




















and mournful than ever. I knew there was a lump in
my throat, too, but at least I had a distraction. Be-
cause now I was walking toward that tawny-eyed girl,
and it didn’t please me, the familiar way Cousin Fitzroy
stood there, gloves in one hand resting on his sword.

The girl had a small, beribboned hat box in one hand,
and I decided to act as if nothing had happened between
us. So I saluted, clicking my heels the way we’d been
taught to do at the Military Academy.

“I am instructed to escort you to Mr. Davis’ house,”
I said. “My name is Richard Carey. May I carry that
hat-box for you?”

I reached for it. Reached—and that was all, be-
cause, with flashing speed, she snatched it away, her
clenched fingers white as she gripped it. All the color
had whipped from her cheeks and her parted lips were
moist and red.

I was shocked. It was so odd the way she had done it.
Then.that accursed Fitzroy only added insult to injury.

“Dick,” he said in that arrogant way of his, “be a
good fellow and find a carriage, will you? I'll stay here
with Honora till you return.”

I REALLY did not expect it of him, but he insisted on
driving the carriage for us when I had found one with
no coachman. He may have wanted to show off, be-
cause he drove the horses at a hell-bent speed, turning
to look back and note the effect on the girl and talking
all the time. But it was worth it to me to be sitting
at her side. I had seen Cousin Fitzroy drunk before.

She was preoccupied, staring at the streets flashing
past, and, indeed, there was much to stare at. It made
my heart sick to see the packing-cases on the sidewalk,
gnd the _way every possible vehicle was being utilized
in the flight before the coming of the Yankees. What
people c_ouldnft take they were destroying. All the way
up Capitol Hill, on that wild, rocking ride, we saw the
noisy, crowded exodus.

“I'm glad of the chance to explain,” I told the girl,
but from the blank look in those striking eyes I could
see she l}adn’jc heard me. So I yelled it over the uproar,

I wasn’t being rude! It was my sword!” I tapped
the saber I held across my knee.

But'evgn thqn she couldn’t have heard me, because

she said impatiently, “Nonsense—it’s too late for that
now. All the fighting’s over.” She thought I was play-
ing tin soldier, too.
. So I relaxed, feeling rather helpless. And it didn’t
Improve matters to hear that drunken Fitz yelling, “The
blackguards! If I lay my hand on that Yankee agent—"
Colonel Trafford had asked him to be on the lookout,
too, then.

_He was lashing the horses like mad now, scattering
pickaninnies right and left. I was about to yell to
the fool when something changed my mind. It was at
the corner that the inside wheels grazed the curb, flung
the carriage around and just as abruptly threw that red-
haired girl into my arms. I grabbed her, and she clung
to me. I felt her body close and warm. She was not
frlgh!:ened, only annoyed again, and I knew then she
was like no girl I had ever held in my arms.

She was still against my side when the carriage
lurched to a halt before the President’s white-columned
house. She drew herself away slowly, and when I looked
at her left hand, I began to laugh at what it still held.

“That hat-box means a lot to you, doesn’t it?”

I don't know why, but she lost some of her assurance.
tS)]hekpaled a little as I handed her down to the carriage-

ock.

Fitz came around, tying the horses to the post. Then
he pulled off his hat and swept the plume low.

“Welcome,” he was booming it out. “What’s the
matter, Dick—can’t you carry the lady’s baggage!” He
reached over for it, but she snatched it back, as she had
from me.

A certain owlish wonder distorted his expression.
“Allow me,” he insisted.

There was nothing to do but step between them. I
told him, “You’re annoying Miss Rodney.”

He looked at me, and I could see his careless mouth
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twitch. “No,” he said. “You were the one annoying
her.” He repeated it with a certain clumsy astuteness.
“It was something about a hat-box.”

There was no further need to argue, because she
swept past up the broad steps; and I could see we were
both a couple of fools. I swung away, following her,
to bang the knocker. I didn’t look at her, because 1
didn’t want to fight with this sort of girl.

They were a long time answering the door, those
inside. I was a bit nettled when old Czsar’s cotton-ball
hair and white rolling eyeballs showed around the door.

“Let us in!” I snapped. “What’s the matter with you?
Can’t Mr. Davis leave his house for a few days without
the place going to ruin? When he comes back—"

The girl stood at my side, and her leopard’s eyes
looked at me as she said softly, “Oh, no—he won’t come
back. All that’s over.”

Then she walked in ahead of me, still clutching that
damned, beribboned box. Behind, I could hear Cousin
Fitz as he staggered up the steps.

“That damned Yank agent—1I’ll cut his heart out!”

We dined late and it was a devilish meal, with the
roar of the panic out there in the streets, and the flut-
tering candlelight falling over the ghostly, covered fur-
niture and the flushed face of Fitz staring at the girl.
Now and then, somewhere outside, sounded dull ex-
plosions, and I knew they were firing the powder maga-
zines. By midnight Richmond would be hell itself.

I wasn’t thinking of General Lee any more, or the
Army of Northern Virginia. But I was doing a lot of
thinking about the Yankee secret agent I was to look
out for, about the cipher I must give the unknown who
would come with that one word, ‘Stonewall’. And I
was thinking about the girl, Honora Rodney.

Fitz sat opposite her, slumped heavily into himself.
He had found more liquor somewhere, and he was
drunker than I'd ever seen him. He roused suddenly
and tried to get hold of himself. He said to the girl,
“Carey and I are looking for a damned Yankee spy.”
He hiccupped. “I will cut his heart out.”

The girl’s eyes met his scornfully. ‘You said that
before, sir.”

Fitz blinked, taken aback. His flush deepened. “I
forgot,” he said with inane dignity. “I forgot—you are
a Yankee.” But he checked himself quickly enough.
He was taken with the girl and didn’t mean to be offen-
sive, “Of course, you aren’t a damn’ Yank.” He picked
up his glass, lurched to his feet and stood swaying over
the table. “Drink a little toast. Y’don’t mind?”’ He
bellowed at me, “Drink up, Cousin Carey. Up, man!”

There was nothing for it but to stand.

He held his glass. “To our guest. To the one who has
won—won Cousin Fitz’'s heart. To Honora—to her
charms and”’—he added brilliantly—‘her arms!”

“Fitz!” I said between my teeth.

The flush on him was something bad and vicious now.
“And to her white neck—"

Then I threw my glass in his face.

HE wiped his sleeve across his eyes; there was a spot
of bright blood where the glass had cut his cheek. He
drew himself erect, very ludicrously, indeed. Then he
bowed low and perilously to the girl.

“Little joke—just a little”—he groped for a word—
“pleasantry. Offer—every apology.” Then he turned,
gave me a befuddled glare, murmured, “Damn you,
Cousin Carey,” and went reeling over to the staircase.
Once more he bowed toward the girl, then went lurch-
ing and stumbling up the stairs, clinging to the rail.

For a few minutes neither of us spoke. Czsar was
getting the broken glass up, and I stood and watched
him stupidly.

When he was gone I looked at the girl. She had not
returned to her seat, but stood in $he candlelight, cool,
undisturbed. She was not alarmed, but rather proud
in the way she held herself. And, as I stood there, she
put one hand, slim and white, on my arm.

