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Office of the
Grand Exalted Ruler

Benevolent and Protective Order of Elks’
of the United States of America

Oﬁicial Circular Number Nine

526-9 Healey Building,.
Atlanta, Georgia,
July 1st, 1930.

To the Officers and Members of the Benevolent and Prolective Order of Elks
of the United States of America:

My DEAR BROTHERS:

I have heretofore addressed to you eight Official Circulars, in which I sought to discuss with you
many vital problems and projects of Elkdom.

I now have the pleasure of communicating with you, through the medium of my Ninth and last
Official Circular, as Grand Exalted Ruler of the Benevolent and Protective Order of Elks of the United
States of America. ) )

I have endeavored, with the utmost diligence and devotion, throughout my term of office, to serve
the Order of Elks in an' effective and successful manner; and, to that end and for that purpose, I have
devoted all of my time to the affairs of our beloved Order. .

Appreciation
I can not command competent words with which to adequately express to the Grand Lodge, as well

as to all the Brothers of the Order, my appreciation for the honor that has been conferred upon me
and the trust that has been imposed in me, in unanimously electing me to the high and responsible

office of Grand Exalted Ruler.

In my address of acceptance, in Los Angeles, I used the fguovging language: “I accept this unanimous
election, as a call to service; and the Grand Exalted Rulership will be, to me, your mandate to represent
and proclaim Elkdom in accordance with its laws, rituals, principles and ideals. I shall not be actuated
by motives of personal ambition, and I will endeavor to serve, at all times, solely through a profound

sense of love and official duty.”
I feel in my heart that I have kept the faith, in the most scrupulous and loyal manner, in accordance

with my ability, and the conditions that I have encountered.
Thanks

1 wish to extend my thanks to all the Past Grand Exalted Rulers for the splendid support they have

given me throughout my administration, and I wish them to know that I entertain the highest possible

B regard for the value of their services to the Order; likewise I extend my very hearty thanks to all of the
Grand Lodge Officers, who were elected with me, and who have served with me throughout this Grand
43 Lodge year, as they have served the Order with ability and without stint at every opportunity during
the year; I am moved with an unusual degree of pleasure and satisfaction in extending my thanks to

all my District Deputy Grand Exalted Rulers, who have served me and the Order so faithfully, and

with such credit to themselves; I likewise acknowledge a debt of gratitude to the Grand Lodge Com-

mittees who have served under and with me, and I thank them all for the splendid work they have

done in the interest of Elkdom, in their various branches of service; and I thank all of the Officers,

Committeemen and Brothers of all the subordinate Lodges for the cooperation they have given me in

my administration and for the manner in which they have served their respective Lodges, in their

respective localities of our great Republic.

I must say, while upon this subject, that a very great percentage of our subordinate Lodges have
been super-excellent in their local administrations, while a considerable number of our subordinate
Lodges have failed to measure up to expectations and requirements.

I have come to the conclusion, as a result of my study and service, that every subordinate Lodge of
Elks which reflects discredit upon the Order in its home town, and will not respond to Grand Lodge

(Continued on page 41)
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ISTUH AL-
EXANDRE
BARNA-

BAS, suave, high yel-
low, immaculately-
clad, native of the
Island of Jamaica,
now resident of the
city of Mobile, had
kg °  encountered a prob-
lem. He was still struggling with it as he
stood surrounded by his personal luggage on
the upper deck of the erratic little steamer
which made occasional round trips between
Mobile and West Indian ports, and on which
he was a sort of under steward. The problem
cculd be traced directly to his addiction to
the game of cock-fighting. As witmess to his
ardor for the sport, he was bringing in on
the steamer one Red Cuban game-cock
for which he had paid in Havana two
hundred and fifty dollars. The ship had
docked in Mobile; within five minutes
members of the crew would be going ashore.
The cock—and the impending interview
with the customs officers—brought Mistuh
Barnabas’ problem to a head. He was going
to declare the bird at its value. A previous,
never-to-be-forgotten brush with these same
officers had taught him honesty—when
dealing with the customs. So Mistuh
Barnabas was going to be honest.

He looked about, frowning. Then his
glance rested for the first time on Shabo
Gandy, coal passer, resigned ‘and now
desperately eager to be rid of the ship.
As he looked at Shabo, Mistuh Barnabas’
cxpression lightened. The more he looked
at Shabo, the more his expression lightened.
Copyright, 1030, by Edgar Valentine Smith.
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By Edgar Valentine Smith

Hllustrations by Lui Trugo

If there was ever a human being, Mistuh
Barnabas reflected pleasedly, who embodied
just about all there was of unsophistication,
there it was draped over the rail of the
steamer. And, Mistuh Barnabas thought
shrewdly, probably that long, black, dumb-
looking person had money. Surely the coal
passers had been paid off.

He slipped on his most affable manner
and approached Shabo. Sensing that this
had been the other’s first trip, he pitched
the conversation accordingly.

“How do you like the sea?” he asked in
his most cultured English intonation.

“I doesn’t!” Shabo exploded.

“Well, what’s the trouble?”’

“Well, Mistuh”—Shabo had raised his
head and was gazing worshipingly at
Mistuh Barnabas’ tailor-made perfec-
tion—*‘de ocean may be all right in de level
places an’ as long as you kin keep to de
gullies. But when you strikes de ridges!
~—Uh-uh! Ol’ boat climb one dem hills,
sets dere shimmyin’ an’ shiverin’ a minute,
den, fus’t thing you knows, slides down de
yuther side—back’ards. An’ de curves—dey
make a boat skid so bad. Splungin’ round

~ all de time so’s a boy can’t eben git a toe-

holt. Me—I thought I wanted to be a
sailoh. But I reckin I was jus’ broke out
wid some sort o’ rash. Anyways, I's cured.
I’s th’ough!” .

‘“Are you, by any chawnce, thinking of
locating in Mobile?”

“Locatin’ dere jus’ long 'nough to locate
me a sto’ whare I kin buy me some purtics
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«J wonder if you’d mind,” he ask
pleasantly, “lending a hand wt‘t,"
my luggage till we’'re ashore:

foh my gal an’ den locate a train ’at’ll
ca’y me close to home.” .

“Oh-h! You’ve got a sweethea;t? ,

“Jus’ de cravin’. No promise yit. She’s
one de teasin’ brown kind.”

“Plays with you, eh?”

‘“Been. But when she see all dem
purties ”

“Purties?”’

“Things I gwine git ’er.”

“I judge you’re rawther a reckless sort of‘

devil when it comes to women.” Mistuh
Barnabas wasn’t even having to think;
the conversation was running itself. “What
sum, if I may awsk, do you propose spend-
ing??”’
' “Got dis much money.”” Shabo inno-
cently. took some bills from his pocket and
flipped them back one by one. There Wwere
eight of the five-dollar denomination. ‘““An
a dolluh an’ thirty-six cents mo’. De small
change gits me somep’m t’ eat. Six dc’)llu..hs
buys me a railroad tocket. De res’ gits
purties.”’ .

Mistuh Barnabas smiled. It was a co- .
incidence that this black boy should have
just a trifle more than the nceded amount.
However, he wasn’t interested in coind-
dences. His scheme was being rapidly

rfected.
pe“I wonder if you’d mind,” he asked
pleasantly, “lending a hand with my lug-
gage till we’re ashore?” He indicated two
suitcases, a hat box and what looked like
an overgrown bird cage. “I've rawther
more than I can toddle along under.”’ .

Safe back in port again, Shabo was in an
expansive and comradely frame of mind.
“Yessuh,” he agreed readily. ‘“What you
wants me to tote?”’
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ously, you haven’t seen a cock or a boy
like I’ve described?”

“Dey ain’t no tall black boy with a Red
Cuban been 'round here. Had a-been I'd
seed 'im. You know I’s kinder got a weak-
ness foh dem red birds myse’f.”

“I remember.”” Mistuh Barnabas smiled
fleetingly. ‘“Well, I’ll toddle along. No
time to hunt further for the cock—now. If
he’s in Mobile, of course, 1’ll find him,
sooner or later. Have to hurry now to get
ready for this afternoon.”” He started to-
ward the doorway, but turned. ‘‘See you
out at the pluce, of course?”

“Not dis time.” Bubber shook a mourn-

ful head. “Ican’ ”?
““Wha-a-at? Missing the biggest hack
we’ve had?”

“Don’t rub it in!” Bubber groaned.
“Dey ain’t a cock-fightin’er cullud man in
Mobile dan me—an’ you knows it. But—
business befo’ pleasure is de stern motto
what I keeps ever befo’ me. I jus’ turned
me a lot o’ money loose to buy dis here
ee-lyte pool pahloh. Got nobody to stay
here. Can’t negleck business, eben foh
cock-fightin’.” Bubber’s lips set in a firm
straight line. Don’t temp’ me”—as Mistuh
Barnabas seemed about to speak. ‘‘Mos’
pos’tively, I can’t git away!”

“Too bad!” Mistuh Barnabas was in
the doorway. ‘‘See you later, then.
Cheerio!”

MOBILE’S colored citizens had Mistuh
Barnabas to thank for the revival of
cock-fighting in their midst. Shortly after
his coming to the city he had routed out
some former devotees of the sport. Embers
of interest that was only slumbering were
quickly fanned into flame. The infection
spread. TFollowers of the game of Skin,
argus-eyed watchers of the galloping dice,
permitted their interest in these to wane
before the greater action of the more red-
blooded game. Every one of them who
could by wile or wisdom gain either tempo-
rary or permanent possession of one or more
fighting cocks had hurried to do so. Cock-
fighting formed the chief topic at every
gathering. Hack fights were gone over in
the minutest detail among dock laborers,

Ao truck drivers, saw-mill
workers and servants in
private homes. Mobile’s
colored sports had the
game- chicken-pox—and
had it badly.

Mistuh Barnabas had been the gainer.
At the last hack he had won nearly four
hundred dollars. To-day he hoped to do
even better. Most of the bets would be
small—two dollars, five, ten—but placing
them in pools, they mounted sizably. He
was disappointed that that Milam person
was not going to be there, for Bubber backed
his faith in his birds with real money. Bub-
ber’s limit, notoriously, in betting on his
cocks, was all the money he could raise.

Four miles outside the city of Mobile
a little-used road branches from the main
highway, to straggle for several furlongs,
finally to meet and be swallowed up in what
was once a cultivated field, but which is
now covered with a thick stand of second-
growth pines. It makes a most excellent
place for any kind of sub-rosa assemblage.
In a slight natural depression a space one
hundred feet in diameter had been cleared,
and in the center of this a ring, twenty feet
across, the grass worn away with much
tramping, had been enclosed with eighteen-
inch chicken wire.

They had begun to gather—those of
Mobile’s colored sporting fraternity who
were smitten with the game-cock-fighting
fever. They varied in type, age, co_lor, oc-
cupation. Old-timers, with mere fringes of
gray hair encircling bgld pates—relicts qf
a day when cock-fighting was almost uni-
versally popular—argued heatedly over the
merits of nearly every known breed of game-
cocks under the sun. Goggle-eyed, brass-
buttoned elevator and bell boys stood by,
drinking in enlightenment. Dock workers
in overalls, chauffeurs in natty uniforms,
janitors and mail carriers, delivery boys and
ditch diggers—they were all there, all of
them looking wise, all of them pretending
to know the finer points of cock-fighting.
Two out of five of them carried game-cocks
either under an arm, or in sacks. Not that
all of them, by any means, expected to
enter birds in the hacks. Many of the fowls,
indeed, were worn-out and battle-weakened
birds, discarded by white fanglers, but
snapped up eagerly by enthusiasts who
knew that possession of any sort of game-
cock on such an occasion gave one an un-
questioned prestige.

Mistuh Barnabas bustled up presently,
accompanied by three hirelings who carried
his birds. One of these was also his handler.
He looked carefully over the crowd, more
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than half expecting to see Bubber Milam,
despite the other’s positive insistence that
he would not be present. He knew the
appeal that such an event held for any
cock fighter. But to his disappointment,
Bubber was nowhere in evidence.

Preliminaries were speedily arranged.
Swishblade Johnson—so named because of
his well-known dexterity with an imple-
ment which some persons use for shaving—
was unanimously chosen referee. His rep-
utation assured respect for his decisions;
besti)des, he was as square as he knew how
to be.

Swishblade announced certain special
rules that had been agreed to by the pitters.
Then the milling began.

IN THE first hack Mistuh Barnabas showed
a Clairborne, Gunboat Nixby a cross-
bred Roundhead. It was tame, the Round-
head, after one weak fly in the third pitting,
running to hunt its mother.

Birds belonging to two other entrants
were then pitted. The fight lacked color,
both cocks being old, and in the fourth
pitting it was called a draw.

Then Mistuh Barnabas took the spotlight

-again. In his second hack his entry, 2 Ginn

Grey bull stag, killed his opponent, a Blue
Traveller. In succession three other fights
went to him. He was cleaning up in bets,
having won a hundred and fifty dollars in
his five fights. Then the other pitters began
to get cautious. Although Mistuh Barnabas’
air of general superiority made him uni-
versally unpopular, and every man there
would have liked to humble him, it was be-
ginning to look too much like a Barnabas
day. Bettors were losing their eagerness;
gloom was rapidly settling upon the as-
semblage.

Then Mistuh Barnabas began to get real
cocky. He brought a bird from its cage.
“Barnabas showing a five-two Sid Taylor,”
he announced. “Taking on any cock within
the weight.”

But there was not the deluge of small
bills that there had been; instead there was
silence.

“Speak up, gentlemen! Speak up!”
Mistuh Barnabas’ tone was insultingly
caustic. “No sporting money here?”

