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The Elks Magazine

Office of the

Grand Exalted Ruler

Benevolent and Protective Order of Elks

,‘é E; of the United States of America ,E; ]f'

Official Circular Number One

September 7, 1931

Chicago, Ill.
To the Officers and Members of the

Benevolent and Protective Order of Elks:

My BROTHERS:

Firm in my conviction that the rank and file of Elkdom will arise to cope successfully with any

emergency—I now, in this, my first official communication, appeal to every Lodge of the Order to do its
full part to assist in alleviating conditions of distress.

A careful analysis of the membership should be made in every Lodge and Brotherly Love exemplified "
in its truest sense.

In fact, these times of economic stress present a challenge which our fraternity must accept.
To discharge our responsibility as a component part of American life, sacrificial service must be

rendered by the officers of the Subordinate Lodges. Time and energy must be given in large measure.
I am confident that the officers of our Lodges have a keen appreciation of the dignity and importance
of their positions and will find no task too hard in the

L r discharge of their duties. L
Our membership constitutes a tremendous potential force which will readily respond to enthusiastic
leadership.

It is a trite statement that the future growth and prosperity of this Order we love depends upon
the leadership in the individual Lodges, but the fact is so evident that I repeat the statement, that each
Exalted Ruler and his colleagues in office will more fully realize the importance of their positions.

We must and will report at our Grand Lodge Reunion at Birmingham, Alabama, that “all is well”

and that the Benevolent and Protective Order of Elks marches on with America to ever greater heights
of achievement.

National Memorial and Publication Commission

I prepared this Circular on Labor Day in the office of the Grand Exalted Ruler maintained by you
in the Memorial Building at Chicago. During the day there was a constant stream of visitors inspecting
this poem of brick and stone and marble erected as a memorial to the thousands of our members who have
so conclusively demonstrated their loyalty to country.

In this connection it is appropriate to record the completion of the work of the Elks National Me-
morial Headquarters Commission and to call attention to the final report submitted by the Commission
at Seattle. The successful culmination of the ambitious program launched at Los Angeles in 1921 for
the construction of the Memorial Building and the establishment of our national journal are matters of
pride to every Elk. The Grand Lodge by the adoption of a new Statute, Section 40C, provided for the
creation of a new Commission to be known as The National Memorial and Publication Commission and
authorized the appointment of said Commission by the Grand Exalted Ruler. Feeling that the Order
could ill afford to dispense with the services of the men who have given so lavishly of time and thought
to these projects, I have appointed the members of the old Commission as the personnel of the new.

Memorial Building Booklet
There is now available throu |

T S NOW 4 gh the Grand Secretary’s office a descriptive booklet of the Memorial
Building which vividly and artistically reproduces the outstanding art features of the Memorial and which
includes in its text the finest epitome of Elk history that I have ever read.

Seattle Reunion

pportunity of commenting upon the delightful Reunion held at Seattle. The
hington, the officers and members of the Lodges of that State, and particularly
eattle, No. 92, spared no effort to insure the comfort and enjoyment of their
ur experience in the Northwest will stimulate interest in our pilgrimage to Birmingham

I cannot let pass this o
citizens of the State of Was
those of the host Lodge, S
visitors. Surely o
next July.

George Washington Bi-Centennial Celebration

Acting upon the recommendation of the Goo

0 d of the Order Committee the Grand Lodge recommends
to the Subordinate Lodges enthusiastic ohserv.

ation of the 200th anniversary of ‘the birth of George
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Arthur S. Tompkins (Haverstraw, N. Y., No.
877), Supreme Court Chambers, Nyack, N. Y.

John S. McClelland, Atlanta, Ga., No. 78, 202
Court House.

Michael F. Shannon, Los Angeles, Cal., No. 99,
ro17-21 Citizens National Bank Bldg.
Committee on Judiciary—

Walter F. Meier, Chairman, Seattle, Wash., No.
92, 2307 Northern Life Tower.

