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To the Officers and Members of the
Benevolent and Protective Order of Elks:

TN

My BROTHERS:—

“In the waking dream of the silver dawn of the centuries when the earth was young,” there were no holidays.
Life was then a ceaseless struggle against overpowering and overwhelming odds.

Holidays that cheer and bless have come in the maturer years of humanity’s upward march.

Time, fleeting rapidly as a bird on wing, is bringing us again to the Christmas season.

Soon the joybells of the Christmastide will be ringing forth a message that all men can understand, no matter
what their creed,

“Glory to God in the highest and on earth peace, good-will toward men.”
There is a charm in the newer translation that phrases the language of the angels into this beautiful benediction:
“Peace on earth to men of good-will.”

I know that my brothers approach the Christmas season as gallant men of ‘‘good-will.”
They will rejoice with the little hearts that thrill and the little eyes that shine with the emotions of the happy
Christmas time.

They will enter homes with well-filled Christmas baskets, they will irradiate the joy of the Christmas Season,
and they will say with simple eloquence, in the language of Tiny Tim:

“God Bless Us Every One!”

I am; for the year, the head of this great Order. I have traveled from coast to coast making visitations. T have
met many loyal, lovable Elks. Iam privileged, indeed, to wish youall a

Merry, Merry Christmas!

Before another issue of this, our official publication, will come into your homes Father Time will have turned
over a new page. The New Year will have stepped upon the threshold. There will be, in the language of Tennyson,
‘“‘a new face at the door.”

I have such a profound joy in Eikdom that I venture to assert that if our principles were not only understood
but consistently practiced, the New Year would be so happy that all the sadness and all the sorrows of the past
would vanish as the darkness before the rising sun.

I am looking forward to the days of brotherhood. I know that sooner or later the petty and narrow aims and
ambitions of today will be entirely erased by the larger sympathy and tolerance of tomorrow. I know that even
now we are finding, throughout the country, a drift back to fraternity.

A cataclysmic war may threaten to engulf the world; archaic diplomacy may fan into a flame international
hatreds; dire prophecies of disaster may dull the initiative and the hope of our people,—-—).wet as Elks, and having
caught the spirit of brotherhood, we are willing to assert that this New Year will be happier and better than any
that has gone before.

We will look with optimistic eyes along the untrodden paths of the futl{re. Where the_re is_ bunge-r we will
assuage its pangs; where there is sickness we will relieve its pains; where there is poverty we will mitigate its rigors-

These are, indeed, troublous times, but we are undismayed! We know that our great Republic is still safe, and
that our ideals of democracy still stand, and that our benevolent Order will still carry on.

And in that spirit I wish you all,

A Happy New Year!

Sincerely yours,

o .2,

Grand Exalted Ruder.
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December, 1930

work? Have you expressed in words, or given
other evidence of, your readiness personally to
assist in the fraternal and social activities of the
Lodge> Have you tried to initiate anything
worth while? Or do you merely pay your dues
and look to others to inaugurate and carry for-
ward the programs of service and entertainment?

f you come within the latter class, although
the complaint of your Lodge’s inactivity may be
thoroughly justified, you are not the one to make
it. The fault lies partly at your own door.

If each member of a Lodge will give real evi-
dence of a sincere pride in his membership and of a
des_n-e to be helpful in promoting appropriate
activities, there will be no cause for criticism.
That Lodge will be alive. It is inevitable.

. You can not escape your share of the responsibil-
ity if your Lodge happens to be one that is ““not
doing anything.” What are you doing about it?

G. E. R. CLASSES

*“Go back to your Lodges and tell them forme . . .
that if | am invited I shall attempt to visit them, that
I shall not look for lavish entertainment, but that if in
honor of the office | hold they might find it possible on
the occasion of my visit to initiate a class to be in-
ducted into this delectable land, I will be very, very
happy.”
THOSE. who heard these words addressed to the
Grand Lodge at Atlantic City, will recall the
convincing earnestness with which they were
uttered by the newly elected Grand Exalted Ruler.
ose who read them here will recognize the
ossibilities that lie in a general compliance with
1s request.
ere are many reasons why such compliance
should be readily accorded. Itisan appeal from
our selected leader for a service that involves
loyalty and devotion.
Executive of the Order to a subordinate Lodge
can not in anywise be made more noteworthy and
memorable than by making it the occasion of the
initiation of as large a class as possible. It is rela-
tively easy to enlist enthusiastic cooperation from
the membership in such a cause at such a time.

The visit of the Chief .

Decorations by Franklin Booih

The appeal to prospective candidates is accentua-
ted by the unusual circumstances. e class, on
such an occasion, will receive, from the lips of the
Grand Exalted Ruler himself, information and
inspiration such as could not be derived from any
other source at any other time. And it is easy
to calculate the tremendous influence that would
be exerted toward increased memberships.

