











[ONLY $1 COVERS YOUR ENTIRE FAMILY FOR THE FIRST MONTH

An Income Protection Plan

Read every word
of this important
announcement

For You

Buy this peace of mind
for as low as
$3 per month

$100 PER WEEK — UP TO $5,200
OR $200 PER WEEK — UP TO $10,400
IN TAX-FREE CASH WHEN YOU ARE HOSPITALIZED

FOR COVERED ACCIDENT OR SICKNESS

Standard Life and Accident Insurance Company, and
its family of companies, offers to the readers of
Elks Magazine a hospital income plan similar in
many ways to programs we have offered earlier to
readers of other publications.

Why do you need a hospital income plan? Because
when you are hospital-confined, you need monies to
take care of sudden unexpected expenses.

$100 PER WEEK
Ages 0-17..............% .85permonth
Ages18-49. . ............$3.00 permonth
Ages50-65, .............%$4.00permonth
Ages66-74. . ............$500permonth
Ages 75-90. . ...$%$7.50 per month

(Children receive one-half hospital benefits)

Our income protection plan* will help offset your
extra expenses at a small cost. Only $1 pays the first
month’s premium regardless of age or the number of
members in the family to be protected. Then you, and
the members of your family you want covered, will pay
the low rates, which apply to both men and women, in
the following schedules: (*Form 915)

$200 PER WEEK
Ages 0-17..........
Ages18-49. .........
Ages50-65..........
Ages66-74. ......... 10.00 per month
Ages 75-90., .. .. <. . $15.00 per month

(Children receive one-half hospital benefits)

1.70 per month
6.00 per month
8.00 per month
1]

... %
.. 9
... 9
... 8

12 IMPORTANT QUESTIONS ANSWERED THAT TELL YOU HOW STANDARD'S $100 OR $200 A WEEK CASH INCOME PLAN
GIVES YOU FINANCIAL PROTECTION YOU NEED WHEN YOU ARE HOSPITALIZED DUE TO COVERED ACCIDENT OR SICKNESS:

APPLICATION TO

STANDARD LIFE AND ACCIDENT INSURANCE COMPANY
STANDARD LIFE AND ACCIDENT INSURANCE COMPANY OF CALIFORNIA
CALIFORNIA STANDARD LIFE AND ACCIDENT INSURANCE COMPANY

Gentl 1 em losing $1 in payment for ono month's insurance for your

Mospitel Incoma Plon (Form 915). Chock one: [J $ 100 0 week [J$200 o week

My nome is

Street or RFD No.

City. State Zip.

Dote of Birth: Mo. Day Year. Age.

Jolso heroby opply for coverage for the members of my fomily listed below:

FULL NAME (Please Print) DATE OF BIRTH

|MO. | DAY | YEAR| AGE

©»ohAwN -

List odditional names on separate sheet and enclose with this opplication blank.

best of your krowledge ond balief, have you or any porion listed above ever
l:;h:ig;’o: onu blood pre?:sre. heart trouble, diobetes, concer, arthritis or fuber-
culosis or have you or thoy, within the lost five yeors, been i-sob!ed by either ﬂ.c.:idgn'
or illness, had medical odvice or treatment, taken proscribed for ony condition, or
been cdvised to hove o surgicel operation?

O Yes 0O Ne

If so, give details stoting persons aHlected, couse, date, nome ond address of of-
tonding physicion ond whether fully recovered.

Dote Sig

Form DMA (1-72) P-0077

(ELKS)*

1. WHY ARE THE PREMIUMS SO LOW? ,

This is o mass enroliment. No agent will call, therefore you avoid paying usual ogent’s

commissions, but you must moil the enrollment form along with $1 within 30 days from the

edition date of this publication.

2, WHAT IF | AM OVER 657 X .

Even if you are over 65, this plon pays you extro cash in addition to Medicare, cash

to spend os you choose—cash paid directly to you.