“It was nothing,” I said lamely. “He was terribly
drunk. He didn’t really mean . R

But those tawny eyes were full on mine now, and she






































































































Dixon, Illinois, Lodge Presenis a
Candidate for Grand Exalted Ruler

Dixon, I, Lodge, No. 779, in regular session
on January 23, 1939, adopted the following Reso-
lution:

“It is hereby Resolved that Dixon Lodge NOf-
779 of the Benevolent and Protective Order o
Elks, present Henry C. Warner of Dixon, IHIPOIS{'_‘
for the office of Grand Exalted Ruler and dlrf}‘:e
its officers to arrange for his nomination a1:t -
75th session of the Grand Lodge to be held a the
Louis, Missouri, in July, 1939, and that bers
Exalted Ruler appoint a committee of membe
of the Lodge to effectuate this Res:,olutlon.l tion

With the unanimous adoption of the Resolu I: s'é
such committee was appointed, headed byCh air-
Exalted Ruler the Hon. John P. Devine as Cha v
man and the Exalted Ruler, Mayor William V.
Slothower, Vice-Chairman. . Dixon

Henry C. Warner was initiated into 1xm
Lodge in 1920. The crippled children prograto
carried on by the Elks of Illinois attracted lllcllmhis
membership in the beginning and has he hout
interest and benefited from his efforts througdoin
the years of his service in Dixon Lodge alIl-I is
the wider activities of the Order at large. Cilil'
the present Vice-Chairman of the .Crlppled Trike
dren’s Commission of the Illinois StateH ;
Association and, appointed by Governor X el}ﬁ
Horner, is Chairman of the Illinois State (’jrlpp e ¢
Children’s Commission. One of Dixons Pmoi-
prominent attorneys, Mr. Warner is a Past fri;e
dent of the Lee County Bar Association and of -
Sixth Supreme Court District Bar Assoclatlfllll.
He has served two terms as a member of the
Board of Governors, Illinois Bar Assoclaélon:
Locally, he is President of the Dixon Water Com

director of the Dixon Home.Telephone
%%Irlr)l’f)aiy, a director of the: City National Bank
in Dixon and of the Dixon T.heatre Company.

The long list of offices Whlc-h Mr. Warner has
held as an Elk is most impressive. Havu!g served
as Esquire, then as Esteemed Loyal Knight, Es-
teemed Leading Knight .and }Elxalted Ruler of
Dixon Lodge, he was appomt.ed in 1927 to serve as
District Deputy for the Illinois Northwest Dis-
triet. In 1930 he becamg a membex: of the‘ Grand
Lodge Committee on Judiciary, serving .untll 1932,
when he was appointed Gr.rand' qumre at the
Grand Lodge Convention in Birmingham, Ala-
bama. In 1933-34 he served ano’gh_er year on the
Grand Lodge Committee on Judiciary. In 1935
he became a member of the Board of Graqd Trus-
tees, serving that year as Secretary, and in 1936-
37, 1937-38 and the present year, 1938-39, as Ap-
proving Member of the Board.

Mr. Warner has always been in c!emand as a
speaker at public meetings_,, at_meetmgs of sub-
ordinate lodges both within his own State apd
elsewhere, and has delivered numerous Memorial
Addresses. He has given the Illinois Stat.:e Elks
Association ardent and continuous cooperation and
has been responsible for the success of many of its
projects. In 1926 he acted as Exaltgd Ruler of the
State Association’s All Star Ritualistic Team. He
was elected to the State Presidency in 1929.

Dixon Lodge is rightfully proud of the honor
of being able to present as a candidate for Grand
Exalted Ruler one of its own members—a man
whose reputation for integrity and outstanding
ability as a leader is nation-wide—Henry C,
Warner, Grand Trustee,

Charleroi, Pa., Lodge Presents Gra.nd
Secretary J. Edgar Masters for Reelection

At the 75th Session of the Grand
Lodge in St. Louis, Mo., this coming
Jqu, Charleroi, Pa., Lodge, No. 494,
will present Grand Secretary J. Ed-
gar Masters, Past Grand Exalted
Ruler of the Order, and a Past Ex-
alted Ruler of Charleroi Lodge, as
its candidate for reelection as Grand
Secretary. The intelligent and suc-
cessful performance of his important
duties as Grand Secretary since his
40

ction in 1927, has proven Mr.
ﬁ::tzl:s’ special fitness for this im-
portant Grand Lodge office. Charleroi
Lodge has been happy to endorse }}13
administrations by presenting him
as a candidate for reelection at e_ach
subsequent Grand Lodge Convention.
Bach year his election has been
unanimous.
Since 1911, when he was Chair-
man of the Grand Lodge Auditing

Committee, Mr. Masters has served
on various Grand Lodge Committees.
He was Chairman of the Board of
Grand Trustees for three years. At
the close of his term as Grand Ex-
alted Ruler in 1923, he was appointed
a member of the Elks National Me-
morial Headquarters Commission, in
which capacity he served until he
took up his duties as Grand Secre-
tary.




Night of Swords

a Yankee in the house. He’s stolen
my cipher and killed Ceesar.”

It shocked him fully awake, and he
started to ask questions as he pulled
on his boots.

“What cipher?” he asked. .

“Trafford gave me one,” I said
shortly. “But don’t talk. Just come
along. He’s still in here, because
everything is locked.”

He was at my heels when I stepped
into the hall again. We passed the
girl’s door, and I told him, “Take the
top floor—I’ve covered downstairs.”

His voice faintly mocking, made
me turn around and face him,
“What’re you going to do, cousin?”
he said.

“You fool!” I ground out. “I’'m not
love-making. I want to see if Miss
Rodney is—"

“Is in there?” he asked innocently.

“Is safe, blast you!” What ailed
the jackass, anyhow?

His short laugh grated on my ears
as he stumbled away, and I began to
knock on the door.

I heard her voice, almost instantly,
sharp and distinct, and 1 wasted no
time. “I've got to speak to you—
hurry!” I called.

I could hear her run to the door
and unlock it. Then I was talking
confusedly, telling her of what had
happened . . . until I saw her left
hand. And what I saw there, at this
frightful hour, made the cold sweat
stand out on my brow.

She was holding tightly to that
accursed hat-box!

I WANTED to laugh. Some terrible
curiosity made me study that box
hungrily. But I checked myself be-
cause it was no time for foolishness.

I told her, “Bolt your door and
stay here. Don’t open it until I come
back.”

And the first thing that happened
when I reached the bottom of the
stairs was that I collided head-on
with Fitz.

“Did you find anything?” I de-
manded.

He didn’t answer that. Instead, he
said something that made goose-
pimples rise on my skin.

“Did you?” was what he said.

I swung away from him, cursing
him to hell, and began to comb the
ground floor again.

The thudding of the explosions
were like gunfire, riddling my heart.
I was turning over those words of
Fitz’s, telling myself it couldn’t be
. . . yet, she was a Yankee, the only
Yankee here in this securely locked-
up house. Why had she clung to that
damned box so fiercely? And a wo-
man with that fire and courage,
driven into a corner, could even have
killed old Ceesar!

(Continued from page T)

I could see Mr. Davis’ tired face;
I was trying to force myself to re-
member those ragged men in the
soaking rifle-pits at Petersburg. My
father had died for the Confederate
cause, and I, his son, had betrayed
my trust.

My feet were wooden, dragging as
I turned toward the stairs and heard
Fitz’s insane roar, “You damned
Yankee! I'll clip your wings!”

I heard it dully, nauseated, until
Honora’s secreams came.

Then, God help me, damnation was
on my soul for what I next did.

AS I reached the landing, in that
red glare I saw Fitz grappling with
her, half dragging, half crushing her
in his madman’s hold. He was slob-
bering in mixed anger and passion,
and she was fighting like a tigress,
clawing, biting.

“Fitz!” I yelled at him. “You—"

He turned to me, cursing. I grabbed
him, tugging, and he threw me off.
I tripped, rolled down the stairs,
came up again blindly, the candle
out, and my sword in my hand.
In the hall’s red illumination he saw
me. There was something deadly
about the way he drew his saber.

He came at me like a thunderbolt,
plunging down the stairs, slashing
and swinging the blade like an
avenging fury.

“You spy lover!” he screamed at
me. “You damnable traitor!”

I slipped on the loose carpet,
struck one knee and felt an explosion
across the back of my head that half
blinded me. I could feel a wet smear
where his saber had bitten in. I had
to get up those stairs to the top; he
would kill me if I remained below.
So I slashed at his legs, and he went
back up slowly, his blade whistling
and zinging about my ears.

