














4 ' B The Elks Magazine

Office of the

Grand Exalted Ruler

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

Official Circular Number One

Elks National Memorial
Headquarters Building,

2750 Lake View Avenue,

To the Officers and Members %the Chicago, Ill., August 11, 1932
Benevolent and Protective Order of Elks:

MY BROTHERS:

There are many matters of importance requiring early attention by the officers, committees and members of our subordinate
Lodges, and I feel that they should be brought to your attention officially so that valuable time will not be lost.

In my speech of acceptance at Birmingham, published in full in the August number of THE Erks MacAzINE, I expressed to your
representatives my appreciation of the unanimous vote which placed me at the head of this great American fraternity. I now thank
you for this great honor and pledge you my faithful devotion to the discharge of the duties of the office of Grand Exalted Ruler. I
acknowledg: with gratitude the scores of congratulatory telegrams from Lodges and members pledging loyal support to me and my
associate officers. !

I face the year ahead with confidence. The morale of our membership is high. Elks are meeting the problems of the day intelli-
gently and courageously. There is no faltering in Elkdom because the going is hard. Everywhere Elks are spreading good cheer and
inspiring confidence in those who began to doubt the soundness of our beloved country and her institutions.

My Headquarters

I have established my executive offices in the beautiful rooms provided by you for the Grand Exalted Ruler in the south wing of
our world-famous National Memorial Headquarters Building. Here I have access to all the records in the office of our Grand Secre-
tary, and I am privileged to confer directly with him on all matters requiring special attention.

If you have not visited this Temple of Brotherly Love, I urge you to accept the first opportunity to enjoy the treat in store for
you. It isone of the art treasures of the world. The history of this magnificent Memorial and of the great service to mankind of our
beloved Order is available to you in the beautiful gold-embossed book which may be procured from the Grand Secretary. No Elk
should be without one in his home.

District Deputy Conferences

Instead of bringing all the District Deputies to Chicago after their appointment in September, I have divided our country into
fourteen sections and shall hold in each section a conference of the District Deputies and the Exalted Rulers and Secretaries of sub-
ordinate Lodges of the States included. By this plan I shall personally contact my assistants throughout the jurisdiction of Elkdom
by October fifteenth and get all our units organized for action early in the Lodge year. I urge every subordinate Lodge to send at
least one representative to the conference in its section. Compliance with this request will be the best evidence of your loyalty to
me and of your interest in our beloved Order.

Officers’ Manual

Every subordinate Lodge officer and committee has certain specific duties to perform. These duties are discussed in the Manual
for Officers and Committees of Subordinate Lodges, and many helpful suggestions are made. Every Exalted Ruler should call together
the officers and committee chairmen of his Lodge for a study and discussion of the suggestions made in this manual. Four copies were
supplied each Lodge last year. If these copies are available, use them; if not, the Grand Secretary will supply others on request.

Constitutional Amendments

Two important amendments to Article IIT of the Constitution will be submitted to the subordinate Lodges for their approval or
disapproval, in accordance with our Statutes. For a number of years the changes made in our fundamental law by these amendments
have been under consideration by your Grand Lodge officers, and this year, upon the recommendation of the Grand Exalted Ruler,
your representatives at the Grand Lodge Convention adopted them by unanimous vote.

Sections 1 and 4 of Article ITT are amended to make the Exalted Ruler of each subordinate Lodge its representative to the Grand
Lodge Convention. This will enable the Grand Exalted Ruler to meet the acting Exalted Rulers of the subordinate Lodges per-
sonally, immediately after his election, and to outline to them his program for the year. The advantages of this new arrangement are
obvious. The proponents of the change feel that each Exalted Ruler will go back to his Lodge inspired by his experience at the Grand
Lodge session and will communicate that inspiration to his Lodge. I feel that this change will be productive of great benefit to our Order.

_ The Exalted Ruler will not become a member of the Grand Lodge until he completes his term and all Past Exalted Rulers will con-
tinue to be members of the Grand Lodge. Where it has been the practice of a Lodge to send its retiring Exalted Ruler as its repre-
sentative to the Grand Lodge, and it is thought that the present Exalted Ruler should not be deprived of this privilege next year, the
Lodge may reclect him Exalted Ruler next March, or may elect him as the alternate delegate and send two representatives to Mil-
waukee. Where the latter plan is followed, if the Lodge is not able to bear the full expense of both representatives, the representatives
can agree batween themselves to divide the amount which the Lodge can appropriate for the purpose and bear the balance of the ex-
pense themselves. In true Elk spirit this problem will be solved by the several subordinate Lodges.










































































































September, 1932

bowl can only bring disaster—"” his aged grand-
mother’s words. She had long ago ascended
the dragon. Did she, from that dim, celestial
heaven in the upper air, look down and regret
the happiness that she had denied him?