There was only a buzz of discontented
murmurings. Pitters gazed at Mistuh
Barnabas, at the cock he held under one arm,
at the birds they carried themselves, writh-
ing inwardly—and looked glum.

“Challenging all and any.” Mistuh
Barnabas fondled his Sid Taylor showily.
“Nobody here thinks enough of his cock to
risk a little money?” )

There was a commotion on the opposite
side of the pit. A voice spoke up: “‘I got
some cocks—an’ a little money.’’ Someone
was forcing his way through the crowd. It

(Continued on page 56)
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from their descendants, who discovered it in
their travels, played by the shepherds of
ancient Palestine. And the Dutch name,
Kolbe, soon became corrupted by the Scotch
peasants to the word, Kowf.

NO ONE was too high, no one too im-
portant, in Scotland of the year 1300,
not to have time for a game of Kowf. John
Knox, the famous preacher of Edinburgh,
often shocked the good folk of the city by
engaging in a gentle game of a Sunday after-
noon following divine service. He played
upon the course near Leith, a course whose
fairways are much the same to-day as they
were four hundred years and more ago. The
ball of feathers and yarn was soon made
scientifically, although many players still
manufactured their own supplies. But the
majority bought a ball which had been care-
fully prepared and was sold in the market-
place for the game of Kowf. Even the lords
and ladies of the court of Holyrood Palace
enjoyed the sport, which by this period had
begun to be popular south of the border also.
That is what James IT of Scotland, at the
time the Duke of York, discovered for him-
sclf when he went to the capital for a visit
in the summer of 1681, Fancy-
ing himself at the game so
universal in his native land,
he was surprised to find more
than one English noble his
master. One night he took on
two of his golfing opponents at
a game of cards, in White's,
then the leading club of Lon-
don. The Duke lost. Both
his money and his temper. A
dispute arose over the game;
did he or did he not owe
money on a certain card?
Words flew about the table,
swords were drawn; for a
moment the situation looked
serious. Older men intervened,
the swords were knocked
down; but the issue remained.
One did not, it was true, fight a duel with a
Duke, the sonof a King. Vet it was a debt
of honor. How to settle it? The English-
man solved the problem with a touch of
scorn for the stranger from the north who
could not even hold his own at his native
sport.

“Choose, your Grace, choose as a part-
ner any Scotsman in all London. To-
morrow, at the hour of ten, we four will
meet upon the plains of Hampstead, there
to decide the issue at. your Highness’
favorite game.”

A clever move. The Englishman knew
that the Scottish court was sitting, and that
no Scottish noble would be available in the
length and breadth of London. But by his
canny insight into human nature and his
refusal to lose the gage without astruggle,
James II proved himsclf a true son of
Scotland. The next morning, at ten, the
barren ficlds of Hampstead, unkempt,

dusty, windblown, overlooking the city far
below, saw a strange sight. In a coach with
the royal arms of Scotland, protected by
outriders and postilions and an escort of
soldiers, the Duke drew up to his meeting
place. Beside him on the seat was a strange
little man, tied up in a muffler and wearing
a tartan plaid. His name was plain Johne
Pattersoune, shoemaker.

The adversaries of the pair were waiting,
their equanimity shaken slightly at seeing
this bent old man step from the royal coach.
They were even more disturbed when, after
the ceremonies of starting, the little Scots-
man advanced and placed in position the
ball for his royal partner. It was not the
ball of feathers and yarn to which all Scot-
land and, indeed, all England were accus-
tomed. Instead it was a truer,
a rounder, a more spherical ball.

The Englishmen objected.
Not vigorously; but they ob-
jected. The Duke asserted his
rights to play with his own ball,
according to the rules of Kowyf.
Finding no contradiction, he
proceeded to play. His drive
went straight down the field, for
there were no rolling fairways
or wide expanse of turf upon
which to perform wristy mira-
cles in those days. And it was
a drive at least twice as far as
either of the Englishmen who
followed him with the ball of
feathers and yarn were able to make.
the start the latter pair were beaten.

On down the course they went, trailed by
a curious crowd of lords and ladies who had
come to snicker and smirk, but stayed to
gaze in wonder at the scion of Scotland and
the stooped, gnarled little figure beside him.
The two Englishmen, in silken hose and
doublet, were left farther behind at every
hole; long before the match
should have becn over, they pro-
duced heavy wallets from their
servants, who followed in the rear.
Fluffy banknotes changed hands,
words—none too pleasant—of
congratulation were given. The
lords and ladies of the court
pressed about the bent figure of
the little shoemaker to discover
what marvel of a ball he had in-
vented. In arude way, this ball
was the first specimen of what
was later on to become the gutta-
percha ball; a ball that remained
in the sport almost two hundred
years. But the partner of the
Duke was far too busy at the
moment to spend time explaining
his invention. He was receiving
from his royal partner, in full sight of the
English court, the sums that had been won.
The Duke was a Scotsman, but he was also

a sportsman, and he knew who had won
that match.

What sort of a ball was
it that had so magically
given the future King of
Scotland that which every
lover of the game desires
and every manufacturer of
balls advertises to-day,
length? It wasaball made
in a new way, perhaps the
forerunner of all modern
balls. The shoemaker had
moulded a piece of waxinto
an exact sphere; around
this he had tightly wound
his yarn. Instead of a
core of feathers he had
substance underneath

From
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the covering which gave a longer, truer
drive.

But on later attempts to usc this ball, it
was found that a core of wax would not stand
up under the inevitable punishment reccived.
Although the idea of old Johne Pattersoune
was correct, it was almost two hundred years
before the “gutty” ball, that is, the ball with
the core of gutta-percha, came to be gener-
ally adopted. To be sure, the ‘“feathery”
as the old ball of feathers was called, under-
went improvements; fifty years later it was
encased in a leather wrapping which made
it more lasting and more durable. I have
seen and handled one of these old “feathery”
balls in the collection of a famous sportsman
who treasures it in the belief that it was the
first of all golf balls. No one has yet un-
deceived him and he still shows
it to all comers with a touch of
pride in his voice.

With modifications and slight
variations and improvements,
that gutta-percha ball stayed
in the game until the present
molded ball. In fact,as late
as thirty ycars ago an old
Scotsman living in upstate
New York was accustomed to
use such a ball every day. He
had a queer custom, this old
Scot, for cvery ‘evening in
pleasant weather he would walk
a mile and a half down the lane
and call upon a Dutch friend
of his named Haugen. And as he walked
along he would hit an old gutta-percha ball
with his cleek, following up with another
shot when he caught it again. After a pipe
or two with the Dutchman on the porch he
would gather himself together, pick up his
cleek, take his ball, and drive it homeward
down the lane.

The Dutchman had a five-year-old youngs-
ter, and one evening while his father and the
visitor were in the middle of a political
argument, this child got hold of the cleek
and began hitting the ball gently about the
room. Suddenly his father saw what was
going on:

“Drop that—" he shouted in a loud voice.

The boy dropped the club with a clatter.

“Nay, nay,’” said the old Scot, “leave the
laddie play a bit.” And he picked up the
fallen club and handed it back to the fright-
ened child.

With an awkward movement the boy took
it and continued hitting that ball across the
faded carpet in his father’s sitting room.
All this happened a long, long while ago.
To-day that frightened child is one of the
two best golfers in the world. Some say he
is the best. His name is Walter Hagen.

It will thus be seen that golf is an ancient
game and that the golf ball was known in
other lands and in other shapes and forms to
antiquity. In the Rome of the Casars the
ball took three different shapes. From these
three different balls sprung the three differ-
ent kinds of games in exist-
ence to-day: games of the
stick like golf, hockey and
hurley; games of the racquet
like tennis, squash and rac-
quets; and kicking games like
football. At present almost
every ball we use and every
game we play can be traced
back to one of these balls of
ancient Rome.

The trigon was a small ball
used in a game played en-
tirely indoors. It was a ball
adapted from the Grecian
ball which had been largely
used to develop the elasticity
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The Quest of the Thunderbus

(Continued from page 33)

“T wish you’d tell me something,” she said.

“What?”’

“T’m curious to know why you wanted to buy
one of our cars, instead of getting one from a
regular Place. How did you know we had any
to sell?’ . .

“T didn’t,” said he, guardedly.

“Well, then, how—w}?r —" .

Jerry hesitated, then decided to approximate

the truth.

“The Sheriff told me casually that you had
a lot of cars,” he began, “and I wanted a car
and I couldn’t find one at Ga{s and ”

“But you didn’t try anywhere else.”

“No. ~ It suddenly occurred to me that you
might have a better one here than I could find
anywhere else.” He looked her straight in
the eye. “And you did.” So far as it went,
this explanation was unimpeachable.

Sheila smiled. . .

“That is so beautifully logical,” she said,
“that it sounds like fiction.” .

“T wish my fiction sounded as true,” said

Jerry. R
“Perhaps it does,” she observed cryptically.

JERRY swallowed hard. Now that his atten-
tion was drawn to the fact, he realized that
perhaps his scheme had been a little too smooth
for credibility. She could not posmblf/ suspect
his real motive, he told himself, but clearly she
was not wholly satisfied with his explanation.
She sensed that he was holding something back.
Unless he amended his statement so as to allay
her curiosity, he saw that he might be sub-
jected to entirely too searching a cross examina-
tion. He was in no condition, mentally, to
undergo catechism. The very nearness of this
girl was alone upsetting. Never an adept liar,
he felt certain that under the gaze of those dis-
turbing gray eyes of hers he would prove a
wretched witness for the defense. Spurred by
necessity, however, he conceived what seemed an
inspiration. . .

“To be quite frank,” he said, with all the in-
genuousness of which he was capable, “I did
have an ulterior motive. It's perfectly true that
I hoped to be able to buy one of your cars, but
that really was part of a plot—"" he paused and
forced himself to look at her.

“Go on,” said she.

“The fact is—" he hesitated a moment, fear-
ful lest his frail bark be swamped in a wave of
disbelief the minute it was launched.

“Go on,” repeated Sheila.

“The fact is—I had seen your golf course from
my window and——"

Sheila leaned back and laughed.

“You are certainly gallant,” she said, at
length. “I suspected a plot, but it never oc-
curred to me that the golf course—"’ she laughed
again. “That shows you what a little fool T am.
To think——"

Jerry wished some genie would arise to whisk
him away and apply ice to his ears and forehead.

““Ag a matter of fact,” he began, in an effort
to make amends, “it wasn't really the golf course
atall. Itwas -

Sheila raised a small, brown hand in protest.

“Don’t,” she said, getting up and walking over
to the table. “Don’t say it. It’s too late now.
It wouldn’t be true, anyway.” .

“But my dear girl—" exclaimed Jerry, dis-
tressed.

“I’m not a dear girl. I’m a stupid idiot. . . .
So you liked the look of our golf course!”

‘1 don’t want to talk about the golf course.
I want to talk about ’

“The Lancia? Well I’'m coming to that, do
you still want it?”

“Oh, bother the Lancia.”

“Because if you do—I have a proposition—"

Jerry went toward her.

“Miss Carmichael,”” he said, severely.

“ Mr. Maxwell,” said she, mockingly.

“I want to tell you something.”

“J’d rather not hear it,”” said she, edging away.

“T’m going to tell you anyway.”

“Please don’t.”

“When I first saw you on the train—" he
began, but stopped abruptly. A screeching of
brakes on the drive outside was followed by the
sound of voices and, a moment later, by soft
footsteps.

“The price of the car is eight hundred dallars,
Mr. Maxwell,” said Sheila, in a matter-of-fact
tone. ‘““You understand, of course, that we’re
selling her as is. We believe she’s in good
condition, but we do not guarantee—. Oh, hello
Charles. Back so soon? We didn’t expect you
till to-morrow.” o

Jerry turned to face the newcomer, who looked
at him as if he were something that had just
crawled out of a log. :

“Sorry to intrude,” said that worthy, stiffly.

“You're not,” said Sheila. “This is Mr.
Maxwell. We saw him the other day at the
Careys’, romping with the dog. Remember?
Lord Beauregard, Mr. Maxwell.”

“How d’you do,” said Jerry.

“Do,” said Beauregard.

Appraising him at close range, Jerry was
struck by the man’s resemblance to the real
Beauregard. In build and cast of features
he was extraordinarily like him. But, as has
already been pointed out, his voice gave him
away—that and his clothes. The real Beaure-
ga.rdy was absolutely oblivious to the conventions
of dress, had never been known to have his
trousers pressed, to wear a hat, or a starched
collar. This person, on the contrary, looked as
if he were headed for an afternoon at the society
photographer’s.

“Mr. Maxwell came over to ask some ques-
tions about our golf course,’”’ said Sheila, ‘“‘and
ended up by deciding to buy one of our cars.”

“Yompf,” said Beauregard, laying his gray
hat and yellow gloves on a near-by chair with a
casualness that struck Jerry unpleasantly as an
indication that he was very much at home.

“Have a good time in New York?” asked
Sheila.

“No,” said Beauregard, shooting his cuffs.
“Idid not expect to.”

‘The girl made a clucking sound, as of com-
miseration.

“You look as if you had,” she said, candidly.
“Your eyes! They look rather like rosebuds.
Don’t they, Mr. Maxwell?”

“Probably dust from the train,” said Jerry,
diplomatically. He had no wish, at present, to
antagonize the fellow.

“Mr. Maxwell,” she continued, ignoring the
effect of her comment on the owner of the eyes,
“has come up here to study the Maine natives
in their haunts. Going to do a book about ’em.
Perhaps he’ll put us in it”” She smiled at
Jerry el;ni})ishly.

“Really! Very interesting, I’'m sure.”

Jerry chuckled to himself. The man’s idea of
how a peer should comport himself had evidently
been acquired from the talkies.

“Is the Pater about?”

“In the lab, probably.”

