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" I never saw a man who looked
With such a wistful eye

Upon that little tent of blue
Which prisoners call the sky,

And at every drifting cloud that went
With sails of silver by."

The Ballad of Reading Gaol

»:i;^

FREE-"The Story of Oscar Wilde"
This fascinating brochure gives some idea of Wilde's sensational career; it con
tains "the most pathetic confessionin all literature." Youassume noobligation
insending forit. Read below why, fora shortperiod, it isbeing distributed free.

" T FEAR I am dying as I lived, beyond my means," said Oscar Wilde, before he
I passed away. It was his last bon viot, so many of which liave become famous

and it was characteristic of his irrepressible good humor. He died with his name
under a cloud but not before he had written De Profundis, "a work tliat has no coun
terpart in English literature"; not before he had written The Ballad of Reading Gaol,
which critics acclaim as the greatest ballad in the Enghsh language; not before he
produced what dramatists themselves assert is the wittiest of all Lnghsh comed.cs; not
before he had written his haunting Picture of Dormn Grey, a "rwards translated mto
seventeen languages; not before he had spun, for adults as well as children, some of the
tenderest fairy tales written in all the ages. Never was there such avariegated gen.us
as Oscar Wilde, and certainly never in the history of literature amore sensational career.

Wilde's case is parallel with that of Poe, De
Maupassant, Rousseau, Coleridge, De Qmncey,
and many othergreat masters who lived wtliin tiie
shadows, but whose work is immortal. Since his
death, there has been an unceasing and ever-
increasing demand for his complete works.

In order adequately to meet this demand for
Wilde's books among intelligent people, a new
edition is in process that possesses two very unusual
features. One is the distinguished company ot
famous men who have contributed introductions
and fascinating reminiscences of Wilde. o
theirnames is enough. Theyare: Richard Le
iienne, Padraic ,Colum, John "
Johnston Forbes-Robertson, Richard Butler
zer, Coulson Kernahan, Michael Monahan, W.
Morse, Walter Pater, John Cowper Powj'̂ s,
Saltus, Clifford Smyth, Arthur Symons, A. i5.
Walkley, and William Butler Yeats.

The other outstanding feature is that it is to be a
Patron's Edition—a genuine de luxe inscribed
edition. (If you become a patron, in other word^s,
your namewill be inscribed on the title page of the
firstvolume of the set youown, in the usual manner
of Inscription Editions.) But instead of limiting
the purchasers to a few hundred people of wealth,
the edition is to be a larger one, and the price will

be tw greater than that of any standard set. Never
before has it been possible to_ offer a real de luxe
edition—at a price easily within the means of any
book-lover, no matter how small his income.

Will you allow us to send '̂ou this interesting
book, "The Story of Oscar Wilde"?_ It not only
gives an insight into Wilde's astonishing career,
which one writer has suggested was a case in real
life of Jekyll and Hyde; it explains also indetail the
nature of this beautiful Patron's Edition. To send
for this free book will positively involve you in no
obligation; no salesman will call on you; it will be
left toyour own inclination whetlier ornot you wish
to be associated in this unusual enterprise a truly
democratic Patron's Edition. Simply niail the
coupon or a letter and the book will be sent
immediately.

Doubleday, Page & Company
Dept. W-1224, Garden City ; : N. Y.

Doubleday, Page & Co., Dept. W-1224
Garden City, N. Y.

Please send, free and postpaid, the little brochure "The
Story of Oscar Wilde," and the terms of your new Patron s
Edition. It is iincierstood that this request involves me in
no obligation whatsoever.

City State.
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The Simple Secret of Success
A LL GREAT fundamental principles are, when

Za revealed, simple and easily usable.
^ The secret, if it is a secret, of success isno

exception to the rule.
Two words tell it.

Two words comprise the whole story of what's
required to win the high rewards in business—tell
the qualities that make a man forge easily ahead
of other men who in native ability appear to be
his equal.

And those two words are —intelligent service.
All material rewards come in return for service—

of one kind or another.
Intelligent service naturally commands the high

rewards.

And the ability to render truly Intelligent Service
is not born of chance or genius, but is the result of
one thing and one thing alone—knowledge.

Barely two decades ago, business knowledge was
available only through word of mouth imparting and
long years spent in gaining day-to-day experience.

In this day and age, business education enables
earnest men to quickly and thoroly equip them
selves to render that type of Intelligent Service
which commands substantial returns. This busi
ness education is now easily accessible thru
organized training.

Service staffs comprising more than fifteen hun
dred people—highly specialized expert groups—
every facility that millions in capital and over a
decade of experience place at our command, are
found at LaSalle. All are concentrated upon
equipping the LaSalle student to render service—
the kind of service that commands not only income
but position and influence as well.

Thru the Problem Methodas developed and used
by LaSalle he learns to do bj? doing—by going thru
the actual work of the position he is traimng to fill;
thus he enters the bigger task, when it opens to
him, with confidence, for he knows that he has
nothing to face which he has not already met and
mastered.

Seasoned, practical, experienced, he has thoroly
equipped himself to render—intelligent service.

Any concern—any institution—is best judged by
its product. And the product of LaSalle is men.

Without leaving home, without interfering with
their daily tasks, thousands upon thousands of men
in every part of the world have received thru LaSalle
the specialized training necessary to direct their
natural ability into productive channels.

Moreover—as an "unearned increment" —that
training^ has quickened their faculties, broadened
their viewpoint, given them an all-round growth
in power and mentality.

What LaSalle has to offer the ambitious man —
what its members have accomplished from stand
points of rapid promotion and increased earning
power—these factors, considered in relation to your
personal "prckAtmof advancement, will clearly point
the way.

Are you satisfied—with either your present prog
ress or your future prospects?

Are you in earnest when you say that you wish
to realize to the full the added earning power that
trained ability to render intelligent service brings?

Your answer to those questions will tell you auto
matically whether or not you are the kind of man
LaSalle can help.

And the information we will forward on request
enables you to intelligently exercise your judgment.

President
LaSalle Extension University

lasalle extension university
Dept. E-4 Chicago, Illinois

Upon request, the book "Ten Years' Promotion
In One," and material completely descriptive of
the course and service that interests you, will
gladly be sent without cost or obligation. Just
indicate your choice by checking, and write below
your name and address.
• Business Manaf^ement
• Modern Salesmanship
a Higher Accountancy
• La\v—Degree of LL.B.
• Traffic Management
• Railway Station

Management
• Commercial Law
• Industrial Management

Efficiency
• Banking and Finance

• Modern Business Corre
spondence and Practice

• Modern Foremanship
and Production Methods

O Personnel and Employ
ment Management

• Expert Bookkeeping
• Business English
• Commercial Spanish
D Effective Speaking
• C. P. A. Coaching

La Salle
Extension

University

The Largest Business Training Institution in the World



"To inculcate the principles of Charily,
Justicc, Brotlierly Love and riilclily: toEremote tlie welfare and enliancc the

appiness of its members; to quicken
the spirit of American patriotism: lo
cultivate good fellowship. . .

—From Preamble lo the Comlitution,
Benevolent and Proleclite Order of Elk»

Important

Notice to Members

IN SENDING chaliKe of address for
The Elks MiiRazine four points are

essential, as follows; 1. Your mime:
2. Number of your Lodge; 8. New ad
dress- 4. Old a<ldress. \oiir new address
alone is not siiflicicnt. We must know
the number of your Lodge and your
former address also.

There is no better method of notihcn-
tion than lo clip your present wrapper
address, endorse thereon your new ad
dress, paste it seenrcly on a card or en
close it in an envelope and address it to
The KIks MaRftzine. 50 Ea.st 42nd
Street. New York. N. Y. This gives all
necessary information. At the same
time, notify your Lodge secretary of
your change of address,_ advismg him
"that you have also sent it to The Elks
Magazine.

Plea.sc allow four weeks time.
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Beginning One of the Most
Compelling Mystery

Stories You Have Ever Read

''Looking steadily at him from the second gallery was
a man whose appearance was even more disturbing
than the girVs. . . . Above the pallor of his chin was
a blackmask. . . . Through it lookedtivoeyesas pow
erful and unflinching as the eyes of a leopard. . ,

YOU need to read only afew
sentences tobecomeimmersed
headlong in the tense thrills

of the new serial which begins
next month.

Written for this magazine hy
Anna McClure Sholl—author of
"The Footstep"—it is an even
more exciting story, thrilling
though that was.

If you were enthralled and baffled
by the tangle of mystery in "The
Footstep," you will be even more
completely mystified by the new
story which begins next month.

Spurred by the enthusiasm with
which you received her previous

serial. Miss Sholl determined to
overshadow the high standard she
had already set.

We think she has succeeded. And
we believe that you will say so
too. Watch for the opening
chapters — strikingly illustrated
by Harley Ennis Stivers—in the
forthcoming May issue.

ALSO coming soon: Splendid
stories and articles by Bruce

Barton, Dana Burnet, Octavus
Roy Cohen, Courtney Ryley
Cooper, William Dudley Pelley,
Lawrence Perry, Edward Mott
Woolley,and other famous writt^rs.

None but the Best for The Elks Magazine
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Office of the

Grand Esquire
Benevolent and Protective Order of Elks

of the United States of America

The Elks Magazine

1320 Arch Street, Philadelphia, Pa.
February 20, 1923

Exalted Ruler and Members:

The Grand Lodge Reunion at Atlanta, Georgia, July 9th to 12th,
inclusive, is going to be the greatest in the history of the Order. Being
held in a section of the country where a Grand Lodge Reunion has not
been held for many years, and where all conditions point to a wonderful
tinie, am sure your Lodge is already laying plans for participating in this
never-to-be-forgotten event.

Reports are being received from all sections of the country, and
they bespeak a Session which will more than repay you for the effort
expended.

Drill Corps, Band and Glee Club competitions will add much to the
enjoyment of the very elaborate program now being prepared by the
Atlanta Convention Committee. If you have not as yet gone into any of
these activities, do you not think this would be a good time to do so and
thereby inject a new angle for enthusiasm into your rank and file?

Every Lodge should be represented in the line of parade, and if your
Lodge will have only a few delegates attending it is no excuse for lack of
representation, as there will be one unit known as the "LODGE BANNER
UNIT " where small delegations (of one or more members) from a Lodge
may parade, carrying their Lodge banner. You can not help but realize
what a wonderful impression this will make if 500 or more Lodge ban
ners are displayed in one large section; having the larger Lodges with
their delegations parade in their respective sections.

Bear in mind the fact that the sidewalks will be lined with Americans
who are not Elks, and the more favorably they are impressed by this
demonstration the greater will be the rallying around the banner of
our Order.

Won't YOU kindly let me have any thought that may occur to you along
this line; also some indication as to how generously your Lodge is gomg to
be marked present at Atlanta?

With kindest regards to the Officers and Members of your Lodge, and
bespeaking your whole-hearted cooperation, believe me to be

Always yours to command,
Charles H. Grakeww

Grand Esquire



Office of the

Elks National Memorial

Headquarters Commission
Benevolent and Protective Order of Elks

of the United States of America

50 East Forty-second Street
ISew York, March 1, 1923

To All Subordinate Lodges:

The detailed plans for the construction of the National Memorial Head
quarters Building at Chicago have been finally approved and are now in the
hands of contractors who have been invited to bid on the construction of
the Building in accordance herewith.

In order to properly finance the building operations soon to be actually
begun, it has been deemed advisable to levy an assessment at this time upon
the Subordinate Lodges, in conformity with the suggestion contained in ihe
report of the National Memorial Headquarters Commission made to the
Atlantic City Convention last July, and approved by the Grand Lodge. And
at a meeting of the Commission held on February 17, 1923, the following
resolution' was adopted:

"Pursuant to authority conferred by the Grand
Lodge, the National Memorial Headquarters Com
mission does hereby levy upon each Subordinate
Lodge of the Order a special assessment amount
ing to sixty-five cents for each member upon its rolls
on April 1, 1923. The said assessment is hereby
made payable, through the office of the Grand Secre
tary, on or before May 1, 1923, at the same time and
in the same manner as Grand Lodge dues arepayable.'*

This Circular, therefore, will be notice to each Subordinate Lodge of
the said assessment.

Attention is called to the fact that while this is a levy upon the Subor
dinate Lodges as such, the Grand Lodgehas authorized them to levy special
taxes upon their respective memberships to meet the assessment, if they
so desire.

While the Commission was given authority by the Grand Lodge to levy
an assessment of not more than $1.00 in each calendar year for this pur
pose, no assessment was levied duriiig the calendar year of 1922, and this
assessment of sixty-five cents per capita is the only assessment that will be
made for the calendar year of 1923.

For the information of the Subordinate Lodges, and through no anticipa
tion that penalties will be incurred, they are hereby advised that failure to
pay an assessment levied by the Commission will subject them to the same
penalties that apply for failure to pay any other debt due the Grand Lodge.

Fraternally,

ELKS National Memorial

Headquarters Commission
JOHN K. Tener, Chairman

JOSEPH T. FANNING, Secretary

m
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Personalities and Appreciations
Who's Who In This Issue

Beginning at the beginnmg, the personaHties
who have contributed to this issue may be intro
duced to you, briefly, as foflows: Oscar E. Jensen,

whose poem appears on the opposite page, is an Elk,
member of Seattle, Wash., Lodge, No. 92. In submit
ting the poem Mr. Jensen wrote:" If not suitable, please
do not return it. I would feel as if a prayer had been
hurled back in my face. Do with it what you wish. It
is the expression of the deepest feeling of which I am
capable." Actions speak more emphatically than
words. We did not return it—and the poem, as you
will surely agree, is its own best justification.

A LBERT PAYSON TERHUNE is an old friend of
yours and we need not add, at the moment, to the

things we have previously said about him on this page,
except to recommend very highly his ^ry, "The
Muscle-Buster." William McCleod Raine is very prob-
£d)ly an old friend of yours, too, but inasmuch as be
makes his bow to The Eucs Magazine in this issue,
politeness reallyrequires that he be formally presented.
Mr. Raine came to this country from England at the
age of ten and was educated in Arkansas and Ohio
(Oberlin). Upon leaving college he became principal
of a school in SeatUe, after which he entered the field
of journalism as a reporter for Seattle and Denver
papers, later becoming an editorial writer. His first
novel was published in 1902, since which time it has
been followed pretty regularly with one a year. In
addition to writing best sellers, Mr. Raine has lectured
on journalism at the University of Colorado. During
the war he was Director of the Division of Syndicate
features of the Committee on Public Information.

His artide, "The Spirit of the West," strikes a note
of optimism which is somewhat refreshing after the
wide-spread plaints of recent years that the country
is going to the dogs.

R'>OSS SANTEE, whose etchings accompany Mr.
Raine's article, is a cow-puncher in the summer

and an artist in the winter. His work has been exhpj-
ited ingalleries inmany cities and he israpi^yearning
recognition as one who portrays western life ^partic
ularly in theSouthwest—as it actually is. Mr. Santee,
besides being an artist from whom much may be ex
pected in ttmfuture, is also an able writer.

Walter de Leon, whose stories of the vaudeville stage
and its people have been winning him reno^ra, also
makes his bow to The Eucs Magazine in this issue.
Mr. de Leon is an old friend of Sam Hellman s, with
whom he attended the University of Califonua. In
college he wrote the campus shows, one of which, re
written and retitled, was later a musical comedy suc
cess. Heplayed in vaudeville andmusical comedy him
self for several years and has furnished material for
dozens of acts.

Achmed Abdullah has been with us before. Jones
and Sheng Pao, tbe characters he has created for our
series, are taking hold fast and firmly. "O'SuUivan

Catches a Whale," published this month, is one of the
best stories he has written; although a later one, to be
published shortly, is even better. Your attention is
called especially to the very charming illustrations by
C. IicRoy Balridge which accompany the Abdullah
story this month.