E. Mark Sullivan (Brookline, Mass., No. 886),
Ames Building, Boston, Mass. .

Henry C. Warner, Dixon, Ill., No. 779.

John J. Lermen, San Francisco, Cal., No. 3,
Room 504, Balboa Bldg.

Daniel J. Kelly, Knoxville, Tenn., No. 160.
Committee on Credentials—

George J. Winslow, Chairman, Utica, N. Y.,

No. 33.

Richard M. Davies, Panama Canal Zone, No.

1414, Balboa Heights.

Frederick J. Wolfe, New Orleans, La., No. 30.

Frank E. Coughlin, South Bend, Ind., No. 235.

Richard A. Cantwell, Worcester, Mass., No. 243.
Good of the Order Committee—

Robert S. Barrett, Chairman, Alexandria, Va.,
No. 758, 404 Duke Street. .

Charles S. Hart (Mount Vernon, N. Y., No. 842),
50 E. 42nd St., New York, N. Y.

O. R. Dibblee, Salt Lake City, Utah, No. 8s.

Sam Stern, Fargo, N. D., No. 260.

Charles E. Broughton, Sheboygan, Wis., No, 290.
Auditing Committee—

William H. Albright, Chairman, Reading, Pa.,
No. 115.

M. E. Gouge, Sedalia, Mo., No. 125.
Harley M. Kilgore, Beckley, W. Va., No. 1452.
State Association Commitlee—

William T. Phillips, Chairman, New York, N. Y.,
No. 1, 108 West 43rd Street.

William Conklin, Englewood, N. J., No. 11 57.
W. C. Robertson, Minneapolis, Minn., No. 44.
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Ritualistic Commitiee—

David Sholtz, Chairman (Daytona, Fla., No.
1141), Daytona Beach, Fla.

O.L. Hayden, Alva, Okla., No. 1184.

Albert D. Pearce, Glendale, Cal., No. 1289.
W. W. Bridgers, El Paso, Texas, No. 187.
Clyde E. Jones, Ottumwa, Iowa, No. 347.

National Memorial and Publication Commission—

John K. Tener, Chairman (Charleroi, Pa., No.
494), Oliver Building, Pittsburgh, Pa.

Joseph T. Fanning, Secretary: Treasurer and
Executive Director (Indianapolis, Ind., No. 13),
5o East 42nd Street, New York, N. Y.

Rush L. Holland (Colorado Springs, Colo., No.
309), Metropolitan Bank Building, Washington,
D. C.

Fred Harper, Lynchburg, Va., No. 32I.

Bruce A. Campbell, East St. Louis, Ill., No. 664,
First National Bank Building.

Frank L. Rain, Fairbury, Neb., No. 1203.
William M. Abbott, San Francisco, Cal., No. 3,
58 Sutter Street. -

William W. Mountain (Flint, Mich., No. 222),

7:;19_ Hillcrest Arms, Madison Ave., Toledo,
io.

Elks National Foundation Trustees—

John F. Malley, Chairman (Springfield, Mass.,
No. 61), 15 State Street, Boston, Mass.
Raymond Benjamin, Vice-Chairman (Napa,
Cal,, No. 832), 416 Transportation Building,
Washington, D. C.

Murtay Hulbert, Secretary, New York, N. Y.,
No. 1, 551 Fifth Avenue.

James G. McFarland, Treasurer, Watertown,
S. D., No. 838.

Edward Rightor, New Orleans, La., No. 30,
1340 Canal Bank Building.

Charles H. Grakelow, Philadelphia, Pa., No. 2,
Cumberland Street at Broad.

Lawrence H. Rupp, Allentown, Pa., No. 130,
201 Allentown National Bank Building.