It is to be hoped that each Lodge which the Grand
Exalted Ruler visits will greet him with a fine class
of initiates, as thechief feature of hisentertainment.
It is the most acceptable present that could be
tendered to him, for it would be one of inestimable
value made, through him, to the Order itself.

IT WARMS THE HEART

IN a recent comment in these columns, atten-
tion was invited to the number of under-
privileged children who are periodically cared
for and entertained by Elk Lodges throughout the
country, as indicated in the items published in the
Under the Spreading Antlers department. In the
October issue of the Magazine, further evidence is
given of the extent of this splendid service.

The aggregate number of the children reported
to have been entertained during the preceding
month easily exceeds fifteen thousand. Surely the
reading of such items warms the heart of every
true Elk. And how much more of a thrill would
be experienced if the reader had personally partici-
pated in some of those events.

If your Lodge has not engaged in such activity,
it has lost an opportunity to do a good deed that
is almost selfish because of the pleasure that comes
to those who interest themsclves in it. There is
no Lodge of the Order to which an opportunity is
not presented in the course of the year.

Try it out sometime. Get your Lodge to in-
terest itself in the under-privileged children of the
community. Put your own personal efforts into
the undertaking. Such bread cast upon the
waters doesn’t wait to come back after many days.
It returns even as it is cast, in the shape of a heart
warmed by the consciousness of a worthy deed.
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“Original, New and Useful”

on the long winter evenings, but one of them,
fortunately, is to invent things. Naturally, the
inventive farmer turns to the means by which
he earns his livelihood. He starts the old brain
going, and perhaps there eventuates an inven-
tion which ranks with the cotton gin of El
‘Whitney or the reaper of McCormick, or per-
haps, on the other hand, it runs a close race with
the invention upon which a Californian holds a
patent. This is a device by which a chicken
rings up on a sort of cash register every time she
lays an egg. This contraption is strapped under
her wings with a rod extending along her back.
At the rear is a ratchet arrangement with a roll
of numbers. At the egg exit is a roller. Down
drops the egg, click goes the roller, and the next
highest number shoots up into place on the
register. Just like a conductor ringing up fares
on a street car.

WH‘[LE it may be all very well to make the hen

keep an account of the eggs she lays, it
doesn’t make her lay them. There is a problem
another inventor solved; and the way he reasoned
it out is this: the hen stops laying eggs and tries
to hatch them. She can’t do any hatching unless
she sits on the nest where the eggs are. There-
fore, the thing to do is to keep her off the nest.
Now the nest usually is elevated some distance
above the ground and the hen is obliged to fly
up to it. Before flying up the hen always looks

.to see where she is going. . If she can’t look up,

she won’t fly up. Then she must be prevented

.from looking up. And there he had it—a hood

for the hen to wear over her eyes. It just goes
to show what deep fellows inventors are. Which
of us would have thought that a hood worn on
a chicken’s head would increase the number of

€ggs on the country’s breakfast table?

(Continued from page 13)

If you are unacquainted with the facts, you
might be likely to think that radical or frivolous
inventions—‘‘nut” inventions—come only from
the brains of eccentric or misfit individuals.
Nothing could be farther from the truth, The
writer has talked with one of America’s best
known inventors, 2 man who built up a com-
pany owning five large factories employing
thousands of workers, whose best known inven-
tion is in use in substantially every home and
office in the country. This man admitted that
he had spent months trying to perfect a rifle in
which the barrel was inside the bullet instead of
the bullet being inside the barrel. The barrel,
that is to say, was a rod, and the bullet had a
hole in the middle, like a doughnut.

“I had to give it up finally,” the inventor
told us. “I decided there were enough inven-
tions in the world already whose purpose was to
kill people, and that additional help from me
wasn’t needed. I was aided in reaching this
deciiion by the fact that my invention wouldn’t
work.”

One of the richest men in the United States
invented and patented a street-cleaning ma-
chine. He did not stop there, however, but at a
cost of several thousand dollars had a life-size
model constructed, and at a cost of several
thousands more exhibited and demonstrated it
at national expositions. No city could be in-
duced to adopt it, however, for the street
cleaner was a large and complicated blower,
which merely blew the dust and dirt to the side
of the roadway. Not only was the cleaning proc-
ess decidedly unpleasant to passers-by on the
sidewalk, but there was nothing to prevent the
wind from blowing the dust and dirt back into
the roadway again.

The titled possessor of a famous European

Riders of the Concrete

This story is a good illustration of the New
Jersey organization’s efficiency. Through the
cooperation of the telephone company, any-
one may be connected with the nearest su
station merely by taking the receiver off the
hook and saying: “I want a State Trooper!”
There is no section of the State that a motor-
cycle rider cannot reach in twenty min-
utes. When the first class was organized,
there were some 1,600 applicants for 120 posi-
tions. Colonel Schwarzkopf, himself a graduate
of West Point, aims to make his “outfit” the
bardest to get into—and thc easiest to get out of
—in the country. But that, incidentally, is the
ambition of Captain Price, of Pennsylvania; of
Captain Beaupre, of Massachusetts; Captain
Lyon, of Michigan—of them all. At the New
Jersey school, each recruit is required to run half
2 mile each day for the first week, and this
gradually is “stepped up” until the rookie is
able to reel off five miles.