“Ah. I'll go and see him and let you continue
with your business.”

Jerry fumed. ‘““Where does he get that pater
stuff?”” he thought.

“You needn’t go,” said Sheila, “There’s
nothing private about it.”

“T brought up some of his favorite cigars.”

“Thoughtful of you,” said Sheila.

With a formal nod, the other withdrew. When

he had gone, Sheila turned to Jerry and made
a grimace.
. “You see,” she said. “I always put my foot
in it. I shouldn’t have said that about his eyes;
but I couldn’t help it. By the way, did you
propose to pay cash for the car?”

Jerry blinked. It was hard to keep up with

“How much is it?”

“Seven hundred dollars,”

“Didn’t you say eight a moment ago?”

“Did I? Well, call it seven hundred and fifty.
‘What'’s fifty dollars between friends?”

Jerry’s heart leaped.

“Am I one?”

“One what?”

“Friend.”

Sheila looked at him very steadily.

“Want to be?”

“The first time I saw you—" began Jerry,
earnestly.

Sheila frowned. Beauregard was coming in
again.

‘““Make out the check to me, please. I’ll
write the bill of sale.”
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“He’s not in the lab,” said Beaurega
peevishly. “You said he was.” gard,

“Well, he’s somewhere around. Am I my
father’s keeper? Try the hothouse. He's
probably guzzling grapes.”

. Beauregard went out as quietly as he had come
in. The way he crept about on his rubber
heels was positively uncanny. He made Jerry
nervous. It was bad enough to have him on the
premises at all. Still, his two appearances had
saved him, Jerry, from taking one dangerous and
idiotic step. They had saved him from telling
Sheila. that he thought she was the most beauti-
ful thing he had ever seen. He knew he ought
not to tell her anything of the sort; but he wanted
to, desperately. When you are with a girl who
actually is the most beautiful thing you have
ever seen, it is not easy to refrain from saying
so, even though you know that by doing it you
are practically certain to upset the applecart.

‘Seven hundred and fifty dollars,” said the
girl, in a business-like tone.

His brain full of conflicting ideas and impulses,
Jerry hastily scribbled a cheque. Sheila slipped
it into her sweater pocket without looking at it.

“It’ll take a day or two to get license plates,”
said she, giving him the bill of sale. “If you'll
phone Dennis when you have them, he can put
them on for you and deliver the car complete.”

‘““Thanks very much.”

“I suppose your work keeps you pretty busy.”

“Fairly. Why?” ps you pretly busy

“I wondered.” In her glance was the glint of
mischief he had seen before. “You see, I had an
ulterior motive in consenting to sell you a car.”

Jerry stared at her.

“I noticed how good you were with a mashie
the other afternoon and I thought you might
be willing to tell me what’s wrong with my
%hort game. But, of course, if you're terribly

usy—— '

_Jerry’s pulses throbbed. It was on the tip of
his tongue to say he could never be too busy,
when in came Beauregard again.

‘“He was in the hothouse.”

“Hello, Charles,” said Sheila. “I was just
asking Mr. Maxwell to come and have some
golf with us this afternoon.”

“Ah,” said Beauregard, vaguely.

“I really do appreciate the invitation,” said
Jerry, holding out his hand, “but I must work,
you know. Justify my existence.”

“Well, you know best, of course,”” said Sheila
coolly turning away from him.

Jerry bit his lip.
“Good-bye,” he said. “And thanks very
much.”

3

AFTER Jerry had made his exit, Beauregard,
who had watched him go with studied in-
difference, addressed Sheila.
th“tI sa}.y,” sai<ti he, “was it ?ecessary to make
at reference to my eyes in front of a strange
like that?” i ger

“Necessary?”

‘lYes."

“No. It wasn’t necessary.”’

‘I mean to say, after all, what?”

‘“After all which?”

Lord Beauregard frowned.

‘I mean to say, after all, one doesn’t go about
calling the attention of strangers to—ah—I
mean ”»

“If it annoyed you, I'm sorry.”

“Oh, it didn’t annoy me,” protested Beaure-
gard, “it didn’t annoy me in the least. One
doesn’t let such things annoy one, you know.
But after all ”

““What?”

“Well, I mean to say, one wonders what
people will think. Young Mr. What’s-his-
name—

‘“Maxwell,”’ put in Sheila.

“Young Mr. Ma’xwell. What do you suppose
he thought? Don’t you suppose he thought it
rather funny—rather peculiar, I mean ”

“I imagine,’! said Sheila, evenly, “that Mr.
Maxwell thought my description was pretty
accurate.”

Lord Beauregard licked his lips. He knew
from experience that he was no match for
Sheila in a passage of words, but having started
his complaint, he felt he ought to go through
with it. Having, as Jerry had divined, acquired
virtually all of his conceptions of peer-like

(Continued on page 52)
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behavior from the screen, it seemed to him es-
sential that his dignity be upheld in the presence

of outsiders. One of the factors which had made"

his réle difficult and, so far, had impeded his
progress towards his goal, was the apparent in-
ability of Sheila and her father to treat him
with what he conceived to be the proper respect.
In the beginning he had been so anxious to
ingratiate himself with both of them that he had
accommodated his manner to theirs. That is to

- say, finding that his title and the fruity gene-
alogy that went with it failed to inspire them
with awe, or to lessen their penchant for banter,
he had tried to fit in as one-of the family. It
was one thing, however, to endure the crossfire of
his host and hostess when no one else was in
earshot, but quite another to submit to personal
criticism before a stranger. True, Jerry’s com-
ment on Sheila’s shot concerning the redness of
his eyes had been soothing and discreet. Never-
theless, Beauregard had not missed the amuse-
ment that had flickered on the visitor’s face.
Like most gentlemen of unlawful leanings, he
had a sort of sixth sense which warned him of
possible danger. And in this case that sense told
him that young Mr. Maxwell’s advent might well
foreshadow bad news. At any rate he believed
it would be poor policy not to attempt to head
off possible repetitions of the incident. Though
he wanted the newcomer to realize he was on
terms of easy familiarity with the Carmichaels,
he would have liked to give the impression that
this was due to his own condescension and not
theirs.

“I wish,” he said, with as much urbanity as
he could command, ““‘you would refrain—I mean
to say, I wish, in future, you would not make
such remarks before Mr. Whatshisname. I
think—ah—I’m sure that sort of thing might
give him a wrong imPression. I mean, he might
not understand: 4

“Dear, dear,” said Sheila, “you sound as if
you were my husband.”

“Ah,” said Beauregard, soulfully, “if only I
were.”

‘Is that a proposal?”

“No,” said he, hastily. ‘“Oh, no.” He did
not intend to propose in any such casual manner
or in broad daylight. His plans called for a
proposal under more propitious circumstances,
at a time and in a place of his own choosing.

On the water, perhaps, in the moonlight, when -

the wavelets were making crooning noises on
the slaore. ‘“‘Oh, no,” he repeated, ‘“not here, not
now.’

“Good,” said Sheila. “I’m really not fit to be
proposed to in this shabby old “sweater and
skirt. Besides, I've things to do. Some other
time, eh, Charles?”

With this, she gave him a brilliant smile and
ran lightly upstairs.

When she had gone, Lord Beauregard became,
for a moment, his natural self. ‘““This, that and
the other thing,” he said, kicking savagely at an
imaginary dog. If a real dog had been there he
would have fetched it a nasty thump. As it
was, he fetched himself one. * For the rug on
which he was standing slipped when he swung his
foot and his other leg shot out from under him,

CHAPTER IX

ON THE way back to the Careys’, whither

Dennis drove him, Jerry was silent. To
say that his feelings were mixed would be an
understatement. Not only were his feelings
mixed, but so, likewise, were his thoughts. His
mind, to coin a phrase, was awhirl. And why
not? Consider the facts:

A.~—He had found the Old Thunderbus.

B.—He had met and talked with Sheila Carmichael.

C.—Hcc}md been introduced to the bogus Beaure-
gard.

Turthermore, and in addition, these items:

D.—The Old Thunderbus was in a spot from which
it would be phenomenally difficult to extract it,

E.—The effect Sheila had on him was devastating,
and therefore dangerous.

F.—The bogus Beauregard was evidently on easy
terms with the household.

Beyond those, these:

G.—The Old Thunderbus was undoubtedly being
carefully guarded.

H.—Sheila had invited him to play golf and ke had
evaded the invitation.
I.— The bogus Beauregard had not been pleased to
. ~meet him.

It was all very well to have found the Old
Thunderbus. To accomplish that was one of the
chief reasons for his having come to Maine.
The chiefest reason, however, was to obtain
possession of the machine and to send it on the
first leg of its ultimate journey to the Smithsoni-
an in Washington. And how in the name of the
giant, three-toed whatsis was he going to ease it
out of the Carmichaels’ front hall without their
knowledge and consent was a question.

He had met and talked with Sheila Car-
michael. - But now that he had, what good would
it do? She completely baffled him. One mo-
ment she seemed serious and the next she was
obviously the reverse. She was dazzlingly lovely
to look at and made him want to pick her up and
carry her off to some mountain stronghold, in
the fashion of a Sicilian brigand. Her self-
possession, however, made it probable that even
if he succumbed to so rash an impulse he would
only be laughed at for his pains. Besides, as has

" already been pointed out, once she knew who

he was she would certainly write finis to any
plans he might; have for their closer acquain-
tance.

He had been introduced to Lord Beauregard,
so-called, and had been regarded by that
gentleman with a jaundiced eye. The reason
for that was not far to seek. It was natural that
Beauregard should view any newcomer, if not
with alarm, at least with uneasiness. But the
fact that he was easily able to guess this added
nothing of value to his store of information.
What he was doing at the Carmichaels’, or what
he hoped to do, was still a secret.

Up in his room, with his feet propped on the
window-sill and a mellow pipe between his teeth,
Jerry pondered the situation. .

Was it his duty, he wondered, knowing Beaure-
gard to be an impostor, to expose him without
further delay? It might be, of course, that the
fellow’s purpose was no less justifiable than his
own. After all, if one wanted to be meticulous,
the projected theft of the Old Thunderbus might
well be looked at askance, from the standpoint of
ethics. For the time being, there seemed nothing
to be gained from exposing the other impostor.

What sort of impression had he, himself,

made on Sheila? Had she liked him at all, or
had she been laughing at him from first to last?
There had been moments in which she had made
him feel that she would welcome his friendship.
In others, she had seemed merely to mock him.
An extraordinary girl, with her flippancy and
her frankness and her candid admission that she
was both flippant and frank. Inscrutable. Just
as you thought you were making some headway
with her, you found yourself repulsed. And
when you were flippant in turn, she pretended to
be hurt.
.. Why had she invited him over for golf? Was
it that she wanted him, for himself, or was it
that she wanted to plague Beauregard? Or was
it only that she was keen for some coaching?

Though he smoked numerous pipefuls of his
favorite tobacco and belabored his brain, he
could think of no answers to these questions
which pressed in on him like an army of rats
nibbling at his cerebellum.

. Another point: what significance, if any, lay
in the fulsome inscription written by his father
on Mr. Carmichael’s copy of the photograph of
the Old Thunderbus? Ever since he could
remember, his parent had referred to the car
as his own product. Could it be that bitterness
had caused Mr. Marshall to distort the truth?
Was it possible that Carmichael was actually
entitled to possession of the ancient vehicle
or that he had as much right as Jerry’s father to
claim it for his own? If that were the case, as
the inscription on the picture seemed to indicate,
then what? And how was he to find out, save
by putting both men on the witness stand,
under oath, and forcing them to tell the details
of their quarrel? He had not yet heard Car-
michael’s version of the story, but from what
Sheila had said, the episode still rankled in that
gentleman’s bosom. He considered writing to
ask his father for an explanation of his change of
attitude, in view of his having once called his
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erstwhile partner America’s greatest inventor.
But he foresaw that little good would spring
from such a course. Unless he were actually in
the presence of the other, Mr. Marshall would
stick to his version like ice to a windshield.
Under the mental stress brought on by these
cogitations, Jerry began to feel groggy. He was
saved by the bell, announcing the midday meal.
After lunch, during which his mind was diverted
from his problems by the conversation of the
Carey family—made up largely of Queenie’s
appeals for five dollars to squander on a scarlet
hat, appeals which were unanimously vetoed by
her parents— Jerry sought further surcease from

gnawing care by trying to knuckle down to some
writing. 5

If he had been an experienced author, he would
have foregone the attempt, knowing that to
expect to produce anything even faintly resem-
bling literature when the brain is full of ex-
traneous matters is the essence of futility.
Writing is a painful process at best, except for
those blythe spirits who have the knack of *“ dash-
ing things off’; and to focus the thoughts on
fictional ideas, in spite of stern actualities which
clamor for attention, requires a discipline that
comes only from long training. This priceless
asset Jerry lacked. The result was that the
sheet of paper in his typewriter, instead of
rapidly becoming filled with lines of sparkling
dialogue and description, remained forlornly
blank.

At last, after what seemed an eternity, but
which was actually only about an hour and a
half, he gave it up. His head ached and he was
filled with a general feeling of depression. Catch-
ing sight of the red flag fluttering tantalizingly
on one of the greens of the Carmichael course,
he cursed himself for having declined Sheila’s
invitation. A round of golf was just what he
needed. Well, if he couldn’t have a real game,
he could have the next best thing, a practice
session in the meadow. Slipping some balls in
his pocket, he took his mashie and went outdoors,
where he was joined by the ever-eager Lancelot.

In the middle of his third swing, the deep note
of a familiar motor-horn sounded just outside
the meadow fence. Sheila Carmichael, alone,
had stopped her car there and was watching him.

“Ilike to see people work,” she said, accenting
the last word ever so faintly.