Step by step, I made him give
ground. I knew I was fighting for
my life now, and I fought as a man
does at such a time. I blinked as his
sword flashed under my eyes, but I
never stopped swinging. I made it,
at last, and we stood there, on a level,
amidst that clangor of ringing steel.

He was strong, and such human
fury I had never seen, not even on
that bloody day at Cold Harbor. That
saber came at me like death’s own
windmill, and he drove me against
the wall before I could collect my
senses. Then I began to push off the
wall, and my own blade leaped at his
like a live thing. I drove him clear
back into the girl’s room. In a blur,
I could see her crouching against
the great four-poster.

Suddenly Fitz lost his head and
swung to finish me for good. I saw
the slash coming, and when he moved
his shoulder back for the attempt,

I stepped in. It was a short thrust,
but it was enough. My blade went
deep into his throat.

I lighted the candles before I bent
to look. I kept telling myself I was
glad he was no near cousin, but
Border State kin. Still I felt like a
murderer, until I saw that which
told me he, too, had been a murderer.
For, despite the blood that drenched
his chest, I saw the folded, saturated
envelope sticking out of his jacket.

It was my Confederate cipher, and
sight of it told me that Cousin Fitz-
roy had answered for a great deal.
I had got the Yankee agent at last.

When I stood up the girl’s eyes
held terror and pity, but I was still
too near my recent distrust of her
to relax all at once. I walked over
and roughly snatched that damned
box from her hand and tore the lid
off. I could see her wide eyes on me
a§dI hauled out the flimsy thing in-
side.

“A Yankee flag!” I snorted scorn-
fully. “A schoolgirl hiding a silly
flag.”” I laughed out loud at her,
bitterly. “And just a few minutes
ﬁgﬁll thought you were a cat from

e .1,

Then I realized that in theflag some-
thing was wrapped—several things
had been wrapped, in fact. They lay
now, scattered on the floor. I stooped,
picking them up—an officer’s gold,
dress-parade sash, a few brass but-
tons. They had been clipped from a
Union soldier’s jacket.

I didn’t have to ask her what they
meant, because she told me—stand-
ing there, meeting my stare levelly.

f‘They were my brother’s,” she
said slowly. “He was killed at Shiloh.
Please give them back to me.”

WE rode out of Richmond at day-
break, when the first of Weitzel's
Yankee troopers cantered into Capi-
tol Square. We were going to Dan-
ville, to join Mr. Davis, and we rode
hurriedly through the wrack and
ruin of the smoking city. The lonely
chimneys stood up out of the charred
timbers, and the molasses ran in the
gutters. Negroes crowded the streets,
awed and wide-eyed before the
Yankees’ coming.

We left the dead city behind, and
my heart was sick with it all. I had
no word, or look, either, for the
woman who rode beside me. This
had been my land and my people,
and it had been ruined by hers. I
had held in my arms the woman I
wanted most, but what she stood for
was too much to put aside now.

She said, “I said I'd tell you my
answer in the morning.”

I told her bitterly, “I wasn’t think-
ing of that. I was thinking of one
more thing I made a mess of. I was
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waiting for a man. I won’t be there
when he comes. I had orders to give
him something.”

“A man?” she repeated, her eyes
on me queerly.

I did not tell her of the agent to
whom that cipher should have gone,
or the manner in which he would
identify himself, either. She had seen
and heard too much already.

Then I started, because a strange
sound had fallen on my ears.

“Yes,” she said. “That’s right. I
said it.”

“You said what?”

“ ‘Stonewall’—that was the word,

deep-sea diver.” Gar . looked it.
Dungarees and sweater could not
hide the great bulge of his muscles,
and his square, bronzed face had
seaman written all over it.

The growl gave way to a grunt of
relief. “Then you’re not a game
warden. For a minute I thought you
might be. My name’s Steve Hanna,
and what’s this thing I got here, I
don’t know. Maybe you do.”

“Yoost what are you goin’ to do
with it?” asked Gar.

“Skin it, and throw it back into
the water. It’s got a good fur, and
I can get a nice price for it. I call
it sea lion. What’'s wrong with
that?”

“You do it like you don’t vant to
get caught at it.”

“Sure I don’t. For all I know there
may be a fine tacked onto it. You
bet I don’t want to get caught. Come
on, give me a hand with it and I’ll
take you home to dinner. I live in a
shack close by here. And there’'s al-
ways something to drink in it.” His
full wink and his wide, expansive
smile again brought Snort to mind.
“Shoot first,” Snort had said, and
nothing about drinking. But for all

that omission, Gar gulped and shook
his head. -

NO.” Gar was a long way from
Monterey and the refusal was not
eagy. “Not that I don’t never drink,
but—" He looked away, and his
glance fastened on the sea otter. It
struck him that this one might be
Elsa. In the water he would have
known her without hesitation, and
she would have known him. Elsa,
who had rubbed her sleek little head
against his helmet more than once.
But here—well, here she was killed,
and the man who did it was offering
him a drink on it. No, he'd better
get away before this fellow made
him forget what he was here for.
“Me, I got to get goin’.”
‘“Sure, suit yourself.”
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The man

wasn’t it?” She went on, “My ip-
structions told me that a captain
would be there at the Prgmdent’s
house last night, with the cipher. I
was to say ‘Stonewall’ to him, and he
would give it to me. But somebody
must have made a mistake. You and
your cousin were both captains., So
I had to wait and try and figure out
which of you was the one.”

I stared dumbly.

“QOh, I did my share,” she told me,
nettled by my incredulity. “Our
family was divided when the war
came. I was for the Confederacy,
and worked for it. But I wanted my

The Sea Otters

(Continued from page 13)

turned abruptly and bent over the
sea otter. Ear crossed the saqu
and pulled himself up the steep cliff.
He stopped once to look back. Steve
Hanna was skinning the sea otter.
Gar nodded. It was all as it should
be. He was ready to make his report
to the sheriff. He'd got his evidence.
He’d seen the man Kkill the sea otter,
seen him skin it, heard }um say he
was going to sell the skin. He had
his name—Steve Hanna. All to be
done now was to see where he 11ve.d.
When Gar reached the top of the cliff
he walked along to where a, small
waterway had cut a depression 1n
the coast, and there se?.rched for
sight of the shack. It did not take
him long to find it. He saw the roof
through a small thicket of willows
and knew it would be easy to find
it again when he wanted it. Then
he walked back to his car and started
the engine. The sleuthing was done
and he was relieved to have it over
with. He’d made a neat,.compact,
little job of it. A good job. And
now his sea otter story was almost
ready for the telling. It needed only
the action of the cops to gomplete
it. But as his car nosed into the
long lonely miles ahead of him he
missed the glow of accompl;shment
that should have been his, and
thought it was only a drink that he
missed.

“That was yoost all there vas to
it.” Gar, leaning back against the
adobe wall of the old Customs House,
bared his head to the morning sun
and watched the seagulls wheeling
over the wharf. “I got him now. To-
night ve go out there with the cops.
Yah. Where’s the coat?”

“That wasn’t so easy,” said Snort.
“I spotted the dame at the church
like you told me, and followed her
home. But that’s as far as I got.”

“It don’t matter. Ve got plenty on
him without the coat.”

“We got nothin’ on him without
the coat,” snorted the ex-soldier.
“Didn’t he say it was a sea lion he

dead brother’s Yankee flag, too. Now
—well, I'm sick of war and of being
a spy and —”

I leaned over and took her hand,
silently.

“It’s all over—all this,” she said,
looking up at me through her tears.
“I told you the war’s over. I want to
go west where there won’t be any
more North and South, only Ameri-
can land.”

Then we rode on, cantering a
little now, as we left that blackened
city behind, and began to pass the
flowering dogwood and fresh, dew-
wet laurel along the dusty road.

shot? There’s no law against
shootin’ sea lions. We got to have
the coat to prove he knowed
different.”

“But ve got no coat.”

“If you’d saw the house!” said
Snort. “All red tiles and white
plaster spread out over an acre. 1
looked around for someone to talk
to, but the cook was a Chink and the
maid was a Filipino houseboy.”