There was a time when brute strength was the
chief requisite of a police officer, but that was in
the horse-and-huggy era. These modern recruits
are selected with great care from waiting-lists that
Sometimes run to two thousand. First, his moral
character in his home community is carefully
Investigated. If that is satisfactory, he is re-
quired to furnish written references from three
well-known people. Tests involving strength,
agility, muscular coordination, and body
structure are next in order. Mental alertness,
talk, action, and general appearance are passed
upon in their turn. He is given a psychological
test to determine his reasoning powers, judgment,
and general information. Two examining sur-
geons, an eye specialist, and a dentist then take
the applicant in hand.

If he survives all this (and the percentage
seems to be about one in ten), he is given an in-
tensive course of training for two or three
months. Inmost schools. this course is purposely
made rather severe in order quickly to eliminate
the unfit. Many motorists have concluded, from
fleeting glimpses or personal contact, that the
highway officer is taught only how to ride a
motorcycle and what the speed-limit is for the

(Continued from page 35)

State highways. On the contrary, the rookie
learns to handle a six-shooter, rifle, and machine
gun; he learns geography, particularly of the
State, and other essential school subjects;
criminal law, first aid, the motor laws, court
Procedure, and so forth. In New Jersey, at
east, no rookie is ever dismissed before the school
term is ended unless the corps of instructors and
the school superintendent unanimously agree
that he cannot “make the grade.” .

Once graduated, he is put on probation. His
next job is not to lurk in some speed-trap, but to
“sell” safety to the motoring public. Captain
Price believes that the sight of uniformed men
patrolling the highways has a greater tendency
to curb the indifferent or reckless driver than any
attempt at trickery. Having ridden my motor-
cycle from the factory in Milwaukee through
‘Wisconsin, Michigan, Ontario, New York, New
Jersey, Delaware, and Pennsylvania, and having
seen motorists scoot back into line as they
saw me approaching, I have reached the conclu-
sion that Captain Price is right.

The highway officer stands between the motor-

-ist who observes the rules of the road and the

one who does not. He has been known to get
his man a mile underground, in a coal-mine;
to have recovered a stolen car within ten
minutes; to have located and brought back a
car before its owner knew that it had been stolen.
He is trained, when it is necessary to make an
arrest, to make it quietly and firmly; to refrain
from vulgar or abusive language. Neither politi-
cal nor any other influence can get an undesir-

. able recruit on the force, or keep there a man who

has proved himself unfit. His commanding
officer stands between him and any political
interference that might develop; he can there-
fore hold up his head. And, most important of
all, promotions are made strictly from within
the ranks; Captain Price, then a member of
Pennsylvania’s mounted constabulary, with a
record of Army service in Cuba, the Philippines,
and China, was promoted from the ranks. His
organization has grown from a unit of 75 men,
living in tents, to a State-wide “army” of 440
men,

Dame, a man whose cousin married into one of
the wealthiest families in America, is also the
proud_owr{er_of a United States patent. His
nvention is intended to save lives in railway
accidents. He so constructs a railway coach.
that when any sudden jolt or jar occurs, such
as would be the case in a collision, the roof of the
car suddenly swings open and powerful springs
under the seats in the car shoot seats and passen-
gers up into the air and distribute them over
the surrounding landscape. The inventor admits
that a few broken bones might result, but he
assures us in his patent paper that the public
soon will become accustomed to the idea.

This noble inventor might have saved him-
self the trouble of making this invention if he
had been familiar with another patent which
had been issued. This device made collisions un-
necessary. Each car is to be provided with a
set of rails running over its roof, the rails con-
tinuing down the front and rear of the train and
Just grazing the tracks on which the train is
running. Another train comes roaring along the
same track but in the opposite direction. A
collision seems inevitable? Not so. Train
number two just runs up and over train number
one, down the other end and along the tracks
as if nothing had happened.

But why continue? Have we not discussed
enough of these actual patents to establish the
claim of the inventor to a position as a public
spirited individual? At war and peace, in sick-
ness and in health, on the farm and in the city—
in every situation in which we find ourselves.
there are our inventors scheming and planning
how they can serve us. Inventors are the very
bones upon which our civilization is supported;

they are all of the bones, the backbone, and even
the funny bone.