What Makes a Big Leaguer?
Tj^ALTER TRUMBULL, the well-known sport

writer, says in his article in this issue that no man
could hope for a finer epitaph than this: He was a Big
Leaguer. He pointsout, too, that the qualities which
fit a man for successful service in Major League base
ballare identical to those necessary for ranking players
in any othersport. When youcome to think of it, they
are qualities essentifd to success of almost any kind:
speed, strength, skill, courage andbrains. Thegreatest
of these is brains. And right along with that must go
the spirit of fair play. Minus sportsmanship no man
is ever truly a success.

^LAIRE WALLACE FLYNN, who writes very de
lightfully of books, has been associated with well-

known magazineii in an editorial capacity and is at
present engaged in writing advertising copy in an
agency. (It should be stated here that she is not re
tained, so far as we know, by any book publishers.)
Miss Flyim, as you have undoubtedly already discov
eredforyourselves, possesses a pleasant wayofexpress
ing things. Her comment is acute without beingacrid,
and she manages to say sharp things about booksonce
in a while without leaving a scar.

Books are likepeople. They are seldom entirely bad.
And it is as much the duty of a faithful reviewer to seek
out the good in them as to be always crouching for a
spring at what is below par. There are two types of
bad books: those whose badness is due to the h'mitations
of their authors, who have done their best, and those
turnedout deliberately or carelessly by writers actually
capable ofbetterwork. Books ofthelatter typeshould
be trrated with little mercy. There is no excuse for the
consciousproduction of shoddy literature. But in cases
where the result is poor in spite of the writer's best
efforts a little tolerance will go a long way. And any
way, it is easier to kill a bad book by ignoring it than
by attacking it.

We try to follow the nde in The Eiks MAGAzrvE
of reviewing only those books which have something to
commend them. There are enough of these to fill such
space as we are able to devote to the subject and we
gladly leave the wholesale reviewing to others.

When You Change Your Address
'rVERY member is requested to read, mark and in-
^ wardly digest the notice printed on the contents
page thismonth. Unless theinstructions setforth there
are followed, and all the information called for fur
nished, our circulation department can not do its part
in making the change.
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From the Heights
By Oscar E. Jensen

Decoration by Israel Doskow

Brushed by the maiden lips of early dawn.
Roused from their senile dream by morn's caress
The ancient patriarchs I look upon;

In pantomime the primal day express.

And, from their pink-hued summits rolling down
The somber curtain woven by the night.
Reveal in scarred ravine and broken crown.
The cataclysm governed by His might.

In turn, delineating start of Life,
Showed whistling marmot perched upon a ledge;
Then trees, misshapen by unending strife
And far below, the green of tree-top hedge.

Beneath me: Chickaree and chipmunk played.
The eagle wheeled his solitary flight.

;1, from lofty throne divinely made.
Looked down as by hereditary rig

Then: with the aid of eyes by man designed.
O'er river thread I saw the elk band cross.
But from my throne, what trail they left behind
Was lost as raindrops in the mountain moss.

^H! GREAT Creator of this wondrous scene:
^ Dost Thou look down and mark our checkered trail?
Are we condemned for faults that Thou hast seen?
Or do our feeble virtues still prevail?

(With what conceit and arrogance of pride!
We specks of dust, free sprinkled by His hands
Exalt their virtues or attempt to hide
Their faults inscribed on evanescent sands.)

Thine be the privilege to write: We mock
Thy sovereign rule. 0 h! give us sight to see
That sands compressed and merged in lasting rock
May keep the record through eternity.

Omnipotent Exalted Ruler: We
Beseech Thee; purge the sands on which we wrote
And give Thy blessing. May our ritual be:
If they had faults, we know not—nor meike note.

FIDELI TY

m
1



j4. Story for Every One
Who Believes in Poetic

Justice—and Who Dear-

ly Loves a Good Fight

He C.\jVIE into town with his father.
That was when old Jacob Blundell
sold his shoestring of petty options in

the Peninsula's new-opened timber-tract;
and ceased forever to be a lumberjack.

Old man Blundell, at that time, was well
past sixty. He was five feet ten inches tall
and weighed two hundred and thirty
poixnds; and had not one ounce of fat on his
gorilla-like body. He was that sort of man.
He introduced himself to the thriving young
town of Peavey by strolling into the local
blacksmith shop, picking up a percheron-
type horseshoe, and in one grip of his mas
sive right hand crushing it into a snarl.
Next he up-ended a half-ton pig of iron with
his left hand. He ended the brief perform
ance by bending a five-eighth-inch iron
poker into a perfect letter S.

It was an impressive introduction to a
town whose populace was still close enough
to the memory of hard manual toil to revere
super-strength. And Peavey honored its
newest inhabitant.

Blundell settled down to a sample-size
logging-contractor career, and rented a cot*
tage on Michigan Street, with his office in its
front room. He prospered, in a moderate
fashion.

The old chap had two objects of his inor
dinate pride. They were his incredible
strength and hisfifteen-year-old son,Carson.
Apart from these failings, he was a decent
and industrious citizen.

YoungCarson Blundell was the old man s
one living relative, and the apple of Jacob's
eye. Even at fifteen, he stood six feet tall
inhisbareand ample feet. Hisyoung sho^-
ders were built on the lines of a steam radia
tor. He weighed almost two hundred
pounds. Like his father, he was all huge
bone and unbelievable muscle, and carried
no soft flesh. Despite his calflike awkward
ness, there was .something queerly formidable
about the lad. _

He was fresh from the tall timbers. The
little town of Peavey made him bulge his
pale eyes in wonder at the magnificence of
its seven paved streets and its single-track
trolley line and its five-story Powers' Block.
Such a youth was due to be fair game for
the boys of that miniature metropolis, at
school and in sport. But somehow, nobody
ever guyed Carson Blundell. From the
outset, he was the hero of schoolyard and
of alley and of swimming hole.

On the first/§ evening of the
provisions. Fame
of old Jacob's
strength had pre
ceded him from

side and counter
idlers eyed him

The Elks Magazine

The Muscle-Buster
By Albert Payson Terhune

Illustrated by Edtvard Ryan

with mute esteem. The clerk who waited on
him ventured a personality.

"I hear you're quite a strong man, Mr.
Blundell," said he. "We was having an
argument in here, the other night. One of
the fellers claimed no man can pick up a full
bar'l of flour from the floor, up-end it and
sling it on his shoulder. What d'you think,
now?"

Old Man Blundell favored the dapper
clerk with some such look as might adorn
Paderewski's face were he asked if any one
could hope to play the scale of C with both
hands. Then heglanced at hisson, who was
peering in awed delight at the array of pre
serve jars in a glass case.

"I don't know as I ever tried it," he
drawled. "And it seems like a kind o'
pueryle stunt f'r a fuU-growed man to tackle.
Le's see can a kid do it. Hey, Sonny!" he
broke off. "You quit gawpiii' at them doo
dads under glass, and c'm over here."

Obediently, Carson slouched across,

toward his father. Several bovs in
wa.y nudged one another and grinned.

btop where you be!" ordered Jacob, as
Carson s clumping advance brought him
alongside a line of flour-barrels which two
teamsters had just rolled into the store from
a cart at the curb.

at command.
1 ick up one of them bar'ls," continued

Jacob."Up-end it, first, with one hand,
then h'ist it onto your shoulderand fetch it
over to me."

A '̂ith no demur, the boy placed his enor
mous hand on the end of one of the recum
bent barrels, lifted it upright with no effort
at all, and, with a leisurely heave, raised it
with both hands to the apex of one of his
barndoor shoulders. Then he continued his
progress toward his sire.

"Whatcher want me to do with it, now,
Pop?" he asked. "Lugithome?"

The boys in the doorway had ceased to
grin. In their eyes shone stark hero-
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worship. When two days later, Carson Blun-
deU matriculated in the Pcavey grammar
school's eighth grade, he entered upon his
kingdom. Not his was the first-day's mar
tyrdom of a country boy in a town school.
He waded waist-deep in adulation. The
school bully and the football team s captain
vied with each other for the privilege of in
ducting him into their respective and unres-
pected gangs. Great was Carson Blundell.

Perhaps there is some boy or some man
extant who is wise enough to withstand such
utter worship. But it was assuredly not in
the loutish nature of the young Hercules to
go through it uimioved. He swelled visibly
under the fawning of his schoolmates. In
the first flush of it, he yearned to prove him
self still further the paladin they deemed
him. And a chance came. A very pifflmg
chance, but the only one in sight.

ASHE was passing out through the school
gate, that first afternoon, attended bya

group of volunteer courtiers, a much shorter
and slighter boy came hurrying into the
yard. The newcomer was running, with
head down, and did not see Carson and the
others as he rounded the corner and darted
through the gateway. As a result, he col
lided sharply with the Hercules.

He mumbled a word of apology and was
hastening on. But Carson would not have
it so. Here was his opportunity. Seizing
the lad by the coat collar, he swung him
bodily from the ground, with his right hand,

while, with his clenched left fist he prepared
to punish the writhing offender.

The latter's writhings slid him out of the
captured coat and onto the ground. There,
at once, with fists doubled and eyes ablaze,
he made a rush for the giant.

But, with Homeric laughter, the throng of
courtiers fell upon the little fellow, elbowing
and joggling him out of their hero's path,
setting at naught his furiously puny efforts
to resent the laying on of hands.

"Don't you mind him. Carson!" exhorted
the football captain. "That's only little
Nibs Fawcett. I guess he must be wantin'
to c'mit sooicide—sailing into you like that.
He's always buntin' into hornets' nests, that
way. He hasn't (he strength of a cat. But
he's a spunky cuss. If you'd 'a' landed on
him, j'ou'd most likely 'a' knocked him ,so far
he'd 'a' discovered a new street."

"Let him keep out o' my way, then."
growled Carson, drunk with power and wor
ship. "I don't hone to kill nobody. But
I don't hone, neither, to take nothin' from
nobody. Just keep on a-rememberin' that,
everybody. Best way to keep outer the
hosp'tal is to keep from crowdin' mc!''

A inurmur of admiration followed the
fearsomewarning—a warning scarce lessened
in its terrifyingnature from the fact that the
menacinggrowl scaled to a falsetto, by rea
son of the speaker's changing voice.

Thus it was that Carson Blundell came to
Pcavey and thus it was that he came into
his own. From that day, his supremacy was

With a leisurely heave,
he raised the barrel with
both hands to the apex of
one of his barndoor shoul
ders. "Whatcher want me
to do with it now. Pop?"
he asked. '"Lug it home?"

unchallenged. From that day, he did not
need to strike a blow. As soon expect Rocke
feller to exhibit his list of securities to the
Charities Commission, in order to prove he
is not a pauper, as to have expected Carson
Blundell to give physical proof that he could
thrash anj'thing and everything that stood
on two legs. He had arrived. He was king.

In the ten years that followed, the rule
held good. Carson developed from a hulk-
ingly mighty and overgrown boy into a
gigantically powerful man. With the pass
ing of each new year, he grew stronger, more
compact, more formidable. In high school,
in his two years of lumber camp apprentice
ship, in the fast-swelling young town's ward
politics and in his own social stratum, he
was acknowledged peerless. No man arose
to withstand him, foot to foot, knee to knee,
fist to fist.

"\X^ISEACRES tell us that the day of
» ' mere physical prowess is gone forever,

superseded by mental achievement. W^hen a
chess game or a contest in poetry shall draw
as large a crowd as did the Dempsey-Car-
pentier fight, this statement may be ac
cepted as proven. Until then, primal human
nature will continue to do more or less will
ing homage to muscular might.

There are physical supermen—Jim Jeffries
was one of them, Sandow was another—who
are not spoiled by the adoration accorded
to their strength, nor seek to use it to the
disadvantage of lesser folk. Such a man w-as
not John L. Sullivan. Such a man, assured
ly, was not Carson Blundell.

Carson reveled in his peerless physique.
He reveled tenfold more in the hold it gave
him over his fellows. It was glorious to him,
when the narrowing of his pale eyes and the
contracting of his shoulder muscles made
a disputant flinch and begin to backtrack.

It was almost as pleasant to note how a
stern word from him was accepted as law.
especially by women—his own slackly pretty
and rabbit-mouthed little wife most of all.
That washow he had wonhis wife—bj' sheer
strength and ferocity. That washow he kept
her in trembling subjection. It all went to
his head, making him as unbearable as he
was invincible.

He entered his father's steadily increasing
contractor-business. And he rose quickly
to a partnership with the aging Jacob. Into
business, as into aD other phases of life, he
brought his bruiser
tactics, his genius
for intimidating by
spoken or unspok- l?'
en threat of physi-

Much success ^^ jflp
had made him not
only cocksure but .1^
arrogant. His tem- i
per—uncurbed by J i
any of the whole- / •-
some physical les- * /
sons which strew V /
the paths of most



of us—burgeoned into chronic imperiousness.
Unchecked, he grew to believe himself un-
checkable. And this, too, was an immense
asset. For the belief was genuine; and thus
it begot a like belief in him, in the minds of
those around.

By the time he was twenty-five he was
a cKstinct power in a certain large element of
Peavey. In the ten triumphant years in
which he and the town had been growing so
rapidly and so sturdily, there had been none
to offer willing opposition to him, since that
first day of school, when puny little Nibs
Fawcett had resented his bullying.

CINCE then, he and Nibs had never chanced
^ to be thrown together. Fawcetthad left
Peavey, the following week, and had gone
East to a prep school, and thence to college.
He did not return permanently to his home
town until, at twenty-two, he came back to
take a job in his father's great wood-working
plant. The seven intervening years had
changed him from a spindling boy to a grace
fully compact man, though he was still only
of middle height and somewhat under middle
weight. Incidentally, during the years of
absence, he had sloughed off the nickname
of Nibs, in favor of his given name, Roy.

It was not unnatural that Roy Fawcett
and young Blundell should not find their
paths converging. The Fawcetts were the
big people of the town, even as the Fawcett
Plant was Peavey's one big enterprise. And,
as ever in a fast-growing place, social ranks
had more than kept pace with the census
increase. The young contractor-politician
and the college-bred heir to the Fawcett
Plant were as far apart, socially and in busi
ness, as though the Atlantic divided them.

But Science tells us that the only two lines
which never can meet are two parallel lines.
Lines which once have crossed must of
necessity cross again, sometime and some
where in the boundless areas of time and of
space. And the Blundell-Fawcett lines had
crossed, and crossed vehemently, if only for
a moment—one afternoon, in the
gateway of a grammar-school yard.

Roy had all but forgotten the
existence of the Hercules, until, —
once, at the dinner-table, his nine-
teen-year-old sister brought it up.

Her parents lost
their in-dulgent
smile. A nineteen-
year-old upliftercan
wreak great havoc

Helen Fawcett had recently come home
from a finishing school in New England.
She had chanced to spend her last term dur
ing one of the school's recurrent spells of
uplift. AVherefore, she came back to Peavey
with an earnest and beautifully impractical
ambition to better the condition of everj'one
earning less than S30 a week. At first, her
brother and her parents smiled indulgently
on the lively germ she had brought home
with her, and they thanked their stars her
zeal took such harmless form, instead of
making her look down upon the small town
of her birth and bewail its provinciality.
Presently, they lost their indulgent smile.
For a nineteen-year-old upHfter can wreak
havoc in a normal home.

It was after Helen's return from a com
mittee meeting of the Working Women's
Betterment League that she brought Carson
back to her brother's memory. JNIidway in
dinner, she paused in a recital of the com
mittee's newest plan for brightening the
homes of working girls, and caught Roy's
wandering attention by addressing him
directly.

"You should have seen him!" she ex
claimed. "Oh, you should have seen him!
You're always so excited about athletics,
you'd have loved to meet him. Why he's
a blend of the Farnese Hercules and'both
the Canova gladiators! There's something
about him. as irresistibly magnetic as—
as—"

"Aboutwhom? " asked Roy, tryinginvain
to cast back on the trail of his scattered
thoughts for an inkling.

"That's the sort of encouragement I get
when I try to talk, in this family, about
anything above small beer," sighed Helen,
resignedly. "Sometimes I get a little dis
couraged. Next, you'll be telling me you
weren't listening when I explained, just now
about our plan for Working Girls' Sym
phony Concerts."