“Then there von’t be no coat.”

“Nor no thousand-dollar fine with-
out it. And we get half the fine.
Remember that. So there’s got to
be a coat, and there will be. I said
I'd get it, and I'll do it. I'll get it
if I have to steal it.”

“Best to forget it,” advised Gar.
“But I'll be goin’ down this after-
noon and leavin’ word for the cops
to follow me. Ve'll tell them yoost
what for when they get there. Meet
me here at the Customs House at
two.”

“And if I ain’t here, go without
me,” directed Snort.

“Okay,” said Gar.

SN ORT was not around at the ap-
pointed time. Gar had not expected
him to be. The trouble with Snort
was that he hated to acknowledge
his mistakes. He’d rather lose out
on the reward than admit he was
wrong. And he was certainly wrong
in thinking that they needed the
coat.

Gar drove the twenty miles down
the San Simeon highway as before,
and parked his car in the same
shoulder of the road. He did not go
near the beach. This time he went
directly to the shack. If Steve Hanna
were home he’d try to hold him there
until the cops came, Or if he
shouldn’t be home, Gar would have
a chance to look around and see how
many pelts there were on the place.
And in either case, Gar had brought
his own whiskey along. No scruples
should keep him thirsty today.













waiting for the snow to pile around
the shack and stop the drafts. They
was no joke, once it got cold. Am
warm to-night.

“Nov. 20th: This day completed my
first round of traps. No catch, and
I have pulled a nasty boner. Some
of the blazes marking where the
ground-sets are were cut too low and
. they are drifted up and I can’t find
my traps. I dident have enough be-
fore and now I’ve lost some. But the
tree-sets are O.K. I wonder what
T'll catch first-off ?

“Dec. 25th: Sure queer, out here
alone on Christmas. Not that Christ-
mas ever done a lot for me but still
it’s Christmas. I had a notion I'd
go to the lumber camp but dident.
I am kind of sorry that it's there
because it is temptation to be weak
and not go through with what I've
started. But I dident figure I would
be near people and must act as
though 1 wasent. 7 weeks since
Charley quit. Seems like 7 years.
It’s been a grand time, pretty lonely
but I don’t mind cause I’m living a
real life and not rotting out my man-
hood in the city. Mornings are best,
when I come out, the woods all still
and fresh. I like the nights too, with
the stove red hot, before I go to bed.
The day is worst. It's sort of fright-
ening, so awful long and empty,
nothing moving or a sound. I ought
to had a dog. I never thought of it.
A cur dog don’t cost much and would
be grand to have. I wisht I had more
candles, too, so I could read. Funny,
how a book you’ve read a lot of times
comes fresh again. But if they are

to last I got to watch the candles
close.

JAN. 1st. All round the traps
again. No catch. What is the
matter with them? I done everything
the way they tell you. 2 months now
and nothing, and I’ve got to make
some money to get grub and kit.

“Jan. 2nd: Spent all day picking
“out new sets and setting different.
Started on the second lot of moose
meat, the lot Charley smoked. All
bad, and full of maggats. He must

of let the smoke do down and flies -

get at it. Tried to eat some but it
made me sick. This is bum luck. It
means I’ll have to kill a deer right
quick. Can’t eat my groceries or they
won’t last.

“Jan. 5th: 3 days been hunting
deer. Not even tracks. Must try new
ground, much further out. Have not
been round the traps, nor cut no
wood. The pile is almost done. Now
that the cold’s so fierce it sure does
eat the wood. If I got caught with-
out none and it blue a 38 day blizzard
like that other one I would be in a
spot.

“Jan. 6th: Cut wood all day.

“Jan. 7th: Hoorav! Mink in a
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tree-set that I bated with that rotten
moose. Sure did look dandy, brown
against the snow and eyes so fierce.
Hated to kill it. Skinned it careful.
That’s twelve dollars sure. Bated all
traps with Charley’s moose meat.
Sure does stink. Maybe it was my
bate was wrong, which goes to show
what mother used to say, you cant
tell if your luck is good or bad till
afterwards, when Charley spoiled the
meat, so you must keep right on.

“Jan. 11th: Five more days hunt-
ing deer but had no luck. Seems they
ain’t none around. Shot big white
rabbit. Some shot too, I'll tell you.
And did he eat good. I got to get
that deer.

“Jan. 12th: Round traps. No fur,
but whiskey-jack in mink-set. Stewed
him with rice. No taste.

“Jan. 18th: 13 ain’t unlucky cause
I found a swamp where deer feed
regular. All filled with tgacks. A long
way out, and come on it too late to
hunt. Will start out early in the
morning.

“Jan. 14th: Hooray! Got deer at
last. Nice doe, like the old guy told
me. Tracked her half the day and
knocked her over in some hazels.
Lucky it is moonlight else I’d had to
left her. Made fire and got warm
and got meat into tree-forks. poqked
and et some liver and brought in light
load so I could travel fast and get
in before moon set. Fine, coming
home had luck and steak for dinner,
with dried unions. Boy! And fresh
meat now for good. Sure had enough
smokemoose. .

“Jan. 15th: Cutting wood. All this
time hunting finished up the pile
and that is dangerous. Have used up
all the handy stuff and have to drag
it in. Takes awful long. I've got to
get reserve again. It’s dangerous.
Wisht I could use an axe like th:;lt
big Swede down at the camp. You’'d
think the wood was butter.

“Jan. 16th: Went clear rqund
traps. 1 wesel and 1 whiskey-jack.
That makes 3 wesels. Caught finger
setting trap. Some job, getting it out.
Spring sure is strong when you got
one hand caught. Lucky my left
hand, little finger. Sure d_1d hurt and
got the cold in it, working around.

“Jan. 17th: Cutting wood but
dident get much done because my
hand hurts. I had better spend the
day going for meat.

JAN. 18th: 1 ought to kick myself.
Yesterday took meat down from
the cache to cut a bit and left it down.
Something——a lynxs I guess—has got
all but a little bit. Why don’t they
come into my traps like thqt? {&
lynxs would be a catch, The winter’s
getting on and I ain’t done so good.
That Charley letting flies get at the
moose-meat was the start of it. And
then I lost them traps and what I

got left havent done so good. 11
weeks now and just 1 mink and them
3 wesels. 18 dollars maybe. Not
enough. My finger sore and throb-
bing. Ought to gone for meat but
that and wind right in my face I
stayed at home and worked at wood.
Pain spoiled me doing much.

“Jan. 19th: Something not right
with this finger. All swelled up and
throbbing. Kept me awake. Tried
cutting wood but was too painful
and no good to go for meat against
north wind. This will not do. Meat
almost done and short of wood and
now this hand. Soaked finger in hot
water. Sure did hurt.

“Jan. 20th: No sleep. My hand too
sore and all swelled up. It must be
poisoned. Some job, lighting fire
one handed. Soaked hand some more.
Pain made me dizzy. No more deer
meat. Must get out for some. Can’t
use my groceries or they wont last.

“Jan. 21st: No sleep. Sure do feel
lousy. Shooting pains way up my
arm. Time I'd made fire I felt too
sick for anything. Spent whole day
soaking finger, laying down between.

“Jan. 22nd: No sleep again. Night
sure is long when you don’t sleep and
sick as hell. Hand hurt so much I
dident know what I should do but
soakfiing it saw yellow spot where
trap pinched it and stabbed it with
my knife. You ought to seen it. Made
me feel faint but I sure fixed it. The
pain drained out with yellow stuff.
To-night feel better. Tight feeling
gone from arm.

“Jan. 23rd: Better. No more throb-
bing. Slept a bit. All day laid up
not fit for much except to keep fire
going. Sure eats wood and day is
long. Reading Scott’s Antarctic
journeys mostly. They sure was
men, Captain Scott and Oates. I
wonder will I ever get to go on
expeditions with fine men like them.
I wisht I had an education so that I
could be a scientist. But I can sure
be a good bushman and I'm going to
when I got my experience.

