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The Elks Magazine

The Annual Conference
of District Deputies
Held in Chicago, IlI., September» 20 and 21

uties was held at the Elks National Mem-

orial Headquarters Building, Chicago,
Ilinois, on Saturday, September 20, and Sun-
day, September 21, 1930.

g)’n geptzmber 20 Grand Exalted I'{uler
Lawrence H. Rupp received the newly appointed
District Deputies at his office in groups according
to States, thus coming into personal contact
with each individual District Deputy. From his
office, each group was escorted to the office of
Grand Secretary J. E. Masters, where they re-
ceived special instructions in connection with the
relation of that department to the subordinate
Lodges, and especially in the matter of the
examination of books and records of subordinate

THE Annual Conference of District Dep-

es.

In the offices of THE ELks MAGAZINE they
were received by Past Grand Exalted Ruler
Joseph T. Fanning, editor and executive direc-
tor, who, with representatives of the advertising
and business departments of the publication,
familiarized them with ways in which they can
help the magazine in their visitations to sub-
ordinate Lodges.

The conference adjourned at 5:30 o'clock,
Saturday afternoon, September 20, to meet the
following noon at a luncheon in the Florentine
Room of the Congress Hotel. This gathering
was addressed by Mr. Rupp, Mr. Fanning, Past
Grand Exalted Ruler Frank L. Rain, Grand
Secretary J. E. Masters and Dr. Ralph Hagan,
Chairman of the Board of Grand Trustees.

Following the luncheon, the meeting was
called to order at 2:30 P. M., by Grand Exalted
Ruler Lawrence H. Rupp, who spoke in part
as follows: . :

“My Brothers, T hope you will make yourselves
comfortable. I was very much impressed yester-
day in the group conferences that were held at
the Building, with the very evident high charac-
ter of the Elks who have been selected as District
Deputy Grand Exalted Rulers, and who are here
gathered today.

I know it has been said in the past by Grand
Exalted Rulers on occasions of this sort that
they were confronted with the highest quality of
District Deputies that had ever been appointed.
That would be empty and fulsome flattery on
my part, but I want to say to you, and I say it to
you sincerely, that seldom in my experience
have I been privileged to address what I consider
a finer group of American gentlemen than con-
front me here this afternoon. (Applause.)

“In a measure, yesterday, and, quite inform-
ally, I attempted to outline my policies and my
ideas for the year. It may be that you gathered
the impression that I didn’t intend to wage any
particularly strenuous campaign along any
new avenues of endeavor in Elkdom. If you
gathered that impression I simply desire to
emphasize this fact, that it is my hope during the
year to continue to build on the old foundations
and, possibly, to bring this great Order of ours
back to the original principles of Elkdom, as I
consider them to have been embraced in the fine
principles of Charity, Justice, Brotherly Love
and Fidelity, all of which principles, possibly,
mean the establishment, wherever they are prac-
tised, of that broad, fine, general sentiment of
Good-Fellowship.

“As a professional man I have always had
great admiration for men who build things. 1 re-
member that I read at one time the story of the
philosopher Carlyle. He was traveling through
England and he came to an old bridge. It wasa
curious coincidence, but the fact was that his
father had built the bridge. He stood there for a
while, and then he said to a bystander, ‘This
bridge, this structure, will last, I venture to
Prophesy, long after the books I have written
shall have been forgotten.”

‘I remember, too, reading about that stormy
petrel in politics, whose name at one time was
mentioned from one end of the country to an-
other, Governor Altgeld. Lately there have been
sympathetic studies made of the biography of the
life of Governor Altgeld, and it is found, upon an
analysis of his writings, that he had a great urge
for humanity, and in one of the. biographies it is
said that when he was at the very pinnacle of
political success he was asked the question as to
what achievement of his life he considered most
important, and, strange to say, or, possibly, if
you follow the philosophy I am uttering, it wasn’t
strange at all that he did say that he considered
the most important achievement of his life
the erection of the Unity Building here in Chi-
cago.

“Ihave often thought of the great structures of
the world—the Pyramids, for instance, erected at
the toil and at the pain of those slaves of the
desert—those great structures erected simply to
gratify the longing of those kings to preserve their
names through the generations. T like the story
of the Taj Mahal, that beautiful structure erect-
ed to commemorate the beauty of an Indian
princess.

“Isay I like the things that men build. All this
lea.ds me to say that in Elkdom we are great
builders. We have built in the great cities and
towns of America many fine structures. Some of
them are architecturally very beautiful, They
serve a fine purpose. They are temples where
the}r meaning is properly understood, reared
loving hands to the great principles of the Order.
They are temples of Good Fellowship. And, if I
can, during this administration, convey the con-
viction to the very heart of Elkdom that these
homes must be preserved as the fine temples
of Good Fellowship and Friendship, that they
were intended to be, indeed I feel that I will have
served a very useful purpose.