Trail

. Allof Captain Price’s officers have seen service
in the Army: likewise those of Colonel Schwarz-
kopf. In fact, that seems to be the general rule.
In West Virginia, however, we find that every
officer and every man has served either in the
Army or Navy. The record for New York is 97
per cent.; in Washington, go per cent. of the
officers and men are Army or Navy veterans;
South Carolina, California, and North Carolina,
75 per cent.; Texas, 70 per cent.; Maryland, 55
per cent.; Rhode Island, Vermont, and Arkansas,
50 per cent. In New Jersey we find this com-
Pposite picture of the State Trooper:

Age..iiiiiiii i, 28 years 3 months

Height................... 5 fe}(':t, 0% inches

Weight................... 162)4 pounds

Educational training... . . . ¢ years and 6 months
y service.............. 1 year and 64 months

Rifle qualification.......... arksman

Pistol qualification. . ....... Expert

PRESIDENT HOOVER has pointed out that
. the safe operation of highway traffic is a_na-
tional problem of increasing importance. No-
where is the traffic problem so acute as in our
own rapidly growing country. New roads every-
where are springing into existence, but they re-
lieve congestion only momentarily; they are
speedily filled with caravans of motorists. More
than half the cars in the United States are on
farms or in communities of less than 10,000 pop-
ulation, therefore the problem of traffic protec-
tion is Federal and State; rural and municipal;
local and universal. With some 26,653,450
motor vehicles registered in this country last
year, the need for an adequate highway patrol in
every State is greater than ever, declared the
National Conference on Street and Highway
Safety, at its annual meeting in Washington.
Government statistics show accidents to be on
the increase, far beyond the increase in motor
vehicle registrations. The more serious accidents
—and the greatest number—occur on straight
and improved roads. Tn California, which has
2,062,143 motor vehicles of her own and innumer-
able visiting machines, there were 26,921 acci-
dents last year, 2,244 of which were fatal. And,



















BUT if you must convince your-
self, try some ordinary tobacco
in an old pipe. Note result in chalk
on the bottom of your left shoe.

. Then try some ordinary tobacco
in your favorite pipe. Note on other
shoe. Finally, try some Sir Walter
Raleigh smcking tobacco in any good
pipe. You won'’t have to note it any-
where, for you'll notice with the very
first puff how much cooler and milder
it is. It stays so, right down to the
last puff in the bowl—rich, mellow
and fragrant. Your regular tobacco-
nist has Sir Walter, of course. Try a
tin—today.

I1T'S 15¢—and milder
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The Gentleman Adjuster

(Continued from page 53)

could have got them out clean when you got
out yourself. But you didn’t. You kept them
in—let the market fall on top of themi—and
actually made a further profit out of them for
your own dirty pocket. I’m not going to waste
time telling you what I think of you. I said at
the outset that I'd come for advice. That's
finished. Vou’ve had your chance and turned
it down. You know quite well where I’ve been
for the past five weeks and you suspect what
T’ve got—TI tried to hint it to you so that we
could arrange this in a way that would be
agreeable to a super-civilized crook like you, but
you wouldn’t -have it. You've asked for the
works, and now you’re going to get them.”

Quintus’s vehemence came to an end. Al-
most wearily he took himself off the edge of the
table and across the room to where he had laid
the brief-case. From the brief-case he drew
a large, blue-tinted linen envelope fastened with
a broad rubber band. This he tossed, almost
rudely, on Mason’s desk, and then came over
and sat down by me. :

“That" envelope,” he began in a curt tone,
‘“contains seventy-two letters which I have
selected from the voluminous and somewhat
indiscreet correspondence which has passed
between you and Miss de Milo in the past four-
teen months; also several photographs and sun-
dry rent receipts for your apartment on West
End Avenue. The envelope contains the origi-
nals of all and any evidencé in my possession
connecting you with this person. You will
receive this, together with my pledge of silence,

‘when you have hought the Boyden stock at the

price I have named.”

I COULD not but admire Mason. I had no use

for the man or any of his works, but he was
certainly a thoroughbred of his type. Except
for the telltale flush of anger, his manner re-
mained composed. He must have known that
he was beaten. But he meant to take defeat
with the same nonchalance which attended his
customary victories. It was a pretty battle
between two very high-grade men—between
the crook within the law and the crusader with-
out the law.

Mason picked up the envelope, glanced at the
contents almost negligently, and laid it gently
on the desk.

“Is it possible, Mr. Lunt,” he asked with
smooth irony, ‘‘that you are trying to black-
mail me?”

“I'm not trying to blackmail you—I'm going
to blackmail you.”

Mason frowned. “The best way to stop a
“t:lllackmai]eristocallthepolice. What if I do

ate”’

“‘Same result, Mason. If you turn me over
to the police, the story of your liaison with the
de Milo woman will come out anyway. I’ve
arranged for that. Every step you take toward
ha.vin,g me prosecuted will make a worse fool of
you.’

“And what if I simply destroy this packet
that you have so trustingly handed me?” He
saw Quintus’s slow smile in time. “Oh I really
beg your pardon Mr. Lunt—of course you have
photostatic copies.”

Quintus howed—*Which of course go to you
with the originals.”

Mason considered a moment. ““This matter
is new to me Mr. Lunt. May I have until
morning to think it over?”