3. WILL THIS PAY IN ADDITION TO OTHER COVERAGE?

YES, this will poy the cash directly to you, pays in addition to heolth & welfore progroms,

workmen’s compensation or any other plan you carry.

4. HOW LONG WiILL | BE PROTECTED?

You will be paid $100 or $200 o weoek, whichover plan is selected, when you are

hospitalized, for as long as 52 weeks.

5. MUST 1 BE CONFINED FOR A FULL WEEK TO RECEIVE BENEFITS?

NO, you will be poid at the rote of $14.28 or $28.56 per doy — whichever plan is

selected. Benalits begin the first doy for accident ond ofter the third day of confinement

for sickness.

6. ARE BENEFITS TAX-FREE?

YES, oll benefits aro ¢ and poid di

the benefits to your hospital or docter,

7. HOW DOES THE MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE WORK?

Examine the policy in the privacy of your home, show it to your doctor, friends or

attorney. They will teill you this is the bost offer for the premium charged. If not

completely sotisfiod, return in 10 days for o full refund.

8. WHEN DOES THE COVERAGE BECOME EFFECTIVE?

The same doy we receive your completed form along with $1 and issue your policy.

9. IS THE COMPANY LICENSED IN YOUR STATE?

Stondord life ond Accident’s family of componies is licensed in 35 stotes, and conforms

1o ail thote stote lows, with many years of faithful service to policy holdars.**

10. WHAT IS NOT COVERED BY THIS POLICY? .

The only diti not d ore hospital ! due to militory service,

intentionally self-inflicted injuries, venereal discose, mentol derangement, childbirth or

plications of preg y. end fi in o government hospital. (Loter exclusion

oxcopt in Missouri)

11. HOW WILL | PAY THE PREMIUMS AFTER THE FIRST MONTH?

Within 30 doys ofter you receive your policy, we will send you o premium notico by mail,

then you may pay one, three, six or twolve months’ premiums as you wish, However, you

will save money if you pay other thon monthly.

12. HOW DO 1 JOIN THIS EXTREMELY LOW-COST PROGRAM?

Just complete the enrollment form on this poge, and mail it with $1 to the company
ddress below. R no sal will calf, and as this is o limited onroliment,

mail the form today.

y 1¢ you, unless you wish to assign

£

Make all checks or money orders payable to:

Standard Life & Accident Insurance Company

MAIL TO: PACIFIC NORTHWEST AGENCIES, HOSPITAL INCOME PLAN
ROOM 208, 201 S.W. ARTHUR ST., PORTLAND, OREGON 97201

(** NOTE: Offor not volid in Conn., Del., D.C.,
Fla., Maine, Moaryland, Mass., Mich., Minn,,
NJ., NH, NY, Penn., RIL, Vi, WVo., aond
Wisc.)
























































































always be replaced by a smart alligator
band (they were still selling alligator
in those days) or, perhaps, a better
metal band. Maybe even a gold one. I
now had convinced myself that a hun-
dred and fifty dollars for this watch
was not enough. This was a timepiece
that must be worth a few hundred and
it should have a gold band.

I turned it over and looked at the
back, then looked at the numbers and
the second hand and then at the name
again, printed delicately near the 6.

My God! Longune! It said Longune!

My Longune ran for about three
weeks.

It wasn’t my only “hot” watch. I
bought another nearly a year later, I
had been sure it was an Omega until
my daughter pointed out this was not
so. The watch was an Omeca.

The Omeca, another great buy at
twenty-five dollars (the hustler had
asked me for thirty-five) ran about
four months. The band left bluish-green
stains on my wrist. The watchmaker
said it didn’t pay to fix my Omeca. It
was thrown into a junk box at home
with my Longune.

Don’t get the impression that the
only hot stuff I buy is watches. I buy
other things, too.

It was just about the time that my
Longune stopped running that I was
called to the rear of a truck not far
from Union Square Park. This really
excited me. It was always at the back
of those trucks that one really could
pick up something valuable. For some
reason I could never accept the idea
that the man standing at the rear of
the truck might have nothing whatever
to do with the truck. I always imagined
what he was offering came fresh, hot
off the truck so to speak.