District Deputies

Alabama, North—(To be supplied).
Alabama, South—(To be supplied).
Alaska, Northeast—E. B. Collins, Fairbanks, No. 1551,
Alaska, Southeast—George Blanchard, Skagway, No. 431.
Arisona, Nortk—Charles A. Dutton, Kingman, No. 468.
Arizona, South—Shelton G. Dowell, Douglas, No.95s.
Arkansas, East—F. W. Duttlinger, Little Rock, No. 29.
Arkansas, Wesi—Victor A. Ghio, Texarkana, No. 390.
Califarnia, Bay—Albert S. Reedy, San Francisco, No. 3.
California, East Central—E. C. Niete, Visalia, No. 1298.
California, West Central—C. L. Snyder, San Jose, No. 522.
California, North—Fred H. Heiken, Marysville, No. 783.
California, South Central—C. P. Wright, San Pedro, No.
966.
California, South—E. B. Criddle, Riverside, No. 643.

Canal Zone-—Robert W. Glaw, Panama Canal Zone, No.
1414, Balboa Heights.

Colorado, Central—Chester B. Horn, Colorado Springs,
No. 309.

Colorado, North—Byron Albert, Fort @ollins, No. 804.

Colorado, South—M. P. Keating, Pueblo, No. go.

Colorado, West—Joseph Quinn, Grand Junction, No. 575.
Connecticut, East—Geo. H. Lewis, Tr., Putnam, No. 574.
Connecticut, West—Thomas A. Skelly, Norwalk, No. 709.
Florida, East—Leslie 1.. Anderson, Cocoa, No. 1532.
Florida, North—W. K. Collins, Tallahassee, No. 937.
Florida, West—M. O. Overstreet, Orlando, No. 1079.
Georgia, North—R. E. Lee Reynolds, Atlanta, No. 78.
Georgia, South—B. B, Heery, Savannah, No. 183.
Guam—C. G. Parker, Agana, No. 1281,

Hawaii—Paul 0. Smith, Honolulu, No. 616.

Idaho, North—William C. Rullman, Wallace, No. 331.
Idaho, South—P. G. Flack, Boise, No. 3I0.

Illinois, East Central—E. T, Wendel, Ottawa, No. 588.
Hllinois, Northeast—I. M. McQuillen, Elmhurst, No. 1531.
Illinois, Northwest—E. E. Fell, Rocktord, No. 64.

Iilinois, South—Miles S. Gilbert, Cairo, No. 651.
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might call this company money. I don’t know
who it does belong to; but I’ve been with them
two years; I’ve put my neck in a noose half a
dozen times. You see what I mean? You might
say I'm not entitled to this money. But I say
I’m entitled to my liberty. Anyhow, it’s as much
my money as anybody’s that you could put
your finger on. Emma came into the bank with
me and took the receipt. That’s what she came
for. My signature, but she to hold the receipt.
I'm telling you all about it, but when you get
back to the bank, all you will know is that I
came in and left some money and then I came
back and said I'd lost the receipt; but you knew
I was the same person that left the money and
you knew it was my signature. So you gave me
the envelope and it’s all straight and proper
at the bank. I’m not getting you in any trouble.
What you’ve heard down here is just something
in a dream that has nothing to do with the bank.
Is that right?”

‘“Perfectly right,” I assured her.

She looked at me deeply a moment and put
her elbows on the table to bring her face some-
what nearer. Shespoke lower. “You see, there’s
this parade or show or whatever it is in Tampa
to-morrow.”’

““Gasparilla,” T said.

“Yes; a good many people will go.
Arthur saw you in the bank. He's got you
identified, so he’s not suspicious of you. Could
you come to the house for me, to take me to
Tampa? I think they’d let me go with you.”

“Of course I can.”

. “But can we start very early? I've looked
it up. There’s a train north from Tampa at
five minutes to nine. Don’t you see? They’ll
think I've gone for all day with you. I'll tell
them not to expect me till evening. When it
comes eleven o’clock or midnight, it will be too
late for them to do anything before morning.
That will give me twenty-four hours’ start. I
must have that much.”

This was unexpected, but it could quite

easily be arranged. The time lock on the vault
teleased at eight o’clock. I could be at the house
for her at a quarter past eight..