Jerry flushed. “I’ve been trying to work,” he
sald, “really I have. But the old bean simply
doesn’t click.” .

“Buying a car must have been too much for
it,”” observed Sheill)a, slrlniling. b

Jerry grinned, but he was vaguely apprehen-
sive. Why had she come, he Ev?)nc)i,ered. Had
he unconsciously betrayed himself on that first
visit? The cheque he had given her, for in-
stance—he remembered having told himself to
be sure to use his alias in signing it. But he
had signed it in a hurry. Could he, perchance,
had used his real name, from force of habit? It
was possible. He could not recall, now, which
name he had written. He began to perspire.

“Did you come to see me?” he asked, ‘““or did
you just stop in passing?”’

“I came to see you. Daddy asked me to.
I told him how good you were with a mashie and
ke said his short game was terrible and ”

“Wait till I get my other clubs,” cried Jerry.

As he loped upstairs, his mind’s eye glimpsed a
long series of bridges, all on fire and burning
merrily. ‘“‘There they go,” he thought, cheer-
fully, “let ’em burn!”

The next momment he was seated next to
Sheila in the car.

“Didn’t you tell me this morning that your
own short game was off?

“Perhaps I did,” she acknowledged, looking
straight ahead.

CHAPTER X

IN THE short run to the Carmichael house,
Jerry began to feel misgivings as to the out-
come of the afternoon’s proceedings. Intoxicated
by Sheila’s presence, he had acted on impulse.
e, in the back of his mind was the realization
that sooner or later, in order to fulfill his mission,
he would be obliged to gain the confidence of
these people. This, however, he had planned to
accomplish gradually, with due caution, one step
at a time, and not in a reckless, headlong, un-

thinking manner.
Brooding thus, he was suddenly struck by a

(Continued on page 542)
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hitherto unthought-of possibility. Suppose Mr.
Carmichael should recognize in him a resem-
blance to his father? There was not a very
strong likeness between him and Mr. Marshall
now, the latter having become somewhat gnarled
and grizzled as to countenance; but the Mr.
Magshall of the Old Thunderbus photograph,
in spite of a beard——

“If you’re going to sulk because I took you
away from your work,” said Sheila, breaking
in on Jerry’s distracting speculations, “I shall
be tempted to ‘take you right back to the
Careys’.”

“‘Sorry,” he grinned, “I was only thinking
how lucky I am.”

“Does that always make you morose?”

“Was I?” |

“You looked as if you were trying to decide
between cyanide and prussic acid.”

‘““Great moments in one’s life should be ap-
proached solemnly, don’t you think?”

“No,” said Sheila, “I don’t. But I'll tell you
what I do think: i

“What?”

“I think you were regretting your bargain.
You were saying to yourself: ‘Hell’s bells,
why did Ilet myself in for this? Trying to teach
a female golf?’ That what’s you were thinking
and I don’t blame you for being morose. But
cheer up, I won’t hold you to it.”

Jerry grinned again, but did not reply. He
had already been inane enough. Besides, the
had entered the estate by this time and he felt
the need of bracing himself against the ordeal
of undergoing the scrutiny of Sheila’s father.

They had just passed the watchman, standing
at attention outside his cottage, when shouts and
a commotion to the rear caused Sheila to stop
the car and look around.

‘‘Here comes your caddie,” said she.

“Good Lord,” exclaimed Jerry, turning just
in time to see the leggy form of Lancelot elude
the watchman’s half-hearted tackle and come
pelting along the driveway, baying triumphantly.
The next instant the active beast cleared the
side of the machine and, slobbering copiously,
tried his best to scramble from the tonneau into
the front seat.

‘“Down, Lance, down you brute,”’ commanded
Jerry, seized with a paroxysm of laughter.

Sheila was convulsed. Lancelot, sensing that
he had the spotlight, assumed his solemn at-
titude of prayer, sitting up on his haunches and
looking from one to the other for approbation.
While Jerry and the girl rocked hel{) essly with
mirth, the watchman, severely blown, drew
alongside.

“Shall I knock him out, Miss?” he panted
hopefully, producing a billy from his hip pocket.

“Knock who out?” asked Sheila, between
spasms.

“Him, Miss. The dog.”

“Don’t be silly, Andrews.
around knocking out dogs.”

“I tried to stop 'im, ” said the man, “bu ”

“It’s all right, Andrews. Don’t worry about
it. You did your best.”

“Yes, Miss,” continued the watchman, “I
tried to stop ’im, but ’e dodged—’’ he twirled
the billy on its leather thong. “‘Don’t you want
me to put 'im away, Miss?”

‘“Andrews,” said Sheila, as one who talks to
a child, “‘listen carefully. Are you listening?”

“Yes, Miss.” : .

“This gentleman is Mr. Maxwell, a friend of
ours, understand? And this dog is Mr. Max-
well’s personal dog. Any time Mr. Maxwell
and his personal dog come into the gate, you
are to let them pass. Understand?”

““Let ’em pass,” he repeated, ‘“‘“him and the
dog, both.”

“That’s it.”

‘°E dodged me,” he muttered, ‘“’at’s why I
couldn’t stop ’im.” Still muttering and shaking
his head, the watchman moved off.

“A keen lad,” observed Jerry.

“Goofy,” said Sheila, ‘“but useful just the
same. He can only think of one thing at a time.
His orders are to let no strangers into the grounds
without special permission. And he’s too dumb
to be persuaded by arguments. People can talk
to him until they’re blue in the face, but it
makes no impression on him. If I hadn’t in-
cluded Lancelot in the instructions just now,

You can’t go

next time he followed you in, Andrews would
probably have killed him.”

“Next time,” said Jerry. “I’ll have him tied
up before I come. I’d better tie him now.
He’ll make a confounded nuisance of himself if
I don’t.”

“You can tie him to the foot rail of the car.
I’ll get you a rope.”

Arrived at the house, Jerry sat in the car hold-
ing the dog by the collar while Sheila went in
search of a length of clothes line. He was rather
grateful to Lancelot for appearing on the scene.
The incident had served to relieve the tension.

““Good dog,” he said, tickling him behind the
ears, “good dog. Clever dog.”

“Yowf,” said Lancelot, thumping the floor
with his tail.

2.

THERE is an admirable aphorism, conceived

by who knows what greeting card philosopher,
which reads: “To-day was the to-morrow you
worried about yesterday—and it never hap-
pened,” or words to that effect.

Jerry found that his anxiety concerning his
first meeting with Sheila’s father had been super-
fluous. The searching inspection that his own
sense of guilt had led him to expect did not
materialize. On the contrary, the old gentleman
was quite casual and seemed a good deal more
interested in Lancelot than in Jerry.

“Great God,” he exclaimed, after Sheila had
introduced the pair, “what’s that? A dog?”

“It’s said to be a dog,” averred Jerry, con-
necting the animal’s collar with the foot-rail
by means of sly knots.

“That’s Lancelot, Daddy,” put in Sheila,
“you’ve heard of him. An experiment of the
sheriff’s.”

“Part bloodhound and part Great Dane,”
explained Jerry.

“Combining the worst features of each, I
suppose,” commented Mr. Carmichael.

“Extraordinary,” murmured Lord Beaure-
gard, “I mean to say——"

“What's extraordinary about it?” demanded
Mr. Carmichael, contrarily, ‘“common example
of miscegenation, that’s all.”

““He’s really quite intelligent,” said Jerry.

“That’s no recommendation,” remarked the
old gentleman. ““There are plenty of people
who are quite intelligent. Too many. ~Same
thing with dogs. Lots of people and dogs who
are quite intelligent. The trouble with them is
they are not quite intelligent enough. What
this world needs is a few more men and dogs
with superlative intelligences ——

“Daddy darling,” said Sheila, “I invited
Mr. Maxwell here to play some golf, not to be
jawed at...”

Her father accepted this reproof amiably.

““Well, then,” he retorted, “what are we
waiting for? I'm ready to play. If your young
gnend he{e has finished his boy-scout exhibi-

on——’

“It’s all finished,” said Jerry. “The knots
ought to hold, if the rope itself does. I have my
doubts about that, though.,”

But Mr. Carmichael was already several
yards away, striding along at a pace that made
Beauregard trot to keep up with him. Sheila
was following close behind. With a final ad-
monition to Lancelot to be a good dog and lie
down, Jerry snatched up his golf-bag and hurried
after them. At the sight of the exciting ball-
hitting sticks being taken away, Lancelot jerked
at his bonds and set up a prolonged and mourn-
ful howl.

“Your father seems a jolly sort,” observed
‘Jer? to Sheila, thinking out loud, as they say
in the advertising business.

“Who said he wasn’t?” she asked.

“I didn’t mean that. I meant he js,” stam-
mered Jerry.

“How shall we play?” asked the old gentle-
man, arriving at the first tee. ““Long time since
we’ve had a foursome.”

“Why not a two-ball match, you and Charles
against Mr. Maxwell and me? "’ suggested Sheila.
*‘Oh, I say, really!” protested his Lordship.

“We'll give you a stroke a hole, ” she amended.
““Charles, here, Lord Beauregard, that is, has
not much confidence, vou see.”

“Golf isn’t my game, you know. ”

The Elks Magazine

“Yes,” said Sheila, “I know.
what do you say?”

“Seems to me,” said Mr. Carmichael, “it
would be better if we simply played every man
for himself. I don’t like that two-ball business.
I hate having to pull other people’s chestnuts
out of the fire, and I don’t want anyone to have
to pull out mine. I don’t know how you feel
about it, young fellow,” he went on, turning to
Jerry, “but I think there’ll be less bloodshed and
hard feeling if we go on our own. Playing part-
ners with one ball I'mapt to lose what little good-
nature I possess. And that’s no reflection on
your efforts, Beauregard.”

“All right,” said Sheila. “Let’s get started.
We'll all play from scratch on the first nine
until we see what Mr. Maxwell can do. Then he
can give us handicaps.”’

One by one they teed off. Beauregard led
with a daisy-cutter that hit a rock about a
hundred yards away and bounced off to the
left, well into the rough. Sheila followed with
a fair drive that went straight, but too high
for distance. Mr. Carmichael, after a couple of
practice swings, knocked a screamer. It would
have been a beautiful shot had it only been
true; but it was terrifically sliced and curved
right out to sea.

Mr. Carmichael shook his head and moved
aside to make way for Jerry. As he stooped to
get another ball out of his bag, his lips framed
words to which he gave no utterance.

Jerry, anxious to make a good impression,
without wishing to show off, teed his ball
carefully, but hurried his stroke, and foozled
the drive, which barely cleared a forty-yard
patch of stubble between the tee and the fairway.

“Hard luck, boy,” said Mr. Carmichael,
cheerfully. “Might happen to anybody.” He
set up another ball and took a couple more
practice swings. Then he laid into it and the
resultant drive was a beauty, two hundred and
eighty yards and right down the middle.

“Try to beat that one, young fellow,” he
said, with pardonable pride.

“Wish I could,” said Jerry. ‘“Do you smack
many of those, sir?”

“Some days,’”’ said Mr. Carmichael, with a
side glance at Sheila.

“Oh, Daddy!” said his daughter, reprovingly.

Well, Daddy,

“You ought to be able to get there with a -

brassie from where you lie,” asserted the old
gentleman. “I’'m about fifty yards short of the
green. Aren’t you going to use a brassie?”’

“No,” said Jerry, “I seldom do. I prefera
cleek on level ground. Don’t use cleeks much
over here nowadays, but they still do in England.
You've got one, Lord Beauregard, haven’t

ou?”’
Y ‘“No,” answered the other, shifting uneasily.
“I never played much at home. I mean to say
golf isn’t my game.”” He hoped the newcomer
would not begin asking questions. That might
be very awkward.

Jerry addressed his ball, took a full, easy
swing and sent it away low and fast. The
shot lacked the carry of Mr. Carmichael’s drive,
but it had a good, long roll.

“By gravy,” exclaimed the old gentleman,
“I wouldn’t have thought it possible.

““It's a great old battle axe when it’s working,”
said Jerry, with a grin. “You must try it.
With your arms you ought to be able to knock
’em to the moon and back.”

“I’d love to try it,” said Mr. Carmichael.
“You're away, Bogey."”

Lord Beauregard trudged off to locate his ball,
wearing a deepening frown. It was not because
he was in the rough that his expression grew
dark and he muttered to himself. He was used
to being in the rough. What irritated him was
the way this tall young intruder, apparently

- without credentials of any kind, had suddenly

landed in the middle of the picture with both
feet, as it were. His sixth sense, which had
previously warned him that Jerry’s advent might
mean bad news, rose up now to emphasize the
point. Both Sheila and her father seemed much
too ready to accept this Maxwell person, and
not because of any really sterling qualities, but
because he was good at golf. Why, he thought,
the old gentleman was already eating out of the
blighter’s hand; old Mr. Carmichael who, to
strangers, was usually hell on wheels. It was a
nasty look-out and he would have to do some-
thing about it. Just what he could do was, at
the moment, a puzzler. It would require study.
(Continued on page 56)
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Meanwhile, as usual, he was in the rough and
would have to get out of it.

Selecting his niblick, the club with which cir-

cumstances had made him most familiar, he
hacked his ball savagely onto the fairway and
dribbled it at last within putting distance of
the hole. The three others were on the green,
waiting for him. Mr. Carmichael missed a
long putt and took a five. Sheila also had a
five. Jerry sank his ball for a par four. After
overrunning the cup twice, Beauregard picked

p.

‘“Golf isn’t my game,’’ he remarked.

“Don’t take it to heart,” said Mr. Car-
michael, genially. “You can’t be good at
everything. Maxwell, here, probably doesn’t
know the difference between a molecule and a
leg of lamb.”