“I have in my own mind the conviction that
one of the most important objects of life after all
is the making of friends. In the first Official Cir-
cular, and you will pardon my reference to jt, I
hope, which T sent out very recently, you will
ﬁnd_tha.t I ended by quoting a line from Robert
Louis Stevenson. Robert Loujs Stevenson, in
my judgment, was a very remarkable man. He
Was a great novelist, he was a great poet, and he
was, indeed, a great thinker. Fe traveled
through a portion of Lurope with a donkey, and
then he wrote essays about it and these essays are
published, and as a preface to the essays, there is
published a letter that he wrote to a friend, and
the letter contains this philosophy. ‘We are all
travelers in what John Bunyan called the wilder-
ness of the world, and we are all, too, travelers
with a donkey, and the best that we find in our
travels is an honest friend. He is g hap
voyager who finds many. They are indeed the
end and the reward of life.’
we can find friends, and if we can find many
friends, we will find in the finding of them a
sufficient justification of the existence of Elkdom.
And so, as my representatives during the coming
year, I hope, as I tried to express yesterday, you
will go into the Lodges of the Order carrying the
message of friendship. There is an American
poet who told the story some time ago about the
peopling of the great West. He said that in the
early days when cabins were scattered at great
distances, a traveler went over the plains, and in
the evening time saw an old man standing before
a cabin. He asked the question, ‘What kind of
people live around here?” And the old man
calmly removing his pipe, said, ‘What kind of
people, stranger, did you leave back homep’
Ang the inquirer said, ‘Well, they were a stingy,
mean, selfish, unneighborly lot.” The old man
said to him quite calmly, ‘Well, stranger, that’s
the kind of people you will find around here.’
A little while later another came that way, and he
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too stopped at the cabin and he asked the olq
man, ‘What kind of people live around here?
And the old man asked the same question he had
asked before, ‘What kind of people _did you
leave back home?” And the inquirer said,
‘Well, they were a kindly, neighborly, lovable
lot” "And the old man said, ‘Well, stranger,
;hat? the kind of people you will find around
ere.

“Of course, you see the philosophy of that
story and its application, too. If you go into the
subordinate Lodges in your districts, carrying
with you a message of kindness and friendliness,
if you are carrying Elkdom in your hearts, I am
sure it can not be gainsaid you will find Elkdom
in the hearts of those you visit. I say that is
tremendously important. I believe that in the
complexities of modern life, with these distrac-
tions that have come upon us, the radio, the
moving-pictures, the automobile, and the golf
courses, and all these other distractions that
occupy the time of man, it is very important to
stress the fact that after all kindness and good
fellowship and real Elkdom are tremendously
important. I wasina Lodge in New York some
time ago, in fact, just a few days ago, when an
old man came to me, and really there were tears
in his eyes when he said to me, ‘Now, I think,
after having lived a long life, that your message
is important, and I like to think that in our
Lodge we understand the principles of the QOrder
and the importance of good-fellowship.’ You
may say, ‘That’s sentiment.’ Of course, it is
sentiment. Elkdom is sentiment. It is sen-
timent that was back of the building of all of
these temples of good-fellowship. It is sentiment
that erected that magnificent Memorial building
on the shores of Lake Michigan. Itis sen.txment
that placed in that building the fine objects of
art that you saw there yesterday. Itissentiment
that caused us to put into that rotunda those
Statues representing the various stations in our
Lodges.

“I HOPE you will have observed that the figure

representing Fidelity is the figure of a Ro-
man soldier, and, of course, you know how we
have associated the idea of fidelity with that Ro-
man centurion. In 79 A.D., Vesuvius burst its
bounds, and the ashes and the lava and the
smoke that rolled from that volcanic crest
covered the cities of Herculaneum and Pompeii,
and for eighteen hundred years those cities were
lost.  And then, they began to excavate, and at
the gates of Herculaneum they found the skele-
ton of a Roman soldier, and in the bony claws of
his hand he held the chain that opened the gates
of the city, and those who found him took off
their hats'and thejr eyes filled with tears because
they could visualize the story. While the
people of that city fled through the gates down
into the plain below in their search for safety, as
the ashes rained around them, as the gloom
became thicker and thicker, he stood there at the
post of duty holding the chain that opened the
gates permitting the people to go to safety in
the plains below. He stood there for eighteen
bundred years at the post of duty.

“Now, we have made that idea our permanent
possession. We have taken that sentiment and
made it concrete by placing the figure of a
Roman soldier in that magnificent Memorial
%ulding to typify our aspirations for Fidel-
ity.
“It is sentiment, my Brothers, now, that is
building this great National Foundation. I
tried to stress yesterday my thoughts about the
Foundation and may I just repeat in a word or
two those thoughts, because none of the members
of the Foundation Board of Trustees will speak
to you this afternoon. I think it is a thrilling
thing of participating in that Foundation. I
told some of you how I had visited the old
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groups for the niches, and due to unavoidable
delay the building is not quite completed.

“You saw in place yesterday the two magnifi-
cent paintings by Mr. Savage in the main recep-
tion room, entitled, ‘ Armistice’ and ‘The Pur-
suits of Peace.” You also saw those beautiful
bronzes on the tables in the reception room,
illustrative of ‘Earth’ and ‘The Spirit of Air.’
One of the sculptural groups is completed and
ready to be placed in its niche and the other
one will be completed by spring, so that at the
annual convention in Seattle you will have a
final report from this Commission. .