“Jan. 24th: Much better but still
feeling wobbly. Hung around and
rustled wood by pulling off dry
branches. No meat 4 days and am
eating up my rice and raisins. It
won't do. But now am better and can
make fresh start. Must get my
strength up and get in my meat and
cut reserve of wood and then get
down to trapping. There is time to
make a clean-up 6 weeks yet while
fur is prime. If I can catch 4 why
can’t I catch 40? Must be system-
matic, have plan of campagne. First
—tomorrow, go out, travel easy and
bring in small load of meat.”

THE day had started still and grey:
at ten, a norther rose, with snow;
by noon it was a blizzard. At three,
Sam Bostock watched the last team
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perin’, off in the corner, and I see
’em watchin’ me like they was scared
I’d hear. You don’t think—?” .

“Yes. There’s bad eggs in this
camp, real ugly guys who’d stop at
nothing. That’s why I felt better
when I thought you’d stay. I ain’t

so young as what I was. ’Course, if
you got to go, you got to go. But if
I had you here to tip me off if they
planned anything, why, I could sleep.
The trappin’s almost done and I
thought, seein’ I took care of you
when you was froze, you wouldn’t

leave me in the lurch. How about it ?”

The crews were finishing when
Sam walked in, and all heads turned.
He grinned, reached for the coffee
pot. “It worked. He’ll stay. But
keep it up. You be as mutinous as
hell till he decides he likes it here.

A Pox on Perfection

game in spite of Kirke’s bright idea.

It’s just a simple story of a simple
guy who pulled a boner. That's all;
but as McCarthy tells it, the yarn
breathes more life and human inter-
est than any gripping recital of stir-
ring derring-do achieved by a cele-
brated star.

The Jay Kirkes are not enshrined

in the Hall of Fame at Cooperstown,
N. Y., where the names and deeds of
baseball’s immortals are to be kept
green forevermore. Similarly, no
niche is reserved for the Fred
Merkles or the Babe Hermans in the
Hall of Fame, and more’s the pity.
This tendency, and it is not confined
to baseball, to take official cognizance
of sheer technical ability alone is
priggish and undemocratic. It es-
tablishes an Aristocracy of Artistry
which of necessity is limited to the
superlative few. It autocratically
bars those who have made more
humble and human approaches to
enduring fame.
. Who is the more renowned citizen
in your set, the gent who bids and
plays faultlessly a small slam or the
oaf who had a brainstorm and
trumped his partner’s ace, thereby
losing the hand? All of us have a
deeper understanding of the divinely
human error than the precise, per-
fect performance because it is closer
to us. By the way, what ever hap-
pened to Mr. Howard Hughes and
his magnificent flying laboratory
after the Corrigan boy set out for
California in an old vegetable crate
and wound up in Ireland, much to
the astonishment of everybody but
himself? A gloriously silly stunt will
run the planned perfectness of the
wonder worker out of the news-
papers and man’s memory every
time. It always does in baseball.

A few weeks ago George Sisler,
Eddie Collins and Willie Keeler were
elected to canonization in the Hall of
Fame, making a grand total of twelve
ball players so honored. Every one
of the twelve titans was a great star
for years, a very jewel of a ball
player; their epic achievement al-
ways will be an intrinsic part of the
legend and lore of the game. But
the point is that not one of them
ever was the central figure in a single
incident which provoked half as
much discussion as Fred Merkle’s
failure to touch second base, the
prize boner of all time. Merkle’s
mistake cost his team the pennant
in 1908 and very possibly the win-
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ner’s share of the World Series. The
details of the play are familiar to-
day to every kid in America, but
only one in five knows, or cares to
know, that Johnny Evers, a star in
his own right, was the smart aleck
who was quick to realize a blunder
had been made. L.

Connie Mack, who is in the Hall
of Fame himself, has known every
one of the twelve immortals en-
shrined in the Cooperstown Cathe-
dral. Mack has handled more famous
players than any manager ever con-
nected with baseball, but when he
takes down his hair, puts his feet
on the desk and reminisces, he will
inevitably tell anecdotes by the hour
about Rube Waddell. The Hall of
Fame does not include Waddell and
it never will because the narrow, un-
imaginative restrictions of perfec-
tion brand him an eccentric, a p1x1}-
lated party. Measured by Mack’s
standard, Waddell was the greatest
pitcher who ever lived. . H

Waddell chased fire engines. 3
disappeared for days at a time an
would be discovered tending bar in
a fly-blown joint with himself his
own best customer. Once he vya;
missing for ten days in the thic
of a pennant race. He turned up as
suddenly as he had left and blandly
explained he had been pitching for ?
semi-pro team, just for the he]l o
it, and had won eight games 1n the
ten days. Mack immediately threw
him into an American League game
as a disciplinary measure. The Rube
casually pitched a shut-out. He
drove Mack crazy, but of all the
men who have played for the
Athletics, Mack remembers the
screwball southpaw most fondly and
vividly. .

Thg marvelous technical skill of
the expert is impressive, of course,
but it simply hasn’t the emotional
appeal of the goofy and gauche antic
pulled when everybody is up to the
eyebrows with the importance of be-
ing earnest. The two best left-
handers who have appeared in the
American League in the last ten
years are Robert Moses Grove apd
Lefty Gomez. Of the two, Grove is,
or was, the much better.mecha_mc,
but all he has ever done is to pitch
in most exemplary fashion, which
was all he was asked to do. A zany
like Gomez, though, usually gives the
customers a little extra somgthmg,
as he did three years ago in the
World Series against the Giants.

Gomez is nuts, among other things,
about air-planes. During f:he second
Series game of ’36, he was in a tough
ball game the Yankees needed des-
perately, when a plane flew over the
field. Gomez was about to pitch to
the batter when he spied the plane.
In his time he had seen hundreds
of animated bugs in the sky., but
he had never seen that particular
one. So he held up the game and
watched the plane while 50,000
fascinated people watched him. Go-
mez merely obeyed a natural impulse,
but he’ll be remembered for it when
all his low-hit shut-outs have faded
into obscurity. . )

A perfect performance in any line
of work can be admired from the
distance, but it is too cold and for-
bidding to permit the average citizen
to get very warm about same. Miss
Katharine Cornell is the most emi-
nent actress of our time and a very
lovely Juliet, but wouldn’t she be
the darling of her public if she
bounced a prop flower-pot off Romeo’s
noggin one night, instead of throw-
ing the same, old, soft words of ever-
lasting endearment to the love-sick
youth? Miss Cornell knows her busi-
ness and may resent the suggestion,
but she would sell out any theatre
for a solid month, and at carriage-
trade prices, if she departed from
the script just once. This is a guar-
antee; the customers lap up a devi-
ation from the normal and the ex-
pected.

If the sober gentlemen want to go
the whole hog and carry the Hall of
Fame idea to a natural conclusion,
a wing, to be known tenderly as the
Hall of Frenzy, should be added. And
it should be made large and com-
fortable because the rubber-necking
visitors will spend many happy hours
there in rapt admiration of the ball
players who were muggs, not
masters.

At a conservative guess, there have
been 13,471 ball players who have hit
a two-bagger with two colleagues on
base in the century-old history of
baseball. But there was only one
Babe Herman who ever doubled into
a triple play. If that madecap mo-
ment, when Herman and two other
Brooklyns slid into third base simul-
taneously, could be arrested in en-
during marble, the resultant work
of art would belong to the ages.

In the World Series of 1928 Casey
Stengel, our captain, manager and
clean-up hitter for the Hall of Frenzy







is injected each day with a certain
amount of rattlesnake poison which
has been extracted from the snake,
treated and diluted. The amount in-
jected is increased from day to day
as the horse builds up resistance.
Flna!ly the daily dose is sufficient
to kill probably a hundred horses
which have never been injected.

The blood of the horse is then
extracted, a small amount daily, and
the poison-resistant substance in it
is used in making the serum.