"Certainly," stammered Roy, in painful
guilt. "Certainly, I was listening. And a
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mighty good idea it is. I'll chip in for
that," he added, fervently, "when you
get your subscription list ready. Grand
idea."

She eyed him, chillily. "IVhai's a grand
idea?" she challenged.

"Why, this—this Working Girls'—Sym
posium of—"

"She said 'Symphony Concerts,'" whis
pered his father, pitying the futile effort.

Helen sighed, and fell silent. Her mother
came to the rescue. ,

"And this man she was speaking about,
said Mrs. Fawcett, "the man she and the
rest of the sub-committee called on this
afternoon, to ask for the use of a factory-
district hall for the concerts—"

"Please, Mother!" said Helen, wearil}'.
"Please don't. They aren't interested."

"The man," went on Mrs. Fawcett,
cheerily, still hoping to dispel her daugh
ter's sulks by proving that at least one of
the three listeners had been paying full
attention to the monologue, "the man is
named Carson Blundell. Pie is a sort of
labor leader, she says, or something like
that. And he was very courteous to them
and he said he—"

"Carson Blundell!" rasped Mr. Fawcett,
breaking in on his wife's synopsis of their
daughter's speech. "Carson Blundell?
Lord!"

T IKE Roy, the old gentleman hadmissed
the first part of the recital. But, unlike

Roy, the mention of Blundell's name brought
him sharply to attention.

I wish you could carry on your world-
reformation at longer range, Baby," he con
tinued, as his daughter gazed at him in
pained wonder. "I don't like your mixing
m with that sort of cattle."

"They may be 'cattle,' to you capil«ilists.
Father," rebuked Helen, ina tone that made
her sire yearn to spank her. "But in the
sight of heaven they are—"

"Blundell isn't," contradicted Mr. Faw
cett, testily. "Not in the sight of heaven
or ofanywhere else. He's a super-thug. He

has picked up
. just enough vc-

r\r^r>r tO ninK6
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whale of a man. with the strength of a Sam
son. And he uses that strength to terronze
everyone who gets in his way.

"I only know," resumed Helen, unheed
ing, "that Mr. Blundell is the most im
pressive, most compelling, _most mag
netic man I ever beheld. When I stood
face to face with him, today, I felt as
Parthenia must have felt when the giant
Ingomar—"

"Dad's right." interposed Roy. "I re
member him, now. I remember the day he
came to school here. The other chaps looked
on him as a god. He was a dirty bully.
Once a bully, always a bully. It's incurable.
Besides—"

"I only know." repeated Helen, rejoicing
at this new prospect of standing out for the
Right against her materialistic family. "I

-• «r'^-''- '-'"• '"' •*•

As the giant whirled his arms in an effort to
crush his lighter adversary, Gavin averted
fontact with the punitive arms and hands
of the Hercules; driving a volley of lefts and
rights to the huge carcass and bleeding face

only know he is a Man, in every sense of
the word. And his manner to us—to me,
especially—was flawless. He—"

" Oh, he picked you out of the crowd to be
civil to, did he?'' asked Roy.

—we found ourselves talking to each
other, he and I, during the sub-committee's
visit," she answered. "He was splendidly
interested and sympathetic in my outline of
our Svmphony Concert plans. I had so
little chance to explain them to him, with
all those others interrupting every minute!
So—well, I asked him to call this evening

and let me tell him more about it. It will
be a valuable help to us if we can enlist
him as—"

It was her father who interrupted
her. His wontedly easy-going voice was
something between a grunt and a howl.
At sound of it and at his incredulous
glare of horror, the girl flushed and stam
mered.

'In trying to help those less fortunate
than ourselves," she said, as bravely as she
could, "it is necessary to step out of our
narrow social grooves and to—"

"You read that in a book!" accused her
father. "And anyhow, I'm not going to
have that big tough setting foot in my house.
I'm not going—"

"I thought you said Gavin Pierce was



coming to see you this evening, dear," inter
posed Mrs. Fawcett. "He generally does,
lately. And—"

"1 phoned him not to," said Helen. "I—"
But her father was not to be deflected.

He broke in, vehemently.
" I'm not going to have

my daughter associating
with Carson Blundell in
any way at all! I've let
you follow out this—this
uplift tomfoolery, because
I knew you'd outgrow it.
But when it brings you _
into contact with a ruf- ^9
fian like Blundell, the y
time has come to revert ^
to mid-Victorian days—
the days before fathers
became doormats. That IqAman shall not come here. ^

Here Helen adminis- ^
tered the ultimate rebulie
to her rebellious parent
by rising with awful dig
nity and leaving the room. Her father and
mother looked at each other with the word
less, worried, all-comprehending gaze which
becomes the mutual heritage of man and wife
who have weathered life's gales together for
a quarter century or more. Roy stared
after his departing sister and whistled softly.
Then he spoke. After which his father
spoke. After that, Mrs. Fawcett gave an
explicit order to the butler. And everyone
felt very, very uncomfortable.

A HALF-HOUR later Carson Blundell
rang the doorbell of the Fawcett house.

It was his first visit to any home in the same
rarified city ward as this—his first social
contact with anyone of the Fawcett class.
His heart beat a little the faster. It was
an Experience—a seven-league upward step.
The man was dreaming dreams.

From the uninspiring cluster of committee
faces around his desk, that day, his pale
eyeshad singled out one eager and glowingly
pretty little countenance. To the owner of
this face he had, thereupon, addressed his
remarks. And, in a minute or so, he was
talking fluently with the girl. She was
something a
mile beyond his
primitive ex-
perience, be-

longing to another world from his own wife.
There was something exquisitely dainty and
desirable about Helen. Best of all, he read
in her dark eyes the eager admiration she
felt for his magnetic strength. Too often
to mistake it had he read that same look—

but shorn of its sweet inno-
cence—in the eyes of women of
his own class.

The climax had come when
9^^ she invited him—actually in-

vited him—to call on her.
True, she had asked him merely
to come to her home to hear
more in detail the committee's
uplift plans. But he knew
women. And all he asked was

a The fact that she was the
daughter of Fawcctt—the Faw-

HWfe' cett—completed his bliss. And
it opened shimmering and flash-
ing vistas. Life was worth liv-
ing. The future stretchcd away,

' certain and gorgeously alluring.
He would not speak to her of

his wife's existence. Such handicaps were
best unmentioned. Single men have the call.
In casehisdazzling dreams shouldcome true,
it would always be possible to scare his meek
little spouse into a quiet divorce. His wife
was so easy to scare into sobbing sub
mission! A word, usually, was enough; un
accompanied, as a rule by even the lightest
cuff over the head.

It was with the air of a conqueror that
Carson rang the bell. A correct servant
answered the summons.

Blundell's sole experience with butlers
hitherto, had been confined to their shadowy
selves on motion picture screens. He was
pleasantly impressed. But his pleasure re
ceived a jolt when the man said, tonelessly
in reply to the visitor's query: '

•'Miss Fawcett is not at home, sir."
''Yes, she is," denied Carson. "Sure she

is. She asked me to come and see her this
evening. You chase off and tell her I'm
here."

As hespoke, hestepped into the hallway,
the butler's attenuated form shrinking back
reluctantly at the giant's onset.

"Miss Fawcett is not at home, sir," the
servant kept re
peating shuffling
backward before
the pursuing bulk.

Blundell slunk out the stage en
trancefollowed byashoutofraucous
laughter, "I guess ev'rybody'll be
takin' a crack at him, after this,"
crowed a youngster. "Gee, but that
was sure some swell scrap
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"You tell her I'm here," interrupted Car
son. " Cut out the back-talk and do as I say."

The butler glanced about him in despair.
Out from the doorway of a little reception
room stepped a man in dinner clothes.
And, for the second time in their lives Blun
dell and Roy Fawcett were facing each
other.

"Well?" asked Roy, curtly, as he strolled
up to the fuming Hercules, "is there any
thing you want here?"

"I want to see Miss Fawcett," replied
Blundell, with a glint of truculence, oppo
sition, as ever, stirring his ugly temper,
"and this flunkey of yours says—"

'"^HAT is not a flunkey," replied Faw-
cett, with the tolerance of one who

sets right a defective child. "That's a butler.
There aren't any flunkeys, nowadays, except
in dime novels. I don't think I ever heard
the term, before, in real life. He—"

"I called to see Miss Fawcett," repeated
Blundell, his face darkening, as he scowled
down into the placid visage of the smaller
man.

. "So you told the butler," said Roy. "And
he told you she is not at home. In fact he
told you so several times. That is why I
came out to see what you wanted."

As he spoke, Roy was covertly inspecting
everylineof the giant, and especially washe
studying the motion of the huge arms as
theygesticulated in angry protest. At what
the inspection told him he seemed pleased.
For his face took on a tinge of surprised
satisfaction.

Blundell glowered down at him, for an
instant longer. Then a new idea struck the
visitor. Perhaps the girl hadn't told them
she was expecting a caller. Perhaps she
nad run across to some neighbor's for a few
minutes, hoping to get back before Carson
should arrive. This, on reflection, seemed
^e most likely solution to the puzzle. And
Blundell's brow cleared a little, as he
asked:

"How soon do you expect her to be
home?"

She will never be at home," was the
astonishing, reply. , . ,

Huh?" sputtered Blundell- ' ^ '̂on t
ever— What's that?"

K1.^ say," repeated Roy, very distii^tly,she will never be at home. To you. lhat
IS all, I think."

(Conlinued on page 48)
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The Spirit of the West
Where Youth, Gay and Confident, Is Still in the Saddle

IS IT true, as "a writer has recently said,
that the spirit of the West thezest for
high adventure, for the conquest of the

wilderness, that is the soul ofAmerica and
difTerenliates her from all other nations is
vanishing because the conditions which gave
it birth and nourished it are gone? Is the
American tradition of splendidendeavor fad
ingfrom ourhearts, blottedoutbyloveofease
andcj'nicism andlack offaith? Inaword, has
nfiodern civilization with all that it includes
so transformed us that we are not spiritual
sons and daughters of the hardy pioneers?

From the time when Columbus sailed
westward into uncharted seas this continwt
has been the stage of one of the world s
most thrilling dramas. With the beginnmg
of the eighteenth century the scene of it
shifted to the MississippiValley,and later to
the Rockies that run like a backbone from
border to border. Here was the setting of a
wonderful and amazing national adventure.
The winning of the West is a theme to stir
the blood. A hundred inspiring stories of
enduring courage stand out. Ten thousand
unchronicled ones will never be written.
In every draw, in every watered valley, m
mountain park anddusty wind-swept desert,
these stories are being written to-day in
human endeavor that laughs at failure and
smilesat defeat. The spirit of the West that
holds her sons willing captives is gaily and
gallantly intrepid.

Always the West has been a trumpet-call
to the adventurous. In the spirit of high
hope they answered—the lusty, the strong,
the rebellious, those daring souls in whom
the hot and rapid blood of youth sang most
loudly. They crossed the Appalachians,
drifted down the Ohio, pushed across the
great river, always with their faces toward
the setting sun.

They madenew frontiers and shortly were
tramping blithely beyond the boundaries
they had set. Over untrodden plains their
feet wore trails. Forests fell before them,
mountains were gutted, unfurrowed fields
plowed. The cities they built were the won
der of the world. San Francisco! The very
name is redolent of romance, calls up a hun
dred memories. Here Stevenson met smiling
Kanakas and swarthy red-turbaned seamen
who set him dreaming. Down Market
Street went Broderick, in the days of the
Argonauts, to fight the duel that was to cut
short his brilliant career.

By William MacLeod Raine
Etchings by Ross Santee

The pioneers worked and played and
laughed andsang anddied with the dream of
conquest in their indomitable hearts. The'
story ofwhat they did, written in sweatand
blood, isour heritage. Are the stage and the
scenery—the clean plains bathed in air pure
and wine-strong, the painted canons done
by the unhasting artist Time, the notched
mountain line etched purple against a rain-
bow-hued sky—empty of the brave figures
who helped make the West so colorful a
romance? And are we already forgetting the
obligations of our inheritance?

Those of us who know the West, who have
spent our lives here, sentimentally regret
the changes we have seen take place around
us. Badger Clark's verses express our
feeling:

"Dream back beyond the cramping lanes
To glories that have been—
The camp smoke on the sunset plains.
The riders loping in:
Loose rein and rowelled heel to spare,
The %vind our only guide.
For youth was in the saddle there
With half a world to ride."

Yet we recognize change as inevitable.
Frontier days can not last forever. It is not
best theyshould. One chapterof the Wests
history has closed, another is opening.

The spirit of the old West has not gone.
The form ofits expression isdifferent. Youth
is still in the saddle, gay, confident, and
invincible.

The conquest of the desert is not pictur
esque. There is little that is colorful in dry
farming, in the building of irrigation ditches.
But these prosaic occupations require all the
fortitude and perseverance, all the hopeful
outlook, that sent the explorers on their
hazardous way.

The note of the West is freedom. Every
small town has its restless adventurous
soids, every farm its owner ready ''to try
anything once." From every corner of the
earth these settlers have come, bringing with
them culture or ignorance, as may be, but
always the valor of high hope that offers
escape from the bromidic and often the sav
ing sense of humor that redeems from the
commonplace.

A characteristic of this humor was the

note of exaggeration. I recall a sign tacked
on the ofTice-door of a Cripple Creek mining
broker during the boom days when every
body bought and sold whatever wild-cat
stock was offered. " Gone to dinner. Shove
the money under the door." That broker,
like his customers, played the game more for
the fun and excitement of it than for the
wealth he made.

In his classic, "The Cowboy," Philip Ash-
ton Rollins tells of a puncher pinned under
his horse during an Indian fight. A squaw
armed with a long-handled hammer known
as a skull-cracker was running toward him
with murderous intent. At this critical
moment a companion warned the puncher of
his danger. "Look out, Jim. A lady's
coming," he shouted.

Is this not exactly the same spirit mani
fested by the American doughboy in the late
world imbroglio when he tacked up the sign,
"This way to the war"? If we mistake it for
mere levity, we miss the very essence of it.
This is youth's indomitable way of refusing
to be daunted by difficulty and danger.

IT IS good to tramp far into the high hills
with a pack on the back, to sleep among

the pines under the stars with no roof but
the sky. There comes a deep conviction that
we are hedged in by eternal verities not af
fected by wars, politics, or changing cus
toms. One rises at crystal-clear dawn and
drinks crisp air into his lungs. He tramps
through the kinnikinic a god among men.

It is good to take a trip to one of the great
national parks such as Estes or Rainier or
Yellowstone. In this atmosphere of democ
racy, among the pines and the mountains,
with the wild flowers blooming in the
meadows, one recovers his poise, his con
fidence in the destiny of our people. An
assurance comes that too much stress is
being laid on the new things that seem to
be disintegrating our national life. Unclc
Sam's nephews and nieces at play close to
nature are reassuring. Beneath all the sur
face restlessness is something I can call only
the soul of America, something indefinable
but immanent. It is the golden thread
running through our social fabric that makes
for unity. The figure is not well chosen. It
is a rope of steel much stronger and more
tensile than our prophets of disaster realize.
A large claim, but one I think quite justified.

Not long since, with a comrade beside me,
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I set out as I had done a score of times to
see a cross-section of America at play. We
did not this time strike into the deserts of
Arizona or tramp into the high peak coun
try of Colorado or motor to the almost
unknown wonderland of southern Utah.
We followed beaten trails, as tourists were
doing by hundreds of thousands.

These led us to Estes Park, almost at
Denver's back door, by way of the splendid
Big Thompson canon, up to the foot of
Long's Peak, enthroned in granite, its sum-

14,255 feet above sea level. Young
America, from seven years ofage toseventy,
was there in thepark, riding, driving, golfing,
tramping, dancing, fishing, eager for adven-
^re and keen for the call of the open road.
The gay shout of the automobUist could be
heard along the Fall River highway, which
IS one of the great scenic drives of the world.