The rice came down from his lips, untouched.
There was a sound! He turned quickly—the
door behind him was opening. He uttered a
cry—swiftly checked by a girl’s warning ges-
ture. Shower of Gold stood there. She was in
black jacket and trousers. Her delicate oval
face in its lacquered cap of hair, was strangely
white by contrast. Her dark eyes were
stretched unnaturally wide; and her voice
came in a gasping whisper as if she had been
running,

“Lord-One—?”’ she breathed, “I have been
followed! I thought to come secretly. But
the Dark One must have had me spied upon.
I desired to say farewell to you—"

He drew her inside the cramped, stuffy room,
and shut the door, turning the key in the lock.

“There can be no danger to you here,
Precious Flower. Below, there is a watch-
man—7""

She shook her head.

““There is no one!” she whispered.

HE STARED at her with contracted brows.
No one? Could it be that the Dark One’s
spidery web had been spun to entangle him?
That his death was of such importance to
Nigger Benito that the company watchman
had been bribed—or slain? He was without a
weapon. The small office contained nothing
that might be helpful to a beleaguered man
trying to protect the maiden of his heart. . . .

But his eyes revealed nothing of the fear
within him.

“Tell me,” he said gently.

Her small hands clasped and unclasped over
the blackness of her jacket.

“I—I am to be given to—Aim—in marriage!”
she whispered through scarcely moving lips.
¢It is the word of my honored father.”

Tsang Erh Chiu stood rigidly still, looking at
her. One part of his brain was swamped witha
roaring as of a devastating cataract. Another
part was listening to queer, stealthy creakings
that seemed to be ascending the dark, narrow
stairs. .

“That-—cannot be!” he said, very low.
“There is the Tong—"

Her hands spread out in a gesture of help-
lessness.

“So I said to my reverend father. And he
answered that the power of the Tong had been
crippled. That a new lawlessness had stolen
its power as a thief steals a sheath of swords.
He reminded me of Sung Li Yuen, who refused
the demands of the Dark One—he ascended the
dragon. Also, his wife was found horribly
mangled, and his man-child was flung into the
river. The Tong had never avenged Sung Li
Yuen. . . .”

The creeping noise was coming nearer. Tsang
Erh Chiu stiffened. The watchman would not
come in such a manner—

Shower of Gold heard it at the same instant.
She sucked in her breath. And one small,
doubled fist came up over her mouth to stifle
the sound of terror.

They stood tense, unbreathing—waiting.
Silence—terrible, malignant. And then—the
handle on the door turned very gently. Turned
back—balked by the lock—and again there
was a racking silence.

Tsang Erh Chiu cast a desperate look about
the small room that might so easily be a death
trap. There was only one window—it over-
looked the river. A sheer drop of forty feet.

Suddenly, from the hall geyond, a voice
brgke the unbearable stillness. A harsh, men-
acing voice—that they both knew—Nigger
Benito’s voice!

“Listen, you two in there—open up! We'll
shoot through the lock if you don’t—step lively,
we ain’t here for our health!”

Shower of Gold moved, in a sick nausea of
fear, to- Tsang Erh Chiu’s side. She huddled
against him like a stricken fawn begging for

protection. One arm went tightly around her,
His lips were grimly set. His brain was pound-
ing, pounding, searching for a way out. . . .

“Shoot if you like,” he answered boldly in
Enlxi;lis!},\, “it will bring the watchman, and the
police!”

There were sibilant whispers on the other
side of the door. How many men did Nigger
Benito have with him? How unequal would
the struggle be?

Then the voice laughed.

“Never mind the watchman, Chink—he
won’t make no trouble!”

“The police will}”

The window! That was their one hopel
Could Shower of Gold swim? He did not know.

But he could. It was a forlorn chance, but.

better than none—

“The cops ain’t around here so thick as all
that, Rat Eater. And by the time they get
here, there’ll be a dead Chinaman, who tried
to double cross me!”

Shower of Gold suddenly stirred. Her face
was terribly pale. But her eyes were lighted
with fierce determination.

‘“‘Listen to me!” she said quickly in English.
¢“You do not want this man—you want only—
me!”

“Jade Flower!” Tt was Tsang Erh Chiu’s
horrified whisper. He tried to put his hand
over her mouth. But she eluded him, stub-
bornly. Her voice lifted peremptorily.

“Y came here tonight of my own free will.
Not because Tsang Erh Chiu sent for me, or
knew I was coming. I came to tell him good-
bye; that I was to marry the man to whom my
father had promised me. . . .”

“Yeah?” the voice snarled. “Well, I told
you, cutie, to not go out, didn’t I, and not see
that bird again?”

“You did. And I disobeyed you. But not
any more. Give me your word that this man
will live, unhurt, and I will come out to you!
I will be an obedient, faithful wife for as long as
you desire me. That is a better bargain, Dark
One, than for you to find my dead body here,
stabbed through the heart with the knife
I brought with me, . . .”