‘“ Absolutely,”” agreed Jerry.

“Poor Charles,” said Sheila, in mock com-
miseration, ‘“‘he is always so tense. He never
can seera to relax. I think he ought to be
psychoanalyzed.”

“All good men are keyed up,” said the old
gentleman. ‘I wouldn’t give a nickel for a man
who wasn’t.”

“Thank you so much,” said Beauregard,
bowing stiffly.

“I suppose that lets me out,” laughed Jerry.

“Not at all,” put in Sheila. “You're keyed
pretty high yourself at times.”

Jerry blushed furiously. “It’s my honor,
isn’t it?” he asked.

They played several holes without incident
until they came to the fifth. Jerry, regaining his
old touch, produced almost flawless golf. Car-
michael, a mighty hitter, was erratic and wild.
Sheila’s game was odd, her form being better
than her scores. Beauregard was patently a dub.

“The next hole,” said Carmichael, “is a dog
leg. The green is behind those trees, well
beyond them. The safest way to shoot it is
to lay your ball to the right of them. Then

(Continued from page 54)

play your second to the left, almost at right
angles.”

‘“What’s the matter with going round the
trees, on the left of them, with the first shot?”

“Going round ’em?”

“With a slice.”

“You mean—a deliberate slice?”’

“It’s a pretty shot when it comes off. I'm
going to try it, just for fun. Of course—"
Jerry looked slyly at Sheila, “I haven’t quite
as wide’ a slice as yours, Mr. Carmichael,
but——""

The old gentleman winced.

“All right, you young pup,” he said. “Bet
you ten dollars you can’t do it. And another
ten that if you can I can.”

“Done, "’ said Jerry.

“Put me down for ten on that, Maxwell,”
chimed in Beauregard, hoping that the weight
of wagers would shake the other’s nerve.

“Right-ho,” said Jerry. He teed his ball
rather high and stood for a moment calculating
direction and the force of the wind. Then,
modifying stance and swing, he made his drive.
The ball sailed far to the left and, as its spin
took effect, curved to the right, falling out
of sight behind the clump of trees.

“Dog my cats,” ejaculated Mr. Carmichael,
Eaﬁ;er to try the shot himself, he teed up his

all,

“Just a minute,” said Jerry; “move your
feet a bit—there, like that. Now take a full
swing but don’t try to knock the cover off.”

To the intense surprise of all present, the old
gentleman’s ball behaved perfectly, just as
Jerry’s had, disappearing at approximately the
same place.

“Boy,” cried Mr. Carmichael, “you’ve given
me a new interest in life.”

“So have you,” said Jerry, looking covertly
at Sheila. But he said it to himself. Aloud, he
said: “You did it splendidly, sir.”

Sheila and Beauregard drove off, the latter,

for once, getting in the clear. Mr. Carmichael,
chafing with impatience to see where his own
ball had actually come down, plowed ahead.
Jerry stayed near the girl while she was play-
ing her iron shot. She looked unusually seri-
ous.

“I wish you hadn’t done that,” she said, as
they moved toward the green.

“Why? He’s tickled to death.
that comes once in a lifetime.”

“That's just it. He thanks you now. But
he’ll never be the same again. He’ll want to do
it every time he plays this hole, and he’ll prob-
ably never be able to. It wasa cruel trick.”

‘“Oh, look here,” Jerry protested, ‘“that’s a
bit strong. How did I know he’d make it the
first time? He was simply shot with luck.”

“That’s just it. But he doesn’t think so. He
thinks he’s learned something. ”

“So he has,” insisted Jerry.

“T hate a show-off,” said Sheila.
hiior the rest of the round she did not speak to

The thrill

“Stay to supper with us, won't you?” said
Mr. Carmichael, when the last putt was down.

Jerry looked at Sheila, but could not catch
her eye.

“Thanks very much, ” he said, “but I’'m afraid
I must get back. I've got to work to-night.”

It seemed to him that as he said this a faintly
derisive smile played about the corners of
Sheila’s mouth.

“Well, boy, I won’t press you,” said Mr.
Carmichael. “But you must come over soon
for some more golf. Will you drive him home,
Sheila?”

“Of course,” said the girl. ‘“Come on,
Charles. Let’s drive Mr. Maxwell home.”

With a little gleam of triumph in his eyes
the bogus Beauregard got into the front seat
of the car. Jerry sat in the tonnecau alone with
Lancelot.

(To be continued)

“Cock-a-Doodle-Done!”

was Bubber Milam. Under one arm he carried
a reddish-colored cock. “I'll pit a Red Cuban
—at de weight—’gainst yo’ Sid.”

Misthuh Barnabas glanced at the bird—and
laughed. He knew that cock. Once it had been
good. Once. Still, he remembered, Milam,
strangely enough, had always been crazy about
that particular Cuban. Perhaps, if taunted suf-
ficiently, he might risk some real money on
it ...

“Still lugging around that old Cuban relic,
Milam?” he asked, and laughed irritatingly.

“He ain’t no relic,”” Bubber retorted with
spirit. ‘“He’s a good cock.”

“Yes?” Mistuh Barnabas laughed again.
“Improved since three weeks ago?”

‘“He wasn’t in no condition, den!” Bubber
defended hotly.

“ Just good enough to lose, eh?”

“Looky here, Barnabas!” Bubber flared up.
“I ain’t come here to have my cocks low-rated
by you, nor nobody else.” He faced the crowd.
“You pitters an’ han’lers git dis: Bahnabas
turnin’ loose some big talk. I's a cock-fighter.
Offerin’ to pit a five-two Red Cuban ’gainst his
Sid Taylor, same weight. Now, if he aimin’ to
crawfish ”

“Crawfish?”’ Mistuh Barnabas sputtered. “If
you’re so sure you’'ve got a good cock, how much
money is going to back your udgment?”’

Bubber ran a hand into his pocket, pulled out
a roll and, flipping the notes back one at a time,
counted them: five twenty-dollar bills.

“A hundred dollars!” Mistuh Barnabas
scoffed. “I thought you believed in your birds.
Let’s don't be pikers. Let’s show these gentle-
men some real sporting blood. Say we lay—two
hundred and fifty?” .

For just a moment Bubber seemed to hesitate;
then he shifted hold on his cock, ran his other
hand into his pocket and brought out some
more bills. He counted off fifteen ten-dollar
notes,

(Continued from page 17)

Both of them glanced at the referee.

Swishblade addressed the crowd. ‘Mistuh
Bahnabas showin’ a five-pound, two-ounce Sid
Taylor; Mistuh Milam a Red Cuban, same
weight. Bet, two hund’ed an’ fifty dolluhs, sub-
ject to our reg’lar rules an’ reg’lations.” He
looked at the pair for confirmation; each bowed
assent. “Han’ de money to de stakeholder,” he
commanded. They obeyed.

“De bets is so laid an’ so ordered,” Swish-
blade announced. ‘‘Gemmen, git ready.”

Then a most extraordinary thing occurred.
Bubber Milan handed the cock that he had been
holding to a bystander. He reached behind him
and pulled forward a wicker cage. From this
he brought out a bird—a cock that was a rich
brick red, except for silver-gray hackle and black
feathers that tipped wing and tail. Its comb was
little more than a red streak. But the feature
abou_t it that caught the attention instantly
was its eyes: piercing, coal black, the most pas-
sionately wicked eyes that ever sat in a game-
cock’s head.

Mistuh Barnabas, who had been watching the
performance, let out a shriek. “My cock!”
He started across the pit toward Bubber Milam.
“My Cuban!”

“What's ’at?” Bubber’s voice, his manner
registered a sort of stupefied amazement. Vet
something in his expression caused Mistuh
Barnabas to halt several feet distant and stand
there, pawing the air foolishly. “I—I don’t
understan’, Mistuh Bahnabas. You ain’t claim-
in’ dis cock?”

“Claiming it?” Mistuh Barnabas sputtered.
“I don’t have to claim it! That's the very
cock I, was telling you about. It’s mine,

t___!

“Mistuh Ref'ree!” Bubber turned appeal-
ingly to Swishblade. “Dey seem to be some
misunderstandin’ wid Mistuh Bahnabas. Puss’~
nally, T kin show by what autho’ity I's han’lin’
’is here cock. But jus’ foh Mistuh Bahnabas’

peace o’ mind, le’s git dis here thing straightened
out. Let 'im state his contention formally to
de ref’ree.”

“What is yo’ contention, Mistuh Bahnabas?”
Swishblade asked.

“My contention?” Mistuh Barnabas was
rapidly becoming apoplectic. “I bought the
cock in Havana, Cuba. Paid two hundred and
fifty dollars for it. That man has absolutely
no right to it.”

“You bought it in Havana?” Bubber asked.
“Did you git you a bill o’ sale?”’

‘lYes.l)

“You has it wid you—on yo’ pusson?”

““N-no; I left it on the ship.”

‘“How did you bring de cock ’'m Cuba?”

“On the ship—of course!”

“Mistuh Bahnabas”—Bubber’s voice was
sternly reproving—*‘ain’t you know it’s ’gainst
de law to smuggle in game cocks?”’

“I didn’t smuggle it!”’

“Oh-h! You brang it th’ough de customs?”

“Certainly!”

“Den maybe’”—Bubber’s voice was irritat-
ingly soft—“maybe, you kin show yo’ customs
receipt?”’

Mistuh Barnabas turned a sort of pea-green;
he attempted to speak, gurgled wordlessly, and
choked. Intuitively, now, he sensed that this
Milam person, in some way, had learned a great
deal more about one Red Cuban game cock
than he was putting out. But he had no earthly
way of proving anything.

His premonition of what was coming was ful-
filled in the next instant, when Bubber took a
slip of paper from his pocket which he extended
to Swishblade. ‘Submits dis, Mistuh Ref’ree,”
he said, “as exhibit Number A, accountin’ foh
de presence o’ me an’ dis cock here.”

Swishblade read the slip laboriously. ‘LEx-
hibit Number A,” he announced, “recites dat
one Shabo Gandy, as owner, paid impoht duty
on onec Red Cuban game cock.” He glanced
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“Cock-a-Doodle-Done!”

Swishblade’s voice came again:

“On yo’ marks!”

Each man drew away to another line that was
parallel to the center mark, but four feet distant
from it.

“Pit yo’ cocks!”

Both handlers knelt, right hands holding the
fowls under their breasts, the cocks’ toes barely
touching the ground. The instant the birds were
loosed they left the pitters’ hands flying. They
met four feet in air—red-breasted Cuban and
mottle-breasted Sid. Black eyes shot venom,
pink eyes spurted flame. A flash of feathers
and flying steel. The action was too fast for the
eye to follow.

The Sid was a shkuffler, the kind that goes into
action with heels moving like the spokes of a
revolving fly-wheel. As does the smashing prize-
fighter, he hopes by speed and an unceasing rain
of blows to disable or wear down, then to finish,
an opponent. The Cuban was a single-stroker,
cooler, more crafty, dodging, ducking, fending
off, as a finished boxer spars, awaiting his chance
to end the combat with a single deadly blow.
He is more rare—but the more dangerous—type
of fighting cock.

Each kind had its backers at the pit-side.
“Hot-dawg!’’ It was an excited voice. *Shuf-
fler ’gainst single-stroker! Two dolluhs on de
single-stroker.”

“Fades yo’ two dolluhs,” said another voice.

(‘An’ Seekin, mo"”
“Mo’? Five dolluhs, den, say de Cuban
win.” .
“Gimme some dem five dolluhs!” There was
another eager bettor near by. ‘“My money on
de shuffler. Shuffle 'im, you Sid, shuffle ’im!”

¢ Better shuffle ’im while he kin. ’At Cuban
jus’ waitin’ his chance to git some action.”

‘“He gwine git action—an’ whare!”

There was action—in plenty. Two gamer
cocks, two with greater stamina, never shed
feathers in a pit. They were mixing it at a ter-
rific pace. Something must happen soon.

In a lucky fly, the Sid, by a chance stroke,
drove a gaff through the Cuban’s wing. They
came to earth, coupled, lay there, billing each
other. Swishblade’s voice rang out:

‘“Han’le yo’ cocks!”

Each man grasped his bird with the utmost
care, lest in handling them the gaff might be
torn out, this inflicting a more serious wound
than had been delivered legally. The steel was
carefully pulled out. It had gone only through
the fleshy part of the wing; until soreness should
set in, the Cuban would not be materially handi-
capped. )

The Sid would have been a terrible punisher
had his slashes been accurate, but his timing was
poor. He was aggressive, shifty, a hard hitter,
but he was shuffling entirely too rapidly for re-
sults. And, too, he was more excitable; he was
striking wildly, doing a world of kicking, but
very little cutting. The Cuban, on the other
hand, though always willing and eager, stuck to
his ducking, dodging tactics, escaping serious
injury.

The crowd had jammed in, breathless, about

Norma was waiting for him in the drug store
in the Times Building. There was a big crowd
in there, waiting for the rain to lift, but Toy
picked her out of the jam the minute he walked
into the place. She was standing by a pair
of automatic scales that printed your weightand
told your fortune for a penny, with that eager, ex-
pectant look that always made Toy’s heart race.
She was wearing a short coat with enormous cuffs
and collar, and a tight little gray felt hat.

““Hello, good looking,” Toy said, walking up
behind her.

She jumped and when she saw who it was she
laughed, throwing back her head a little and
putting her hand to her breast as if she were
frightened.

*Oh, Toy, I could kill you for sneaking up
on me that way.”

Money

(Continued from page 57)

the pit’s edge. Comment had ceased. Here was
a real cock-fight. Two hundred popping eyes
were glued on the spectacle in that wire-fenced
enclosure.