It was July, and as we climbed to the
summit thousands of wild flowers bordered
the road, many of them at theedge ofsnow
drifts packed in deep ravines. The car was
moving up the backbone of the continent.
Over the edge of the road we looked down
a sheer drop of 1,500 feet, and stiU the nose
ot the radiator pointed upward. We came
to the highest skyline motor-car stretch in
the world. For three miles the road runs
nearly 12,000 feet above sea level along a
wonderful panorama of peaks and glaciers
and wooded stretches far below.

There comes a moment when the front
wheels of the car rest on the Pacific Ocean
watershed and the rear ones on that of the
Atlantic. The road winds down to Grand
Lake, more than 600 feet deep, where every
year at the highest anchorage in the world
yachts race for a cup donated bySirThomas
Lipton.

Back by way of Berthoud Pass across the
continental divide, wedrop down into Idaho
Springs and from there through the Denver
Mountain Parks to the concrete boulevard
that rolls into the city.

Everywhere nomadic tented cities have
sprung up. These are the temporary homes
of the tourists who have responded to the

lure of the Rockies and are motoring over
one of the many roads that lead into and
through the country of high peaks. The
happy voices of children came piping clear
in the thin air. The days were warm and
the nights cool. We sat by roaring camp-
fires and slept with blankets tucked around
us closely.

Another tourist trail took us to Yellow
stone. Even before we reached the gate
way, as the Yellowstone Special pu/Ted up
from Idaho Falls into the mountain pines,
a sense of peace stole into our hearts. The
primal native charm of the wilderness iillcd
the soul with satisfaction. Beside the track
a river ran. Sometimes it raced deep and
smooth between ranks of serried firs, some
times its surface was white with ripples
where it gurgled over boulders. In the
draws, little hollows of the sage hills, were
patches of quivering grey-green quaking
aspens. From the rear of the observation
car we could see fishermen trying for the
big fellows on the riffles. Our fingers
twitched for a rod, our wrists lifted for the
cast. In this sun-dappled stream, a grey
hackle and a coachman on the leader, it
would be easy to forget that France and
Germany are still wrangling over the in
demnity and cherishing hatred.

/^LD FAITHFUL gave us our first pic-
ture of the Park as a playground. When

I read how decadent we are, how we are
drinking ourselves to death with bootleg
poison, how fast the flapper is heading for
perdition, how swiftly lawlessness is increas
ing, my mind flashes back to the geyser
basin and I take heart, because I know we
are at bottom as sound as we ever were.
Even the exploited flapper is a pretty safe
betting proposition to back.

She was there, hundreds of her, garbed in
breeches and knickers of many varieties
just as she is at Glacier Park and the Yo-
semite and Rainier, just as she is swarming
over Southern California, and Florida and
the Adirondacks. She carried a camera and
an inexhaustible stock of good spirits.
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During the day she tramped over the forma
tions and in the evening she danced for an
hour or two at the hotel or the camp. Her
nose was sunpeeled, and she did not carc
if it was; for she was on one big joyous lark.
Usually Mother was along, and sometimes
Father and little Brother. It appears that
family life in the United States is not really
as extinct as the dodo. Miss Going-on-
Eighteen, current literature to the contrary,
was enjoying herown parentsand sometimes
her grandparents.

The outstanding features of life on the
open road in the West arc its sanity and its
democracy. Half a million people passed
through Estes last season, more than a
hundred thousand through Yellowstone
perhaps as many more through Glaaer ana
Yosemite and Mesa Verde and Kamier.
They went to have a good time, and it issate
to say they had it. The schoolmarm and tne
banker fraternizedand were the better tor it.

In the outdoor Westmen and womenmeet
each other level-eyed. It does not mat er
what theyhavebut what they are. A
crat can not make a noise like a '
in the Yellowstone, for instance, „
ernment regulates the price of everything
from a shave up. Everybody eats thesame
kind of wholesome food at the hotels an
camps, sleeps in the same sort of becl^, rmes
m the same busses. The note of the ser
vice IS comfort and simplicity. I "u
see a dinner-coat in any of the
except the ones worn by
I have neverseen one at any of the
ranches I have visited. Young

^smilly wears about ten dollars
ofkhaki constructed along utilitarian •
Taken with the tan she has acquired it
IS very becoming to her, but that isa mere
detail. ^
. The tourist West has a nomenclature of
Its own. The vacationist in his own car s
a sagebrusher." Those who stop at hotels
are - dudes." The yeUow busses of the trans
portation companies are driven by ,
well-muscled young fellows known as gear-
jammers." A lot of them are college men
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earning money through the summer holiday
to carry them through another year.
•'Pack rats" hustle the baggage of the
guests at the hotels. The girls waiting on
table or taking care of the tents are
•'savages." Of these many are from West
ern or Mississippi Valley colleges. They
have the time of their young lives.

For life is informal in the open West.
Travelers meet casually, introduce them
selves, and are free to exchange ideas. At
the Yellowstone hotels, for instance, the help
sometimes join with the guests in the after-
dinner dances. The dudes are not so well-
dressed as the savages usually, since they
arc doing the Park with a suit-case, but the
girls generously overlook that.

Every camp has its savage glee club. At
any unexpected time—during dinner, per
haps, or while you are waiting for Old Faith
ful to perform, or as the busses arc loading
to carry the guests to the next station—
eight or ten charming girls appear and sing
at you gaily or with mock sentiment. They
laugh at themselves, at the gear-jammers, at
the park rangers, and at the dudes impar
tially, but always the note of fun and high
spirits is predominant.

The tourist is an inquisitive individual.
He wants to know why. Since doing the
parks is an adventure, he wants to get all out
of it he can. So he asks questions while he
is en route. Sometimes the gear-jammer can
answer them. Sometimes he can not. But
he is obliging and strives to please. A lady
in a bus with us leaned forward and touched
the driver on the shoulder.

"Can you teU me where the Sleeping
Giant is?" she asked.

The Sleeping Giant is a silhouette of moun
tain edge that gives the appearance of a face
in profile, but the gear-jammer, new to that
part of the park, had never heard of it.
"Oh, he's woke up," he saidairily.

TO ANY one who has lived on wheels in
the outdoor West it is easy to under

stand whymillions ofour people want to "see
America first." This calls to the dormant
racial instinct in us for the open road, the
untamed wilderness. Yellowstone Park in
particular isa cut-back totheWestof pioneer
days In it head theSnake, theMadison, the
Lewis and the Yellowstone rivers. Practi
cally speaking, the Mississippi'and the Colum
bia rise within its boundaries. There is in the
United States no other so_ easily accessible
primitive wilderness as this. The automo
bile, good roads, comfortable hotels, are all
here but east of the cafionis an area of three
hundred square miles withnot a trail except
the paths made by game. The shmmg an

telope flits shyly over the meadows of the
park as it did in the days of Kit Carson.
The grizzly hunches along, monarch of the
forest as he used to be in the days when the
gold prospector first penetrated the Rockies.
Under protection of the Government game is
increasing and not diminishing. There is no
apparent reason why Americans a thousand
years from now may not see the living prong-
horn and buffalo in numbers.

The private cars touring the Rockies and
the adjacent plains are of all kinds and
makes. They come from every State. Some
are shining advertisements fresh from the
shops of the manufacturers. Others are
dented relics of an early vintage bulging
with wash-tubs, chickcn-coops. and fat rolls
of bedding. Among the sagebrushers are
children galore and grandmothers not a few.
Laborers, tradesmen, and professional men
roll through the gateways of the parks, their
families very much present. Poor or rich,
they have this in common, that they have
escaped the tyranny of clothes and are bent
on having a happy time regardless of the
day's luck. They exchange news of the
roads and fishing-holes, tips about good and
bad camping-grounds, information as to
where to obtain supplies.

An adventure in patriotism! The soul is
renewed, sunbathed in primal beauty. It
seeps unconsciously into the soul of the
traveler that this is his America. This
splendid primitive panorama of peace and
beauty is his heritage. It carries him back
to the days of his youth, of his father, of his
father's father. His sense of the national
tradition of conquest over nature is reawak
ened. It comes to him that he has been
too busy in the market-place worrj'ing over
immaterial material things. Perhaps quite
without definite intention he dedicates him
self to a simpler, less hurried way of life.

So it comes about that Estes and Yellow
stone and Rainier and the Mesa Verde are
prayers as well as playgrounds.

The "Dude Ranch" is an institution
wholly of the new West. Instead of raising
cattle the ranch raises tourists. It offers the
jaded Easterner a chance to get close to
primitive nature. He learns to manage
horses, to land a two-pound trout, to go out
alone into the hiUs and find his way back.

We drove up to a dude ranch in Jackson's
Hole last summer and dcsccnded from a rig
drawn by a pair of unbroken colts which had
smashed to splinters one buckboard to which
we had harnessed them. A young woman,
very much of the genus flapper, was
sitting on a fcnce applauding a friend who
was trying to stay with a bucker. Her
mobile young face bubbled with laughter.

.Ji

•'You're pulling leather, Billy," she derided.
Presently she descended from her perch to

yell "Hello!" at us. Her visible clothing
consisted of blue coveralls, a flannel shirt,
and buckskin boots. It developed that she
was one of the season's New York debu
tantes and that her family name is one that
has been familiar to Americans for genera
tions. She had temporarily forgotten the
ways of society. The outdoors had tanned
her face and simplified her outlook. She was
to me a wholesome indication that the
younger generation is sound at bottom.

This spirit of the West then—what is it?
.Adventure, self-reliance, democracy are
born of it, we have seen. It grew from indi
vidualism and out of it individualism has
grown. Men stand on their own feet. A
side swipe of fate bowls them over. They
get up again, cheerfully indomitable. Every
day beckons a new world.

The traditions of the open spaces call for
service. It is up to a man to spend himself
for others when the need comes. The civili
zation of the city softens. Doctors are
within call, nurses, personal attendants.
Fortitude is called for only occasionally.
On the open range, in the sun-beaten and
wind-swept desert, the conditions of exis
tence force upon all organic life toughness of
fiber. .A.mong those who chose the frontier
trails cooperation was essential in order that
any survive. Hospitality was not a virtue
but a matter of course. The latch-string
was always out.

Ride over Denver's splendid mountain
park system to-day and you see a survival
of this primitive hospitality. Here are rest-
houses, corded wood, cooking-grates ready
for camper and picnicker. They are not
for the use of the poor or of the rich ex
clusively. Flivver and limousine stop side
by side to cook dinner here. They are for
the people. As Philip Ashton Rollins
writes, these are a perpetuation of the cus
tom of the sagebrush camps where the
builder of the fire offered his best with the
invitation "Light, stranger, light."

T WRITE of the West because it is my
country. I am a partisan. All Western

ers are. They are held in loving bondage
to their town or valley, to their State, to
the West, and to this United States of which
they arc a part.

But though I write of the West my con
viction is that much of what I have here set
down is just as true of Maine and Michigan
and Ohio and Tennessee and New York
and the East generally. Beneath any tem
porary mood of doubt or of pessimism is
an enduring faith that will seeus through.
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A Fortunate Misfortune that Turned Out to Be

Great Press Stuff
By Walter De Leon

Illustrated by Hubert Mathieu

Dixie looked up at me.
"You—you've been
wonderful to me,
Jimmy." Came the
look in her eyes that
always lifted the old
heart up throbbing
near my Adam's apple.
I didn't say anything
very coherent then

WHEN Dixie Farnam. my vaudeville
partner, dropped suddenly out of
sight a week after she'd promised

to sign with me the long-term play-or-pay
contract which would make us partners off
the stage as well as on it took me three days
to realize fully the blank wall I was up
against as far as going about the job of
finding her was concerned.

"But, surely, Lodge," argued Mr. Flamer,
the head of the detective agency I finally
engaged, "you must know something of her
people—her family. Working with her
week after week, surely between perform
ances, on trains, around a suppcr-t;iblc,
your partner must have let slip something
of her life before entering the profession.

I shook myhead. "In vaudeville nobody
asks many personal questions nor answers
them candidly. There's too much kidding
always goingon. Besides, who you are out
side the theater is nobody's business.

Maybe it would save time later to repeat
now what I told Mr. Flamer then, the
story that made him assign young King, the
dude book agent, to the job of locating the
missing half of the classy comedy talking
singing and dancing act of Lodge and
Famam.

Max Blum, thebooking agent, introduced
me to Dixie in his office after a big gin-act
she'd been withhad flopped and disbanded.
Even though she confessed that the tew
weeks she'd been with that act comprised
her entire professional experience, alter
giving her the up and down I decided totake
a chance with her, reasoning that ii tne
alleged beauty of several shapely female
stone-heads I knew was getting them the
salaries I knew they were taking e
managers every week, little Dixie Farnam
would never know a hungr>' hour m show

, business. ,iShe was little, but perfect in every
IAbove big, brown eyes, a lot of "
' colored hair framed a face whose creamy
skin seemed tinted most
trast with the moist red lips of P
shaped mouth. But even with f
tiUra features atop her slim, trim, g
figure—the turn of Dixie's To
blemished art—I might hes tated to
shoulder the responsibility of furn
the brains for the team if it ivertised
her voice. Low-pitched, cool, it
her breeding, emphasized her a
pise, tipped off her lovable ^tsposit on d
best_ of all, indicated an
lurking beneath that wonderful n •
^ Rehearsing her so blue in
forgot to be nervous, we put oye" hU ^^^ur
jnitial showing. Followed a sire n^ena-
in the smaller houses, small towns. P, P "
ration for our big showing at '
New York, withmestudyingher
teaching her, developing our te
rehearsals—and not seeing much of
side the theater. Dixie learned picking
up the tricks instinctively,
halting like most beginners, but i gggjj.-
performer who'd been born m a dressing-
room and raised behind the scenes.
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He saiv her being lifted into
a big limousine by an elderly
man and a colored chauffeur

Soon webegan to read somevery soothing
press notices about ourselves. The week be
fore we went into the Palace for the showing
that would determine the salary we would
get, all depending on how strong we went,
Max Blum sent us into Boston. If I d
needed any proof that Dixie was read)' for
the test ahead of us I got it Tuesday morning
there.

Peaches and cream was the notice of our
act signed by D. D. Dewster, the veteran
critic of the Boston Star. "A new light has
flashed in the theatrical firmament in the
person of Dixie Farnam. Piquant of ex
pression, demurely droll of mannerism, a
delightful artiste from head to twinkling
toes, old-timers in the audience last night
were reminded in more ways than one of
Mary Towne. that idol of Boston in the
days of the Tremont Operetta Stock Com
pany. Not since then has this reviewerseen
a soubrette who shows so great promise as
does the diminutive half of the Lodge-
Farnam team."

Then he gave me a paragraph that left
nothing to crab about.

YOU ought to cut that out and paste it
in your trunk," I kidded, as Dixie

and I stood in the wings ready to go on
that afternoon.

"I have cut it out—to paste on the mirror
of my dressing-room to give me courage the
dav weopenat the Palace," Dixieanswered.

'"'Don't worry about the Palace," I said.
"You're going to be a sensation."

Dixie looked up at me. "You—you've
been wonderful to me, Jimmy." Came the
look in her eyes that always lifted the old
heart up throbbing somewhere near my
Adam's-apple.

I didn't say anything very coherent then.

Not that I didn't have a large assortment
of selected sentiments on hand. For weeks
only the fact that I didn't want to hand her
that kind of a laugh had kept me from telling
her that I was ready on a minute's notice to
leave bachelorhood flat and cmbrace what
ever bliss and blessings were coming to the
husband of Dixie Farnam.

But the two riots we raised at the Palace
the next Monday, riots that meant plenty
of future booking at regular money, sort of
threw me off my balance. All steamed up
and slightly delirious I went to Dixie's
dressing-room to congratulate her. That
speech turned into ridding my system of all
the thoughts I'd kept wrapped up in moth
balls. The Romeo and Juliet pose we found
ourselves in at its conclusion was broken by
Dixie's soft sigh, "Goodness, Jimmy, it took
you a long time to make up your mind."

In the quiet little cafe where we went to
rest, recover, refresh and reorganize our
selves. it dawned on me that Dixie knew as
little about me, personally, as I did about
her. Followed my life's scenario.