What

excellent way to get it—not just
about battles, but about arguments,
for a powerful lot of arguing and
thinking went into those first years
of the American republic, and it is
still going on. Perhaps the author
hgd In mind our debates over taxa-
tion, centralized government, the
rights of the states and the powers
of the judiciary, when she wrote
this. For those have always been
great p’roblems in the United States,
and we've done a lot of fighting over
them, as “The Tree of Liberty”
shows. (Farrar & Rinehart, $3)
Mgmy people are avid readers of the
stories about Colin Glencannon, the
noisy first engineer of the Inchcliffe
Castle, who talks a Scottish lingo
and exclaims “Woosh!” and “Poosh!”
and “Great Swith!” whenever he’s
bowled over. A lot of stories about
Glencannon have been put into a
book called “The Man With the
Walrus Mustache”, by the author,
Guy Gllpatric. Glencannon is noisy,
gets into scrapes, yells a lot, and
takes the minds of a lot of business
sx?nze)n off their worries. (Dodd, Mead,

“Danger Signal” is a new novel
By _Phyllis Bottome, who wrote
Prlva;:ce Wog‘lds" and “The Mortal
Storm”. Thl.s time she is dealing
once more with psychiatry. Hilda,
a girl who feels that she has been
badly treated by Ronnie, thinks she
wants to poison him. Dr. Silla, a
woman who lectures on psychology,
learns about it, cultivates Hilda, and
influences her thinking. The story is
in the change in Hilda’s character
through the application of the
methods of Dr. Alfred Adler, and the
fear that she throws into Ronnie. It
is for those who enjoy following the
devglopment of a psychological ex-
periment. (Little, Brown, $2.50)

Thet:e ig also a little of this psy-
chological writing in “The Death of
the Heart”, by Elizabeth Bowen, an
English author whose excellent com-
mand of her medium was apparent
in earlier books such as “The Hotel”
and “The House in Paris”. Here we
t‘qllow the sensitive reactions of a
girl of sixteen, Portia, who is or-
phaned and lives with her brother and
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Most important of all, in the event
of a rattlesnake bite, medical men
agree, is to immediately lacerate the
wound and to remove as much of the
poison as possible by suction, follow-
ing this by tying off the bite f;'om
the blood stream, if this is possible.
Bites on the hands or legs are seld.om
fatal if handled properly, while bites
on the neck or chest frequently are
fatal, regardless of how they are
treated.

A bite from a huge old rattler,

a seven- or eight-footer, may be
fatal, regardless of lacerations and
anti-venom, for the big fellows have
fapgs long enough and poison suf-
ficient to inject deeply a dose that
can hardly be counteracted.

But in spite of the ever-present
threat of death that lurks in the
rattler’s fangs, there are many quiet,
unobtrusive fellows who spend their
lives hunting him out and captur-
ing him and handling him, just as
there are men who fly the ocean.

America Is Reading
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sister-in-law. We see the effect of
Anna’s ways on the girl, and in turn
the girl’s effect on Anna and her
brother. Portia endeavors to ca’pture
the attention of one of Anna’s ad-
mirers, Eddie, with indifferent suc-
cess, but the development of Portia’s
feelings makes the book something
more than mere entertainment.
(Alfred A. Knopf, $2.50)

By this time Bess Streeter A]c’i,-
rich’s farm story, “Song of Years”,
is being widely read. This is ro-
mance, the traditional American
kind, in which a stalwart young .fel-
low stakes out his claim in Ipwa just
before the Civil War and interests
Suzanne, one of the seven daughteys
of Jeremiah Martin, a leader in
public affairs and a hard man to deal
with. Dealing with about a deca_de,
from 1854 to 1865, it shows the im-
pact of the Civil War on the mldc}]e-
west, with duty and honor playing
counterpoint to love and hope, gnd a
sturdy Americanism and falt}} in the
future coming to the fore as is usual
in novels of this genre. (Appleton-
Century, $2.50) .

There must be an immense chasm
between readers of Bess Streeter
Aldrich and William Faulkner. I
can’t imagine that those who ggt
excited over “Song of Years” will
care for Mr. Faulkner’s latest novel,
“The Wild Palms”, nor that those
who read Faulkner avidly will want
romance and forgetfulness. “The
Wild Palms” is characteristically
Faulkner and will be excellent read-
ing to those who admire his bpolgs.
There are two major tragedies in it,
and though the stories do not really
belong together, they hardly clash.
But make no mistake about it—here
is strong meat. Here is the groping
of half-witted minds, found in more
exaggerated form in “The Sound and
the Fury”; here is love enchained in
sensuality, as in “Sanctuary”; here
is a desperate attempt to hold on to
security and integrity, as in “The
Unvanquished”; here are the flat,
almost bestial vulgarizations of life
found in “Pylon”, and here is the
author, trying to express the appe-
tites, the mental twists of simple
people who have hungers instead of

emotions and fill them the best way
they can._ The story, first, of a
couple trying to love and get a living
by honest means in desperate jobs;
secondly, of a convict who is sent out
to help fight a flood, gets away and
puts in his time trying to get back
to the shelter of the prison, since
life outside is too much for him.
(Random House, $2.50)

Memoirs of Exciting Years

Of all the memoirs of newspaper-
men published in the last ten years,
that by Pierre van Paassen, “Days
of Our Years”, is the most highly
spiced and arresting. This is partly
because van Paassen reacts imme-
diately to brutality and inhumanity
and becomes violently angry at what
he sees. Hence his account of thir-
teen years as a roving correspondent,
chiefly for the New York Ewvening
World, is electric with feeling.

Born in Gorcum, Holland, in 1903,
he grew up in a community that
practically lived the Old Testament;
hence today he feels a kinship with
the Jews and abhors their perse-
cutors. In 1914 his family went to
Canada, and, though a Hollander, he
was practically forced to enlist. His
newspaper service, after the war,
took him to Abyssinia, where he
found ignorance, filth and misery;
to Palestine and Spain and all the
bleeding countries of Europe. With
gusto and a flair for story-telling he
reports an interview with Clemen-
ceau in his Paris house, an argument
with Marshall Lyautey on religion
at Vincennes, and a lecture by
Ludendorff, who told him just why
and how the pagan Germans had
been made into fools by Paul's
Christian doctrines.

There are enough brutal pictures
in “Days of Our Years” to make
your hair curl. Some of these things
van Paassen saw—including the ter-
rible slave caravan of boys in Africa.
Others he reports. That the French
shot some of their own soldiers to
force diseipline is a matter of record
now. Van Paassen says that he has
never met a man or woman who
wan?ed war, yet today everyone is
arming. But in his book neither







be sure to have this done by your
own veterinarian within a few days
after you take the dog away from
the kgnnel and into your home.

It is important, before you take
the dog, to inquire as to his present
diet and that which is to follow as he
grows older. If you can, get these
instructions in writing; you may
forget an important part of them.
If you arbitrarily change the diet,
don’t blame the kennel if the pup
fails to thrive.

Last but not least is price consid-
eration. No set price can be named
here; these vary throughout the
country and with the breed and the
quality of the dog. The larger breeds
naturally cost more, the cost to the
kepnel for feeding and maintenance
being greater than for the smaller
breeds. But the general average for
breeds other than the largest is
about $35 to $45 for the female, and

$40 to $50 for the male. These, how-
ever, are prices for pet stock only—
dogs that are pedigreed but not up
to show calibre. But the difference
in appearance between the average
show dog and the average pedigreed
pet dog is sometimes only noticeable
to dog judges or those with much
experience with the breed. To the
untrained eye there is slight differ-
ence. Those who may consider t_he
prices here named as being excessive
might well consider that the better
kennels invest much time and money
to produce good dogs and, having
done so, naturally are compelled to
charge a decent price for their stock.
When one takes note that the dog, if
properly cared for, will live for ten
or twelve years, or more, such a price
spread over the period of the dog’s
life is very small: Where else could
you buy the devotion, cqmpamonshlp
and protection you get in a good dog

for as little as $5 a year or less?