The end came in the fifth pitting. Consist-
ently the Sid had been topping his opponent.
Now, for the first time, he missed. His terrific
activity had slowed his speed. He left the
ground just a split second behind the red bird.
The Cuban topped him. Then it happened.
In the flash of time that he poised above the Sid,
his gaff, with a single, sure stroke, found a vital
spot. The other cock was practically dead when
he struck the ground.

Mistuh Barnabas’ complexion went from dark
lavender to the color of a half-green orange and
back again. He stared helplessly as Bubber
Milam picked up the victorious cock, tucked it
under one arm, and accepted his winnings from
the.stakeholder. And just as he stuffed the
money in his pocket, there came a cry that will
break up any cock-fight. It was sounded by
a bandy-legged little negro who was already
under full steam before he gave voice:

“ Po-lice! Po-o-lice!”

Instantly there was a scattering as a half
dozen county officers plunged into the crowd.
Bubber Milam ducked under one outstretched
arm of the law, pirouetted just out of reach of
another, and was away, with the cock and his
winnings, to a good start.

FOR four hours Shabo Gandy had sat in the

chair nearest the {ront Ifl:or of l%lubll:el('l Mll'-:
am’s ee-lyte pool parlor. ng ago he had qui
trying toyggure out how come an)_rthm%;_ All his
thinking merely reviewed happenings: his hour’s
search for Bubber—and finding him here. . . .
An attempt to tell his story, to be interrupted
suddenly by Bubber grabbing the cage and star-
ing—like his eyes were almost ready to pop out
of his head—at the chicken in it. . . . Bubber
asking for the slip the white gentleman had
written on. . . . Slapping his hand on his head,
grabbing the cage. . . . Saying he wanted to
borrow the chicken. . . . Explaining nothing.
. . . Just saying wait till he got back. ...
Sailing out the front door like he was late for
a train. . . .

Shabo had waited, with a dollar and thirty-six
cents in his pocket, a growing appetite and the
Teasin’ Brown Gal Blues.

Someone came through the doorway of the
poolroom. Shabo glanced up. It was Bubber,
shooting an apprehensive glance over his shoul-
der—and in a hurry, again! He hustled over
}:o Shabo, dropped the chicken cage into his
ap.
“Ibrang ’im back,” he said breathlessly. Hur-
riedly he began counting out more five and ten
and twenty dollar bills than Shabo had ever seen.
‘“An’ here’s yo’ split.”

“My which?” Shabo’s lower jaw dropped.
‘“How come——"

“No time foh ‘how comes,’ now.” Bubber
forced the money into Shabo’s hand. “I got to
git travellin’. Come ’round in de mawnin’,
Splain den.”

(Continued from page 10)

Toy grinned. “You wouldn’t do that, would
you, Normar”

She took his hand and tucked it under her
arm, smiling at him with her head a little on
one side.

“Well, I don’t know but what it wouldn’t be
the best thing for me.”

They pushed through the mob blocking the
door into Forty-second Street; and the rain
charged up from the west before a long
wind. Norma shivered and Toy took one of her
hands and shoved it down into his overcoat
pocket.

With common consent they turned down
Forty-second to Seventh Avenue, thence north
until they came to a crowded little restaurant
that advertised a table d’héte dinner for seventy-
five cents. It didn’t make much difference to

on the Boy

He strode toward the doorway. “Whare at,”
Shabo called after him, “kin I git me somep’m
t’eat?”

“Up dis street.” Poised in thc doorway,
Bubber pointed. “Three blocks. Dey’s a sign—
Bon Ton Café. But I fohgot—you can't rcad
signs. Jus' count three blocks. Can’t miss it.”’

He slid outside. Because of the raid on the
cock-fight, it behooved him to lic low until
the matter had blown over. Explanations to
Shabo would necessarily have to be detailed,
laborious and time-consuming. They could
wait. Temporarily, Bubber must seck sanctuary.

For almost a minute Shabo tried to think.
That Bubber Milam was the hurryingest cullud
man he’d ever seen. . . . In a hurry this morn-
ing—in a hurry now. . . . No time to explain
nothing. . . . But—they did things fast—and
funny—in Mobile. . . . You drop forty dol-
lars in one place. Later, 'long comes a friend
and dumps you out a lapful of money. . . .

Hunger called him. He rose from his chair.
Something about the cock attracted his atten-
tion. It seemed to be utterly ambitionless. He
peered into the cage. “Looky here, chicken, is
you sick?”  He left the poolroom. Farther up
the street he peered at the cock again. “Dag-
gone if I don’t b'lieve you is sick or somep’m.”

" Mistuh Barnabas, too, had evaded the officers.
Back in town again, he did not rest till he had
found Bubber Milam. Of all things in the world,
he wanted most, right then, that Cuban cock.
Bubber informed him that the cock had been
returned to Shabo Gandy. But at last, feeling
perhaps that Mistuh Barnabas had been pun-
ished sufficiently for once, Bubber told him where
he might find Shabo, first extracting his repeated
hope-he-might-die assurance that he would re-
pay Shabo’s forty dollars.

Mistuh Barnabas hurried away. The experi-
ence of the afternoon had been chastening. He
came up to the Bon Ton Café just as Shabo_was
emerging.

“Oh, I say, Gandy, old top, I'm due you an
apology.” His manner was frank enough to
have been genuine. ‘I never for a moment in-
tended for you to pay duty on that cock. But
I was detained on the steamer, and when I
came off you had disappeared. Annoying,
really! Let me reimburse you. Forty dollars,
wasn’t it? Here!”

He handed Shabo two twenty-dollar bills.
Shabo stuffed the money on top of nearly one
hundred and twenty-five other dollars which
had recently belonged to Mistuh Barnabas.

He smiled ingenuously. ‘‘De chicken,” he said,
“got to lookin’ kinder sick, an’——""

He picked up a cage that sat on the sidewalk.
Mistuh Barnabas reached for it eagerly. At
last! His cock! His Cuban! His two hundred
and fif—

He gave one look—and very nearly swooned!

“_ .. kinder sick,” Shaho continued, ‘“‘but
T was lucky 'nough to swap ’'im to a cullud gem-
man what didn’t know nothin’ ’bout chickens”
—he chuckled at his own cleverness—*“foh dat
gen-you-wine, full-blooded, dominecker pullet.””

Toy, but Norma liked that; it made her act a
little grand to choose the courses, and she toock
a long time about it. She said to the waiter

“Now you must see that Mr. Burke gets a
nice piece of roast—he doesn’t like it too well
done——"

Toy wasn’t sure that he had any preferences
in the matter, but it made him feel good to
watch Norma. She was always doing that—
pretending that people in shops and places
knew who he was; that he was famous.

Toy didn’t remember how he started telling
her about Dodge. Suddenly he found he was
through and she was staring at him over their
untouched soup with wide, angry brown
eyes.

“An’ there ain’t no use to get sore about ijt,”
he said hastily when he saw the fury that
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of fact, I wasn’t responsible for a comma.
But who cares, so long as a good piece of work
was done?

Dr. Orison Swett Marden, when he started
Success, sent me to interview Dr. Charles 'W.
Eliot, President of Harvard; Edward Everett
Hale and Thomas Bailey Aldrich. It was an
inspirational experience. The venerable author
of “The Man Without a Country,” was the
very essence of simplicity and so was Doctor
Eliot, although I couldn’t help feeling the
dignity of the man. I was courteously received
by both and courteously turned down.

I FOUND Mr. Aldrich at his place in the coun-

try. Aldrich was one of the famous triumvi-
rate, you know: Mark Twain; William Dean
Howells; Thomas Bailey Aldrich. Mr. Aldrich
had sent his man to the depot to meet me. I
reached his house about lunch time. His family
was away. After refreshments, he suggested that
we take a stroll in the woods. . It was autumn.
The foliage was such as Aldrich loved to revel
in. He was, as I remember, a bit stout, yet
athletic, vigorous, characteristic of one who
spends much of his time out of doors. He

had a red face and a tawny mustache and wore °

stout shoes, pea jacket and derby.

Thinking to be a bit tactful, I told Mr. Aldrich
that his story,‘‘My Cousin the Colonel,”” was
my favorite. A word of elucidation. The
“Colonel” in the story was a thoroughly dis-
reputable ex-Confederate officer. He was dead
broke, and came North and sponged on his
cousin, Wattles, until good nature could stand
no more. Then he was sent away, Wattles
settling the bills he had run up and paying
his fare to some distant point in the South.
Later, Wattles was advised by an under-
taker at Pensacola that the Colonel had' died
and his remains had been properly cared for
and planted by the confiding Floridian., The
undertaker a.ﬂiyrmed that a man of Wattles’
pride would not submit to having any of his
relatives interred at the expense of a stranger.
Wattles consulted his wife and in a spirit of
family pride, not wholly unmixed with gratitude
at the passing of the impecunious gentleman,
paid the bill. A year later, a Florida friend of
the Wattles’, dining with them in New York,
casually observed that just before he’d left
Pensacola he had met the Colonel, etc., etc.

“That’s interesting,” Aldrich chuckled. “I
had a most unusual experience with that yarn.
In writing the story, I felt that I was treading
on delicate grounds, was meticulous in picking
a name for my character. I used a name that
was obviously manufactured, made-up, 2 name

(Continued from page 65)

suggesting the Father of his Country and the
flag—George Washington Flagg. T calculated
that there wasn’t another person in the United
States, particularly in the domain of the Con-
federacy, that.would have that combination of
words for a name.

A short time after the story was published,
I got a letter from a lawyer in the South stating
that his client, one he had known for years,
who bore the name George Washington Flagg,
had instructed him to bring suit against me for
defamation of character. My defense was a
good one, for it chanced, tragically or humor-
ously, as the case might be, that the real George
Washington Flagg was in every respect quite
antithetical to the character T’d created, a
little, quiet, modest, cultired and entirely
inoffensive old gentleman of unimpeachable
integrity.” .

The funniest recoil-kick I got was when I
first began to do work for the magazines. -John
Brisbane Walker owned and edited the Cosmo-
politan Magazine at the time. Walker was an
exceptionally brilliant, a  super:exceptionally
energetic man. He’d made a large fortune, I
believe, through keen business acumen, fore-
sight, that was almost uncanny. Yt his vision
was not prophetic in matters-apart from his
own particular field. And, remember, he was
new at the magazine. game. He was public-
spirited in the highest degree, a'gréat person for
showing up all kinds of fraudulent practices. -

There was a crusade ‘on against. gambling.
Whether Walker had started it or not,-I don’t
know. At any rate, he. was in the.van. He
sent for me. . Said .he: “One can’t hope to do
away with gambling by showing up the wicked-
ness of it, for wickedness, in the eyes of weak
persons, 1s picturesque, alluring. But I’m con-
vinced it would be effective to expose the con-
temptible, the despicable, the mean, the sordid,
the unromantic phase of it. I want to publish
an article about gambling sharpers. and their
dirty, low-down tricks and devices. Can you
get it for me?”

Very good. T consulted a criminal lawyer
friend, one who had specialized in the defense
of such card crooks as Walker had suggested.
Said lawyer friend: “T’ll put you in touch with
the craftiest of the fraternity, the very last word.
He makes mechanical devices for cheating at
games of chance.”

I was introduced to the craftiest one. We'll
call him Scrooge. That wasn’t his real name,
but it is historically sinister enough to fit an
kind of a devil creation or creation of the devil.
The old fellow may be alive yet, for all T know,
though I doubt it. To my unsophisticated mind,

Scrooge seemed peculiarly willing to expose his
nefarious designs and schemes and devices. He
took me to his place of business, his workshop. -
There he showed me crooked roulette wheels,

.crooked dealing-boxes, hold-outs, marked cards,
-finger-ring mirrors, by which the faro dealer

could discover the succeeding card in time to

.shift it, provided the bets were heavy enough

to justify the trick.

Under the extraordinarily adroit tutelage .of
Scrooge, 1 described these devices very accu-
rately, exposed them, showed them up, as it
were. I ventured: ‘““ What I can’t understand is,
you’re so good-natured about giving all these

- secrets away.”’

Scrooge laughed. “I don’t mind. I wouldn’t
even care if Walker exposed me, told who it

- was-that made these fake things.”

“Wouldn’t that put the police on your-back?”
said 1. .

“I'd take care of that,” Scrooge answered.
‘“Besides, I'm not going to stay in this game
forever.” . .

Walker was delighted with the finished
article, enthusiastic. ‘“By jingo, but that’s a
corker!” hesaid. ‘‘Thatisashow-up. That’ll put

-the suckers wise. I’ll get letters from all over

from wives and mothers and daughters and

-sisters and ‘patriotic citizens .thanking me for

having exposed the pitfalls. It’ll do a world
of good.”

.THEN' I suggested to Walker that Scrooge

-~ said he wouldn’t mind even if his name were
printed in the article. Ile pondered a bit, then:
“Wouldn’t, eh? * The old scoundrel. Well, I
wouldn’t print his name for ten thousand
dollars.” - .

The article on gambling sharpers and their
fake devices was printed and made a most
decided hit. I had occasion to go to the Coast
at the time and did not see Mr. Walker
until my return, some six months later. I met
him on Forty-second Street, and we halted for
a chat.

‘“About that gambling article,” I suggested.
“I suppose you got letters from all parts of the
country from relatives, friends of victims and
from public-spirited persons, from wives and
mothers and sisters, thanking you for exposing
the pitfalls?”’ .

Walker was serious. “Not a solitary one.
Not one,” he said. He smiled. ‘But I-did get
bushels of letters from all parts of the United
States and Canada, asking me where those
crooked gambling devices could be bought.”