‘““We have also placed in the hands of the prin-
ter and engraver a booklet, of Which you doubt-
less have been informed, that contains the history
of the building and illustrations of what we deem
to be the very best pieces of sculpturing and
painting, so that you may before very long, we
hope, have that in your hands as_District
Deputies, to carry with you on your visitations
to the various Lodges.” .

Mr. Rain concluded his address with an
eloquent tribute to Grand Exalted Ruler Rupp,
after which Grand Secretary J. E. Masters spoke.
His speech follows:

“IT WAS in the fall of 1921 that the then Grand
Exalted Ruler, William W. Mountain, con-

ceived the idea of holding such a conference as
you this day attend. In the years that have
passed since then, I have been favored by being
permitted to attend each succeeding conference
of District Deputies and have reached the con-
clusion that these meetings, held each fall, rank
second only in importance to the Grand Lodge
sessions of our Order. In thepast, the response
from those in conference has been prompt, cordial
and unanimous. I am siire you who will take u
the work this year will be just as loyal and
give full measure of your time and ability to
further advance our fraternity.

“Last March, I was privileged to accompany
Past Grand Exalted Ruler ¥red Harper on a
visit to some of the Lodges of the Southland. One
evening, I recall with particular pleasure. The
occasion was a visit to one of the smaller Lodges.
No special preparation had been made for the
reception of the Grand Lodge party; a small
number, possibly twenty-five or thirty, gathered
for an informal dinner in the club rooms. When
the time came for Brother Harper to speak, I
doubted if there would be a ready response from
those present. However, the speaker made no
comment upon the obviously unsatisfactory
conditions ofP that Lodge, but talked earnestly of
the need for a serious consideration of what the
obligation of an Elk involved. The Grand Lodge
officer who spoke next was so impressed with the
sentiment expressed, that he said, ‘After listen-
ing to the first speaker, I am convinced that
there is a place for another special ceremony in
Elkdom. I believe that once a year, the entire
membership of each subordinate Lodge should
be called upon to again take the obligation of the
Order. It is too bad that we are not in a Lodge
room, because now is an opportune time to re-
dedicate ourselves by again assuming the obliga-
tion of Elkhood.” Immediately a good brother
arose from his place and said, *Let’s do it now.’
And so the group adjourned to the Lodge room

where the obligation was repeated in unison. °

This was about nine o’clock and I want to tell
you that from that time until half-past twelve,
there was evidenced a spirit of renewed loyalty
and devotion, the like of which I had never
before seen. One brother after another arose to
his feet and told why he loved Elkdom, told of
the good he had gotten from his membership and
testified to the worthwhileness of that good-fel-
lowship which the Grand Exalted Ruler has
stressed so effectively. So I say, this spirit exists
today, just as it did in the early days of our
Order. Tt is still the great, the positive influence
which makes THE ELKS such an outstanding
fraternity.

“Fraternal organizations are not unlike busi-
ness enterprises, which have their periods of
rough weather as well as their calm and peaceful
days. During the past year, Elk Lodges went
through some very trying experiences. Condi-
tions from a business and industrial standpoint
were not satisfactory. These conditions, which
were general, had their effect on our Lodges. Dues
were slow coming in, receipts from the entertain-
ment features of our homes and clubs fell off.
In some instances, it was difficult to meet the

payments due on homes, and many desirable
persons were really unable to spare the money to
join our organization. Yet, it is pleasing to re-
port that the payment of Subordinate Lodge
current obligations has been most satisfactory
and that the net assets of our Lodges are more
than five million dollars greater than last year.
In that connection, it might be well to state that
the amount of money spent for charitable pur-
poses is greater than in any previous year of our
histo :

ry.

“But it is only natural that Elks should over-
come difficulties, for Elk Lodges are made up of
high-class men who will fight to meet their obli-
gations. May I repeat a statement made to one
of the groups yesterday? I do this because a
brother told me how pleased he was I had passed
oninformation he was glad to have. Boiled down,
here is what was said: In the past eight years
the Grand Lodge has charged the subordinate
Lodges with dues amounting to approximately
twelve million dollars. Of that amount, there
has been charged off less than five thousand
dollars. We are justified in boasting of this
record; for I do not believe any bank or any great
business organization can show a record that will
even approach it. I tell you this because T know
you have a great pride in our Order and it seems
to me this is a statement that- may well be re-
peated to the subordinate Lodges. Taking
courage from the past and looking confidently
toward the future, our Order is more than
hopeful that the coming year has much of good
fortune in store for us.