Prices for fair specimens of show
stock range around $200, and from
there go into the thousands. If you
are a novice and are thinking of
buying a show specimen, first at-
tend several shows, study the win-
ners of the breed you prefer, make
some acquaintances among breeders
and exhibitors of that breed, read a
good breed book or two, study the
standard for the breed, and then
carefully, very carefully, shop
around.

If you want further detailed in-
formation as to the care of your
dog, enclose stamp for reply and
we will be glad to answer your
questions or will send you a

amphlet at no cost to you.
Address The Elks Magazine, 50
East 42nd St., New York, N. Y.

Under the Antlers

4 List of Veteran Elks, by Louis M.
Cohn, Chicago Lod ge No. 4

A list of veteran members of the
Order has _been received by The
Elks Magazine from Louis M. Cohn,
aN member of Chicago, Ill., Lodge,

0. 4. We are publishing it in the
belief that it will be of great inter-
est to’ readers of the Magazine. Mr.

ohn’s compilation is as follows:

THE 50 LIVING VETERANS orF ELKDOM
October 1st, 1938

Compilegi by LOUIS M. COHN
Chicago Lodge No. 4

Jo!
l‘ixllsé..l%}%?mpson. New York No. 1, Jan.

arry Meg"l%rs, Baltimore, Md., No. 7, Feb.

ch ’ .
N Té'l’%? Davidson, Boston No. 10, Aug. 22nd,
aﬁ%?' Hayward, Boston No. 10, Oct. 10th,

Edwin Stearns, Boston
s No. 10, . .
Touis M. Cohn, Chicago No. 4, A%g. 7o, Tare.
T ~1818{€1b. Baltimore, Md., No. 7, Oct.

Chz-lus'}ﬁs Koe'ster, Chicago No. 4, Mar. 13th,
Georgé W. Blan 3

LoMar, 15th, 188‘1_’?" Baltimore, Md., No. 1,
e€wis A. Harmeyer, P.E.R., Indianapolis No.

13, Apr. 10th. 1881,
Cornelius E. Henney P.E.R., Philadelphia

No. 2, Oct. 16th, 1881
ﬁgg;as g Cook, Indianapolis No. 13, 1881.

5 tg lt.mlz%hemer, Philadelphia No. 2, Jan.
Michael G, MecCormick i
a0 15, Feb. i2th, 1gg. " o neton. D. C.

aliuaglz Wolf, Philadelphia No. 2, Mar. 26th,
Jariléessz H. Cassidy, Denver No. 17, May 7th,
Ed%x;& B. Kellogg, Chicago No. 4, May 19th,
Wllll‘i’gén Elleford, Denver No. 17, Dec. 31st,

1%%?5‘;,25;&‘;?33%? %\Iewark. N. J., No.
1883, . eeling, W. Va,, No. 28,
Mo%ggftem. Richmond, Va., No. 45, Oct. 14th,
W.lngxsl'lfn Kinney, Louisville No. 8, Jan. 20th,
Joliréml}. Smith, New York No. 1, Feb. 3rd,
Lu%%g. Franck, Louisville No. 8, Feb. 27th,
Wilzliztarrlr.x ll-gul'_‘eyden. New York No. 1, Mar.
Silzégul;l.. l(ggi!’ﬂn, Cincinnati, 0., No. 5, May
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Charles B. é)tt,a 8\;Vheeling. W. Va,, No. 28,
J 22nd. 1 .

Louil;nf.. Phillips, Brooklyn No. 22, Nov. 16th,
1884

William S. McLean, Chicago No. 4, Nov.
Roglef-'i' Gm %'att, Chicago No. 4, Feb. 6th, 1885.
Samuel B. Ray, P.E.R., Rochester, N. Y., No.
S. %?.’ Igg?ﬁmaier. P.E.R.. Marion, O., No. 32,
A. n\/[va.rﬁf;ghizl.a%?[érion. 0., No. 32, Mar. 3rd,

C. lFra".?a Haberman, Sr., Marion, O., No. 32,
william b N %’iai?ies, Utica, N. Y. No. 33,
Ch%lgf%ugzhglgggggés\'ﬂheeling, W. Va., No.

. S. Cawthorn, Columbus, O., No. 37, Sept.
c. lssrtllé'nﬁgg' Shafer, Columbus, O., No. 37,
Dr.s t\3)6}\:'\)1\78.1'l’i"'r}a&ee;’?-fan, Columbus, O., No. 37,
Chazl'il%% l\é}g:i/fofﬁghridgeport. Conn., No. 36,
7. W Martin. Norfolk, Va., No. 38, Dec. 27th,

1885.
Alfred Sorenson, Omaha, Neb., No. 39, Feb.
7th, 1886
Feb.
Feb.
10th,

James B. Duggan, Utica, N. Y., No. 33,
9th, 1886.

E. C. Snyder, Omaha, Neb., No. 39,
28th, 1886.

Robert J. Frick, Louisville No. 8, Mar.

1886.

M. 1}%6 Collins, Louisville No. 8, Mar. 14th,
886.

Jolin %{elly, Cincinnati, O., No. 5, Mar. 26th,

886.

Sol. C. Wallach, Washington, D. C., No. 15,
Aug. 1st, 1886. X

Dr. Auguste Rhu, P.E.R., Marion, O., No.
32, Aug. 26th, 1886.

Robert L. Queisser, Sr., Cleveland, O., No. 18,
Aug. 30th, 1886.

Tri-City Meeting of Antlers Held
At New Smyrna Beach, Fla.

Ritualistic work, a business ses-
sion and initiation, and talks by
prominent Elks were balanced by
lighter entertainment including a
parade, a banquet and a dance, at
the tri-city meeting held at New
Smyrna Beach, Fla., on the after-
noon and evening of January 7 by
the Daytona Beach, Sanford and
New Smyrna Beach Antlers. Arrange-
ments were in charge of the Antlers
Advisory Council of New Smyrna
Beach, Fla., Lodge, No. 1557, of

which P.E.R. W. M. Miller is Chair-
man.

Grand Esteemed Lecturing Knight
I. Walter Hawkins, of De Land
Lodge, was the principal speaker at
the banquet held at the Woman’s
Club and attended by Antlers and
their young women friends, Elks and
their ladies. Richard Jensen, Lead-
ing Antler of the local lodge, pre-
sided at the banquet during which.
R. L. Bohon, Jacksonville, a member
of the Grand Lodge Antlers Council,
M. Frank O’Brien, Jacksonville,
President of the Florida State Elks
Association, and the Rev. F. W,
Peck, Chairman of the Sanford
Antlers Council, were speakers.
All dwelt upon the fine effect that
Antlers Lodges have on their respec-
tive communities and called atten-
tion to the fact that the junior or-
ganization teaches young men to be
better sons and better citizens.

The initiation of five local boys and
one from Daytona Beach took place
at the Elks Home. The New Smyrna
Beach Antlers opened and closed the
meeting, and the Daytona Beach
Antlers Ritualistic Team conferred
the degrees on the candidates.

East Chicago, Ind., Lodge Gives
Iron Lungs to Local Hospital
Sunday, December 18, 1938, was
a gala day for the members of East
Chicago, Ind., Lodge, No. 981, which
on that day made the presentation to
St. Catherine’s Hospital of two Iron
Lungs for community use—one for
adults and one for infants. The as-
sembly room at the hospital was
filled to capacity in the afternoon
when Grand Exalted Ruler Dr. E(-
ward J. McCormick, introduced by
E.R. A. L. Zivich, made the presen-
tation speech on behalf of East Chi-
cago Lodge. Dr. F. F. Boys, heading












Six Sons of Six Bedford, Ind.,
Elks Initiated at Meeting

. A class of 12 candidates was in-
itiated in honor of D.D. Dr. A. A.
Pielemeier of Vincennes when the
District Deputy paid his official visit
to Bedford, Ind., Lodge, No. 826. Six
of the candidates were sons of Bed-
ford Elks, and the occasion was cele-
brated as an impromptu “Father and
Son Night.” The six new Elks, whose
fathers became “old” Elks for the
duration of the evening, were as fol-
lows: Robert H. Burton, son of
Robert C. Burton; John W. Horn,
son of Erban H. Horn; Herman
Splitgerber, son of Fred Splitgerber;
Kenneth Foddrill, son-in-law of
P.ER. L. R. Carter; Warren V.
Glover, son of P.D.D. Wilbur V.
Glover, and William T. Fuller, son
of P.E.R. John D. Fuller and grand-
son of David S. Fuller.