All of which goes to show—that you never
can tell,

The Grand Exalted Ruler’s Visits

In company with Robert S. Barrett, Chair-
man of the Grand Lodge Committee on State
Associations, Grand Exalted Ruler Andrews
visited Union, S. C., Lodge, No. 1321, during
the two days of the assembly of the sixteenth
annual convention of the South Carolina State
Elks Association there. E. M. Garner, President
of the Association; and L. C. Wharton, Exalted
Ruler of the Union Elks and Mayor of the city
of Union, greeted the guests. Mr. Andrews,
on the afternoon of the first day, witnessed a
ritualistic contest between the degree teams of
Columbia Lodge, No. 11go, and Greenville
Lodge, No. 858, in which the representatives of
Greenville Lodge were victorious; and he later
delivered a spirited and inspiring address to the
delegates from the several Lodges of the State.
Mr. Wharton also spoke. In the evening Mr.
Andrews was the guest of honor at a grand ball,
and the following noon-was entertained at a
chicken dinner. He spent the night in Union,
leaving early on the morning of the 21st for
Macon, Ga. An account of other aspects of this
gathering of South Carolina Elks is presented
elsewhere in this issue of the Magazine, in
““News of the State Associations.”

Twelve Georgia Lodges were represented by
delegations of members upon the occasion of
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the official visit to Macon, Ga., Lodge, No. 230,
of the Grand Exalted Ruler, on May 21.

delegation of fifty members of his own Lodge,
Atlanta. Lodge, No. 78, preceded his entrance
into Macon. When Mr. Andrews, in company
with his escort, arrived at the railroad station,
he was welcomed by Mayor G. Glen Toole,
District Deputy Grand Exalted Ruler Charles
H. Smith and a committee of other prominent
citizens and members of the Order and, with a
squad of motorcycle policemen leading the way,

conducted to the Home of the Macon Elks. At -

the meeting which followed Mr. Andrews made
the principal address and one to which there
was a hearty response. He then witnessed the
initiation of a group of candidates named, in his
honor, “The Walter P. Andrews Class.” In
the Grand Exalted Ruler’s suite were Robert S.
Barrett, Chairman of the Grand Lodge Com-
mittee on State Associations; David Sholtz,
member of the Grand Lodge Ritualistic Com-
mittee; E. M. Wharton, rhember of the Good of
the Order Committee of the Grand Lodge;
William H. Beck, Jr., member of the Grand
Lodge Committee on Judiciary; District Deputy
Grand Exalted Ruler C. E. Traynor, of
Georgia, South; District Deputy Grand Ex-
alted Ruler Thomas E. Martin, of Alabama,

South; and Robert T. Williams, President
of the Georgia State Elks Association. Present
upon the occasion, in addition to members of
Macon and Atlanta Lodges, were Elks from

- Albany, Americus, La Grange, Columbus, Doug-

las, Griffin, Athens, Elberton, Fitzgerald and
Savannah.

Milledgeville, Ga., Lodge, No. 774, and the
delegates to the convention of the Georgia State
Elks Association, in session there, welcomed the
Grand Exalted Ruler May 22 and 23. Upon the
opening day of the meeting Mr. Andrews was in-
troduced to the gathering hy Past Exalted Ruler
Bruce C. Jones, of Macon Lodge, No. 230, and
spoke briefly. In the afternoon, accompanied
by a number of delegates, he journeyed to
Sandersville and there placed a wreath upon the
grave of the late Clayton W. Robson, a prom-
inent Georgian member of the Order. Those
with Mr. Andrews supplemented his tribute by
laying sprigs of evergreen at the base of the
tomb. In the evening the Grand Exalted Ruler
was the guest of honor at a dance. He was
attended by an escort of other Grand Lodge
officers, including Mr. Barrétt, Mr. Wharton.
Mr. Sholtz, Mr. Traynor and District Deputy
Grand' Exalted Ruler Charles H. Smith. The
followinig day Mr. Andrews addressed a gathering
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period of the assembly of Alabama Elks. Mr.
Andrews, speaking at both the morning and
afternoon sessions, inspired all who heard him
to an uncommon measure of enthusiasm. A
report of his visit is presented elsewhere in this
issue of the Magazine, in “The Grand Exalted
Ruler’s Visits.” In addition to the Grand
Exalted Ruler’s address, a feature of exceptional
interest was the contest between degree teams
of Alabama Lodges. Birmingham Lodge’s
representatives won the event and, because it
was their third successive victory, they came
into permanent possession of the championship
cup. A dance at the Whitley Hotel closed the
first day’s activities and a barbecue at Narrow
Lane Inn concluded those of the second and
final day.

Texas

AT THE annual convention of the Texas State

Elks Association, held recently on four con-
secutive days at Del Rio, and attended by overa
thousand Elks, representing fifty-one Lodges,
the officers for the coming year were elected and
installed. Julian La Crosse, of Del Rio Lodge,
No. 837, was chosen President; and T. B.
Phillips of El Paso Lodge, No. 187, reelected
Secretary. The Association elected the follow-
ing Vice-Presidents: S. W. O’Brien, Houston
Lodge, No. 151; C. E. Smeltz, San Antonio
Lodge, No. 216; H. E. Holmes, Temple Lodge,
No. 138; Larry Pape, Dallas Lodge, No. 71;
H. B. Buckalow, Burkburnett Lodge, No. 1489;
Harry Logsden, Ranger Lodge, No. 1373 and
George Griffin, Waxahachie Lodge, No. 280.
Trustees named were M. Q. Richardson, Beau-
mont Lodge, No. 311; Parnot Donagan, Corpus
Christi Lodge, No. 1030; H. S. Rubenstien,
Brenham Lodge, No. 979; C. B. Dorsey, Dallas
Lodge; N. R. Vaught, Burkburnett Lodge;
Gus Farrar, Sweetwater Lodge, No. 1257, and
Wallace Hughston, McKinney Lodge, No. 828.
The installation of these officers took place im-
mediately after the elections, with W. R, Dudley,
Jr., Past Exalted Ruler of Dallas Lodge, No. 71,
in charge of the ceremonies. D. Curtis Gano,
member of the Grand Lodge Committee on State
Associations, represented Grand Exalted Ruler
Walter P. Andrews. Speeches were made by
Mr. Gano; the retiring President, W. W. Brid-
gers; and President-elect La Crosse, of the Texas
State Elks Association; and by Past Presidents
P.L.Downs, James H. Gibson and Charles Man-
gold. The elaborate program of entertainment
opened on Thursday evening with a banquet in
the New Crosby Hotel, for the retiring officers of
the Association and their guests. On TFriday
afternoon there was a golf tournament for
visiting Elks, while the delegates to the con-
vention were in session. There followed next a
baseball game, and thereafter a ritualistic con-
test between El Paso Lodge, No. 187, and Hous-
ton Lodge, No. 151.° This was won by the El
Paso team. At the San Felipe Country Club
that evening the grand ball drew the attention
of the entire assemblage. Saturday afternoon
Elks representing most of the fifty-one visiting
Lodges paraded through the beautifully deco-
rated streets of Del Rio. Another baseball game
followed the parade; and later in the day a bar-
becue was served at the Sabinas Stadium in Villa
Acuna. The celebration of a ‘““Gala Night in
Mexico” took place in the evening in the Mexi-
can town of Villa Acuna, across the river from
Del Rio. The next day, Sunday, no business ses-
sions were held. However, in the afternoon, the
visitors witnessed a comic bull-fight and rodeo.
Later in the afternoon there was special enter-
tainment for the ladies.

Tennessee .

AT a meeting held recently at Nashville,

Tenn., Lodge, No. 72, Robert S. Barrett,
Chairman of the Grand Lodge Committee on
State Associations, together with District
Deputy Grand Exalted Ruler W. E. Mullins,
took charge of the reorganization of the Tennes-
see State Elks Association. Forty delegates,
representing eight out of the thirteen Lodges in
the State, were present. In an address, Mr.
Barrett explained the work of the State Associa-
tion and outlined a plan for reorganization. A
temporary body was effected with the following
officers: L. Z, Turpin, Columbia Lodge, No.

686, President; D. Sovetts, Johnson City Lodge,
No. 825, First Vice-President; F. B. Wilkinson,
Jackson Lodge, No. 192, Second Vice-President;
'W. B. Mustaine, Nashville Lodge, No. 72, Third
Vice-President; W. B. Carnahan, Murfreesboro
Lodge, No. 1029, Secretary; and f[ohn T. Mene-
fee, Chattanooga Lodge, No. 91, Treasurer.
These officers were authorized to fix the exact
date and place of a meeting to be held in Sep-
tember, when a permanent organization will be
instituted.

Indiana

TWENTY—FIVE HUNDRED Elks, including

Grand Lodge officers, past and present; other
notables of the Order, and delegates and mem-
bers of every one of the sixty-four Lodges in the
State, attended the twenty-ninth annual con-
vention of the Indiana State Elks Association,
held on three successive days early last month
at the Home of LaFayette Lodge, No. 143.
With the then President of the Association,
Fred C. Cunningham, presiding, delegates at the
business session upon the first day of the as-
semblage were welcomed in addresses by Mayor
John B. Hudson of LaFayette; Mayor M. B.
Morgan of West LaFayette; and Police Chief
John H. Kluth, who presented to Mr. Cunning-
ham the keys to the city. Exalted Ruler Louis
Segal extended the greetings of the host Lodge.
To these expressions of hospitality, the President
responded for the Association. Short talks
followed by Robert S. Barrett, Chairman of the
Grand Lodge Committee on State Associations;
and by Robert A. Scott, Superintendent of the
Elks National Home at Bedford, Va. In the
afternoon there was held the ritualistic contest
among Indiana Lodges for the trophy donated by
Past Grand Exalted Ruler Joseph T, Fanning
and emblematic of the championship of the
State.  Frankfort Lodge, No. 560, was the
winner. While this competition was taking
place, the ladies of Elks present for the conven-
tion were entertained at a bridge party. More
diversion, in the form of a theatre party, was
arranged for them likewise in the evening, when
their escorts had deserted them to attend the
convention banquet at the Fowler Hotel. Chief
among the guests of honor at the dinner was
Grand Exalted Ruler Walter P. Andrews. Others
of exceptional note among the two hundred
members of the Order present were Past Grand
Exalted Ruler Joseph T. Fanning, Grand Secre-
tary J. Edgar Masters, Grand Esteemed Loyal
Knight Frank J. McMichael, Mr. Barrett, Past
Grand Inner Guard Louie Forman, District
Deputy Grand Exalted Ruler Richard Burke,
Mr. Cunningham, W. C. Groebl, Secretary of the
Association; and Mr. Scott. The principal
speech of the evening was that of Mr. Andrews.
Following it came addresses by Mr. Fanning,
Mr. Barrett, Mr. Cunningham and Mr. Groebl.
Mr. Burke acted as toastmaster for the occasion.
At the conclusion of the banquet, those who had
attended rejoined their ladies at the Memorial
Union Building of Purdue University, for the
grand ball. Early the next morning, on the
second day of the gathering, began the golf
tournament at the LaFayette Country Club.
While this was in progress, the delegates as-
sembled at the business session and there re-
ceived the hearty praise of Grand Exalted Ruler
Andrews for their Association’s work in charities
and in Americanization. A second speaker was
Exalted Ruler Harry E. McClain of Shelby-
ville Lodge, No. 457, whose address was devoted
to the memory of those Elks who had died since
the convention of the year before. At this
session, too, the reports of the committees on
resolutions, laws, auditing, social and com-
munity welfare, and relations with other asso-
ciations, were received and the resolutions em-
bodied in them adopted, and officers for the
coming year elected. They were: Fred A.
Wiecking, Bluffton Lodge, No, 796, President;
Frank E. Coughlin, South Bend Lodge, No. 233,
First Vice-President; Don Allman, Noblesville
Lodge, No. 576, Second Vice-President; Lee F.
Bays, Sullivan Lodge, No. grr, Third Vice-
President; Joseph L. Clarke, Indianapolis Lodge,
No. 13, Fourth Vice-President; W. C. Groebl,
Shelbyville Lodge, Secretary; Harry K. Kramer,
Michigan City Lodge, No. 432, Treasurer; and
Frank Flanigan, Trustee. In the afternoon, the
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convention parade was held. This proved to be
a procession remarkable for its variety and
brilliance as well as for its numbers. In addi-
tion to the hundreds of Elks marching in line,
there were nearly fifty decorative floats, repre-
senting the city of LaFayette, its business and
Clvic organization. State motor police and
those of the municipality, the second group
led by Police Chief Kluth, headed the procession,
followed by the LaFayette American Legion
drum corps. Next in order were officers of the
Grand I_odge, in motors festooned with purple
and white bunting. The Pythian Home band
was next, followed by the floats of the Columbia
Park Zoo, the Citizens’ band of LaFayette, the
Jefferson High School band, the LaFayette
Lodge drum corps, the Frankfort Lodge drum
corps, Michigan City Lodge drum corps, the
Rushville Lodge, No. 1307, band, the Crawfords-
ville Lodge, No. 483, band, and the Gary Lodge,
No. 1152, band. Among the more than two-
score floats in the procession were those of La-
Fayette Lodge, the LaFayette Fire Department,
the LaFayette Street Department, the West
LaFayette Fire Department, those of a number
of commercial companies and that of the
Fashion and Business and Professional Women'’s
Club. Immediately following the parade, the
Purdue University band, through the courtesy
of its leader, Professor P. S. Emrick, gave a
concert for all visitors in the lobby of the Fowler
Hote]. In the evening, the ladies who had
accompanied the delegates and other members
of the Order to LaFayette were again enter-
tained at dinner and the theatre. Upon the
morning of the next and final day of the assem-
blage, the newly elected officers were installed
and, soon after midday, the convention ad-
journed. Simultaneously the second and last
day’s play of the golf tournament was held.