“Of all theassets which the Grand Lodge pos-
sesses, there is none more important, none more
truly valuable, than the confidence and good will
of the subordinate Lodges. As officers of the
Grand Lodge, we should strive to establish closer
relations between the subordinate bodies and the
Granc_l Lodge so that full and complete under-
standing may always exist. Bear in mind that the
Gra’ngl Lodge has established a fixed policy which
permits the greatest measure of self-government
to the subordinate Lodge. All the Grand Lodge
asks is that the subordinate Lodge confine its
membership _to American gentlemen, that it
meet its obligations promptly and that it en-
deavor, as best it can, to make its home city a
better place in which to live,

.“T.o more clc_;sely acquaint the Grand Lodge
with its subordinate Lodges and to more.closely
acquaint the subordinate Lodges with each
other, and the Grand Lodge as well, is one of
your important duties.

“Our office desires to have cordial relations

- with the subordinate Lodges of the Order. Asyou

0w, we work entirely through the secretaries.
I suggest that in your visits, you impress upon
subordinate Lodge Secretaries the fact that a
good Secretary_ makes a good Lodge. Urge
them to file their reports promptly. Insist that
they answer communications and advise them to
pay all obligations, not only to the Grand Lodge,
but to the business firms in their cities, with
dispatch. Then you will, indeed, be helping
our oft}ce. In that connection, I should say,
subordinate Lodge Secretaries are in the main
competent and efficient, yet freedom from
prejudice compels me to say there are a few
Secretaries, with some of whom you will come
In contact, who do not seem to measure up. If
you will, as suggested by the Grand Exalted
'Rulel‘;’i tg.llk over with them tl}lleir delinquencies
1n a kindly way, again you will help the office of
the Grand Secl?:;tag . Y pHeo

“No doubt, some of you may have thought
that T dwelt too long on the subject of member-
ship, yesterday, but let me repeat again that no
question demands more serious consideration
than that of membership. Last year, in com-
mon with practically every other fraternity, we
suffered a loss in numbers. The Good of the
Order Committee, in its report presented at
Atlantic City, dwelt at length upon this situa-
tion. A study of that report, copy of which you
will find at your place at the table today, will
bring to your attention some reasons for the less,
and will also furnish you with valuable sugges-
tions for overcoming same. In the annual report
filed by the office of the Grand Secretary you will
find an analysis of membership by Lodges, dis-
tricts and states. By glancing at this tabula-
tion, you will see that our trouble has not been
1n securing new members, rather has the problem
been to retain old ones. Without any special
drives last year, more than fifty thousand new
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persons were initiated into our Order, but I am.
sorry to say that in the same period more than
fifty-eight thousand were dropped for non-
payment of dues. Strong lapsation work will
go far toward correcting this situation. I say
again, as I have said for several years, that the
most important work to be done in a subordinate
Lodge is lapsation work. New members are
coming to us in satisfactory numbers. If we can
persuade our old members to keep an active
interest in the welfare of our Order, the question
of membership will be solved. It is, therefore,
highly important that in your visits to the
Lodges of your district, you establish a contact
with each lapsation committee and impress
upon that committee the worthwhileness of their
work. Suggestions regarding lapsation work
will be found in the report of the Good of the
Order Committee. Study it carefully, as these
suggestions come as a result of correspond_ence
between that Committee and subordinate
Lodge officers. .

“Figures are mostly dry reading, but I believe
the pamphlet showing in detail the contnblgtlons
of subordinate Lodges for welfare, charitable
and patriotic activities, which you will find at
your place at the table today, will prove an
exception. T know you will read with interest
just what your Lodge has done and what the
Lodges in your district have done along_these
lines of work. Study it carefully. You will find
it will enable you to comment on work well done, )
and at the same time suggest how better work
may be done. .

“‘Now, without comment, may I suggest just
a few things that, coupled with efficient officers,
will make a good Lodge:

1. A live membership.

2. An active lapsation committee.

3. Good attendance at Lodge sessions.

4. Clean business methods. .

5. Dignified and impressive exemplification of the
tu

6. Genuine good-fellowship.

“While I am sure that you are familiar with
the statutes, and that you have studied care-
fully the amendments enacted at Atlantic City,
I desire to call particular attention to three
Sections! namely: 48b, 180 and 192.

“Section 48b provides that the expense of a
District Deputy in making a visit to a subordi-
nate Lodge shall be paid by the Grand Lodge.
With your office supplies, which will be sent you
in a few days, you will find blanks on which to
report your expense claims. Your proper charge
for visits includes railroad and pullman fare,
hotel and meals, and telephone and telegraph
charges. If you travel by auto, six cents per
mile will be allowed.

“Section 180, relative to the indebtedness to be
paid by an applicant for reinstatement, has been
amended by striking out the requirement of two
years’ dues and substituting therefor one year’s
dues, with a further proviso that the Lodge rein-
stating the applicant must also collect from
him the current Grand Lodge dues, which this
year amount to $1.35. A letter telling of this
change has been mailed to each Lodge Secretary.
May I ask you to bring the amended section to
the attention of subordinate Lodge officers,
emphasizing the requirement to collect and
remit the $1.35 from each reinstated member.

‘‘Section 192 as amended directs:

1. That the Secretary of a Lodge issuing a
transfer dimit shall immediately report same to
the office of the Grand Secretary. .