“You'll bring the bonds,” she said, “and cal-
culate what I should pay you above the thirty-
one thousand.? I'll pay you that in Tampa.
can slip a comb ang tooth brush in my hand
bag.” She was calculating. “T think I'll risk
it on the train as far as Richmond. . . .. Maybe
1 won’t make it, but I'm going to try.”

“There’s a price,” I said. ‘T expect to hear
from you. Promise me.”

“Ves,” she said. “You’'ll hear from me. ...
in six months if I’'m alive. I promise it.” As
she looked at me her lovely eyes again shone
with tears. “If you don’t hear it will be because
I’'mdead. Youcan’'t know what this chance means
tome. . ... If you don’t hear, you can know
that I loved you for what you’ve done for me.”

Now,

Well, a couple of other tables had filled up
with bridge-players and glances came our way
every now and then. There wasn't much that
could be said or done adequately under the
circumstances. And she suddenly remembered
the time.

“Oh, I must go! I've stayed too long.”
There was a note of fright in her voice and she
arose. “A week ago I wouldn’t have cared so
much. But now—when getting away seems so
near—I couldn’t bear to have anything happen.”

She wouldn’t let me drive her home, though.
It would be better for them not to see too much
of me or suspect we were too friendly. She’'d
be ready and waiting at a quarter past eight in
the morning. So we parted.

And at five minutes to nine next morning,
when the north-bound train pulled out of
Tampa, we parted again. As she carried no
baggage, I had wrapped up the Liberty bonds
in a brown-paper parcel tied with a string. We
had to drive fast to catch the train and she had
barely time to buy a ticket to Jacksonville,
Hurrying aboard at the last minute, she turned
on the car platform to wave to me. Then the
train was gone, leaving me plenty to think
about. ’

AFTER the bank work was finished that after-
noon, I went with the chief of police and another
officer when they raided the neat, modest
stucco house far on the north side. There were
two big trunks; but they contained no opium—
only the paraphernalia for a well-known con-
fidénce game called wire-tapping. The pig iron
man and the squarefaced blonde woman
watched us in silent and questioning suspense.

“No dope there,” said the chief.

«“Well, I hardly thought there would be,”
said I.

Considerably annoyed, the chief frowned at
me and demanded, “What's this all about,
then?” The pig iron man and his companion
seemed to want to know, too.

So I told them the gist of this story that I
have been telling you, but with one important
addition:

You see, Annette had been in the bank before
I ever saw her, coming at half-past twelve when
I was out at lunch. Going over to a teller’s
window, she said she wanted to leave some
railroad tickets for safekeeping. The teller
handed her one of our envelopes. She put some
pieces of yellow paper in it, sealed it, signed her
name across it and handed it back. The teller
tore off the perforated tab for her. A few days

later she came to the wicket again, ﬁrmented the

tab and asked for the envelope. Her signature
on the tab corresponded with that on the en-

velope and as a matter of course the teller
handed it over. She carried it away with her
unopened. .
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At my desk and under my eyes she put
thirty-one thousand dollars in big bills into an
-exactly similar envelope and signed her name
across it. But she had the envelopes with. the
tickets in it under her coat. When I went to get
change for her five-hundred dollar bill, she put
the money envelope under her coat and laid the
ticket envelope on my desk. - They looked
exactly alike and I hadn’t the faintest shadow
of a suspicion.

Certainly I knew all the while, in the back of
my head, that she was telling me a strange tale.
Yet when I looked into her dark, liquid eyes it
sounded as convincing as scripture. If she had
only let the cards alone that afternoon at the
hotel! You see, while she talked to me her
fingers absently toyed with the cards, shuffling
them, stacking them up, shuffling them. Lovely
fingers, but very, very adept in handling cards.
The way she’d separate the deck and then riffle
it together again—scarcely touching the cards,
you know, yet they acted like trained seals
under her pretty fingers. I couldn’t help noticing
it; but the poor girl was so intent on getting her
story over to me and hypnotizing me with her
dark, liquid eyes, that probably she didn’t
realize what her hands were doing.

