





























































































































self. She called him back to her.

“That isn’t true, George,” she said,
“about taking time to dress—I’ve
been in love with Hob Elliot for
years. We were almost married once.
I have to see him alone for ... for
ten minutes. Will you wait for
me?”

It was quite dark in the hall but
she could see the look of pain in his
face. She knew the way he felt, the
lost and desolate sensation. But he
didn’t protest. “Yes,” he said. “Yes,
I’ll wait.”

The hall seemed miles long. At

first she could see George standing
there, waiting, and then she stepped
into the elevator and she couldn’t see
him anymore, and the elevator was
going down.
. Hob was at the bar when she came
in. She saw him standing there and
she almost turned back because this
moment was so important, and be-
cause she didn’t know what to do or
say. She came up a little breathless,
saying, “I see I'm not the only one
who had this idea. It was so crowded
in that room.”

“‘%hat wasn’t why you came down.”

0 ”

“Why did you?”

She sat up straight on the stool,
looking at him. “To find out some-
thing, Hob.”

_He fished some cigarettes out of
his pocket and put one in his mouth,
and sat there with an unlighted
match held in his fingers. Finally he
said, “Look, Cecily, you know it’s
always been you. . .. We were so
damned young, though. I had to

think about it. I wanted to be sure.”

She thought, “You could have an-
swered my letters anyway. That
wouldn’t have hurt anything.” And
then she put that thought aside, be-
cause she wanted so much to believe
him. Because, after all, this time it
was so important that she believe
him. And it could be true, she
thought. If I just think it’s true
hard enough I can believe it.

‘“Yes, Hob.” .

“I came back here today,” he said,
“because I hoped you’d be here.”

For a moment she believed him.
But only for a moment, because she
remembered his astonished embar-
rassment a little while ago. She
started to say something and he
lighted the match and she saw his
face smiling at her over the flare of
the light cupped in his palms, and
she thought suddenly, with some in-
explicable but secure knowledge,
“That’s a lie. You haven’t thought
about me five minutes in the last
year. And before that you never
really thought about me because it
would be impossible for you to think
about anybody but yourself.”

It was the first time, she realized,
that she had ever been completely
honest with herself as far as he was
concerned. Because she knew now
that in some deep part of her mind
she had always known what he was.
He was a gallery player, and he al-
ways had been. It wasn’t that he
wanted her, or ever had wanted her.
It was merely that he wanted some-
one to feed his vanity, and she had
served that purpose for a while. And
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when he did things he made them
look so good you were fooled into
thinking they were the real thing.

The realization of that, she sup-
posed, should make her feel sad; but
it didn’t. For just a moment, per-
haps, seeing a very young dream
gone, but after that the only feeling
she had was one of relief, like being
let out of a prison after two years,
like being free again. She wouldn’t
have to go on fooling herself any
longer. It was as George had said.
You outgrow so many things. And
she had wasted too much time al-
ready.

She felt Hob’s hand holding hers
under the bar. “Look,” he said, “get
rid of that gent you’re with and we’l]
have dinner together. I'll meet you
in half an hour at the side entrance
to the hotel.”

She suddenly felt very sorry for
him. He was so sure of himself.
And it wasn’t his fault. People had
made him that way, and he didn’t
see—he never would see—exactly the
sort of person he was. She got up
from the stool then. “Hob,” she said,
“I’ve just discovered something that
I've known for the past three or four
years. That’s funny, isn’t it? It’s
been so nice seeing you again.”

He yelled, “Cecily,” after her, but
she didn’t hear him. George would
be standing up in the hall, smoking
cigarettes, waiting for her. It took
so long sometimes, she thought, to
find out what you really wanted. She
stepped into the elevator, and said,
“Three,” and it seemed to her that
the trip up took a very long time.

The Pixie Business

drawings come in, a board of edi-
tors, in meeting assembled, renders
the final verdict.

Such editorial meetings go about
as follows, according to the ordinary
gag-cartoonist who has never seen
one:

The editor-in-chief, a man 93
years of age, calls the meeting to
order, passes the drawings around
and falls into a deep, dreamless
sleep. ,

Then the editors start in on draw-
ing No. 1. The women’s editor
thinks the woman in the drawing
looks silly, so they decide to have
the artist do it again, putting the
woman in the man’s place and vice
versa. This instruction is noted on
the drawing.

“He’s drawn the lamp all wrong,”
says the science and industry editor.

But they are listening to the fic-
tion editor, who is studying the
drawing thoughtfully. “That girl in
the background,” he says. “Would
she look like that? Would she? .
Think it over.”

They all ponder and agree she
wouldn’t and blue-pencil at least two

(Continued from page 17)

dozen more instructions on the draw-
ing.