2. That the Secretary of a Lodge to which an
applicant submits a transfer dimit for action
must within one week notify the office of the
Grand Secretary of the affiliation or rejection of
said applicant.

¢ RLANK forms have been sent to all subordi-
nate Lodges on which to forward thisinforma-
tion. T trust that in yourvisits youwillurge prompt
compliance with the provisions of this statute.
“There is one other change in the statutes
that should be brought to your attention, the
one providing for a change in the structure of the
subordinate Forum. The statutory changes
adopted at Atlantic City continues a subordi-
nate Forum of five members but provides for the
selection of one of said five as a Presiding
Justice who will serve for a period of one year.
Section 79a of the statutes tells how the Pre-
siding Justice is to be selected. It might be well
(Continued on page 64)
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Cold Trail

(Continued from page 45)

light from their lanterns cast long swinging
shadows among the bare trees, and the crackle
and crash of underbrush came infrequently as
they kept to the cleared portions. The wind
was blowing stronger and the stars were out.
Chinchilla heard the scrape and groan of bg,re
branches. It would get colder before mid-
night.

For ten minutes little was said. Now and
then a hound bayed a note or two. But there
was nothing to indicate that a fresh coon track
had been found. Then, as they circled a great
washout leading to the deep creek bed, a high-
pitched clamor arose ahead.

“‘Striker!” exclaimed Van Horn. ‘“Whooooo-
Run ’em down, dog. And there goes

But The Duke had stopped, now. However,
Striker, coming back along the creek bank, was
bawling lustily. Then a rabbit bounced across
the hunters’ path. Van Homn shouted angrily
at his young dog. It was a crime for a coon
hound to run rabbits, and Striker stopped and
slunk back to join the other dogs.

NOW cornfields bordering the valley gleamed

palely as more stars appeared. The creek
bed, with its fringing timber, was a great black
rut and, as the party reached a bend where the
trees had been cut away, the rising moon lighted
their way. The three Van Horn hounds were
down in the bed of the creek now, and their
spotted forms could be seen crossing and re-
crossing. )

At first, Chinchilla looked in vain for Drum.
Then he saw the old dog. He was a flitting
black shadow on the far bank. There the tim-
ber was thickest, and he was working at a
methodical pace. The old man’s sight of his
hound caused his spirits to rise. Then Miss
Champion bawled a quick, short note. Striker
and The Duke answered, and simultaneously,
from the bank, Drum opened up. Lo

““Hunt ’im out, old dog,” shrilled Chinchilla,
“Talk to ’im, Drum!”

““Who0000-0000-00, wooo-eeee,”” Drum an-
swered, and the other dogs came up out of the
creek bed and broke into an excited clamor in
his rear.

With Drum in the lead, they passed within
twenty feet of the hunters, all bawling excitedly.
Clem Brown’s lantern illuminated the ground
over which they had passed.

‘“A young coon,” he called. “Here’s a chicken
feather, too. Well, I reckon that’s an even
start.” .

Meanwhile, the four dogs had made a com-
plete circle and were again headed south, down
the stream. A few minutes later their cries
indicated that one of their number was well in
advance of the other three.

““That’s Striker,” Van Horn asserted.
leading.”

The men quickened their strides and Chin-
chilla, chewing on a piece of dried corn leaf,
stumbled along in the rear. Already he could
tell that Drum was dropping behind the others.

At the rate the young dog was traveling, and
the coon tracks were fresh, the quarry wouldn’t
stay ahead long. Apparently Striker was on a
hot scent, for now he was down in the creek bed.
His baying indicated that he was running at
top speed, head up, and close behind the coon.
The exultant bawl floated to them, and Chin-
chilla’s shout of encouragement to Drum died
in his throat. Then, as suddenly as he had
begun, the clamor of the young hound ceased.

The Duke and Miss Champion came up and
were silenced and, as the hunters drew closer,
they could be heard casting about and baying
uncertainly. Behind them Drum still boomed
over the trail they had traversed. When he
reached them his tonguing ceased. But within
a minute Miss Champion thundered her find
from the bank. A swift-moving spotted form
she crossed the moonlit open, flicked in among
the trees, and was gone. Two more spotted
dogg followed. Drum trailed the last by fifty
yards. .

And suddenly the hopelessness of the situation
came to Chinchilla. Drum never trusted an-
other dog, and he always checked every trail
to his own satisfaction. The fast-trailing Striker
would outfoot him as well as his own kennel

»
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mates on the easy trails, The Duke and Miss
Champion would put Striker back on the scent
whenever he overran it or it needed untangling.
Against such a combination, Drum didn’t have
a chance.

When Striker set up an excited clamor far
ahead, Chinchilla was prepared for the end.
Cutting across the fields, the hunters found three
spotted hounds digging at a hole in a ravine.
Moon_light illuminated the spot, and the men
were in time to see Drum arrive. He came up,
thrust his head into the aperture, and bayed
once. Then he backed out.

Van Horn called his hounds off, and one of
the men attacked the bank side with a spade.
A great slab of clay broke away, exposing a den.
But as Clem Brown stepped forward, Drum
bayed twice from above. In a flash Van Horn’s
dogs went up the bank after him, and their
clamor drifted off westward through a cornfield.