“Tve got only five left,” the hustler
said. “Five bucks apiece and don’t ask
me any questions, Genuine cashmere
sweaters.”

“What size?” I asked.

“They’ll fit you. What color you want?
I got black, blue and red. Three blues,
a black and a red.”

He had five white boxes standing at
his feet. He bent and picked one up.
He opened it.

“If you want,” he said, “feel it fast.”

I looked at the blue sweater and felt
the material. I wasn’t quite sure what
cashmere felt like, but the material was,
indeed, soft and pleasant to touch.

“Can I try it on?”

“You crazy,” he said, closing the box.
“I don’t want trouble. You either want
it or you dont.”

“Okay,” 1 said.

“Want ’em all?”

“No, I'll take a blue and a black.”

He opened another box, showed me
the sweater was black, closed the box
and handed it to me, along with the
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box that held the blue sweater. I
handed him ten dollars and watched
him cross the park and disappear near
a department store.

Even if the sweaters weren’t cash-
mere, I had a tremendous buy. They
were attractive looking, and even if
they didn’t fit me they were bound to
fit one of my children or be accepted
happily by some friend as a lovely gift.

I could hardly wait to get home to
try on the cashmere sweaters. Once in
the house, I tossed off my jacket and
opened the box with the blue sweater.
It lay against the white tissue paper. I
lifted it up.

No! All I had in my hand was a
front. There was no back, no sleeves.
Just a lousy front of a sweater!

I ripped open the box with the black
sweater. Just a black front! Again, no
back, no sleeves. They had done it to
me again, What could I do with two
sweater fronts? I have a friend who
sells sweaters. He laughed when he
told me that the material wasnt even
cashmere.

Then there were the hubcaps. I had
a fancy little sports car; fancy but not
very expensive, except maybe for the
special hubcap wire wheels that made it
look so fancy. The car was parked in
front of my house in the suburbs. One
mormning two of the wire wheel hubcaps
were gone. They had cost me $22.50
each. I ordered replacements for them
from my dealer. Although I had paid
him $45, I still had to wait nearly
three weeks until he delivered them to
me.

I scratched my initials on the insides
of the new hubcaps with a key. I took
off the two that had not been stolen
and did the same to them. There really
Wwas no reason to scratch my initials on

men in the other car. The youth in the
passenger seat lowered his window.

“Hey, mister, I noticed you're missing
a couple of hubcaps. We're brothers,”
he went on, pointing to the driver of his
car who waved and smiled at me. “Our
father owns the junkyard on Jerusalem
Avenue.”

I nodded.

“We've got a couple of hubcaps for
your car if you want. We're selling
some of his junk.” He pointed to the
rear seat where I saw an assortment of
hubcaps, floor mats and various car
appurtenances and fixtures.

“How much?” I asked.

“They sell for around forty or fifty
a pair,” said the youth in the passenger
seat. “Are they worth twenty-five to
you?”

I was thrilled. But I played the
tough customer. “Give you twenty.”

The youth looked at his brother. The
brother shook his head no. He leaned
over towards the open window across
his brother.

“Sorry, pop said not to sell these for
less than twenty-five.” The youth in the
passenger seat began rolling up his
window. »

“Hold it,” I fairly shrieked. I wasn’t
going to let this buy go. “Tll take
them.”

I shelled out twenty-five dollars to
the young man nearest me. He handed
me the hubcaps from the back. The
boys waved and drove off. Nice kids, I
thought, I was delighted. I had saved
myself twenty dollars plus tax.

I went into the house, holding my
hubcaps, and called the dealer, I asked
him to cancel the order and return my
money. He agreed. I walked to my car
to put on the hubcaps I had just pur-
chased.

Don’t get the impression that the only hot stuff | buy is watches.