It stuck in my mind all evening and part of
the night. As soon as the vault unlocked next
morning I was going to hand over thirty-one
thousand dollars’ worth of Liberty bonds to a
lady that I really knew nothing about -except
what she told me—and that, on cool considera-
tion, wasn’t very reassuring. So the first thing
I did in the morning was to open her envelope.
It didn’t even contain railroad tickets, but only
three long strips of yellow paper that she had
cut out of a catalogue. Thinking how she had
strung me along, and how I had fell for it, made
me mad. So the package of Liberty bonds that
she carried aboard the train at Tampa really
contained thirty nice new circulars from our
bond department.

“Tt will be the regret of my life,” I concluded,
“that I couldn’t see her when she opened that
package.”

The chief of police and the other policeman
laughed heartily. So did I. But the pig iron
man and the square-faced woman failed to see
the joke.

«All right for you to laugh,” the man growled;
“but that thirty-one thousand in big bills was
my money. It was real money, too. She’s got
that if she did fall down trying to double it on
you.” He looked over at the woman. “We
suspected her, but we didn’t suspect her
enough.” And to us: “That opium stuff is all
the bunk. I’m just an honest wire-tapper and

so’s this lady. But Sorrowiul Sadie is a bad
egg. She told us . . ... Oh, well, what’s the
use? She'd double-cross her grandmother

and she can weep the shirt right off your
back.”

Rockets to the Moon

interesting Mr. Guggenheim, was his shot of
July 17, at Worcester, Mass. It came at the end
of a long series of experiments at his laboratory,
during which he sought to solve the troublesome
fuel question which still presents many knotty
problems. :

He constructed a rocket finally about nine
feet long, made of metal and loaded with liquid
fuels. The proving ground was at Camp Devens,
in open and rather wild country, and the ap-
paratus for launching the rocket was prepared
with care in a small hollow where surrounding
hills shielded the countryside from premature
explosions. The rocket was put in place at the
bottom of the forty-foot steel starting tower and
the fuels loaded into it. Standing in a sheltered
spot Goddard then pulled the lever which
ignited the charge.

What followed made the front pages of prac-
tically every newspaper in the country. The
rocket immediately leaped upward, the fire
shooting back from it with a roar that shook the
countryside.

The citizens of the locality were somewhat
unprepared for the tremendous spectacle, and
many were greatly alarmed. A police emergency
wagon and ambulances were sent out to the
scene, someone having reported that a blast had

(Continued from page 20)

occurred there. Persons who saw the rocket
streaking like a shooting star through the sky
reported the fall of a meteorite. An airplane
took off from Worcester to see if the disturbance
had been caused by another plane taking fire in
midair.

When reporters, police and pr
finally located the source of the sturbance and
gathered around the camp, they found no
meteorite, blast or burning airplane. There was
only a middle-aged scientist, partly bald, jubi-
lantly examining the shell of his rocket, which
had gone up successfully and de_scepded gently
on an automatic parachute, bringing back to
earth undamaged a barometer and camera which
he had sent as “pay load” to test the gentleness
of the rocket's acceleration. .

Despite the first newspaper reports, which de-
clared variously that a “moon man” had made
an unsuccessful attempt to shoot to Mars and
that his rocket had exploded, it soon became
known that Goddard had actually that day at
Worcester made the first successful ro_ckgt flight
in history with liquid fuels. If the significance
of this news was missed by most of the people
in this country, it was not overlooked by Colonel
Lindbergh, who soon afterward paid a quiet
visit to the scientist’s laboratory at Worcester.

rivate citizens

It was the famous flyer’s report on this event
that is believed to have influenced Guggenheim
to back Goddard’s present series of experiments.
Out of that unheralded visit to a laboratory in
Massachusetts may ultimately result something
even more breathtaking than the Lindbergh
flight from New York to Paris. Goddard is now
at work establishing a'new laboratory gt_Roswell,
New Mexico, where weather conditions are
somewhat better for rocket shooting than in
Massachusetts. There he intends to perfect his
rocket motor, and to shoot a series of rockets
higher and higher into the sky during the next
five years, culminating with a shot great enough
to send the projectile completely out of the
atmosphere. .