“No,” replied Quintus. “I must ask you to
decide now.”

It was Mason’s turn to leave his chair. He
walked slowly to the window and stood with
his back to us for the space of perhaps three

minutes. I could not but wonder at what was
passing in this man’s mind. Was he balancing
the certain loss of his dearly hought social prog-

_ Tess against the passing ignominy of being

beaten by this goodlooking young whipper-
snapper? Was it added bitterness to realize
that the whipper-snapper was born to the purple
of all that he, Hermann Meiersohn, had been
forced to slave and smile and cringe for? All
this perhaps, and more. And then, to his aid
and to the aid of his decision, came the endur-
ance under punishment of his great and patient
race.

Mason turned. His face bore an amused look
of detached and cynical tolerance, as though he
had just listened to a scandalous story about
some dead statesman of long ago. His imper-
sonality was amazing.

“Well Mr. Lunt,” he began, “they often say
we so-called big business men are many-sided.
I used to think I was. But perhaps after all
we are only two-sided: money and women; and
one or the other usually gets us in trouble. As
I said before, you have had time to perfect your
attack in this affair, and I must credit you with
having provided against any improvised defense
on my part. You are wise not to give me until
to-morrow, for by then I should certainly beat
you. And now,” he finished coolly, I am ready
to sign on the dotted line, as they say, if you
will be good enough to show me where it is.”

Quintus again bowed gravely. “The envelope
on your desk contains a letter from Mrs. Boyden
offering you the stock at the issue price. It also
contains a letter from you to her accepting her
offer and stating that you enclose a cheque.
Your letter, I may add, is written on your firm
letter-head.” Quintus did not even have the
grace to smile.

Mason lifted a deprecatory eyebrow; he was
already reading the letter and reaching for a pen.

“And now,” went on Quintus, “if you will
give me a cheque to the order of Mildrgd Boydeg
for $289,500, I think everything will be in order.

“Certainly,” said Mason, “I have already
sent out.” And with the words, though I had
seen him press no button, a stenographer ap-
peared from a panel between the bookcase.
She was uniformed like a self-effacing lady’s
maid.

“Miss Kappenburg, will you make a cheque
to the order of Mildred Boyden for $289,500—
is that correct Mr. Lunt?—and bring it back at
once. Charge it to my BX trading account,
please.” The woman slid out noiselessly. N

“And now Mr. Lunt, how about the stock?

“Oh, I almost forgot.” Quintus pulled an-
other envelope from his pocket. ‘Thirty
certificates for one hundred shares each, all in
street names for delivery.” Mason glanced at
them.

“Excellent—all in good order. Will you
trust me to mail the cheque, and—er—I almost
forgot—do you want it certified?”’ .

“Quite unnecessary, thank you. But if you
don’t mind, I should like to post the letter my-
self—that is about all the fun I shall get out
of this.”

The cheque had come back and we were
moving toward the door. To the last, Mason
maintained his quizzical composure.

“We shall meet again I think, Mr. Lunt. I
have not quite decided yet whether to ruin you
or take you into this firm.” .

“God forbid that it should be the last,” said
Quintus with some earnestness. .

“And when we do meet, I hope you will leave
that infernal cigarette holder at home.”

Then these two singular men, as il by common
impulse, laughed unaffectedlv and shook hands.

A Plea for Bad Golf

(Continued from page 27)

say something funny. As he explores the mys-
teries, parts the veil and gradually improves
his game, a complete change in his mental and
physical metabolism occurs. He grows pess-
imistic and apprehensive. He develops tem-
perament and gets so jumpy that he can’t put
if an ant stirs. He may, and probably will, re-
main a duffer—few graduate from that class—

but his peace of mind is gone forever. The
worst has happened. Thereafter he will be no
stranger to torment of soul and bitterness of
spirit.

I feel sincercly sorry for Bobby Jones. A
pitiful case indeed, for he is a fine, genial, open-
faced young man and everybody wants him to
be happy. But he grabbed the four major
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The Cruelest Business in the World

(Continued from page 57)

individual with an oblong package under his arm
enter the barber shop. Even then the agent
did not hurry. He did not approach the barber
shop until the swart-faced man was leaving.
The agent had time to observe that this man
wore a lavender silk shirt, hideously unbecoming
to one of such intense brunette coloring; and
that his fat fingers were weighted with diamond
rings. The thing that really interested the
agent, however, was a piece of brown paper that
this man was crumpling in his hands. It was the
paper in which the bait money had been wrapped.
That was when the agent thrust against the fat
belly in front of him the black muzzle of his
automatic.

The marked money was in the man’s pockets.
All of it, that is, except $50 that was found in
the cash register of the barber. Both of them
were sent to prison.

Previously it was stated that some addicts are
criminals because of their addiction. The ex-
planation of this is as simple as the fall from grace
of any trusted person who embezzles. It is
temptation, and the temptation of the drug
addict is to be measured by the craving of an
appetite that is the most expensive to satisfy
of any that may be generated in the body of a
human being.