“That lamp,” says the science and
industry editor loudly, “will make us
a laughing-stock in the electrical ap-
pliance trade. There is something
about it—" .

But they ignore him. The art edi-
tor has been examining the drawing
and he has decided that the composi-
tion thereof is obvious, not to say
gauche. And besides, he’s probably
got an idea for a gag of his own.

SO it goes. The lamp is about the
only thing they don’t change. By
the time the editor-in-chief has.ﬁn—
ished his nap, most of the drawings
are scheduled for revision and three
blue pencils have been worn to a nub.
The unlucky gag-cartoonists get
their work back and scurry home to
do it over. The most unlucky do it
over from two to six times before it
is finally rejected. .
One gag-cartoonist succeeds with-
out being able to draw or think up
gags. .
She is a pretty little brunette with
large, round eyes. She calls on a car-

toonist and looks at him with her
eyes and he gives her some of his
roughs. She takes these to an editor,
who softens likewise, and gives her
an OK.

Not being able to draw, the girl
appeals to a second cartoonist who
does the finished drawing from her
OK’d rough. Finally you see the car-
toon in print, over her name. It’s
quite a system.

Few gag-cartoonists have big, ap-
pealing eyes, but the good ones do
have their specialities.

Jay Irving draws gags about po-
licemen for Collier’s so effectively
that he has been made a member of
more than eighty police departments
all over the country. He has a col-
lection of police badges sent him by
the precinct stations to which he has
given original drawings. Some of
his policemen gags have even ap-
peared on the front cover of Collier’s.

Hal Sherman lies awake nights
thinking up gags, and then in-
variably, the next day, comes to the
supper table convinced it is lunch
time. He is a trial to his family. His
work frequently appears in Collier’s
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was filled to overflowing. The lodge’s
41st anniversary was celebrated that
night and the Old Timers were hon-
ored. The District Deputy was intro-
duced by P.E.R. F. F. Preston of his
own lodge, Douglas, No. 1286. Mr.
Preston is a Past President gf the
Georgia State Elks Association.
P.E.R Walter E. Lee, also a Past
State President, read a letter of con-
gratulation to Waycross Lodge from
the State Association. E.R. John B.
O’Neal, Jr., of Waycross Lodge, pre-
sided and conducted the ritualistic
ceremonies. He paid a fine verbal
tribute to Judge John M. Cox, one of
the old timers who was present.
Judge Cox is one of the few living
charter members and has served the
lodge faithfully for 41 years.

Waycross Elks formed a motor-
cade recently and visited Valdosta,
Ga., Lodge, No. 728. Mr. O’Neal and
other Waycross officers assisted in
the evening’s ceremonies. The lodge
room was crowded with members of
both lodges.

Banquet at Martinsburg, W..Va.,
Lodge on District Deputy Night

An elaborate banquet was held in
the lodge home for E. A. Zabeau of
Sistersville, D.D. for W. Va. North,
on the night of his official inspection
of Martinsburg, W. Va., Lodge, No.
778. A class of candidates was in-
itiated later, and the District Deputy
addressed the membership at some
length. He congratulated the lodge
upon its excellent showing during
the lodge year which closed last
March. In that period only four
members were dropped from the rolls
for non-payment of dues.

A fish fry, with Judge Charles E.
Miller of the Marion County Crim-
inal Court as chef, was served dur-
ing the social session which followed
the meeting.

Americanization School of Corning,
N. Y. Lodge in 13th Year

The Elks Americanization School,
sponsored by Corning, N. Y., Lodge,
No. 1071, is now in its 13th year.
The school was housed in the Corn-
ing Glass Works auditorium the first
three years of its existence. It was
moved to the Court House where ses-
sions were held for several years,
then to the lodge home for four
years. Last year it was held in the
State Armory, but again classes are
being conducted in the Corning Lodge
home. Two-hour courses of instruc-
tion are given on Monday and Tues-
day evenings.

The enrollment represents 10 na-
tionalities. Next Spring, at a session
of the Supreme Court, most of the
graduates will apply for U.S. Citizen-
ship papers. No graduate of the
school has ever failed to meet the
government knowledge requirements.

East Chicago, Ind., Lodge Engaged
in Constructive Civic Work

East Chicago, Ind., Lodge, No. 981,
has adopted a resolution condemning
the growth, use and possession of

marijuana. The resolution also urges
the enactment of stricter laws for
the purpose of wiping out the evil,
and heavier penalties for the impor-
tation and use of the weed. The
officers, headed by E.R. A. L. Zivich,
are intensely interested in the move-
ment, and the lodge has already aided
greatly in the drive launched some
time ago by Chief of Police Otto H.
Stumpf. The first move was the cut-
ting down of all the wild weed that
had been growing in one section of
the city. Gary Lodge No. 1152 was
the first in the State to take up the
work, which is now being sponsored
by several other Indiana lodges.