These numerous altitude attempts will have a
value almost immediately, because of the in-
formation they will yield concerning the upper
layers of the air. It'is widely believed by avia-
tors that the upper currents have much to do
with the cause of weather changes closer to the
ground.

Goddard’s rockets will carry barometers,
thermometers, cameras and other instruments
calculated to collect scientific data on each
trip. At the upper end of the flights a parachute

(Continued on page 42)
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(Continued from page 48)

Taylor Morrison presided at the meeting. Mayor
Thomas W. Koon, of Cumberland, after his ad-
dress of welcome, presented the key of the city
to the delegates. The invocation was pro-
nounced by Chaplain James W. Young, of the
Association, prior to the business session.
Several interesting and important reports were

iscussed at the next meeting on Tuesday morn-
ing. Among these were a report by Grand
Trustee A. Charles Stewart on the Elks National
Home in Bedford, Va.; and an address by Past
Exalted Ruler John D. Fitzgerald, of Washing-
ton Lodge, who spoke on the improvement of
ritualistic work. Past District Deputy Grand
Exalted Ruler Lawrence E. Enson, of Maryland,
addressed the delegates on the value of inter-
Lodge visitations. Election of the officers was
the next event on the program of the day’s
business session. At ten o’clock in the morning

contempt. He might despise a man; he
wouldngc have published his weakness to the
world, unless conscience demanded it. Doctor
Blayds’ conscience could do strange things; it
was whispering to him now that his outraged
sanctity should assert itself in a denunciation of
this bribe-giver. However, he decided at length
that he’d await developments and do nothing in
haste, ;

Now, Doctor Blayds was accurate enough in
some of his deductions. Doctor Stevens wasn’t
the sort who’d ever astound the medical fra-
ternity. His drinking, no doubt, was unfortu-
nate, or reprehensible, as you prgezgtofgttea;]segg

aying hush-money to anyone, Do
m}g’ wasn’t cap}::.ble of it. Hejd chanced to
meet Doctor Blayds; he had a high opinion of
im as a theoretical expert; he remembered his
ability at the medical school;'he really had seen
his name at the head of articles too technical
for Doctor Stevens to read. .

And Doctor Stevens recognized his own de-
ficiencies, or some of them, and was humble
about them. He had a big practice and neither
the time nor the taste for experiments or re-
search. Many a case puzzled him, and he was
willing to give his patients a break.

During the next two years Doctor Stevgns
summoned Doctor Blayds for consultation

- thirty-seven times. Doctor Blayds never got a

cent less than two hundred dollars; plenty and
plenty of times it was Doctor Stevens who was
paying the bill. He could afford it; he had many
wealthy patients, and if it happened to be a poor
man whose case baffled him, or bothered him,
he’d send for Doctor Blayds, without a second
thought, and pay his fee himself.

IT WAS prosperity for Doctor Blayds, who had
lived so flPugaBy for years. He even joined a
club, where he played a solemn, accurate, annoy-
ing game of bridge. He picked up a patient or
two, on his own time—not many. )
Stevens wanted him to go to ’New'York,
Doctor Blayds declined. He wasn’t anxious to
leave Philadelphia; it suited him better to be
summoned. He had moved to a better street,
and the waiting for patients wasn’t as dismal as
it used to be. He liked the little trips to New
York; he liked to be Doctor Blayds, the eminent
consultant from out of town. He preferred
diagnosis to practice, that was the truth. He
was an expert. . .
a'Iilso, )élia course, if he lived at some little
distance, there wouldn’t be so good an oppor-
tunity for anyone to sniff inquiringly at the ex-
tent of his private practice. Doctor Blayds no
doubt didn’t emphasize that reason, even to him-
self. He was, admittedly, a righteous man; he
was ever willing to give himself credit for the
best motives. As that heady moralist, Mr.
Norman Douglas, has remarked, it’s a harmless
form of self-delusion. ,
His attitude toward Doctor Stevens hadn’t
changed much. He was still contemptuous of
Stevens’ ability, though he was now ready to
admit that Stevens had a certain rough and
ready facility, a good manner with patients.
That’s what he thought it was, a good manner.
tnever occurred to him that Doctor Stevens was