FAN CY the situation of an otherwise decent

addict who is capable of earning $400r$s0a
week when his appetite for drugs increases
beyond his earning capacity. He must eat, he
must have shelter and he must have drugs. If he
has a family, a wife and little children he is in
what the underworld calls ‘‘a tough spot.” If
the addict should be a woman, the situation is
even more desperate.

It was one of these women who stole from a
New York doctor’s office not long ago a pad of
his prescription blanks. The first the doctor
learned of it was when a couple of agents of the
Government called on him and began to ask
questions about the number of prescriptions he
was writing that called for morphine.

“I have a record of every one I've written,” he
said.

‘““Have you a record of these?” asked one of
the agents and laid before him a fistful of pre-
scriptions that they had collected from neigh-
borhood drug stores. The prescriptions were
written on typical pads that bore his name at the
top. ‘‘But that’s not my signature,” pro-
tested the physician and quickly demonstrated
that it was not. Even so the matter was a
challenge to his integrity and he determined to
clear himself of any imputation of irregularity.
The Government men had obtained from the
druggists who had filled the prescriptions a
description of the woman. She had a cast in one
eye, red hair and a faint, threadlike scar across
her cheek.

“I know that woman,” acknowledged the
physician. “She came to me as a patient, but
when I discovered that she was an addict and
merely wanted to use me as a source of drug
supply, I declined to treat her.”” -

That woman was found by the Government
investigators and confessed that she had stolen
a pad of the physician’s prescription blanks,
forged the doctor’s name and had then pre-
sented them at drug stores at times when she
was sure the doctor could not be reached at his
office by any pharmacist who might be suspi-
cious of the presumable patient.

This sort of thing is not uncommon, Most
physicians have some experiences of a kindred
sort.

But what happens to druggists is even more
disturbing. )

Only a few months ago two men strode into a
drug store in the Bronx late one evening and
forced the proprietor at the point of a pistol to
surrender his stock of morphine, about six
ounces. Word of this crime was telephoned to
the police and in a short space of time many
patrolmen were on watch for the thieves.

Patrolman Dillon saw two men hurrying along
in the shadows of his beat who seemed to
answer to the description of the two hold-up
men. He called out to them to stop. They did
stop, too, but began to shoot at him. The officer
fired back and then as other policemen came
running into the street the two men darted into

the corridor of an apartment house. They must
ha_.ve made their way through the back yard,
climbed a fence and passed through another
apartment house for presently they reappeared
just as a sjuad of police with drawn guns
turned the corner. In the gun fight that followed
Patrolman Stephen Lawless fell, badly wounded.
Both fugitives were brought down by bullets
from other police revolvers. In the pockets of
each the searching fingers of bluecoats found the
morphine for which they had staked their lives.

Some idea of the cunning constantly exercised
by addicts and those who supply them may be
gathered from considering the tricks employed
to smuggle drugs into prisons,

What could appear more innocuous than a
newspaper carried as a gift to a prison inmate?
Yet prison officials have learned the necessity
of scanning each page of such a paper before
allowing it to be handed within the walls,
Sometimes when they hold the pages between
their eyes and the light they detect a place that
is darkly shadowed. Investigation there some-
times reveals the existence of a pocket for drug
powder formed by neatly pasting over a section
of one of the pages a duplicate section of that
page taken from another paper of the same
edition. Similar pockets are sometimes found
beneath the edges of a postage stamp. The very
paper on which letters to prison inmates are
written is sometimes discovered to be impreg-
nated with heroin or morphine. The trick is to
saturate the paperin a solution of morphine; then
smooth it with a hot iron. The prisoner ‘cooks”
this paper in a cup of water. The fluid is then
injected by whatever crude instruments he can
improvise, perhaps a pin and an eye-dropper.

Visitors to prisons are sometimes horrified to
discover that heavy screens separate inmates
from those who come to see them. There is such
a screen in the Tombs, yet a prisoner there was
getting dope—somehow. When his wife came
to see him it was noticed that she was invariably
knitting. The couple were watched, and he was
seen to be drawing through the screen yards and
yards of woolen yarn. The yarn was im-
pregnated with dope.

Bibles have been hollowed out in order to
provide a cache for this substance that can be so
merciful in the relief of pain and so hideous in its
uncontrolled use. Cigarettes, cigars, bananas
and a long list of other innocent-appearing
articles have been employed as secret con-
tainers. B

Wardens of such institutions learn to be sus-
picious of everything. The cameo brooch on the
woman pickpocket being held for trial is prob-
ably hinged. The newly arrested safe-blower,
to explain why he is reluctant to surrender a tie-
pin along with his other possessions, may tell a

, tearful story of a dying mother’s gift. But

jailers know that very likely in a prosperous
period of freedom he has had some lapidary
contrive for that tie-pin an invisible screw top.
Some drug addicts who live in the constant
fear of arrest walk about on heels that have
been hollowed to provide a hiding-place for
drugs.