“Huh,” nted Brown, flashing his lantern
on a cleverly concealed exit among some hazel
brush, “the old dog found the back door.”

Once again the baying indicated that Striker
had outrun the others. Their speed increased
as they left the cornfield. And a moment
later the tone of the young hound’s cries
changed. .

“Striker’s treed!” exclaimed Van Horn.

After a few seconds The Duke and Miss
Champion sounded, and then came the mourn-
ful wail of Drum. Five minutes later the beam
of a flashlight playing up through the stark

bs of a cottonwood struck a dark lump in
a crotch. Twin points of green glowed as the
young coon they sought crouched forty feet
above them.

Now Van Horn turned to Brown, but Clem
shook his head.

. “Can’t decide the winner on no short run
like this,” he said. “Your dogs outrun Drum.
But he found where the coon slipped out o’ that
bank hole. We ain’t proved’ anything, one way
or another, yet. Call ’em off. “"We'll try again
over on Keg Creek.”

The decision was roundly applauded, and
Van Horn capitulated. He was frankly bois-
terous now. It was but a matter of time until

hounds were declared winners. And a
hundred yards from the start on Keg Creek, all
f0t‘1‘r of the dogs found coon scent.

Just take a squint at that track,” Clem
Brown called as the others crowded forward.

There in the mud was an imprint not unlike
a baby’s hand.

“You'll never mistake that feller,” continued
Clem. “See, one fore-toe’s missin’. That's
the old Keg Crick boar. T’ve run him six
straight winters and never come up with him
yet. He's killed hundreds of chickens, and a
farmer who saw him once said he was most as
bl’g as a wolf. And don’t think he ain’t smart.
It'll take a real coon hound to unwind his trail,
The dog that comes up with him is goin'na win
the money, and I don’t mean mebbe.”

All four hounds were in the creek bed. The
music of their baying floated back. But they
were traveling slowly, now. The trail becc me

lifficult, was lost, found, and lost again. Ex-

citement grew. Evidently the big coon had
heard them earlier in the evening, for it was
ztxp]zlarent that he had deliberately confused his
rail.

A mile was traversed. Chinchilla found his
muscles aching, so tense did he carry himself.
What was wrong with Drum? Time and again
when a rabbit track or a possum’s trail crossed
the coon’s, he came back, cast about slowly,
and hesitated as if uncertain, before he went on.
He had dropped far behind the other dogs. The
old man tugged at his beard in anguish. Could
it be that his dog was outclassed?

And as before, Striker led the hounds. How-
ever, he overran the trail constantly, now. But
each time he lost the scent The Duke or Miss
Champion always picked it up, and in this
manner the Van Horn dogs were advancing
three yards to Drum’s one.

So they continued until they reached a horse-
shoe bend in Keg Creek. Beyond this the trail
seemed to vanish. Drum caught up with them,
and for ten minutes the men sat about listening
to the snuff, snuff of the animals. Big feet
pattered back and forth over the leaves. The
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splash of water and, now and then, the querulous
bawl of a hound were the only sounds breaking
the silence.

Clem Brown swung his lantern in a wide arc.

“Same old story,” he yawned. “My dogs
always lost him here, too.”

As if in reply to this, Miss Champion bayed
from the east bank The Duke and Striker took
u{) the tune. She was going east, across fall
plowing, and they followed. At the field’s edge
the lantern revealed a big, handlike imprint.
One fore-toe was missing.

The three spotted hounds were across the
field and going up the hill beyond. Drum came
as far as the rail fence bordering the fall plowing.
Here he halted, bawled once or twice and, after
hesitating, turned back. The men waited,
watching his dark body crash about among the
bushes along the creck. Tail fanning the air
methodically, the sniff, sniff of his seeking nose
sounded unnaturally loud on the night air.

‘‘Hard trackin’,” remarked one of the hunters.
“It’s gettin’ colder. The trail'll be no cinch
from now on.”

Chinchilla watched in silent agony. Twice
Drum came again as far as the fence. Once he
went beyond it a way. But he turned back
each time. Obviously, scent was confusing
here. From the whispered conversation about
him, Chinchilla gathered that the men con-
sidered Drum beaten. At any rate, he never
would go on until he had worked out the trail
to suit himself. Then it would be too late.

Meanwhile, some of the party had gone on,
and Van Horn called from the hillside. .

“Here’s coon sign up here—plain as day.
Right where the old boy crossed a ditch. My
hounds are over in the brush after him, now.
Come on, every one.” o

“Might as well come with us, Chinchilla,”
Clem Brown urged, gently. “I want you to be
in at the finish. When Drum works the trail
out he'll be along this way, anyhow.”

His voice was cheerful, but Chinchilla cast
aside his last faint hope. If Clem suspected
that Drum couldn’t straighten out the trail, it
was all over. He lifted his old body from the
log he sat on, and followed the party. At the
hilltop some one showed him the big coon’s
footprint, pointing east. :

Lanterns were shining and bobbing down the
far slope. Then a tremendous uproar broke
loose in the valley below them. It drifted along
the creek bank, dipped to the bed and crossed
to the far side.