"Free, white, and twenty-four," I finished.
"No money except what I've amassed in
four seasons of vaudeville. However, I
confess to a strong constitution, sufficient
decency and canniness to have escaped all
entangling alliances of every description,
and a soaring ambition best illustrated by
my aim in becoming Mr. Dixie Famam.'

Dixies eyes twinkled. "Yes. yes; pro
ceed. Your story strangely interests me,"
she lightly kidded.

"Now that you know the worst how soon
will it be convenient for you to marry me?"

Dixie was silent for a moment. "You
haven't asked about my family," she said,
looking curiously at me.

"I'm not marrying your family," I

grinned. "In rare moments of gushing con
fidence you have hinted that your real name
is Dixie Farnam, that your father left you
an orjjhan and a little money in the care of
a guardian somewhere in South Carolina.
Your mother "

"I never knew my mother, Jimmy. She
died when I was born. Her mother and
father, my only living grandparents, never
speak of her; never answer any questions
about her. That is one reason why I—why
I left their home."

"Some day we'll dig out that story if you
want, sweetheart," I said. " For the present,
if you could suggest the best way to ap
proach the argument with your guardian I
see staring me in the face "

A RGUMENT, Jimmy, is not the word,
^ Not nearl}'. Judge Cumming, the

guardian, and my grandfather would allow
themselves to be drawn and quartered before
they'd givetheir consent to my marrying an
actor. However." Dixie demurely sipped a
glass of water, "I shall be eighteen a week
from Wednesday."

"Then you'll be Mrs. James W. Lodge
a week from Thursda}-," I said.

"What could be sweeter?" Dixie mur
mured, a waiter, fussing with the silver
ware, preventing any greater emotional out
burst between us.

Closing at the Palace Sunday night—we'd
told Max not to book us anywhere the next
week—we talked over plans while walking
to the Sonia, where we both were stopping.

"I'll be shopping all afternoon to-mor
row," Dixie told me. "Why don't you go
out to the ball-game and meet me about
six-thirty?"

"Suits me 0. K.," I said.
".'Knd Jimmy," DLxie hesitated a mo-
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ment before continuing, "you—you'll let
me notify Judge Gumming and—and my
grandparents of our marriage—er, after it
happens, won't you?"

"Siure," I promised.
That was the last time I saw her.
When I returned to the hotel Monday

afternoon, Billy Moody, the manager, a
great pal of mine, who treated Dixie like
the little queen she was, met me with a
note.

"Dearest Jimmy," Dixie had hurriedly
scrawled, "my grandmother is dangerously ill.
Have found I can not get a sleeperon the night
train, but can on the one leaving in an hour, so
will have to leave without seeing you. Will wire
full particulars when I arrive. Oceans of love.
I'll be thinking of you every minute until I
see you again. Dixie."

"She didn't tell you where she was
going, did she?" I asked Billy.

He shook his head. "No. She camefly
ing out of the elevator with a traveling bag,
gave me that note and asked me if I'd give
it to you the moment you camein, and then
dashed on out to the taxi she'd ordered."

"^TATURALLY there was nothing to do
•*- ^ but wait for the telegram of particu
lars myimpulsive fiancee hadpromised. My
heartfelt prayer was that she would re
member'to inclose in that wire her grand
dad's address.

Tuesday morning I woke up with a soggy
hunch that heavy trouble was hanging just
far enough above my head to hurt when it
fell. As the day dragged on with no mes
sagefrom Dixie the hunch grew more poig
nant. Late that afternoon, picking up a
newspaper, a paragraph on the front page
leaped right off the paper into my eye.

FLORIDA FLYER IN ODD WRECK!

Essbukgh, S. C. The Florida Flyer, while
enteiing the yards here to-day, left the rails,
injuring over a score ofpassengers and wrecking
the engine. That no deaths occurred is attrib
uted to the fact that the speed of the train had
been greatly reduced in preparation for the

stop. Injured passengers were rushed
to the local hospitals for treatment. A partial
list of the injured includes

Halfway down the list I found it: "Miss
Dixie Famam, N. Y. C."

Billy," I said to Moody, "find out
when the next train leaves for Essburgh,
while I'm packing my bag, will you?"

And, Billy," I asked him a few mo
ments later, "if any wires or mail come for
me while I'm gone, open it and telegraph
me m care the Western Union office in
Essburgh, will you, please?"

"Sure, Jimmy. Good luck, kid: arid
keep cool."

That was wonderful advice; keep cool—
knowing Dixie was smashed up somewhere!

Finding no word from her, relayed by
Moody, when I reached Essburgh, I started
the dismal round of the hospitals. Abso
lutely no trace of Dbde could I find. I
tned the newspaper boys who had covered
^e wreck stor>'. Just before noon on
^l|nrsday I stumbled on news.

Sure, I remember her," one chap said
after hstening to niy description. "I saw
her. She was being lifted into a big limou-
sinc by an elderly man and a coloredchauf-

'ipi. drove back toward town."
, pleasantest thing to think was that

the elderly man had been Dixie's grand
father. But that didn't give me his name
nor address. Who that I knew could give

information? Dixie's guardian,
Judge Gumming. But I didn't know any-
ttog about him except he lived in South
Carolina, and didn't like actors.

On the off chance that he might be a resi
dent of Essburgh I asked the reporter, "Ever
hear of a Judge Gumming around here?"

The reporter smiled. "Judge T. T.
Gumming? Everybody knows Mm. He's
one of the most influential men in the
State; has held every office there is. As a
lawyer he hasn't lost a case in court in
years. He lives over in Marieville, a little
burgh of about nine thousand, twenty miles
south of here."

Stopping in at the telegraph office before
buying a ticket for Marieville, I foimd a wire
from Moody, reading:

"Max Blum phoned wanting to know what
connection there was between your leaving city
and telegr^ he received dated Essburgh and
signed Dixie Famam announcing her retirement
from stage and cancellation all future bookings.
Stop. No other news."

That was enough to keep me worrying all
the way to Marieville. If Dixie, after the
accident, had been able to wire Max, why
hadn't she wired me? On the other hand,
if she had not sent that wire to Max, how
did whoever it was who signed her name
expect to get away with that order cancelling
all our future bookings—with me still alive?
i^d how did it happen, I wondered, that
little Dixie, fighting her way up out of the
ruck of vaudeville had as guardian the most
influential lawyer in the State?

I got the answer to part of it ten minutes
after arriving in Marieville. " WeU, yoimg
man," the old Judge rasped, scowling at me
from imder scraggly eye-brows as I entered
his office, "you di^'t lose much time get
ting here."

"No, sir," I said, trying to smile away the
antagonism I felt.

"Neither shall I." He faced me squarely.
"Lodge, your association with Miss Famam
is ended; closed. A fortuitous accident has
returned her to her family, aheady too em
bittered against the theatrical profession to
endure further humiliations at its hands.
Make up your mind to it, you'll not get her
again under your influence."

Before my numbed brain could form any
reply, he took a legal-looking paper from
his desk.

"As for your schemes against her money,
your arrest on this complaint awaits only my
signature." He began to read the com
plaint: "—duly appointed guardian of Dixie
L. Famam, a minor"—

"Hold on," I interrupted. " She's of age."
"The legal age in this State, her legal

residence, is twenty-one," the Judge in
formed me. On he read. I caught hardly
more than phrases;—"conspiracy"—"sys
tematically alienating her affections from
her family by obligating her to travel con
stantly"—"assuming a guise of sentimental
attachment and affection designed to bring
under his control her monies, her estate and
her person."

"There is a train leaving Marieville in
half an hour," the Judge added when he
finished the reading of the complaint.
"You can take it or you can go to jail."

Whether, even with all his influence,
Gumming could prove the charge pr not, I
realized that going to jail woiddn't help me
to find Dixie. A line in her note flashed
across my mind: "I'll be thinking of you
every minute until I see you again."

"You win," I told the Judge, trying to
look guilty and afraid. "Tell good-by to
Dixie for me. She wasn't badly hurt, was
she? She's getting proper attention? You
can tell me that, can't you?"

"She is under the care of perhaps the
best physician in the South, an authority
on nervous and mental afflictions."
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"Mental afflictions?" I could see he
hadn't told me that without a reason.

"Oh, nothing serious; nothing that six
months of rest and quiet at home won't
remedy."

" Under the care of an alienist," I repeated,
suddenly realizing the control that gave
them over Dixie's actions. "You didn't
overlook a bet when planning to split the
team, did you? "

Suddenly I saw red—lots of it. "Listen,
you "

That was as far as I got. Two husky
gents wearing silver badges appeared from
nowhere and deposited me outside on the
sidewalk.

"Which way are you heading?" one of
them asked, gazing across the street toward
the Gourt House and Gounty Jail.

"New York," I told him.
All the way back to Essburgh I kept re

volving certain of Gumming's words in my
head: "her family—^already too embittered
against the theatrical profession." "Six
months of rest and quiet at home." Home!
Surely that meant her grandparents' home.
But where was it? In Marieville or Ess
burgh or somewhere else?

J MUST have help—and not from any
^ South Garolina detective, either. Wait
ing in the station at Essburgh for the New
York train, I wondered where I'd find little
Dixie; in Marieville or Essburgh or some
where else.

Therhythm ofthewords caught andstuck
in my heavy, buzzing head; Mar/eville or
£^5burgh or jo^newhere else; Mar/cville or
iS^^burgh or An old clock, ticking on
the wallabove me, set the time and accented
the swing of the phrase. Listening to its
steady ticks I couldn't stop the ceaseless
repetition of the words. Man'eville or Ess-
burgh or ^wnewhere else. Going into the
lunchroom, the throb of a motor in the
basement under me accelerated the tempo;
Marieville-or-Essburgh

To break the spellof it I tried to concen-
trate on some one definite thing. Marie
ville; odd name for a town. According to
my French it should have been Ville de
Mane; aty of Marie; only it wasn't a city;
Itwas a hamlet, a tank town; and American;
Mary s town. Why hadn't they called it
Marytown m the first place? Marytown.
I d heard that name before. There was
already a town of that name; some junction
pomt, wasn't it, through which Dixie and I
had pa^ed on one of the infrequent day
tnps we d made? Where could it have been
—on the Buffalo-Toronto jump; the Provi
dence to Boston—Boston, where Dixie had
drawn the best newspaper notice of her

•'"d compared her to
Holy Smoke! Mary Towne!

In more ways than one she reminded
Towne"—somethinghke that he dwntten. Maybe the similarity

of n^es was mere coincidence But there
actors had taken the

Sarfei^^tanS'"''̂ ' ^stage-name;
"My grandparents never speak of her,"

Dme's words, referring to ^ mother.
"Alreac^y too embittered against the pro-
ofdTlk'T^® to GummTg' were the
had to riHp ^ hunch but Ihad to ride it, because if Dixie's mother,

?a^e® home town for astagename, had been Mary Towne and if
Boston I could dig up some old' stager who
DS's lfH I'd have the fame of
UttTe thW that was the

f ^ o'̂ der to locate mysweetheart partner.
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"Engage reputable detective agcncy; collect
all available information Mary Towne, soubret
Operetta Stock Company Boston. Refer to
Dewster, dramatic critic Slar. Am returning
New York. "J- W. L."

With that telegram sent to Moody, I
managed to get some sleep on the train that
night. But sleeping or awake, every mile
that clicked its way behind us hammered
stronger and stronger the conviction that
somehow, some way, Dixie would get word
to me.

Moody had none for me when I arrived
at the hotel.

"I engaged the Flamer Agency, Jimmy,"
he told me. '' Flamer called up over the
phone a while ago and said the man he

mm

m.

i\

In one leapltvas over (he rail and had hnld
of his coat-lapel. Dixie, limping silently
across the veranda, reached the steps

sent to Boston was expected in this eve
ning with his report, and that they'd come
right here with it. What did j'ou find
out?"

While I was telling him a bell-hop ap
proached Moody with a special delivery
letter. One glance at the address on the
envelope, and theoldheart started pounding
out a hard-shoe shuffle against my ribs. It
was Dixie's writing. Postmarked Essburgh,
it was for Moody.

On plain white paper, the letter carried
neither date nor local address.

i
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«

"My Dear Mr. Moody;
"I left the hotel in such haste I neglected to

pay my bill, Please send a statement of my
account to my guardian, Judge T. T. Gumming,
Marieville, S. C.

"In giving this address T ask your confidence.
I have defmitelj' retired from the stage. This
decision to remain in private life is unshakable;
arguments and inducements would be useless.
So, to spare me lengthy explanations, I beg that
you will not give the above address to my
vaudeville friends and associates.

" Simply tell inc|uiring acquaintances that I
• came out of the wreck at Essburgh on Tuesday

with nothing more serious than a badly twisted
knee and a few minor bruises; that 1 am resting
lazily at home, surrounded by the best of
care and old-fashioned comforts, enjoying

{CouUniicd on page 62)
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IN THE motley annals of the
China Coast, the affair of Rod
riguez de Villareal O'SulIivan.

not to forget Rodriguez de Vil
lareal O'Sullivan's deceased maternal grand
father, has assumed in the course of time
the character of something epic, something
Homeric, something almost religious as to
rite and pomp of telling. It is alluded to
with respectful envy by every Far Eastern
crook, white or yellow or piebald, who
wastes his ill-gotten gains in a crimson spree
down Shanghai's Bubbling Well Road or
opening Ihree-Star Monopol in the painted
dives of Tokyo's Voshiwara; the echo of it
has drifted across the Pacific to San f ran-
cisco where, amongst the giris and pubs of
the Barbary Coast, the native-born Cali-
fornian swell-mob speaks of it with a hush
of reverence; and even in New York and
in certain cellars of Chicago's Loop the
light-lingered and nimble-witted frater
nity mentions it as something novel and,
by- the same token, very praiseworthy in
the craft of causing two dollars to blos
som brightly where none at all had blos
somed before.

When Sheng Pao spoke of it to his
partner, Blennerhassett Jones, he carefully
ashed his long-stemmed, purple-tasseled
pipe, scratched his butter-yellow cheek
delicately with a foppish, three-inch finger
nail encased in a precious sheathing of gold
and lapis lazuli, and said with a faintly
melancholy sigh:

A most remarkable man—that Spanish-
Irish countryman of yours, Jones! Ten
thousand tomes with pendant discs of jade
IS his wisdom and his charming guile. Ten
thousand splintering lance points is his
keen perception of human nature. Ten
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All China Knows Him to Her Cost and Yet

He Finds a Way to Score Again

O'Sullivan

Catches a Whale
By Achmed Abdullah

Illustrated by C. LeRoy Baldridge
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thousand years
of gliding, feline \
shrewdness are
gathered in the
folds of his tough, tough brain. Ten
thousand "

"Exactly!" the Virginian interrupted.
"Ten thousand perfectly good dollars he
cost our firm!"

"Not to forget the great deal of face which
I lost personally!" Sheng Pao agreed with
sublime self-irony. "Ah! did not the blessed
Confucius remark that a diamond with a
flaw is preferable to a flawless pebble?"

"Let Confucius speak for himself, not for
me. I am an American and a Virginian, not
a philosophical Mongol. Your Chinese milk
of human kindness is too much mixed with
stultifying poppy juice to recommend itself
to my moral palate. And the memory of
those ten thousand dollars rather gets my
goat, old man."

"W^e can well afford the money—for the
sake of the exquisite psychological experi
ment involved," smiled Sheng Pao; and
when his partner mumbled impatient words
about playing freeze-out with a stacked deck
being a less costly experiment, the Manchu
added: "Did not Confucius remark, further
more, that even the shiftiest fox goes at last
to the shop of the furrier?"

"Bully for Confucius! He may be right
at that!"

As to his name, front, middle, and family,

Rodriguez de VUlareal O'SulIivan had come
by it honestly enough—"By Santa Maria de
Colon and San Mariano of the Crooked
Back!" Goa Dick, the half-caste Portuguese
barkeeper of Wang Chung's water-front
saloon, would comment. "It's the only
thing he ever came by honestly in all his
life. By San Christobal and the Dear
Virgin, senores! This O'SulIivan—mak
ing, with clenched thumb, second and third
fingers and stiffly extended first and fourth,
the sign of the horn to exorcise the Evil
One—"why—he knows seventy-seven ways
of earning a living—of which stealing is the
most virtuous!" and he sighed anent a
memory connected with a brace of dice, a
stack of Chinese silver taels, and a brand-
new game imported by O'SulIivan whose
slogan had been "Seven up!" and "Baby,
bring home the bacon!" and "Read 'em
and weep!" and whose rules had seemed to
Goa Dick as shifting as a peak-rigged latteen
sail in a Hongkong typhoon.