of the last day the delegates met to install the
new officers. An elaborate program of entertain-
ment furnished much pleasure to the many Elks,
their wives and their friends attending the
convention. On Monday, after the close of the
first business session, a sightseeing tour provided
the visitors with an opportunity to motor
through the beautiful country in which the city
of Cumberland is situated. Boxing matches
were held later, at eight o’clock that evening.
The proceeds from them were donated to the
Association’s crippled children’s fund. The next
afternoon an old-fashioned picnic and frolic was
held at the Cumberland Fair Grounds. The
festivities reached a climax on the third and last
day of the convention. A thousand or more
Elks and their wives arrived in the city to aug-
ment the already tremendous crowds. Two
important events were featured on the program,
These were the banquet for the delegates and

Pill Rollers

(Continued from page 9)

as good as a blood transfusion to many a suf-
ferer; that his cheeriness, his actor’s affability,
his refusal o admit defeat, were truly profes-
sional qualities; that there was something akin
to hypnosis in his purring, thick voice, in his
great plump hands.

Blayds abhorred Steveng’ and
Doctor Stevens was drinking, still. Not often,
not nearly so often as Blayds suspected.

How could Blayds be expected to know any-
thing about 2 hulking, bestial man such as
Stevens. was? Blayds never looked at a well
man with any accur: ; moral prejudice and

drinking,

lack of sym athy made him blind, Stevens’
ethics were forced upon him by circumstances,
and rigid vi

ngid virtue was contrary to whatever hazy
conviciions he entertained. ~He was lawless, he
Wwas vigorous; he was a smooth liar, even for a
doctor. He might easily have been a barbarian
chief, a thug, agun-man. Heloved to play,and he
had tosteal hisplay time. He loved hischildren,
and for their sake, he shied away from ad.
venture. He was in a business that demanded
exactness, carefulness, accuracy, that strained
his ,Je€rves, as a watchmaker’s nerves are
strained, and . Stevens was no watchmaker
except by accident; his normal impulse was
to bang and tear, and smash through obstacles

ways.

Yet Doctor Stevens loved his business,
he hated it; success filled him with exultation
the death of a patient cast him down. It i

f was all
personal with Stevens; having abandoned the
idea of God, i

he believed in himself “instead.
There were things he couldn’t do, he knew
that; there were things he could do supremely
well, he and his ignorance and his huge
uncanny hands. Doctor means a learned man,
so they say; Stevens wasn’t that; he was a
healer. .

It may be pertinent to Dnotice, too, that Doctor
Stevens never forgot to hear his phone ring;
that if the patient heard the doctor was out, it
was apt to be true. Doctor Stevens had his own
consclence, such as it was; he declined no chal-
lenges, at any rate.

It’s hard to say whether Blayds ever realized
that he hated Stevens, Hatred wasn’t a noble
emotion; Blayds would have confes
fully to contempt. He still believed that Stevens
had tried to buy his silence concerning his drink-
ing; that Stevens, having discovered his skill,
had continued the partnership. He had no idea
that Stevens would say to himself, occasionally,
“Well, I guess I'll have Scissors in, give him g
look at this; won’t do any harm, he’d like to see
it anyhow.” He never knew how accurately
Stevens had diagnosed the case of Doctor
Blayds_, how he had guessed that Blayds’ prac-
tice didn’t amount to much, never would
amount to much. = He may have known that
Stevens respected him; he never guessed that
Stevens pitied him. That was well, for pity
would have been to Doctor Blayds the last im-
pertinence.