“Yeeee-ow! They’re after him,” some one

yodeled.
SUDDEN"LY Chinchilla felt terribly tired.
.~ There was no mistaking that noise. The
spotted dogs were running their quarry. Knees
shaking, he pursued the lights toward it. The
coon must have treed. Men were encouraging
the hounds, and all three were now baying their
tree cries. .

The crowd was gathered at the base of a big
maple, and they made way for Chinchilla as he
edged forward, one hesitant hand plucking at
his whiskers.

“Well, what do you say now, old man?”
Van Horn inquired. ‘“Where’s your coon
hound? Think he’ll get here before daylight?”

Chinchilla made no reply, and the others,
glimpsing the tragedy in his face as their lanterns
illuminated the vicinity, fell silent. Clem
Brown, lips compressed, stepped forward. His
flashlight’s beam shined two glowing eyes.
Chinchilla made a shaky pretense of filling his
pipe. The vision of his wife and what this
meant to her made it difficult to get tobacco into
the bowl. He tried to speak, to congratulate
Van Horn, but no sound passed his lips.

Then, as the spotted dogs quieted momen-
tarily, faint and far away he heard the booming
bawl of old Drum. It climbed to an eerie note,
sank, and faded to nothing. .

‘“He’ll be in time to help skin this coon, if he
hurries,” remarked Van Horn. ‘“Come on,
some one—gim’me a leg up. I’ll shake this
ringtail down before that mongrel gets here.”

He was hoisted to a low branch and shinned
labonouslﬂ upward. The lanterns flashed long
shadows beyond him. Meanwhile, whenever
the three hounds’ baying stopped, Drum could
be heard. But now attention centered on the
climber. Presently Van Horn stopped. There
followed a shout and the savage shake of a limb.

Lanterns were held high. Then came a roar
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EALLY, a strong pipe is no
joke. The next time you at-

tend a Legion or a lodge mecting
or a banquet, let the mild fra-
grance of Sir Walter’s favorite
smoking mixture precede you and
assure a cordial reception. Sir
Walter works mild magic with
strong pipes—it’s uniformly well
aged, mellow and biteless and
noticeably milder. It burns freely
and evenly, and it’s cool and sweet
down to the last flake in the bowl.

SIR WALTER
RALEIGH

ecovened Mow
4 ool a Pipe Can Be
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The Demon’s Daughter

(Continued from page 47)

ing on rubber breeches and boots. The starter

on the pumper grumbled as Higgins tested it.’

Gillette, the recruit, climbed uneasily to the
tailboard.

Then the alarm instrument spoke again.
Three . . . one . . . nine. . . .

“That’ll be the third alarm,” Terry com-
mented. ‘“It’s a snorter.”

““Good-night,” Lura said. “I'll not see you
again.” i

‘“You never can tell,” Terry answered. ‘“Un-
less you’re struck blind you’ll see me, and see me
plenty. Now run along, before we should start
quarreling. I’ll come to talk to you when I've
got the job.”

She hurried across the driveway and climbed
into her car. Terry watched her to the corner.
She turned west. )

““Gone to see the fire,” he told himself. “She’s
a grand girl.” .

His crew eyed him suspiciously as he returned
to the apparatus-room. He counted them. All
there and ready. Higgins slumped behind his
wheel. Gillette hung to the elbow rail at the
tailboard, his boots gaping wide around his
spindly legs. Campbell, Boyne and Gardner
leaned against the right fender, watching
Murphy, who held the ticker tape in his fingers.

“Pl;aces," Terry ordered. ‘“We’ll be ready
to go.”

They leaped to the apparatus as the alarm
instrument spoke. Three . . . one . . . nine.
The fourth alarm. Terry yanked the rope that
tripped the wide front doors. The engine roared.
Wheels spun. Crouched at the left of Driver
Higgins, Terry ground the siren crank. The
great bell on the hood yelled its brassy warning
and Engine 121 plunged southward, at the first
corner swung west. That was where Lura had
turned.

“Look,” Higgins shouted.

Flame colored the evening sky. .

‘““Step on her,” Terry bade. ‘Three miles.”

Three miles . . . four and a half minutes.
Terry smelled wood smoke. Pine wood. Rafters.
An old building, that indicated.

“Is it Hamertons?”’ Higgins cried.

TH_E question stirred Terry to a quicker jerking

of the bell rope. He’d been thinking of Lura,
in spite of himself. But if this was Hamertons,
then this was the fire he had always feared. All
firemen fear a chemical storehouse. They pre-
tend not to, of course. Deep in their hearts they
must. And this great brick eggshell, thrown
together forty years ago, thrusting six stories
now into the dusty city air, with all the addi-
tions, juts, angles, lean-tos that had been added
year by year to accommodate the growing
Hamerton chemical trade . . . one might just
as well step into a burning powder house.