Tsang Erh Chiu stared at her through a
numbing haze, She had no knife—it was pure
—what was the American word—bluff! Sav-
agely almost, he caught her cold, knotted hands
in

his,

“Golden Blossom! Am T a clod of earth
without sense of feeling to allow you to pur-
chase my miserable life at such a price? Do
not soil your lily lips by bargaining with those
breeders of filth. . Any word of theirs has no
honor. There is one way out—though it ma
lead through Death’s door.” He jerked his
head towards the half open window. She saw,
and understood. Fear was in her eyes. He
knew then that she could not swim . . . but
she nodded, wordlessly, and her lips smiled at
him,

TH'ERE were whispers again, outside the
door. The beginning of a sardonic laugh—
quickly smothered. Then Nigger Benito’s voice.
This time. more suave, more tempered.

“Well, O.K., cutie; you're the little package
I'm after, and the Chink can keep his yellow
skin. Open the door—quick now. I ain’tin any
mood to wait a long time. . . .”

Tsang Erh Chiu was at the window. He
tried to raise it noiselessly. But the sash
screeched in the stillness, And from the hall
came an oath, and a blood curdling flood of
invective.

“You damned Chink—” The door knob
rattled fiercely. “I’ll have the heart outa
you if you try any tricks . . . open this door!”

“Come!” Tsang Erh Chiu lifted the slight,
black-clad figure to the window sill. *Jump
far out—do not be afraid—and do not struggle
in the water . . . I will be there—”

A sharp, yet almost unheard sound stabbed
the silence, The antiquated lock on the door
fell apart with a rattling crash. The door
opened violently—Nigger Benito stood there,
a silenced pistol in his hand. And behind him,
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three men—evil of face, their eyes gleaming
like the eyes of wolves.

« Jump 1”

For one instant, Shower of Gold hesitated.
The water below was so far, and so black—
And in that instant the gun in Nigger Benito’s
hand lifted.

Tsang Erh Chiu ¢ried out hoarsely. With
one cat-like movement he snatched the bowl
of rice from the desk. His arm went upward
and outward in a lithe, sure aim. The burdened
bowl crashed straight into the convulsed,
ferocious face of the Dark One.

The man reeled backward—his face smeared
grotesquely with the hot clinging rice grains—
one diamonded hand clutching at his forehead
where a line of red leaped out.

- The other men sprang to catch him as he fell.

“Tumpl”

" This time she obeyed him. Like the dark of
a swallow her slender body sprang clear of the
window, and rocketed down into the oily,
sucking waters below.

In the room there was turmoil. Silence was
forgotten. Shouts and curses . . . two guns
spat fire—a bullet tore through Tsang Erh’s
shoulder as he leaped from the window.

The pain was like a jagged thrust of fire,
Then the icy water engulfed him; he came to
the surface, gasping for breath, and struck
out with long, furious strokes that would not
be enfeebled in that moment of dire necessity.

A white face, and two thrashing arms, guided
him to Shower of Gold’s side. Her eyes were
glazed with panic. But she did not attempt to
clutch at him as he came under her, and sup-
ported her body on one shoulder,

The river was dotted with moving lights and
sounds— from above them came the dim glow
of electric bulbs that flung down distorted
reflections into the oiliness of the sluggish river.

The tar-smelling piles of the dock were like .

gaunt tree trunks in a forest of watery darkness
« » - how far was the shore? Could he accom-
plish it, burdened thus, and with a flesh wound
that must be gushing -blood?

'

HE HEARD Shower of Gold cry out for help. -

Her desperate voice came again and again.
He had no breath for shouting. He was swim-
ming grimly, with every ounce of strength left
in him . .. conscious that his strokes were

feebler . . . that his feet seemed to be

weighted with leaden shoes. . . .
Then he heard, through the roaring that was
making his brain dizzy and weak, the far-off

sound of a motor-launch. He saw, through the

blood-red mist that was clogging his senses, the
red and green lights of a boat. Suddenly, a
powerful search-light swept his eyes blind, and
a hissing of cleft waves bore down upon him.
The sound of the engine ceased—he heard au-
thoritative voices. Then the weight was lifted

from his body. He turned over, dreamily, °
- and his arms went out inertly. The water was

taking him down into its embrace . . . he
heard Shower of Gold’s agonized scream. And
then—he knew no more.

He drifted back to consciousness on a strange
tide of lassitude and pain. Lights whirled and
danced before his eyes—a clanging tumult of
voices assailed his ears. Nothing was clear—
he could not think. But out of the chaos came
one blessed realization . . . Shower of Gold was
near him! Dimly he could see her face,
tear-streaked, above his. Her hair was wet
and tight against her pallid cheeks—her hands
were on his face, caressing him . . . she was
intoning desperate pleading love words of the
Orient. . . .

A matter of fact voice boomed out from
farther away. “He'll be all right, young lady

... you can’t bump off a game customer
like him! The bullet just scratched him as it
went past—this must be his lucky night!”

He managed to smile, weakly, but reassur-
ingly, at the lovely, anxious face so close to his.
Then his eyes, focussing with difficulty, ‘pxcked
out the burly figures of men in blue uniforms,
with metal shields on their broad chests. He

(Continued on page 40)
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