C TILL, the fantastic blending of names was
^ O'Sullivan's legal and logical ownthanks
to an Irish father who had fallen in love with
the melting, gold-flecked eyes of a Spanish
waitress in a Chicago lunch-room; and his
own, too, was his seamed and leathery
scroll of a face wherein, in twinkling, violet-
blue eyes, in flagging, combative chin, in
long and pendulous nose, and in full lips
curling now with laughter and now with
fighting rage, one could read a lore of mixed
races—Irish and Spanish—and a goodish
slice of the latter irresponsible gipsy blood
from the Guadarrama mountains. Alto
gether he was a wonderful mosaic in eth
nology; and if the pattern of his soul was
crooked, perhaps at times even evil, there
was yet in him a double, saving qualitv—
the charm of the Celt mated to the Span
iard's serene dignity—a double qualit}-,
though, whichmade him the more dangerous
to friend and foe.

His parents had died when he had been
somewhat less than ten years of age; and
hereafterhis education,varied by occasional,
violently resisted attempts of well-meaning
social service investigators, the ethical ad
vice of an obese Russian Jew who behind
the respectable front of a kosher butcher
shop served as "fence" to pickpockets and
second-story men, and the physical lessons
imparted by the hard fist of one Salvatorc
Baccigalupo who later on achieved fame
under the sobriquet of "Pat M'Ginty. (he
Fightin' Harp"—hereafter his education
had been that of Chicago's First Ward
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j streets, Chicago of the
days when Bath-house
John and Hinky Dink
presided over its po
litical destinies in all

their pristine glory. And the tang of its
memories were still in O'Sullivan's nostrils.

Yet there were other memories crowding
the first.

Memories dealing with a sudden flight,
two jumps ahead of the Chicago police, to
New York and increasing the distance to
three jumps when he stepped ashore from
a stinking cattle boat on the Tillsbury Docks
in London. Memories of nights in London's
East End including the maze of alleys
stretching between Wapping and Limehouse
where, in a back room of Donald M'Each-
ran's "Murray Arms" saloon bar, he heard
for the first time the lure and spice of Asia
from a half-caste Malay girl's pouting,
cherry-red lips. Memories of an American
badger game nearly played on a paunchy
Bond Street jeweler and the resultant wear>'
winter in a British jail where he commanded
no corner-boys' political pull to remit his
sentence or "to procure him better treat
ment. Memories of an opium den on Rat-
clilTe Highway where again, this time from
the lips of an emaciated, sardonic French
man, the lure of the Orient whispered se
ductively to his lawless soul.

'^HEN one day a chance to sign on as
^ stoker to the China Coast; rolling,

pitching sea weeks when, for the first and,
as he promised himself, the last time in
his life, he did what the world, rightly or
wrongly, calls honest labor; and a morning
when Hongkong loomed into view with its
soaring and piling of streets, a city of
brass and copper and gold, hard, shim
mering, proud, like the legendary town
which the Titans once forged out of the
molten fragments of a forgotten world.

To the west the Chinese mainland flamed
like a jewel—Asia, rich, passive, amorphous
—and Rodriguez de Villareal O'Sullivan
laughed throatily as he looked through a
narrow port-hole in the engine hold.

"Say, kid!" he apostrophized China, and
perhaps China, being ancient and thus
tolerant, sj-niled gently at the familiarity of
the appellation. "I like yer looks and yer
smell! I'm all for ye—sure—and ye'll give
me a swell hand-out—won't ye, kid?"

Three days later, a deserter, he reached
Canton. He strolled through the reek and
riot of the water front abutting the Shameen
and the Pearl River. Leisurely he walked
through block after block spilling over with
taverns and dives and ship-chandlers' and

second-hand stores where every last mil
dewy curio which a sailor, for reasons only
known to himself, packs in his dunnage,
from Korean brass to bits of Yunan jade,
from white Gulf corals to bundles of yellow
Latakia tobacco, can be bought. Further
north he saw the purely Chinese streets of
low, one-storied shops, some with fagades
carved in the likenesses of man or beast, or
of bamboo screens and lattice work, others
painted in screaming colors, green, pink,
blue, lilac, and ochre, the whole made yet
more fantastic by tall advertising masts
sticking out at all angles—and every shop
window gorged to overflowing with Asia's
precious, mellow wares.

Rodriguez de Villareal O'Sullivan looked.
He felt happy and pleasurably excited. He
smacked his lips. His fingers itched. He
lifted his head and roared a favorite old
songof his with all the strength of his lungs:

"I kin ride a freight train,
I don't pay no fare,
I kin ride a freight train mos' anywhere—
Dat's why I'se happy as a buh-bumbie-

bee-ee—
I don't bother work—an' work don't bother

me!"

The streets were crowded with blue-
bloused coolies ambling homewards and,
too, with Europeans and Asiatics and
Africans from all corners of the globe; men
who go down to the sea in ships and come
up from the sea, as often as not, in rick
shaws to spend the bitter wages of seven
weeks' battling with gales and rotten
timbers in a single night's scarlet spree
among the square bottles and the half-caste
girls of sneering Canton. There were curses
in a dozen languages. Insults hurled reck
lessly. Fist fights. The point of a knife
flashing like a cresset of evil passions.

But O'Sullivan welcomed the strident,
acrid babel of it all with the ardor of a
bridegroom. It seemed to be his hunting-
ground, foreordained.

"I eats when I kin git it,
"I sleeps mos' all de time,
I don't give a dog-gone if de sun don't never

shine,"

he sang as the purple evening dawn came
and huddled the houses together in shapeless
groups.

Lights flickered up, were
quicldy shuttered. Came the
popping of corks; a roar- ^
ing fling of drunken yells;
a woman's shrill, hectic laugh-
ter; the stamping of dancing

feet; the tinkle-tinkle of a piano sadly
out of tune.

Chinese voices blending in with a high-
pitched,, sing-song stammer:

"Tim yap—tak hii-ni?"
lai k'ii!"

"Aw—shut yer plurry trap, yer bleedin',
rotten Chink swine!" in decided English.

Biff! Bang! The sound of a fist coming
into violent contact with bare flesh.

O'Sullivan snapped his fingers.

" TS'E fo' times as happ}'^as a buh-bumble-
bee-ee!" he laughed, "while the East

wind boomed along the Pearl River trailing
a mantle of diaphanous, ochreous fog and
dimming the streets with a veil almost of
romance.

Romance of the water front, where brown
Lascar and sooty Seedee-boy and yellow
Chinese finds that his money gives him the
ribald, rollicking equality which the fore
castle denies him.

Romance that starts with a double drink
of gin and perhaps a couple of opium pipes
in the cabin of a Flower Boat and winds up,
quite possibly, with a half-breed child
peeping out from its mother's arms, won-
deringly, protestingly.

Romance that begins with a promise of
blue eyes in a Sussex vicarage and ends in Ihe
Seamen's Hospital with a clergyman chant
ing a Scripture text over a stiffening body.

Brutal, sordid romance—romance of knife
and lust, of pistol and greed and jealousy
and thudding blackjack.

Blood-stained, plague-scabbed romance—
But romance that appealed to every last

\ailpine instinct in O'Sullivan's heart.
"I like the looks o' ye, kid!" he apos

trophized China once more. "And—sure—
I'll make ye disgorge!"

w
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Three days later, a deserter, he reached Can
ton. ... A place of brutal, sordid romance



Thus, then, his sentiments ten years
earlier; and to-day he knew China, north,
east, south, west.

Too, China knew him. Unfavorably.
For he had made good his boast. He had
forced it to disgorge, again and again.

To name the employs through which he
passed during those ten years would be like
enumerating all the less savory vocations
pUed between Pekin's Tartar Wall and the
miasmic, festering jungles of the Burmese
frontier; it would be like making an ethno
graphical chart of half the world's less
desirable breeds, and a sociological survey
of all the Far East's gaudy rogues.

But let us take two or three just at
random.

'^HERE was a half-caste inn keeper in
Shanghaiwhose patronymic wasaristo

cratic and melodious—something like Albu
querque da Silva Mascasenhas—and who,
aided and abetted by a Kansuh brave on
whose wicked, shaven poll had been a blood
price ever since the Boxer rebellion, helped
the Spanish-Irish-American in cheating Old
Man Jerry Swire, the Hongkong sugar king,
out of twelve hundred and thirty-three dol
lars and two diamond rings, in a manner
which caused that purple-faced British
merchant to very nearly die from an apo
plectic strokewhUe it raised gales ofLaughter
amidst the placid, plutocratic patriarchs,
Jerry Swire's business friends and competi
tors, as they hugged the fire-place of the
Hongkong club, studying the money mar
kets and blowing like a school of whales.

There was a Japanese skipper who
flaunted British naturalization papers and
called himself—to the impotent rage of
every simon-pure Scot on the China Coast
—Macdonald Tagamoto. and who did a
roaring trade in smuggling coolies from
Chma to California. It was never made
quite clear, not even during the trial, what
was O'SiiUivan's connection with him. But
on the same day when Macdonald Taga
moto went to jail for four years, swearing
by all the Shinto gods that sooner or later
he would cut out O'Sullivan's heart in a
slow and humorous way, the latter cashed
a handsome cheque and departed on a
week's memorable joy party to Macao.

There was his mysterious affair with To
?mg Lung, the priest of the Temple of the
Monkey and the Stork, which wound up
with the latter being excommunicated by a

m i.

conclave of Buddhist abbots after splitting
two thousand dollars cash with O'Sullivan,
and an American collector of Chinese curios
exhibiting in San Francisco a priceless vase
of ancient Ko-yao temple porcelain that
looked like milk mixed with fire. And let
it also be remembered that, a year or two
later, the same abbots reinstated the same
priest amidst gurgling Mongol laughter
that clashed blasphemously with the dull
drone of the temple
gongs and the blaring
of the long-shanked,
ceremonial trumpets,
while, at just about
the same time, the
American collector,
trying to sell the Ko-
yao vase to the Boston
Museum of Fine Arts,
was told that it was a
product of Twentieth
Century New Jersey.

There was. too,
Madansena Rattan-
Devi, nlias Cynthia
O'Mahoney, known
furthermore as Frisco
Sally.

But more of her—of
her olive skin and raven-black hair and
flashing, white smile, ofhernarrow, pleasur
able hands, her deep, throaty voice, and
her lithe body bending and twisting to the
lascivious, staccato rubbing of the tom
toms—hereafter. _ _

As to Rodriguez de Villareal O bulnvan,
the full tale of his iniquities, of his ^iccom-
plished art in spoiling the Egyptian, be the
Eg3TDtian white or yellow or cross-breed,
will never be told. For ten years, up and
down the China Coast,he flourished hke the
green baytree. Through ten years, steadJy,
his circle of acquaintances increased while
his reputation decreased correspondingly.
Inside of ten years there was not a green
horn stepping ashore at Hongkong orShang
hai or Canton who was not warned against
him. At the end of ten years, smce in spite
of China's enormous size the world of the
white manthere is small and tight, he found
himself confronted by the sudden fact that
practically all his sources of illegal revenue
had dried up. ,

A marked man he became, almost over
night, and yet there was his sunny Celtic
smUe, there was his occasional, picaresque

Spanish gravity, there was
his extraordinary native
charm. Thus was there also
the astonishingfact that the
very people whom he had
jobbed and jockeyed and
tricked, even the unfor
giving Chinese, even Old
Man Jerry Swire himself,
were willing to let bygones
be bygones, to lend him at
times a helpinghand, to buy
him a meal or a drink.

" her voice
tvas low, quavery—
"I do wish you, and
me could buy that
little restaurant—"
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Blennerhassett Jones offered to stake him
to his passage home to America. But O'Sul
livan shook his head.

"Much obliged,'' he replied. "But I'm
nuts about the Orient. I'm gonna stick it
out right here. All I want is another chance.
Now—listen, j\Ir. Jones—lemme give yer a
straight bit o' dope about the Manila lot
tery. I got it from "

"Cut it out," laughed the Virginian.
"I'd rather not do
business with you.
Have a drink, old
man?"

There wa;; the whole
—stoiy: "Cut it out!"

—a laugh—"Have a
^ ) drink?"

"I say, old bean,"
smiled "Tubby "
Owen of the King's
Own Seventeenth
Lancers in garrison
at Hongkong, who
had the face of a
cherub that for years
has been dieting on
underdone mutton

chops, musty ale, and
vintage Scotch,

loure no end sympathetic and all (hat
sort of drivel—what—what? But—no
spcofln'— I don't carc to jerk the jolly
old dice—not with you—nor to riffle t'le
jolly old pasteboards—not with you. And
I don't care for a sure-thing tip on the
Australian Derby nor on the Calcutta
Sweepstakes. Gold mine in Korea—? No!
Ihanks awfully, dearold turnip!"

And when even "Tubby" Owen refused
^ invest—"Tubby" Owen who, to quote
Blennerhassett Jones, was the biggest
jackass and the most lovable idiot who ever
sported a scarlet mess tunic or jingled a
brace of golden spurs—things in O'Sulli
vans life had come to a tragic climax.

about this time that he met
-^l^^ansena Rattan-Devi, alias Cynthia

U Mahoney, known furthermore as Frisco
i>auy. I he last-mentioned name, though,
was a name forgotten long ago which had
been given her when, a lanky, black-haired,
bold-eyed, sweet-lipped hoyden of the Bar-
oaty Loastgutters, born and bred amidst a
coning of alleys which seemed nothing but
an interminable jungle of push carts where,
underneath flickering, sooty oil lamps,
everything had been for =ale from spoiled

second-hand garters, she haddanced to the wheezing of Tony Rossis
hiccoughy hurdy-gurdy—had danced her
way one night, into the squint-eyed focus
o Jefferson Rosenthal, a small-time vaude-

^vho had happened down
" c ^ slumming expedition.

swin. ' said. "You sure can •swing a wicked foot!"

^^j;eve sed a mouthful!" , ,
kid?,' y out—fifteen per—what say,

mister!" ^ „
at once, and Jeffei

iW? had looked over his latest humanmyestment.wonderinghowhecouldboosther.
-Wh he had asked one day.Where chd you get them eyes and that skin

'^he black hair may pass for^in Mick-but them lamps and that pelt
did you get it, kid?Cynth,a had vaguely told him what

vaguely she knew: that her father-th^e
^ter years he kept a small saloon and his
wffe was dead-had been a sailor before the
mast who once, in some spicy, dreamy-

arlet-and-purple Far Eastern port, had

srson
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loved and married her
mother, the daughter |
of some gliding, gol- t-
den-skinned Asian '
race. Malay or
Tamil? Filipino or
Indo-Chinese or

Kanaka? Cynthia
O' M a h 0 n e y had
not known, had not
cared. But Jeflerson j
Rosenthal had cared
a great deal.

"I'm Irish," she -
had insisted. "Me
old man's from County
Antrim."

"Mebbe!" had come the im
presario's rejoinder. "But you're
doing a snake dance, ain't you,
kid? And who ever heard of
snakes in Ireland?"

He had turned to his publicity
agent, a spectacled youth addictcd
to free verse and old-fashioned
whiskey cocktails whom he called
his "literary gent."

"Jimmy," he had said, "slip mc
a good Oriented monicker—some
first-class hoochie-koochie hokum,
will you? I want it to be genuine
and yet full of pep—Belasco with
a bit of Flo Ziegfeld, get me?"