The Degree Team of Bedford
Lodge performed the initiatory work,
being highly commended by Dr.
Pielemeier. A turkey dinner and a

social hour were features of the fes-
tivities.

Sixth Annual Harvest Festival Held
by Oxnard, Calif., Lodge

Ozxmardg, Calif., Lodge, No. 1443
with its Sixth Annual Harvest Fes-
tival, raised one of the largest char-
lsty funds in the district, California

outh Ceqtral. The festival began
iwth an illuminated night parade.

%la.lter a crowd estimated at 7,000,
31 0 came from all over the county

llronged the festival grounds, where
g manner of games and concessions,
d }:;mcmg and free vaudeville attracted
4 e patrons.. On the next day, Satur-

ay, the children’s pet and vehicle
zarlade was held, after which the sev-
t{:i h;:Jndred boys and girls who par-
te Pated were treated to free enter-
alnment and refreshments. The
gvemng attendance was again num-
elilegc in g;h% thousands.
e1pts for the two days grossed
g?o:}::- $6,000. But a small fraction
ohd lsl amount went for expenses,
an. .a large sum was laid aside for
rlstmgs charities and those which
are carried on throughout the year.

Freeland, Pa., Elks Act in
Establishing Boys’ Safety Patrols

The first Boys’ School Patrols in
1]:;}‘1e Freeland, Pa., Borough and
oster Township schools was in-
%‘.alled last _winter by a combined
hlks and Civic Officers Committee,
eaded by Chairman Steve Pavlo-
‘IGCh: This was in line with the Elks
ational Safety Campaign as carried
glllzslocally by Freeland Lodge No.

Thirty-six boys from six schools
were chosen to start the work. The
chlal and Community Welfare Com-
mittee of the lodge furnished 36
belts and badges purchased through
the Keystone Motor Club and 18
pairs of safety flags secured from
the Governors Safety Council at
Harrlgburg. In addition to safety on
the highways, playground patrol is
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a part of the safety program. For
this purpose 20 safety guide badges
for children have been obtained from
the Keystone Club.

Ritualistic Contest Committee
Visits Hackensack, N. J., Lodge

A large attendance was present at
a recent meeting of Hackensack, N.
J., Lodge, No. 658, including visiting
Elks from many Bergen County
lodges. D.D. Walter F. Schifferli of
Rutherford and State Vice-Pres. Ed-
ward Griffin of Bayonne made their
official visits that night and both ad-
dressed the meeting.

The feature of the evening was the
judging of Hackensack Lodge by the
State Ritualistic Contest Committee,
present for that purpose, and the ini-
tiation of several candidates was per-
formed accordingly. Another inter-
esting item on the program was the
recognition by the lodge of the record
of Michael Corbo of Hackensack who
celebrated his tenth anniversary not
only as a member, but as one who
had not missed a meeting in all that
time.

Annual Reunion of 25-Year
Club of St. Louis, Mo., Lodge

On the night of its Second Annual
Reunion, the Twenty-Five-Year Club
of St. Louis, Mo., Lodge, No. 9, ex-
panded to the extent of 27 new “0ld
Timers.” Eighty-seven quarter-of-a-
century Elks were present at the
dinner and reception given for them
by the lodge. Dr. Ralph B. Wagner
headed the Committee on Arrange-
ments and D.D. Joseph H. Glauber
was the- speaker. After tl}e dinner
appropriate and impressive cere-
monies were held in the lodge rooms,
the ritualistic work being conducted
by P.E.R.’s E. M. Guise, W. C. Guels,
A. H. Kuhlmann and O. H. Rott-
mann. E.R. Thomas F. Muldoon de-
livered the main address. Refresh-
ments and entertainment fgllowed
the meeting, with “New T{mers,”
those recently initiated, acting as
waiters. The evening was officially
closed with an “Old Timers Toast”
at eleven o’clock delivered by Dr. M.
P. Morrell, Tiler.

The rules were changed some time
ago so that any member of St. Louis
Lodge who has been twenty-five years
an Elk is eligible to join the Club.
Any part of this period spent as a
member of some other lodge is count-
ed into his service record.

Mid-Winter Meeting of Wash. State
Elks Assn. Held at Port Angeles
Port Angeles, “Naval’”’ Wash,,
Lodge, No. 353, was host at the mid-
winter session of the Wash. State
Elks Assn. on January 7-8. Satur-
day, the first day, was given over
to registration, pre-convention com-
mittee meetings and a dance. A spe-
cial meeting of Exalted Rulers,
Leading Knights, Secretaries and
Trustees of the lodges on Sunday
morning preceded the actual con-
vention session which was opened at

.

10:30 by State Pres. V. N. Christian-
son of Longview. Included among
the 150 Elks present were delegates
from the 22 member lodges of the
Association and visitors from other
lodges. Among the prominent guests
were Grand Inner Guard Harrie O.
Bohlke, Yakima; P.D.D.’s John J.
Langenbach, Raymond, Robert
Storey, Hoquiam, and Vice-Pres.
George Newell, Seattle; Past Pres.
H. Sanford Saari, Port Townsend;
Pres. Arthur Barnes and Secy.
Arnold Henzell of the Idaho State
Elks Assn., Lewiston, and Trustees
A. S. MacDonald of Oregon City, rep-
resenting the Ore. State Elks Assn.

Reports showed that mueh work
was being done by all the State Com-
mittees, and that the sponsorship of
Boy Scout Troops and an educa-
tional program for juvenile delin-
quents were included in Youth Aecti-
vities Work. As a feature of State
Social and Community Welfare
Work, the collection of tinfoil was
urged for the Seattle Orthopedic
Hospital for Crippled Children. A
survey was conducted last year for
the purpose of locating and tabulat-
ing the helpless cripples in the State,
1,500 in number, with the idea of
working out some organized method
of relief in their behalf. The Amer-
icanization Oratorical Contest for
students, one of the Association’s
major projects, is being held again
this year. Vice-Pres. Edwin J. Alex-
ander of Aberdeen, who for the past
two years has conducted the Con-
tests, delivered a magnificent patri-
otic oration.

Berkeley, Calif., Elks Aid in Fire
Prevention Education

Berkeley, Calif., Lodge, No. 1002
has done much to bring about the
low fire loss ratio in the city, which
has an outstanding record in this re-
spect. Through the cobperation of
the local Superintendent of Schools
as well as the managements of paro.
chial and private schools, an Elkg
Committee is permitted to addresg
the fourth, fifth and sixth grade
pupils during Fire Prevention Week.
The pupils are m_v1ted to write essays
on Fire Prevention, and the winper
receives a large American Flag to
be kept by his or her school for the
period of one year.

The 1938 presentation was made
to the winner, Miss Patricia Mar.
shall, of the low fifth grade, Co-
lumbus School, in the presence of
the Mayor, the Superintendent of
Schools, City Manager Hollis Thomp-
son and Fire Chief John S. Eichel-
berger, both of whom are Elks, ang
P.E.R. Louis B. Browne, Treasurer
of Berkeley Lodge and Chairman of
the Elks Fire Prevention Commit-
tee. All Berkeley pupils were called
into assembly for the ceremonies. It
has been possible for the various
committees to observe the beneficial
effect of their training in this impor-
tant phase of civic responsibility, as
many of the children who have re-
ceived instruction are now grown.