I buy other things, too.

them, but I did it just the same. Two
months later, the two new hubcaps
were stolen again, this time while the
car had been parked in a neighborhood
shopping mall. I was furious. It would
cost me another $45.

I called the dealer and put in an
order for another pair, vowing this time
to make sure the car was constantly
watched except when garaged for the
night. I wasn’t sure who would watch
it all the time but I had vowed anyhow.
It was about a week later when I
climbed into the car with its two rear
hubcaps still intact and was about to
drive to visit a friend when another
automobile stopped alongside me. I had
not yet turned the ignition. I thought
the car that had stopped was seeking
directions,

There were two well-dressed young
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That’s right, I turned them over. I
hadn’t thought of looking before. I had
bought my own hubecaps. If only I had
thought to take their license number.

The next item I purchased that I sus-
pected might have been stolen was not
from a man on the street whispering to
me from an alleyway, store entrance or
rear of a truck. It was from a lawyer
who said his client had given it to him
as part of his fee.

“I don’t need it,” he told me. “You
can have it for ten bucks.”

I looked at the radio closely. It was
unquestionably worth many times the
ten dollars T was being asked. It was
AM-FM. It worked with both electricity
and was portable. It was smart-looking
in gleaming wood and shiny metal. I'd
met another great buy and gladly gave

(Continued on page 42)






























person in ten knows. And although she
was made in France, the Statue of Lib-
erty is American as nothing else in the
world.

From water level to the top of her
torch she stands over three-hundred-
feet—higher than a twelve story build-
ing. She is a proud woman, clad in a
loose, graceful robe which falls in gen-
erous folds from her shoulder to her
feet. Executed in a period when sculp-
ture was marked more by good crafts-
manship than by depth of understand-
ing, the artist has created a statue with
dignity and simplicity far beyond the
works of most of his contemporaries.
She is also the most celebrated example
of repousse work—thin sheets of ham-
mered copper on a framework of iron.

As nearly everyone knows, her right
arm holds aloft a great torch, while in
her left hand she grasps a tablet on
which the date of the Declaration of
Independence is inscribed: July 4, 17786.

The massiveness of her details stag-
gers the imagination. One of her hands
is sixteen-and-one-half-feet long. The
circumference of the second joint of
the index finger is over seven-feet. Her
right arm measures forty-two-feet, and
is twelve-feet thick below the elbow.
Her nose is generous, over four-feet,
and behind this gigantic proboscis forty
persons can stand comfortably.

Our Mistress of the Harbor tips the
scales at 450,000 pounds—certainly a
lady of weight and importance—a mon-
umental symbol of what idealism shared
between nations can mean, and as we
talk about Liberty and that which sym-
bolizes the joys of free people and the
nobility of their ideals, there seems to

be something unsuitably materialistic in
the mention of her huge details, but it
is not so. For here are foresight and
mechanical perfection, strength and
permanence, and these things are of
America even as Liberty.

Probably no Americans today can
stand before the Statue of Liberty and
recall the intensely disagreeable day
in late November of the year 1886 when
she had her birth. There was a sharp
chill in the atmosphere and the inces-
sant drizzle of cold rain added to the
already muddy conditions of the streets
which had just been through a rainfall
of thirty-six hours’ duration.

The harbor was overhung with a
curtain of mist, and towering over it,
and for that matter over most of the
town of Manhattan, was the Goddess
of Liberty. Her face was veiled, await-
ing the time of dedication which had
been set for the afternoon.

The successful carrying out in nearly
all its details of an elaborate program,
the spectacular effects of which were
designed for a sunshiny day, may be
taken as proof that the American love
of liberty, then as now, was no mere
summer-day or fair-weather affection.

President Cleveland and the members
of his cabinet stood for hours on an
unsheltered platform at Madison
Square, watching a procession miles in
length move along the muddy streets
on its way to the harbor. And along the
entire line of march, men, women and
children stood in a compact wall.