There is a double protection for the addict-
criminal in these secret hoards. It must be
understood that one of the surest ways known to
the police of extortiqg a cqnfession from an addict
prisoner is to deprive him of his narcotic. By
doing so they subject the prisoner to a torture
more terrible by far than if they beat him with
clubs. He may withstand that torture for a day
or for two days but with the lapse of each hour
his agony becomes more intense. Inevitably
there comes a time when he is disposed to betray
himself, to betray his comrades, if only his cap-
tors will keep their bargain—a ‘‘shot” of mor-
phine in exchange for a confession.

One of the big problems of the warden of any
State’s prison is that of keeping his institution
relatively free of the traffic in narcotic drugs.
There where one might suppose the task would
be easiest it is most difficult. When it is realized
that an underpaid keeper can get from a frantic,

pain-racked convict-addict as much as a dollar "

a grain for heroin or morphine it hecomes more
easy to understand what a gigantic task con-
fronts the Government in its struggle to keep this
contraband from crossing its thousands of miles
of frontier.
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One Hundred Halid-Picked Christmas Books

(Continued from page 50)

Short holidays in Europe and America—for each
month in the year—and almost everything that
~ you need know about them.

High Tartary
By Owen Lattimore. (Little, Brown & Co.,
Boston, Mass. $3.50.)
TWO young Americans treat themselves to a

most unhackneyed and adventurous honey-

moon in—of all places—the remotest corners of
Asia.

Bring ’Em Back Alive

By Frank Buck and Edward Anthony. (Simon
& Schuster, New York. $3.30.)
JOIN the daring lads who catch wild animals

for zoos and circuses—and see the world!
The authors of this incredible tale, engaging in
one of the most hazardous of trades, have piled
up miles of unique travel facts, and hordes of
utterly exciting adventures.

Tundra

By The Edingtons. (The Century Co., New
York. $2.50.)
¢ BER ” HANSEN, former U. S. Deputy

Marshal for Alaska, told his breath-taking
story to the Edingtons—who have done nobly
byit. ‘When he was a mere boy, Hansen walked
470 miles in the dead of winter looking for a job.
He has traveled over sixty thousand miles by
dog-team over the snow, tracking criminals and
saving lives. A bully book.

Hula Moons

By Don Blanding. (Dodd, Mead & Co. $3.00.)

SPRIGHTLY, personal and inside information
about that little island of ours called Hawaii.

A Tourist in Spite of Himself
By A. Edward Newton. (Little, Brown & Co.
Boston, Mass. $3.30.)

TRAVEL book by a famous book-collector,
filled with amusing situations. Gluyas Wil-

liams “obliges” with some of his inimitable
illustrations.

Homes of the Cavaliers

By Katherine Scarborough. (The Macmillan
Co., New York. $5.00.)

PICTURESQUE and historic Maryland—and
3 some of the glamorous characters of a past
ay.

Realism in Romantic Japan

By Miriam Beard. (The Macmillan Co., New
York. $5.00.)
IN A delightful and enthralling manner, the

author gives us a valuable interpretation of
an always alluring land.

Seeing France
By E. M. Newman. (Funk & Wagnalls, New
York. $5.00.)

ANOTHER volume for your collection of New-

. man Travel Talks in book form. As usual,
this one is illustrated with photographs taken
by the author in his interesting pokings-around.

Enchanted Brittany

By Amy Oakley. (The Cent .
York. $4.00.) » ! entury. Co,, New

A Little Laughter
He Done Her W rong
By Milt Gross. (Doubleday, Doran Co., New
York. $2.00.)
THIS scream of a book (with its subtle under-
lying philosophies), by the author of ** Nize
Baby,” will help make it a Merry Christmas
indeed.
The Treasurer’s Report

And Other Aspects of Community Singing.
By Robert Benchley.(Harper & Brothers, New
York. $2.00.)

“ BOB" BENCHLEY'’S classic skits—famous

in the talkies, on the stage, at innumerable
business dinners and club entertainments—now
appears in print. Here is one of the most civil-
ized of humorists at the top of his form.

Denny and the Dumb Cluck

By J. P. McEvwy. (Simon & Schuster, New
York. $r.00.)
THE author of “Show Girl” builds up a heart-
throb out of the making and selling of Merry
Christmas, Jewish New Year and Greeting
Cards in general. The style is pure Times

Square.

Uncle Hosie

The Yankee Salesman. By Phillips H. Lord,
(Simon & Schuster, New York. $r1.50.)

MR. LORD, the creator of Seth Parker, who
cheers our radio evenings with Down East
wisdom and humor, dedicates this tale of a
Maine trader “To All Salesmen Who Sell Some-
thing Nobody Wants.” Uncle Hosie always
manages to do a slick bit of business..

