those who ihhabit the earth. Further,

the man-who by investing his-money in some
useful enterprise and thus providing it with
capital is helping to make it possible for someone
else to’ become an investor and provide capital
in his. turn. It is an endless process which goes
on and on to the benefit of all concerned.

When a man invests money in a railroad he is
helping that railroad t6 render more efficient
service to the passengers it carries and to the
people who ship freight over its'lines. When an
investment is made in some public utility, the
community served by that company reaps the
benefit in more efficient and, frequently, in
cheaper service. Money certainly makes the
industrial world go ’round, and it is the investor
who must furnish this money.

Business is largely done upon credit and
borrowed money. If there were no investors
from whom to borrow there would be very little
business. Investors have made the steel busi-
ness possible, and one can realize its magnitude
when his attention is called to the fact that the
products of the single county of Allegheny,
Pennsylvania, exceed in value those of more
than forty entire States. Where would the auto-
mobile industry have been without investors’
money to finance its upbuilding and expansion?
If our railroads had not been able to sell their
bonds and their stocks they could not have built
their transcontinental and interurban systems,
and this country would never have grown and
prospered as it has. In this connection it may
be well to recall that a large part of the capital
our railroads got in their early days, when they
needed it most, and when the people who bought
their bonds and stocks took the most risk, was
furnished by investors in England, and France,
and Holland. In other words, European inves-
tors did much to make the development of this

country possible, and we might bear this in mind
when we hear criticism of our citizens who re-
cently have been supplying capital to Europe
and thus aiding her to recover from the war.

Corporations do not sell securities for the fun
of the thing, but because they need money,—
capital, in other words. In this age of big busi-
ness and keen competition the company with
capital is the one which wins, and the little
fellow falls by the wayside. Almost every day
the newspapers report the amalgamation and
consolidation of business enterprises—in the
banking field, in the automobile industry, in the
railroad business, everywhere they are getting
together in order to increase their capital assets
and be in a better position to compete ‘yxth their
rivals. Capital, economical production, and
efficient distribution are the three requirements
of success nowadays, and without capital the
two others are impossible of attainment. And
in the last analysis capital must be supplied by
the investors, big ones and small ones. No one
has a monopoly of wealth any more; where bonds
and stocks were held by comparatively few a
short time ago, they are now in the possession of
literally millions of our citizens. Many of these
investors are stockholders in corporations for
which they work, and not only are they helping
themselves, but their companies. .

Investing, like all proper businesses, Is a two-
sided arrangement. The buyer benefits and the
seller benefits, and through the benefits obtained
by both these parties beneficial results are ex-
tended to all of those with whom they do busi-
ness and come in contact. One side of investing
is what the investor gets personally; the other is
what he contributes to the world’s welfare
through the capital he makes available. And,
of course, the better off the world is the better
off is the individual.

The Book Parade

(Continued from page 23)

and the truly 'likable real estate crowd— all in
a devilish sort of mess which assumes, ever and
anon, a melodramatic tinge.

Here is material almost scene-ready for the
movies. Suspense is dexterously prolonged and
all is well in the end. i .

We enjoyed this tale to the point of staying
up one night until 2 A. M. to read the final word,
which—as all final words should be—is ‘“dear.”

Don’t go off on a holiday or a business trip
without this. It’s absolutely good entertain-
ment.

Disraeli

By André Moaurois. (D. Appleton & Co.,

New York.) .

PERHAPS the most discussed, and undoubt-
edly the most delicious and charming, biog-

raphy of the season.

«“ . . I am never well”’ said Disraeli, “save
in action, and then I feel immortal.”

Here, one would say, was the clue to a great
career—and André Maurois has handled his
subject with that same fascination, that delicacy
and brilliancy that sets his ¢ Ariel” apart from
all other studies of Shelley.

Read this history of England’s great states-
man, Lord Beaconsfield, and have a rare treat.

A President Is Born

By Fannie Hurst. (Harper & Brothers, New
York.)

THIS is Miss Hurst’s idea of the stuff of which

a President should be made. It's a good
idea, and makes a good book.

David Schuyler is born in the mid-West, of
sterling immigrant stock. For eighteen years
he lives a hard, busy life for a kid—but it is the
kind of life that Miss Hurst knows produces
something sturdy and reliant and bhig. At
cighteen he goes off—leaves home to become
handy boy in a grocery firm in Springfield, so
that he may study law at night. At that point
the novel leaves him. : -

It is, however, the ‘“notes” written by his
sister, and written after he has reached the

13

White House, that interestingly link up Iit-
tle “Davey” with the man whom Miss Hurst
so bravely puts at the head of the nation. .

This book is a big thing to have thought of—
vital and tender and reaching down into the
real roots of life. Particularly this year, when
all eyes, and ears, will be centered on the con-
ventions, will this surprising novel find an ap-
preciative audience.

Alice in the Delighted States

By Edward Hope. (The Dial Press, New
York.) Alice in Wond

*HE cleverest parody of ‘‘Alice 1n Wonder-
Tland” we havepever read. Alice slips down
through the stem of a drinking-glass and dis-
covers us to be what someone hasl called a
nation of Sinclair Lewis Carroll PCOPé’i' Read
Alice’s meeting with the Happy Erlll ng and
her participation at a Rotary l“nfi eon,,l and
even if you don’t read another word you 1 be
repaid for getting the book.

The Death of a Diplomat
By Peter Oldfidd. (Ives Washbum, New
York.)

SO- tory. Post-war dlploma}s
A 0 iOGn;K:s,iryLiage of Nations Council,
A secret_treaty is dumb enmoush to get“!]tﬁe}f
stolen. Then, _“Button . . - Button thrill nd
got the treaty?” with appropriate dn 151 a'}‘]d
complications. Well, if yowve T€ic : 'nt .
other mystery tales in the house, this will do
for an evening.

Kity
By Warwick Deeping.

New York.) . ing’
THE large army of Warwick Dee]?mgs }ill.d-
mirers stand on the curb anch egr WTﬁn
“Kitty" comes along in tl.lg Bs(zl(‘)‘]:et arade. e
rest of us es own a side Sti-t
“Sorrelleacnztlp%;ln” had its points aﬁi r:g. oy
good picture after it was put uPol, did rci;an,
which is more than *Doomsd®y » ut

(Alfred A. Knopf,
