The result had been the colorful
eight-sheet billing of: "Mad-

ansena Rattan-Devi, the Hindu
Temple Dancer, the Favorite
Nautch Girl of the Maharajah of
Bundelkund"; and as such her
meteoric fame, from the Barbary
Coast to Pantage's, from Pantage's
to the Orphcum and Broadway,
from Broadway to London's Al-
hambra, the Berlin Wintergarten
and the Casino de Paris, had been
the talk of half the theatrical
green-rooms and all the colored
Sunday newspaper supplements.
Then, following some queer racial
impulse, she had gone to the
Orient, and—we can compress
here a life's tragedy into a few
curt words—the Orient had "got"
her.

She was still Madansena Rattan-
Devi. She still could dance divinely. She
still had beauty and charm. But in her
little house beyond Shanghai's Model Set
tlements she fought a daily battle, pitching
her will against the kneading and sizzling
of tiny, amber-colored opium cubes; a battle
which she was winning slowly and painfully,
but which was sapping her vitality and
which, from being the Toast of Broadway
and the Boulevards, had brought her down
to being a dancer in the local European
vaudeville theater.

One night, after the show, she stopped at
a small roadhotise owned by M. Droz, an
expatriate Parisian cook with a high nose,
a suavely ironic manner, and a black, curly,
spade-shaped beard. The place was crowded;
nearly every chair was occupied except one

i&2bu.

at a table where Rodriguez de_Villareal
O'Sullivan was sipping a lonely highball.

M. Droz bowed to O'Sullivan.
"Do you mind?'" he asked, pointing at

the dancer.
"Not a bit.
So, two seconds later, they sat facing

each other. Somehow, he had never visited
the local theater. He did not know who she
was. But typically, whereas Jefferson
Rosenthcd, her former impresario, had
picked out the exotic. Oriental part of her
inheritance, O'Sullivan s Irish blood read

Through the reek and riot oj
block after block spilling over
with taverns and dives and
ship-chandlers and second
hand stores, the lure of the
Orient whispered seductively
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the Irish in her—read it straight, without
doubt or hesitancy.

"Irish, ain't you?" he asked suddenly.
"Most of me."
"Same here. Half and half, to be ex

act. My name's Rodriguez de Villareal
O'Sullivan."

"Mine's Cynthia O'Mahoney—though
they call me Madansena Rattan-Devi "

"Gwan! Are you the Madansena?"
"Sure enough. And are you the

O'Sullivan?'"
"Right's rain!"
"Glad to make vour acquaintance, Mr.

O'Sullivan."
"That goes double, Miss O'Mahoney.''

'^HEY shook hands %varmly; and thus
began a friendship that was destined to

make history up and down the;.China Coast.
They met nearly every night. After a
month he was head over heels in love with
her. So one day he asked her to marry
him.

But she shook her head.
"Forget it, kid," she replied. "You're

flighty and I'm flighty. There's no ballast
to such a team as us—to keep 'em steady.''

"I thought yer cared for me a little?"
"Sure I do," she said.
"Well—then—wh)'^ won't yer marry me,

honeybugs?"
" I told you. We aren't steady, either one.

As to me—well "
"About hittin' the hop? Sure.

But ye're over it, ain't yer?"
"Aha. But am I going to keep

being over it as long as I'm at the
theater? I'm no spring flower.
There are—oh—guys with the
kale, parties, temptations. A drink

—and some morning maybe a head
ache—and then a little opium pill—
oh—" She shrugged her shoulders
rather hopelessly.

"What about goin' back to Amer
ica?" he asked, after a struggle.

"Not on your life!"
"Why not, Cynthia?"
"Me that used to be the toast of

Broadway—go home—licked? No, sir.
I want to staj' here and

"Do what?"
"I've an idea."
"Yes?"
"There's a little restaurant in Shang

hai," she replied, "swell little joint,
American, where they serve you oyster
cocktails and beefsteak with the juice
and 4cmon pie and coffee that tastes
like coffee and not like hog-wash—and

succotash—and pumpkin pie "
"What about it?"
"It's for sale. I'd like to buy it— I

could be happy there and busy—and run
straight ''

" How much does she cost? " he demanded.
"Ten thousand!"
"Ten thousand fish? Say—" he whistled

—" that's a lot o' coin."
"I know."
"How much money have ye got?"
"Two hundred."

{Coutimied on page §6)
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This Way to the Books!
There^s a Line of Tempting Newcomers for Your Shelves

By Claire Wallace Flynn

The Enchanted April
By '^EUzabetk,"Author of "Elizabeth and

Her German Garden"

IF NO other signs of spring had yet
appeaxied, we woiild know that a .dark
^d stormy winter had passed with the

coining of this delightful novel.
After reading it we;went, hot-foot, to a

friend (grouchy old bachdor would describe
him, as well as anything else) and, with as
much enthusiasm as .though we were about
to get a commission for promoting its sale,
urged him to read the book. He backed
.cflf at the title; he shied at the author's
name; he grunted a little at the jacket, arid,
altbgether, we were made to feel that we
had tried to rob him of his manhood and
virility. Soweput " The EnchantedApril*'
under our arm and left, and now oflFer it to
all the readers of thig
and others—^in the hope that they will be
a little more open-minded to its radiance
than was our foolish friend.

Suppose you were to read an advertise
ment in a newspaper as foUows:

"To Those who Appreciate Wistaria and
Sunshine. Small Mediaeval Italian Castle

the Shores of the Mediterranean to be Let
Furnished for the Month of ApriL Necessary
servants remain. Z, Box looo, The Times."

^if you had always dreamed of Italy, if
you loved wistaria, if you needed sxmshine,
if your soulwent dad in golden robes while
outwardly people thought you more or less
a dull person, if your mind went off fairy-
footed on the adventures that the words
made possible—what would you like to do?
Predsdy as did Uttle Mrs. Wilkins, whom
one can not hdp but think of as the heroine
of this htmiorous and entrancing story.

_Ix)ttie Wilkins found herself ultimatdy
with three women companions in that very
medieval castle on the shores of the Medi
terranean—a month of glory before them
all. Yet each takes it so differently!

This is nosaccharin tale, but a delightful
study of people and impulses done with a
smilmg satiric touch that baf3.es description.
Sometmies you wonder whether " Elizabeth"
knows she is being satiric and witty. But
after aU, trust an author for knowing these
things about hersdf. Let not the masculine
reader think that four ladies frisk alone
through an enchanted April in Italy. You
have only to know Lady Caroline Dester
for five minutes to realize that, like Austin
Dobson's Marquise, the men flock round herknera t^ck as bees." Or, at least, they
womd if Lady Caroline hadn't allher quills

up to the last pages. LottieWilKins herself, despiteher name, is a figure
of romance. Place a Lottie in an Italian
c^tle and something is going togive.

Suppose two of the gentlemen that enter
the story are husbands. Can not husbands
be rom^^tic? As for Mr. Briggs, a very
susceptible and very charming chap—^we
loved him madly from the moment on the
terrace when he put his hands to hismouth,
shoutmg lustily for Francesca, the maid, to
bring some fresh tea for the ladies!

We have a feeling that somehow, if we let
ourselves go about "TheEnchanted April,"

we might hurt it, as we obviously hurt it
in the old bachdor's eyes. So we are putting
a calm hand on the adjectives and simply
advisingyou,.ifyou really like a well-written
book full of good humor and extremely nice
people, not to let anybody dissuade you
from reading it one of these nice, dully,
spring evenings.

">.Books Reviewed This Month
The Enchanted April, by "Elizabeth."

(Doubleday,Page & Co., New York)
In the Wake of the Buccamers, by A.

Hyatt Vernll. (The Century Co.,
New York)

The Dancer of Shamakha, by Armen
Ghanian. (E. P. Dutton & Co.,
New York)

byMary Johnston. (Little, Brown
& Co., Boston)

Flowing Gold, by Rex Beach. (Harper
& Brothers, New York)

On a Chinese Screen, by W. SomCTset
Maughan. (George H. Doran Co.,
New York)

The Pest, by Albert Payson Terhune.
(E. P. Dutton & Co., New York)

Finders, by JohnV.A.Weaver. (Alfred
A. Knopf, New York)

In the Wake of the Buccaneers
By A. Hyatt Verrill

A RIBALD spirit suggested, not long ago,
in a Simdaynewspaper, that the great

interest attaching particularly this year to
the West Indies was caused entirdy by the
fact that no footsteps of Mr. Volstead had
yet been found on the sands of the little
islands in the Caribbean. Coupled with
this he noted a great curiosity created by
untiring advertising copywriters at work
for the steamship companies.

Whether his reasons are sound or not, the
buccaneers and the islands of the buccaneers
arehaving their day and all sorts of books
and novels are being written about them.
A few months ago this magazine bubbled
over with enthusiasm concerning one
"Captain Blood," a novd by Mr. Sabatini.
It was a good book, and stiU is a good
book, and has hdped the West Indies
along inuneasurably.

Now comes Mr. Verrill, who knows his
islands backward and forward and who,
in this volume, goes roving over the southern
seas into the same little ports as did the
buccaneers. And, because he hais an eye
for such things, he sees the old days as they
were, vivid and wild, cementing the history
of this continent with that of the old world
with drops of pirate blood.

On a ship which once actually sailed away
with a black flag flying at its masthead, and
manned by a real West Indian crew, the
author goes forth on a voyage, the result of
which is this delightful volume. Not a
guide-book, he teUs us, but the story of littie
known and out-of-the-way comers in the
fascinating lands of the Carib Sea.

The Dancer of Shamakha
By Armen Ohanian

A GAINST the wallof the rich Armenian's
house leaned the bake-shop of Rahim,

the yoimg Tartar. Behind the pUes of bread
he sat m a suit of black satin and a hat of
astrakan. At night, crouched beside a
brazier, his face against the disk of a tam-
bouMe, he sang softly—to the daughter of
the Armenian.

Then came days of dread! Cossacks
ndmg wildly through the Caspian city with
cmd whips hanging from their wrists!
Nights of terror! Ilames and agonized
cnes rising from all quarters of the town!

^ere killing the
A The great house was barricaded. The family huddled in a single

room, paralyzed with helplessness; the
fnTit There was no food
one? Complete horror seized every

voice again—singingthe Tartar love song! The bread-shop was
closed m Uie deserted street hnt i.nrlS- the

''' down and the barri-
Th„ "P of bread and

^sensation mEurope. Areal novelty in

"Finders'- More Poems inAmerican
ByJ-hnV.A.n-eaver

uninteresting

t'iSs and""'
crubby days whn through
Se' " liSTreadful
turns into poems^wSi u52"a '̂lo«rard

ttsp^g) give the „?«tVrrbSoUo1

on5 he^akes their gestures,

vote S I and experiencevoice sucn sentunents as "Tovp 'em and
leave 'em" and with 1 that
they must have found KLe in"Finders," but, on the'̂ Thtn '̂̂ -lso

gojuoted by the'sa^-TngV
Personally ^ to ]Vir. Weaver's poems,

we "love 'em," but can ^ "
^ "leave 'em-KLmihnued on page 69)
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Joseph Schildkraut
and

Louise Closser Hale

A

\

•{

AS THE braggart hero of Ibsen's "Peer Gynt" Schildkraut
gives a splendid performance. He is at his greatest in the

earlier scenes where the ragged Peer carries off Ingrid, the
bride, to the mountain fastnesses and trifles for a tvhile ivith
lite pleasures of power in the Hall of the Troll King, Miss
Hale brings great sympathy and pathos to the part of Ase. his
mother, whose sharpness was aUvays tempered by a doting
fondness for her wastrel son. The kaleidoscopic array of fan
tastic scones, instinct with philosophy and folklore, have, been
made vividly beautiful by the Komisarjevsky-Simonjson settings



-i

%

1 i I

Tessa Costa is the chief songstress of the piece
called "Caroline" brought over from Germany
where it was one of the most ''Hoch'd" of Berlin's
successes last year. Its score is much more than
averagely singable and it has been given a cast
capable of some very pretty vocal efforts—which
includes J. Harold Murray and Helen Shipman
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f
Ann Pennington, who has not been seen on
Broadway for quite a long time, has returned
to conquer new audiences with her singing and
dancing as in seasons past. She is now involved
as one of the principals in "Jack and Jill,"
adapted from a play by Frederick Isham for
which Augustus Barralt has written the music

r musicalthat Mr. George M. Cohan brought to totvn
and Tvholesoff-Elizabeth Hines is very good as

and the plot is made tremendouslying by the introduction ofabit ofiyst^ '̂y

Dorothy Francis as Rita and Charles
Francis as Richard Parrish in "

heeps k£r manager in a state of mentalperturbation by threatening w let each
parsing love affair interfere with hercareer



"Mary The3d" RachelCrother'scomedy of man
ners, goes to showwhat bright ideas the present
wise young generation has anent the improve
ment of the staid old institution of matrimony.
Louise Huff is excellent as the three successive
generations ofMarys, andMay Galyer asgranny,
is one of the chief delights of the performance

Trini, the newly imported Spanish dancer, one
of the chief attractions of "The Dancing Girl."
Very good to look at, Senorita Trini gives
glimpses of her ability as a sinuous and dashing
dancer, thoughfor the most part her rdle confines
her to graceful posturings in ornate costumes

Owen Davis's play "Icebound" deals with the
seething tvar of jealousy among a clan of rela
tives on a bleak New England farm. Phyllis
Povar and Robert Ames give genuinely human
performances and there is a splendid bit of char'
acter work by Edna May Oliver as the maid

I '*

"; ^ i •• • V

Imogene Wilson, who adds considerably to the
decorative appeal of " Lady Butterfly" Lavishly
mounted, the play boasts quite a number of clever
trick staging effects, most notably a realistic de-
parture of the British Channel steamer from Havre.
There is also some exceptionally good incidental
dancing of the eccentric and athletic variety



Peggy Wood
in

The Clinging Vine

The Elks Magazine

frms new comedy by Zelda Sears gives Miss fFnnd o1 fair fiM for her .a^t, bo,h a. lc,res"Z]^>i±r
Irom nn iihra businesslike woman of affairs Miscfall, nan.rally and gracMfy into tl rth of "lie Z
house party when brought under the influence ofa trulv
enviable grandmaina, who instructf hfr i., ,j,„ •offasrinStion. And she winds - f7^.
gag.ng "ivemor, whose patent she has cannily Lid tt a
couple ofVIS,ting sharks by way oftesting ftcr pou,^?
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Big Leaguers
And the Thing That Makes Them Big

By Walter TrumbuU
Sketches by Edmund Duffy

players of professional baseball. There still
are a few' college men, such as Mack Aldrich
of Yale, who prefer to retain their amateur
standing, but they are in the minority. And
all of this change goes to increase the com
petition.

Let us do a little general figuring, keeping
well over on the conservative side. Suppose

we say that out of those 750,-
000 boys born in this country

//^\ every year 100,000 grow up
Uu ^ and play baseball. Whether

they play in the street, in
»f vacant lots, in country pas-

tures or on town, school or
college diamonds is imma-
terial.

We will assume that they
are old enough at eighteen and young enough
at twenty-six to have a chance for the maj'or
leagues. That is a stretch of eight years,
which would give us 800,000 candidates. But
after June 15 each season the sixteen big
league clubs must cut down to a maximum
of twenty-five players each. Therefore the
limit in the big leagues is 400 men. That
would mean that one man in every 2,000
reached his goal That, at least, is what it
would mean if the major leagues were j'ust
being organized and as yet had no players.
But the fact is that all of them already
have their twenty-five players, so that a
man to make a team must displace a
rival who already has proved himself a
player in 2,000. If instead of being con
servative we merely were guessing, we'd
say the average of men who made the big
leagues was nearer one in 10,000, in the
first place.

Even after a man makes the squad it is
no sign that he will make the team. He may
spend his time on the bench and be sent back
to the minors without ever having played in
more than a game or two. There are only
a few men who have made the teams who
are fairly sure of their places from year to
year. Any spring some youngster may
give them a battle for their jobs.

Moreover, on a club there are outside of
the pitcher and catcher only seven perma
nent jobs open. It isn't like any^ other
business. In active work there isn't any
promotion for the men who hold those other
positions. They have gone as high as they

WE DO not know the figures, but we
suppose that roughly speaking there
are about 750,000 cases a year when

the doctor, the nurse, or whoever it chances
to be, says to the father, "It's a boy." We
are of course limiting this obsen-'ation to the
United States.