Laugh With Leacock

An Anthology of the Best Works of Stephen
Leacock. (Dodd, Mead & Co., New York.
$2.50.)

SKETCHES—essays—yarns, and so on and

so on, from one deep chuckle to another. A
gentleman jester.

Books for Self-Progress

The Conquest of Happiness

By Bertrand Russell. (Horace Liveright, New
York. $3.00.)
PR.—\CTICAL suggestions about the problems
and the adjustments of our lives and those
of our children. A wealth of sage, stimulating
advice by one who appears to have discovered
the roots of that elusive state of heart and soul
called happiness.

The Marks of an Educated Man

By Albert Edward Wiggam. (Bobbs-Merrill,

Indianapolis, Ind. $3.oos

QUESTIONS, apparently astounding yet con-
fronting every man, are here propounded

and answered. A vast and fascinating field of

self-education is suggested.

The Enlargement of Personality

By J. II. Denison. (Charles Scribner’s Sons,
New York. $3.00.)

HOW we may change ourselves in order to

become the sort of person we desire to be.
Books of this type often fail of their ultimate
mission, but invariably there is some help that
we may pluck from their pages. This one offers a
great deal.

The Psychology of Achievement

By Waller B. Pitkin. (Simon & Schuster,
New York. $3.30.)

A helpful study without foolish optimism.

Animal Tales
Bong’kwe

By Waynant Davis Hubbard. (Doubleday,
Doran & Co., New York, $2.75.)

ALTHOUGH this is the story of one particu-

lar African buffalo—his life on the veld,
the adventure or the menace which lurks for
him in every bush and hollow, and his final
defeat at the hand of a native hunter—there
passes through these pages all the wild life of
the African uplands.

Familiar as we are with the fascination of
Mr. Hubbard’s studies of wild animals (you
will remember his articles which have appeared
from time to time in this magazine), we were un-
prepared for the sweeping effect of this book,
which may well claim to be one of the best
animal stories published in years. It is woven of
first-hand knowledge, Mr.” Hubbard being ex-

The Elks Magazine

plorer, hunter and scientist. He possesses, be-
sides, a unique insight into animal ways and
motives, and a fresh literary style. What pic-
tures of jungle life and death—of motionless
lions watching natives moving around in the
light of the night-fires—of zebras pushing blue
and gold water-lilies aside to drink at a water
hole! Told through the words of Shamanyati,
the black “tracker,” the tale achieves a sense
of verisimilitude. The facts are never presented
didactically, but are brought forward with
simple surprise as though the author himself
were enchanted to meet such strange secrets on
his travels. Recommended to young and old
readers.

Rags

By Jack Rohan. (Harper & Brothers, New

York. $2.00.)

RAGS was a dog. He went overseas with the
1st Division, aided the wounded, bit—so to

speak—his German, got a wound stripe, wore 2

steel helmet, and is now made the protagonist of

a spontaneous and attractive little story.

Jack the Scot

By Alice Grant Rosman. (Minton, Balch & Co.
New York. $2.50.)

HE pleasant novelist who gave us that

sprightly tale “The Young and Secret”
(reviewed here in the summer), creates a lovable
dog character in her terrier hero.

John Held, Jr.’s Dog Stories

lustrated by the author. (The Vanguard
Press, New York. $3.50.)

Grand yarns for all who love dogs.

Dog Days
By Stewart Edward 'White.
Doran Co., New York. $2.30.)

THE autobiography of a man and his most
faithful of friends.

A Man and His Dog

By Thomas Mann. (Alfred A. Knopf, New
York. $2.50.)
ONE of the greatest of living German
novelists writes the story of his friendship
with his dog. Very fine.

(Doubleday,

Detective Stories
The Yellow Mistletoe

By Waller S. Masterman. (E. P. Dutton &
Co., New York. $2.00).
MYSTERY starts in a sweet, quiet parsonage
and trails its desperate and thrilling shadow
to the far corners of the Old World. Thisis a
Dutton Clue Book which means that you have
with this volume an opportunity of doing a
little detective work yourself, and of winning a
prize.

The Crime in the Dutch Garden

By Ilerbert Adams. (Lippincott’s, Philadel-
phia, Pa. $2.00).
THE arbitrary aunt of some lovely nieces is
‘“bumped off”” by a statue neatly falling
upon her stubborn head. But that, of course, is
just the beginning of a lot of trouble for everyone.
A pretty good mystery.

Murder in the Embassy

By Diplomal. (Cape & Smith, New York
$2.00.
FOR thirty-six hours the various characters in

Diplomat’s stirring yarn are locked up in
the Japanese Embassy in London while an effort
is being made to keep the news of the murder of
an important Oriental personage from leaking
out and causing international complications.
The hours tell on everyone connected, and mark
the time-boundaries of a startling and often
smartly written crime novel.

Strong Poison

By Dorothy .. Sayers. (Brewer & Warren,
New York. $2.00.)

(Continued on page 63)





