While this procession was still pass-
ing down Fifth Avenue and Broadway
to the Battery, a magnificent naval pa-
rade was taking place in the North

River. A fleet of nearly three-hundred
vessels, led by the ships of the North
Atlantic Squadron and several French
men-of-war, and followed by gayly
decked craft of every conceivable shape
and size, steamed in a grand proces-
sion to the vicinity of Bedloe’s Island.

It was a proud day for the man
whose name is inseparably connected
with the Statue of Liberty—M. Auguste
Bartholdi, its sculptor. The story is
told that when this Frenchman first
entered New York Harbor, he con-
ceived the idea of this colossal statue
standing at the very gateway to the
New World and representing the one
thing man finds most precious—Liberty.

It was with a trembling hand that he
pulled the covering from the face of his
masterpiece. This moment was the
culmination of twenty years of pains-
taking work and constant devotion to
a tremendous task. A roar of cannon
from the nearby warships greeted the
unveiled face of Miss Liberty, and after
a proper pause, dignitaries from France
presented the statue to the United
States. President Cleveland in accept-
ing the gift for his country, remarked,
“...we will not forget that liberty has
here made her home, nor shall her cho-
sen altar be neglected.”

New York made a fitting historic set-
ting for the statue. Here Washington
came in 1789 to be inaugurated the
first president of the new republic.
Then shortly afterward, it was with
France that we consummated our first
treaty of alliance. And throughout our
long struggle for freedom the sympathy
ard assistance of the French were of
inestimable value to America. =

HOt Stuff (Continued from page 32)

the lawyer the ten dollars he had asked.

I was apprehensive at the beginning
when I first began using it. I had vis-
ions of it collapsing as had the Longune
and the Omeca. My apprehension left
after a couple of months had passed by.
I had taken the radio to the beach, on
fishing trips and on picnics. It had not
failed as a portable and its tone was
equally delightful when it was plugged
into the electric sockets in my home.

I think the radio was nearly three
months old when I felt ill one afternoon
and left my office early. As I put my
key in the door I heard loud music com-
ing from inside. I was surprised that
my children were home so early.

I opened the door. The music was
deafening. I already had had a head-
ache.

“Dammit,”
radio.”

There was no response.

“Shut that radio or both of you and
the radio will be thrown out!”

Still nothing. I realized suddenly that

I shouted, “shut that
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the roaring music was not coming from
the rooms of either one of my children
but from my own bedroom. I also real-
ized suddenly that there was no one in
the house. I was alone with a blasting
radio. It was, indeed, the radio I had
gotten from the lawyer. It was standing
on my night table. I wondered who had
turned it on and left the house.

Annoyed, I walked to the radio to
turn the switch to the off position.
Funny, it already was in the off posi-
tion. The knob also controlled the vol-
ume so I couldn’t lower that. I had
been stuck again. Apparently the radio
had gone on by itself; had turned itself
on somehow without the need for mov-
ing the on-off knob. I bent behind the
bed and pulled the plug from the soc-
ket. It was the only way to turn off
the radio.

Oh, yeah? It didn’t turn off. The
loud sounds continued even though the
plug had been pulled. The music was
growing worse and worse because of
my headache. I tried to switch to a new
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station at least till I could figure what
to do. The knob that controlled chang-
ing stations moved freely but this didn’t
affect the radio. The station didn’t
change. The music continued.

It was playing on its transistors or its
batteries or something. I shook it vio-
lently. I threw it on the bed and it
bounced high in the air and landed
as an announcer shouted the next num-
ber would be by The Beatles. I shook
and I shook and I shook. The radio kept
playing. I unscrewed the back and
pulled what should have been two
small batteries from the works. This
should have stopped it, but it didn’t.
Whatever I had taken out had no ef-
fect on the playing of the radio.

I didn’t want to break the radio, I
put it in the bathroom and I closed the
door. I could still hear it blasting from
the top of the toilet seat. I went back
and put it in the clothes hamper in the
bathroom and reclosed the door. It was
a little muffled now but still proudly
playing away, I decided I would have
to pull the works.

I took it from the hamper and ripped



