““Guess that’s it,” Terry muttered. The odor
swept down the wind, biting into his throat.
Gas. “We've got a job cut out. Take hydrant
to the right. Couple suction.”

The great machine slid to the curb. Already a
chorus of pumping engines lifted rhythmic voices.
Hose vibrated. Policemen thrust back the
raucous, incautious crowd.

‘“Engine 121 reports, sir,” Terry cried to a
district marshal.

“Take north side, roof of three-story annex,”
the marshal ordered. ‘“Lay out double and
Siamese.” )

Terry saluted and ran back toward his com-
pany. Flames, rolling out of the front windows,
sent his shadow jumping and staggering ahead
of him. At the left a ladder captain was yelling
orders, extending his eighty-five-foot aerial
through a network of wires. A hose company
panted by with a thump of rubber soles. Terry
charged up to his pumper.

“Double line, Murphy! Big and little. Eight
section big, eight section light. Siamese pipe,
Boyne. One an’ seven tip.”

He saw a woman slip past the policeman
beyond the pumper. His hand, reaching for his
ax, faltered. He knew who it was, even before
he could see her distinctly in the darkness and
smoke.

“Terry!” she cried.

‘“You’ve no business here, Lura.”

“Is he up there?”” she panted. “My father
. . . I’'m worried, Terry.”

‘‘Haven’t seen him, my dear,”’ he told her, and
thrust the ax through his belt. “I love you,
Lura.” .

“I’m a Drennan, Terry Landers!”

“You’ll be a Landers soon,” he answered, and
ran back toward the fire. :

The aerial still bobbed upward. But on the
north annex a Bangor ladder tilted against the
cornice. One line of hose ran up it.

‘““Be quick,” Terry bade his men,

He climbed first, carrying the brass nozzle.
Lura was worried, eh? No need to be. The
Demon was-a good fireman. .

“Easy,” he warned. :

The roof of the three-story addition was neirly
flat. Terry, poking his head over the cornice,
saw a stout little group of men crouched about a
line in the farther corner. The stream fiom
their tip curved upward into a window, in-
effectually. _Heat pounded down from the
flaming openings above. Gas caught Terry’s
throat. Chemicals were blazing somewhére
inside. He heard the small, hoarse explosions
of drums and carboys. Felt the puff of fiercer
heat as new drafts opened and the flames found
fresh fuel. He scrambled over the cornice,
making way for Murphy behind him. Then
Boyne. Then Campbell and Gardner together.

““Set up here,” Terry bade. :

The recruit, Gillette, climbed laboriously,
dragging the three iron legs of the nozzle tripod
after him. R

“Go back to the street, recruit,” Terry called.
“Wait for orders.” He snapped the nozzle into

place, spread the feet of the tripod. “Ready.
Take holt. Water!” His crew, crouching behind
him, repeated the cry. “Engine 121 . . . charge

the line.” :

Air hissed in the tip. Terry braced himseli-
He felt the first push of the stream and aimed at &
window high above him. The water rushed ott,
first yellow and rusty, then a clear white that
turned to pink in the firelight. Like Lura’s
cl};e;ks, it looked. Pink and white. Where was
she :

“Hit that window,” Terry ordered. The
other hose crew, driven by heat, was backing
toward him. - He didn’t blame ’em. He’'d back,
too, if he were there.

“Upabit . . .” the words died in his mouth
as an explosion thundered in the main building.
Air beat in his ears. He dodged. More heat
slashed down. Fire stuck taunting tongues out
of all the windows at once. The other captain
turned, retreating. :

“Hold her!” Terry ordered. He saw the
other man’s face. It was Drennan. B

““Aim a bit higher,” Terry commanded. “U

... no dropping, men . .". up!”

Fire washed out of the windows. It poured
down upon them, forcing Tom Drennan back
another foot. He was close to the outer wall
now. Water from the two companies’ lines
turned to steam in the window openings. Terry
strove to find a better angle. There was none.

Suddenly the roof trembled.

“Watch yourself!” Terry cried.

Another explosicn roared, deep in the fire.
Blazing rafters and joists lifted high in the air
through a hole in the upper roof. Sparks
showered down. Terry, his hand against his
face, saw Drennan’s crew escaping toward him.
The old man’s back was pressed against the
cornice. The wall in front swayed.

‘“‘Look out!” the Demon shouted.

The huskiness in his voice was like Lura’s,
Terry thought. “T’'m worried!” she had cried.

“If she starts swaying, slide the line, men!”
the Demon bellowed. “No time for ladders!”

Five minutes. Ten. The two crews poured
water. Terry looked anxiously at his own men.
They could use help from below now. None
came. But the fire climbed faster. It thundered
out of every window. Lifted a long arm triumph-
antly above the main section of the warehouse.
. Again an explosion. It seemed mild, at first.
Merely a long puff. Then with a roar the roof
beams began to tumble in the high mid-section.
The wall, towering above them, teetered.

It pushed out, drew back, pushed out farther,
sagged more deeply into the interior and hung
there, hesitantly.

“Slide the line!” Terry screamed.

“Slide!” old Tom echoed.

























