New York

ONE of the most successful conventions ever
held by the New York State Elks Associa-
tion recently came to a close at Niagara Falls.
It was in session the first four days in June and
was held under the auspices of Lodge No. 346.

After the opening exercises, held at the Home
of Niagara Falls Lodge, the formal session of the
convention was called to order in the morning,
in the ballroom of the Hotel Niagara. President
William T. Phillips, rendering his report of the
activities of the year, disclosed that the Associa-
tion is in a healthy and flourishing condition
and that all of the ninety Lodges within the State
are members of it. Mr. Phillips also stated that
every Lodge in the State had been visited either
by the President or one of the Vice-Presidents,
and he commended the activities of Leon L.
Abbey, Schenectady Lodge, No. 480; Thomas F.
Cuite, Brooklyn Lodge, No. 22; Herman Engel,
Peekskill Lodge, No. 744; William F, Edclmuth,
Kingston Lodge, No. 550; Edward M. Meagher,
Wellsville Lodge, No. 1495; John A. Weert,
Ogdensburg Lodge, No. 772; L. S. Guard,
Geneva Lodge, No. 1054, and Adolph C. Kudel,
Lockport Lodge, No. 41, all of whom served as
Vice-Presidents during the past year.

The election of officers for the coming year
concluded this first session. The following were
chosen to serve: President, Dr. J. Edward
Gallico, Troy Lodge, No. 141; Vice-Presidents,
Matthew J. Merritt, Queens Borough Lodge,
No. 878; Isaac C. Hotaling, Ossining Lodge,
No. 1486; Charles H. Levy, Liberty Lodge, No.
1545; Francis H. Marx, Oneonta Lodge, No.
1312; Grover C. Ingersoll, Herkimer Lodge,
No. 1439; David D. Bailey, Lyons Lodge, No.
869; H. C. Price, Buffalo Lodge, No. 23; and
William T. Rowan, Whitehall Lodge, No. 1491;
Secretary, Philip Clancy, Niagara Falls Lodge,
No. 346; Treasurer, John T. Osowski, Elmira
Lodge, No. 62; Trustees, Theodore F. Kalb-
fleisch, Jr., Glens Falls Lodge, No. 81; Joseph E.
Steinmeier, Bronx Lodge, No. 671; Fred A.
Onderdonk, White Plains Lodge, No. 333;
William F. Edelmuth, Kingston Lodge, No. 550;
and Michael T. Paquette, Ogdensburg Lodge,
No. 772. In addition to these officers, Howard
A. Swartwood, Binghamton Lodge, No. 852;
Alonzo L. Waters, Medina Lodge, No. 8¢8; and
Perl W. Devendorf, Watertown Lodge, No. 496,
whose terms as Trustees do not expire until next
year, will serve the Association for the ensuing
twelve months.

At the second morning session, the report of
the Social and Community Welfare Committee,
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Under the Spreading Antlers
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Department of the Public School. In her letter
to the Lodge, Miss Irvin said, in part: “It is a
privilege for any boy to take advantage not
only of the musical opportunity which is offered,
but to come in-contact with men who can build
up and maintain a Boys’ Band which is a
credit to our city.”

Westerly, R. 1., Lodge 1s Host to
Norwich, Conn., Elks

The members of Westerly, R. 1., Lodge, No.
678, were hosts, a short time ago, to a delega-
tion of Elks from Norwich, Conn., Lodge, No.
430. The principal event of interest was the
initiation of a class of candidates. After the
adjournment of the formal session, the Westerly
Elks served a splendid hot buffet supper.

Wilkinsburg, Pa., Lodge Celebrates
Its Thirtieth Anniversary

Past Grand Exalted Ruler John K. Tener and
many other distinguished members of the Order
attended the celebration of the thirtieth anni-
versary of Wilkinsburg, Pa., Lodge, No. 577,
held a short time ago in its Home. Addresses
were made by Mr. Tener and by Lawrence H.
Rupp, Past Chairman of the Grand Lodge Com-
mittee on Judiciary. Other prominent guests
present were Past Presidents of the Pennsyl-
vania State Elks Association James B. Yard and
George Kambach; and Past District Deputy
Grand Exalted Ruler F. J. Schrader. Delega-
tions came from Charleroi, Sheraden, Pittsburgh,
Washington, Braddock, Jeannette, Canonsburg
and Allegheny Lodges.

Alameda, Calif., Elks Visit
Oakland Lodge

Under the leadership of their officers, about
seventy members of Alameda, Calif., Lodge, No.
10135, journeyed recently to Oakland Lodge, No.
171, for a fraternal visit. The ritualistic team
of the visitors performed with excellence for the
Alameda Elks. After the regular Lodge meeting
an Ttalian dinner was served.

Son Seeks Lost Father, Fred Palmer,
Member of Elkhart, Ind., Lodge

The son of Fred Palmer, for fifteen years a
member of Elkhart, Ind., Lodge, No. 425, has
asked the Magazine to assist him in finding his
father, who two years ago disappeared. The
elder Mr. Palmer was last heard of in Cincin-
nati, in 1928. He was a stock and bond sales-
man and at one time had an office in that city.
Upon the journeys that his work entailed, it was
his habit frequently to visit Elks Homes and
there present his traveling card. And it was his
custom, until two years ago, to keep regularly
in communication with his family, which in-
cludes his wife and six children. Mr. Palmer is
a heavy man, although not exceptionally tall,
He weighs 210 pounds and his height is five feet,
eleven inches. His hair is sandy, graying a bit
about the temples. He is fifty-five years old.
In the event of any one’s having seen or heard of
him within the last two or three years, his son,
Paul Palmer, asks that word of it be com-
municated to him in care of the Senseney Ser-
vice Station, Harrison and’ Second Streets, Elk-
hart, Ind.

Dignitaries at Dedication of New
Home of Alhambra, Calif., Elks

In the presence of Dr. Ralph Hagan, Secretary
of the Board of Grand Trustees, and with Dis-
trict Deputy Grand Exalted Ruler Hal C. Reyn-
olds presiding, Alhambra, Calif., Lodge, No.
1328, dedicated recently its splendid new Home.
Officers, both past and present, of this Lodge
assisted in the exercises. The dedicatory address
was made by Mr. Reynolds. Past District Dep-
uty Grand Exalted Ruler L. A. Lewis, and J. J.
Doyle, Past Exalted Ruler of Los Angeles Lodge,
No. 99, also spoke. The new Home is both spa-
cious and modern. It is a three-story structure,
containing thirty-two rooms. The largest of
these, the Lodge-room, will accommodate 600
persons, and its facilities, comprising a broad
stage at one end and an organ loft at the oppo-
site, offer every upportunity for impressiveness in

ceremonial. Other important rooms in the Home
are the gymnasium, the billiard rooms, the grill,
the ladies’ lounge, the gentlemen’s lounge, the
banquet-room, the trustees’ and secretary’s
rooms, and two kitchens. The main lobby is
tiled in red, the entrance patio paved with flag-
stones and the banquet-room has a floor of clear
maple. One of the technical' features of the
Home is a ventilating plant which effects a
change of air throughout the building every six
minutes. The city of Alhambra, as well as the
Lodge, is proud of the new Home. The munici-
pal pride manifested itself on the day of dedica-
tion in decorating the Main Street of Alhambra.
with purple and white bunting.

Omaha, Neb., Elks, as Guests of
Columbus Lodge, Initiate Class

A delegation comprising the officers and mem-
bers of Omaha, Neb., Lodge, No. 39, accepted
recently the invitation of Columbus Lodge, No.
1195, for a fraternal visit. The Columbus Elks,
after meeting their guests at the station, es-
corted them immediately to the Home for a
luncheon. At the meeting thereafter, the Omaha
ﬁﬂicers conducted initiation ceremonies for their

osts.

San Juan, P. R., Elks Celebrate
Their Twenty-fifth Anniversary

The members of San Juan, P. R., Lodge, No.
72, celebrated recently, at the Bellevue, where
15 the new Home for the Elks of the Island, their
twenty-fifth anniversary. The scene, with the
Bellevue, its brilliant lights mirrored in the Con-
dado Lagoon, gaily decorated, was a striking one;
and the festivities, which included dancing and
singing and witty, informal talks, were .thor-
oughly enjoyable. = A feature of the evening was
the bestowal of an Elks Medal of Distinguished
Service upon all life members of the Lodge.

Southern California Elks Bowling
Association Opens Season

The Southern California Elks Bowling Asso-
ciation, an organization active annually every
summer, began its latest season auspiciously a
short time ago. The Association comprises
teams from sixteen Lodges in and about Los
Angeles. At the end of its season, its members
plan to hold a banquet in honor of their wives,
in recompense for the solitude the Association
will have inflicted upon them during the term of
its activity.

Lodges Warned Against Robert Cul
Expelled from Oxnard, Calif., Lodge

L. J. Doerner, Secretary of Oxnard, Calif.,
Lodge, No. 1443, has requested the Magazine
to issue a warning to members of the Order
against the practices of a former member of that
Lodge, Robert Culp. This man, according to
the Secretary, carries a 1929-1930 membership
card, No. 11; and he has, on several occasions,
secured money from Lodges in the Middle West
through the device of ‘asking a Lodge to wire
Oxnard Lodge for funds and, during the time
required to get a reply, borrowing a smaller
amount and then vanishing. Mr. Doerner de-
clares that Mr. Culp, on charges preferred, has+
been expelled from the Order.

£

Notice to Lodges Wishirg Films
Of Visits of Prosperity Cars

If any of the Lodges visited by one of the
Purple and White cars that made the recent
ELEs MacazINe-Viking Prosperity Tour, wishes
to have a print of the motion picture made at
that Lodge, it may obtain it free of charge by
communicating with the Kodel Electric and
Manufacturing Company, of Cincinnati O.
This concern is_the manufacturer of the appa-
ratus with which the cinematic record of visits
to Lodges was made, and generously makes this
offer to those interested.

News %f the Order
From Far and Near

Billings, Mont., Lodge undertook recently the
refurnishing of a room in St. Vincent’s Hospital
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in their city, so that it may serve as a comfortable
and inviting place of recreation for convalescent
patients,

A. D. Schoenfeld, Sr., for the last fifteen years
T.reasurer of Patchogue, N. Y., Lodge, resigned
his office a short time ago. In leaving this post,
Mr. Schoenfeld received tokens of appreciation
for the ability and conscientiousness which
had marked his tenure of it.

The tenth annual show, given recently by
members of Helena; Mont., Lodge at a theatre
there, earned a substantial sum for the Lodge’s
charity fund.

The Glee Club of Queens Borough, N. Y.,
Lodge, under the direction of Past District
Deputy Grand Exalted Ruler Clayton J. Heer-
mance, sang at a well-attended session at Bronx
Lodge recently.

Gardner, Mass., Lodge burned its mortgage
at a meeting held recently at the Colonial Hotel.

The degree team and several members of
Hampton, Va., Lodge journeyed recently by
automobile to Suffolk Lodge, where they in-
itiated a class of candidates for their hosts.

The Annual May Ball of New Orleans, La.,
Lodge for children and their parents, proved,
for the Elks as well as for their guests, one of the
most enjoyable in the history of such affairs.

Manchester, N. H., Lodge, in response to an
appeal sent out by District Deputy Grand
Exalted Ruler Herman H. Rice for funds to aid
the relief work in the fire-stricken city of Nashua,
recently contributed a sum of money and asked
its members to supplement this with individual
subscriptions,

Business and professional men of Daytona
Beach, Fla., a group of sixty in all, gave a ban-
quet recently to Past Exalted Ruler W. Maxwell
Hankins, of Daytona Beach Lodge, in honor of
his election a sg’ort time before to the office of
President of the National Board of Pharmacists
of the United States. David Sholtz, member of
the Ritualistic Committee of the Grand Lodge,
acted as toastmaster.

With a cast numbering more than one hun-
dred, Crisfield, Md., Lodge presented a short
time ago its annual minstrel and revue. It
proved a financial success as well as an entertain-
ing performance. The proceeds are to be applied
to charities. .

Elks from many Lodges in Florida attended
the celebration, held recently, of the first anni-
versary of New Smyrna Lodge. The events of
the day included a street parade in the afternoon
and a banquet in the evening, followed by an
initiation of candidates at the Lodge session.

Upon the invitation of Frederick, Md., Lodge,
the officers of the Maryland, Delaware and
District of Columbia State Elks Association held
their fifth meeting of the year there recently.
A delightful dinner preceded the business session.

To both the boy and the girl graduated with
the highest general average this year from its
city’s schools, Hagerstown, Md., Lodge recently
awarded diamond rings.

The orchestra of Mamaroneck, N. Y., Lodge,
for its playing during several fraternal visits
recently, was highly praised by the audiences
before which it performed.

The Fourth Annual ball, held by Jerome,
Ariz., Lodge a short time ago, realized a sub-
stantial profit for the Lodge’s Charity Fund.

The ladies associated with Pekin, Ill., Lodge,
to whom the privileges of the bowling alleys of
the Home are accorded several times a week,
after having formed a league of twelve teams
among themselves, recently completed their
schedule of competition to determine the
champion team.

President Fred B. Mellman, of the California
State Elks Association, at a recent meeting of
Alameda Lodge, addressed its members upon the
activities of the State organization.

Pittsburg, Calif., Lodge entertained the mem-
bers of Troop No. 1 of the Boy Scouts of that
city a short time ago at the Elks Home there.
Before the serving of an informal supper the
youngsters gave a fine exhibition of first-aid
work.

Olean, N. Y., Lodge mourns the loss of its
Exalted Ruler, John J. Sheehan, who died re-
cently in Olean. Mr. Sheehan became a member
of the Lodge in 1g07.