East Chicago Lodge is one of sev-
eral local organizations backing the
move to construct a central park and
athletic center within the city. It
is also interested in another civic
project—the re-routing of streets to
aid motorists in reaching their des-
tinations more quickly when a bridge
is closed or a street is being repaired.

Executive Committee, Ga. State Elks

Assn., Meets at Macon

One hundred highway welcome
signs were ordered for Georgia
lodges at the Fall meeting of the
Executive Committee of the Ga.
State Elks Assn. held in the lodge
rooms of Macon Lodge No. 230. Past
State Pres. John S. McClelland, of
Atlanta, a member of the Associa-
tion’s Civic and Safety Committee,
and Chairman of the Board of Grand
Trustees, originated the plan of
erecting the signs on all the main
highways leading into cities in which
there are lodges of the Order. Letter-
ing on the metal surfaces urges safe
driving, states that “Elks Drive
Safely”, that travel information may
be had at the lodge home, and that
all Elks are invited to visit the home
and get acquainted.

State Pres. Charles G. Bruce,
Atlanta, presided. The meeting was
attended by Past Pres.’s Bruce C.
Jones and Charles H. Smith, Macon,
John S. McClelland and J. Gordon
Hardy, Atlanta, and F. F. Preston,
Douglas, and by prominent Elks
from all over the State. D.D.’s
Dr. J. M. Thrash, Douglas, and Dr.
1. H. Etheridge, Atlanta, outlined
the Grand Exalted Ruler’s program.
State Vice-Pres.’s H. O. Hubert, Jr.,
Decatur, W. F. Crute, Macon, and
Bert Glisson, Valdosta, arranged for
district meetings in their territories.
These will be held before the next
meeting of the Executive Committee,
which will take place at Atlanta early
in February. At that time arrange-
ments will be made for the State
Ritualistic Contest.

The Executive Committee passed a
resolution to sponsor convalescent
homes in Georgia for crippled chil-
dren. After general adoption the
program was referred to the State
Welfare Committee. The meeting
was preceded by a called meeting of
the General Charity Committee of
which Dr. Theodore Toepel, Atlanta,
is Chairman. A recommendation was

made by this committee, which is
composed of three members from
each of the 18 Georgia lodges, that
the State Association establish and
maintain such homes in all of the
five districts—at Atlanta, Augusta,
Macon, Savannah and Columbus.

Delegate May Recover Camera Left
in Car at Binghamton, N. Y.

During the convention of the New
York State Elks Association at Bing-
hamton last Summer, a delegate who
rode back to the lodge home from the
clambake with a member of Bing-
hamton Lodge No. 852 left his camera
in the car. This member would like to
restore it to its owner. By communi-
cating with H. Pierce Weller, care
of the Binghamton Press, Bingham-
ton, N. Y., the owner may obtain his
camera.

Pottstown, Pa., Lodge Plans
Construction of Pools for Children

Pottstown, Pa., Lodge, No. 814,
has planned the construction of
splash pools for children to be lo-
cated in five sections of the Borough.
One site is already assured. At a re-
cent meeting it was announced that
the pools would be 18 feet in di-
ameter and one foot and a half deep,
that at least one and possibly two
would be ready for use next Sum-
mer, and that all five should be com-
pleted within the next two years.

The work will be carried out by the
Social and Community Welfare Com-
mittee. When finished the pools will
be turned over to the Borough Coun-
cil by the lodge.

D.D. R. J. Marcoux Visits Rockland,
Me., Lodge Officially

The 650th regular session of
Rockland, Me., Lodge, No. 1008, was
marked by the official visit of D.D.
Romain J. Marcoux. The meeting
was the largest in several years, and
was featured by the initiation of sev-
eral candidates and the fine talk giv-
en by the District Deputy. A chicken
supper was served at six-thirty,

Visiting Elks from Bath, Bangor
and Gardiner, Me., attended. Mr.
Marcoux was accompanied by a dele-
gation from his own lodge, Lewiston,
Me., No. 371.

Queens Borough, N. Y., Lodge
Honors Joe Benes, of Baseball Fame

Elks of Queens Borough, N. Y.,
Lodge, No. 878, and enough other
baseball fans to tax the capacity of
Queens Park, celebrated “Joe Benes
Day” on the last day of the Queens
baseball season. The Queens players
lost to the New York Firemen and
beat the New York Police, but the
games were only incidental to the
honors heaped upon the player-man-
ager of the Queens Club.

P.E.R. Matthew J. Merritt, P.D.D.,
Representative-at-Large; E.R. Wil-
liam P. Schmitt, and John J. Mur-
ray, Supervisor of the Borough, pre-
sented Mr. Benes with an interest-
ing envelope as the highlight of the
