One afternoon, Blayds was sitting calmly in
his club, playing three no trump, not doubled,
in his usual irritating, competent style, when the
phone rang. There’ll be no phone in the
doctor’s heaven. “Doctor Blayds? On the
phone, Doctor Blayds.” The doctor looked up,
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the grand parade. The dinner, a pleasant and
informal affair held at the Queen City Hotel, was
attended by about one hundred delegates,.o'ﬁi-
cers of the Association and guests. Retiring
President Morrison, in the capacity of master of
ceremonies, introduced the speakers. Promptly,
as scheduled, the parade, in which thousands of
Flks marched, got under way at seven o’clock.
Stretching through many city blocks, the floats,
the bands and the fife and drum corps, each
leading a group of marchers, provided the
crowds lining the sidewalks with a thrilling
spectacle. For the best band, for having the
most men in line and for having the best-
decorated float in the parade, three prizes were
awarded to Hagerstown Lodge, No. 378. Frost-
burg Lodge won a prize for making the best
appearance; and Crisfield, Md., Lodge, No. 1044,
for coming the longest distance, received a
special prize.

frowning, played his hand out, and then took
the receiver.

New York was on the wire. Mr. Horace
Grafton was calling Doctor Blayds, to find out
where Doctor Stevens might be.

“I don’t know where he is,” said Bng‘-',’S- »

“He’s consulting with you, Doctor, isn’t h"e;};

layds thought, for a moment. “Oh, yes,” he
said.

It appeared that Mrs. Grafton needed DO‘Z
tor Stevens at once. Doctor Blayds—coul d
Doctor Blayds manage to come, too? They
never forget it. .

B]“I’ll call you in a few minutes,” said Doctor

ayds. .

€ hopped into a taxicab, and drove to
Kohlemaier’s Café.

THERE was Doctor Stevens, all right. Dru‘]};»
and more than drunk, and sodden, and stupid.
He scarcely looked up. » gaid

“Stevens—Mrs. Grafton wants you,” sai
Doctor Blayds.

Stevens stared at him.

“Her husband’s almost frantic.”

Still no word from Doctor Stevens.

“You’ve done it this time, all right, Stevens.
I was wondering how long you'd last. Ng“f
you're through, You sit here, in a drunken de
bauch, and leave your patient to die—

“What’s ’at?” said Stevens.

“Your patient, Mrs. Grafton.”

Stevens’ body jerked. “Who?”

“Mrs. Grafton,” » eaid
“Get cup coffee. Get cup coffee,” sai
Stevens, and made as if to rise.

Doctor Blayds went to the bar, and fetched
acup of black coffee. P

“Scissors—you—you help me—drink 1t. t

Blayds helped him. Stevens choked, and spat-

.‘Awright.  C'mon, Scissors. C’'mon. Five
minutes,n’en, c’mon. She’s a—nervous womai.
She’s a—tough case—Judas, I'm—D'm terr-
ble. Ooh! Get aeroplane. C’mon.’

“ aeroplane,” said Blayds, who’d as soon
have thought of traveling in a hearse.

“Yes. ~Aeroplane, Gotta get aeropla.l,leé
Gotta get there. Nervous woman. Lose ’a
cas‘eI, ;{ I’rllix not there.” body else.”

“I'll call them up, get someho y else.

. “Nol "NOI Me! "I'm only ohe. Only one
In world. Nervous—nervous woman. _ Yellow.
Nice girl, but’s yellow. Let me get in_there,
s all right. S'all right then, DIll kid her
along. Tl pull her through. You can’t;
nobody else can. Judas! I'm not myself.

“I notice that,” said Blayds, and sneered.

“C’'mon. Help me up. Help me up. T'll go.
Get—get straightened out. In—in aeroplane—

“You can’t go. Vou can’t possibly go. ’

“I'llgo. TN go. I got to go. Baby case.

*“Oh,” said Blayds slowly. .

“Yes. It'snot hertime. Baby case. Thassit,
see? Thass toughest case inna world. Get in
there sometimes, donna what to do. Say to
yourself, ’s a baby case. Can'’t lose this. N en,
by Judas, you get in, and scrap, and you DON’T
lose ’em. "No, by Judas. Come on. Help me
up. Get aeroplane.”

(Continued on page 52)



















