Of such of these children as fight their way
through this germ-laden world, and arrive
sound of mind and body at the age of a
dozen years, it seems probable that ninety-
nine per cent, will have begun to handle a
baseball.

It is a peculiarity of the male that from
the time he is able to formulate any definite
scheme of life his plans concerning the future
always differ from those held for him by his
mother. First of all she sets her heart
upon his becoming President, an ideal
which she never wholly discards. But. failing
that, she is willing to have him grow into a
Shakespeare, Michael Angelo, Thomas Edi
son, J. P. Morgan or Alexander.

With only one of these aspirations does he
sympathize. He is willing to grow into an
Alc.xander, but where his mother is thinking
of Alexander the Macedonian, he visualizes
Alexander the pitcher.

In his more tender 3'cars he doubtless has
given earnest consideration to the attrac
tions of existence as an elevator boy, taxi
or bus driver, iceman, policeman, cowboy,
Indian or fireman, but by the time he is
twelve years of age the average boy has
pretty definitely decided to become a big
leaguer.

The term big leaguer has come to cover a
lot of territory. We apply it to doctors,
lawyers, merchants, authors, soldiers—men
in every walk of life. It is a termof highest
praise. If the three words." .A BigLeaguer,"
were written on the stone above his resting-
place a man could hope for no finer epitaph
When you say that—and mean it—of a man'
you have said it all. '

But in a strict sense the expression refers
wholly to baseball and means a member of a
big or major league team. Everyone knows
that, but have you ever stopped to consider
just how good a player has to be to make a
major league team?

In the first place the rewards in baseball
^ monetary point of viewthat there are few youngsters who would

not try for them if they
thought they had the abil
ity. There was a time when Aninnprofessional baseball was finer epZpi
regarded as a lowbrow words "A
sport. Educated players
were few. The roughneck
predominated both on the
field andin thestands. But f
as the game grew and was \
properly managed and con- \
trolled all that gradually '
changed. To-day you will
find the leagues full of col-
Icge men and fine, clean '
young fellows from the
small town or the farm.

There is scarcely a trade ^
or profession which is not
represented among the

A man could hope for no
finer epitaph than the three
words "A Big Leaguer"

•V/ • -

can get. You can't force them up-stairs.
You must kick them down to get the jobs
they hold. And they are all husky and ex
perienced citizens, who have climbed to their
present positions by right of might.

All of which is merely intended to prove
that it means something to be a big
leaguer.

At the time these boys are bom, from a
theoretical standpoint, they all start even.
That is to say thej' are all of the same physi
cal conformation, each one having two
arms, two legs, two eyes and all the other
physical attributes. We are only considering
those who grow to manhood without any
accidents or malformations.

Practically some are eliminated because
of lack of weight, height, strength or speed.
There is no doubt that size is an asset in a
big leaguer. Keelers and Rudolphs are the
exception rather than the rule.

Unless he is a pitcher, a big leaguer must
have some ability at the bat. Here weight
certainly counts. Keeler was small, but
look at other leading hitters. Barnes, \Vhite,
Ajison, Brouthers, Connor, Kelley, Burkett,
Delehanty, Wagner, Lajoie, Crawford, Cobb,
Ruth, Hornsby and Sisler—all sizeable men.
McGraw and Duffy were not so tall but
they had some weight—more than Keeler.
To this day McGraw prefers a big recruit to
a small one.

'T^HEREFORE we figure that some of the
big league candidates are eliminated by

lack of size. In fact, we know of a couple of
good minor leaguers in the game to-daj' who
never have been brought up because of their
diminutive stature.

Others eliminate themselves in many
ways. Some hurt their arms in such fashion
that they never recover. Some hurt their
eyes by smoking too much or reading too
much by a poor light. Some eat so much
that they never get into condition. It is
true that there have been big leaguers who
played in spectacles—Meadows is an ex
ample—and there have been men in the
majors who had onlyonegood eye,but these
again are the exceptions.

Nowhere better than in the major leagues
is thesurvival of the fittest exemplified. But
often the thing is puzzling, You willseesome
player in a minor league who looks like a

whale. Yet, upon exam
ination you may find that
he has been tried out by
one big league club after
the other without ever
being quite able to make
the grade. Why? We'll
trj- to dope it out.

In view of the competi-
tion he encounters we can

• assume that a real big
leaguer is the best of his

- species. But what makes
him the best? There are
certain things which we

eliminate. Lajoie was
Frcnch, Wagner a Dutch-
man, Collins English,
Kling a Hebrew, Covel-
eskie a Pole, There have
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trying to separate the
cream from the milk.
Yet, soon or late, the
cream rises to the top.
But that does a club
no good unless a scout
is on hand to skim it
off before somebody else beats him to it.

The major leagues try to cover the country
systematically. Most of them have at least
three scouts on the pay roll. Acting upon in
formation which comes from hundreds of
sources to every club, they not only cover
the known sources of supply, but make
hurried dashes to out-of-the-way places to
look at some player who is said to show
ability. They travel thousands of miles a
year and if they dig up one real big leaguer a
season the club feels well repaid for the
money spent.

Owners and managers are the court of
last resort. A scout can only advise pur
chase. Sometimes two scouts look over the
same prospect and disagree. Then the man
who actually spends the money must use
hisown judgment. Frequently a scout's rec
ommendation is not taken. Sometimes a
manager has too many infielders or out
fielders and isn't in the market. Sometimes
he doesn't act promptly enough. Sometimes
he thinks that the scout has permitted his
judgment to be swayed by outside matters.
We know of a scout who recommended
HoUocher and Heilmann to the same club
and it didn't buy either one of them.

The majority of the real stars of the game
have originally been secured for little or
nothing. This is true of Sisler, Homsby,
Collins and many more.

The story of Honus Wagner's advent into
baseball is worth telling. Ed Barrow, present
secretary of the New York Yankees but for
merly president of the International League
and manager of the Boston Red Sox and
many other teams, had a club in Paterson,
New Jersey. He had been busy signing up
playersin the vicinityof Pittsburgh when he
happened to wander into Johnny Newell's,
a famous cafe and billiard parlor of that tirne.
Here he met Shad Gwilliam, in whose opin
ion of players he had considerable con
fidence.

"Do you need any more men?" asked
Gwilliam.

"I could use a couple of phenoms,"
answered Barrow. "Do you know of any?"

"I know of one," said Gwilliam. "He is
rough and unfinished now, but some day
he is going to be the greatest ball player in
the world. His name is John Wagner,"

"Where can I find him?" asked Barrow.
Gwilliam told him that Wagner and his

two brothers lived in what is now Carnegie,
where they ran a pool parlor. One brother

been Swedes, Italians, Cubans, Danes,
Norwegian and men of almost every other
ancestry in the major leagues. It there
fore is no question of nationality.

Nor is it a question of education. Mathew-
son was a college man but Waddell had little
education, yet here are the greatest right
and left hand pitchers of the game. A college
education never helped a man much on a
baseball field. Some of the smartest players
in the game never saw a night school.

As a matter of fact the smart man off the
field is frequently one of the dimibest when
in the game. A man can't stop to figure
things out in baseball. The play is in front of
1^ and he must do the right thing prac
tically without thinking, or the chance is
gone. This is what they call baseball in
stinct, and a man must be bom with it. It
really is a question of perfect coordination.

Nor is baseball talent the result of any
special surroundings. And it is nothing that
is inherited. The son of a great player may
or may not have any real ability in spite of
the most expert coaching. The boy who
never had any early coaching may develop

into a star. Great players
come from all climates and
from all sorts of surround
ing. Doyle was a coal
miner, Lajoie a hack driver,
Baker a farmer.

So the roads to the major
leagues are many, although
some are short and some are
long. But if a boy can catch

or pitch or hit a ball better than his fellows
he will not remain an unknown star. Sooner
or later he will come within the range of
vision of some baseball astronomer who will
mark his name, his position and his mag
nitude. These baseball astronomers are
known as scouts.

Some of them are amateurs, working only
for the love of the game, the desire to see
some yoimgster advance in his profession and
the satisfaction and importance that comes
to any ardent devotee of a game when he
feels that he has had a hand in the making
of one later known to fame. But scouting
also is just as much of a business as any
other part of professional baseball.

Each big league team has its paid and
accredited scouts. These are men of judg
ment and experience—generally former
players—who perform about the same duties
as those of the buyers for any big mercantile
house. They knowwhat is needed, they are
experts on value and they are hard to fool
on any grade of goods. One of the chief
uses of a scout is to keep his club from
bad bargams. A good scout saves his em
ployer many times what he spendsfor him.

His field is practically unlimited. WhUe
there are known fishing grounds it is not
safe to say that a man who threw a baited
hook into any part of the ocean might not
catch a fish. And so it is in baseball. In a
country where every able-bodied boy is
likely to play one particular game to a
^eater or less extent any one of them is also
likely to develop a great facilityfor it.

TN THE Baseball Recordfor 1923 are given
^ the records for twenty-seven professional
baseballleagues, covering territory from the
Atlantic to the Pacific and from the interior
of Canada to the Gulf of Mexico. These, at
a quick estimate, should account for 2,200
professional players. In the same book are
records of over 160 colleges. Say these
represent 2,500 amateur players. The semi-
professional and amateur teams which are
not listed are legion.

It may be seen that a scout for a big
league club has his work cut out for him in
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had already been signed by another club.
The other, said to be the best ball player of
the three, would not play professionally.

Barrow went immediately to the little
town. When he found the pool parlor there
was nobody there except a small boy who
had been left in charge. The boy said that
John Wagner had gone down the tracks
with some men to settle a bet as to who could
throw a stone the greatest distance. It
afterward developed that the stone they
threw was a rock which weighed about five
pounds.

BARROW went down the tracks after the
men. He met them returning. The big

Dutchriian was in the lead, his face wreathed
in smiles and on the back of his head a
derby with a chicken feather in it. He had
won the contest. Fifteen minutes later
Barrow had him signed to a contract.

That year Wagner played every position
on the Paterson team and made good at all
of them. Barrow sold him to Barney Drey-
fuss for $2,100 and Dreyfuss took him with
him to Pittsburgh. His first year there he
played third and first, but his second year
they movedhim to shortstop. Many people
think that Wagner was the greatest player
who ever stepped on a ball field.

If Wagner is not the greatestplayerof all
time, Ty Cobb certainly is and it is a pecu
liar coincidence that when Ed Barrow had
the Indianapolis club in 1905, the Augusta
club offered to sell him both Cobb and Clyde
Engel for $800. Engel was described as a
finishedplayer and Cobb as a wild youngster
with lots of natural ability. Barrow, haA^g
all the players he needed, refused the offer.

All of which merely goes to show that a
great baseball pliyer may come from prac
tically anywhere and that a star is not al
ways visible even to the keenest eyes until
it gets prettywell upintothebaseball sky.

But if there are certain things which are
no indication of a big leaguer there also are
certain definite qualities which he must
possess.

"What are the things you look for in a
rookie?" we once asked John McGraw.

"WeU," he answered, "firstofaU hemust
have speed and a lot of it must be above the
ears. Amajor leaguer,' continued McGraw,
"must haveall the good qualities of a minor
leaguer m a greater degree. He must be a
little faster, a little smarter, a little better
in all things. He must have the ability and
the willingness to learn. There is a difference
between major and minor league baU andne
must be able to adapt himself to the new
conditions. Naturally he must have gooa
eyes, good hands and a good arm- ^na 01
course I would rather have a youngster
capable of development than a man w

There are only

fro '̂Jly-^
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has reached his peak in the minor leagues
and who never will improve."

McGraw is a wonderful man with young
sters. We have been at the training camp
with him and watched him work. We never
yet have seen him rough or impatient with a
young ball player. In fact, his patience is a
thing to be wondered at. Many people have
the impression that McGraw has bought
most of his players after they were de
veloped. If you will go back over the
records you will find that nothing is further
from the truth. Several of the players for
whom he has paid high prices are men he
himself originally developed and let go to
other clubs because at the moment he
needed other players more.

IN OUR quest for definite information we
asked Buck Herzog, one of the smartest

ball players we ever knew, what qualities a
man coming up needed to stick in the
major leagues.

"Brains, confidence and the ability to
adapt himself to new conditions," he re
plied. "In the first place a man coming from
the minors to the majors is up against stiffer
competition and he must face wiser and
better pitching. A man who amasses a big
batting average in the minors may have
gotten a lot of his hits on account of inferior
fielding. The pitchers in the majors have
better control and study a batter harder.
I was the first man to come to the major
leagues from the Reading club. I had hit for
an average of .218. I realized that I must
improve my batting. I was a left field hitter
and I had to learn to hit to right field, be
cause when there is a man on first it naturally
is easier for him to go down on the hit-and-
run if you can hit behind him. The pitchers
unconsciously aided me in this as, fmding I
liked a baE on the inside, they pitched to
me on the outside. I actually got so I liked
to hit to right field.

" Naturally I studied the pitchers. I found
that some of them tipped off the ball they
were going to throw. With others instead of
studying their action you had to study their
habit of thought. For example, Alexander
had wonderful control of his curve ball and
he had a habit of sticking that curve over
on the first pitch so as to get the batter in a
hole. I used to be almost sure that out of the
first three balls he pitched me one at least

There was a time when professional
baseball was regarded as a low-hrow
sport. Educated players were feiv

would be a curve and that it would be over
some portion of the plate, so I used to let
the fast ones go and try to lay for that
curve.

"But I didn't stop with the pitchers. I
studied the catchers. Bresnahan, for in
stance, was a curve ball catcher—that is to
say, the chances were that he would call for
more curve than fast balls. Bergen was what
we call a waste ball catcher. If he thought
a man on first was going down he was apt to
call for a pitchout. Archer, with a man on
first, was very apt to call for a fast ball.
You could get a lot out of studying the
catchers.

"Another valuable thing with a man on
first is to know whether the shortstop or
second baseman is going to cover the bag.
Whichever one goes to cover naturally
leaves an opening. Sometimes the runner
on first can help you to discover this by
making a fake attempt to steal. The man
who is going to cover will usually take a
couple of steps in the direction of the bag.

"A man coming into the big leagues must
learn a lot aside from the attacking end of
the game. He must learn defense. He must
know what kind of a ball an opponent likes
to hit and where he is apt to hit it. He not
only must learn to play each batter in a
certain way, but he must knowjust howfast
each man is, how he comes into a base,
whether he is apt to attempt to steal and
when he is apt to attempt to steal.

"Many base runners tip off when they
are going down by somemechanical action.
One manwill pull down biscap; anotherwill
hitch his belt, or a third will clap his hands.
I used to have a habit of swinging my arms
just before I wentdown. It didn't take other
players long to get on to it and I had to
break myself of it."

This reminds us of another conversation
we once had with McGraw. We were describ
ing to him the actions of a youngster we
had seen.

"When he gets on first," we said, he
has a habit of springing up and down on his
toes. He is so full of energy that he bounces
like a ball." . .

brains, he must have speed, he mast have
adaptability and courage and above aU he
must have the desire to study and the "will
ingness to learn. You can see for yourself
that there are a good many things that a
big leaguer must know.

If in addition to being a big leaguer he
wishes to be a star we believe that a man
must want to play baseball more than he
wants to do anything else. This is an age of
specialists and competition is so keen that a
man cannot give his attention to many
things and be the best in one particular line.

The man who said that "Inspiration is
mostly perspiration," knew what he was
talking about. To reach the top means a
lot of hard and strenuous work in climbing.

There are a lot of men in baseball who
have all the natural ability necessary to
become stars. They never will climb as
high as they might for the reason that
they have not sufficient ambition to drive
them to real work. They are content to

be as good as they are and no
better.

A club certainly has a right to
demand a player's best efforts.

' - He represents a considerable in
vestment. From the time he
leaves his home for the training
camp to the time that he either

is returned to his home, or landed in a
major or minor league city, all his ex
penses are paid—even to his laundry.
Taking a big league club which we hap
pen to know something about as a stand
ard, we figure that every recruit taken
to camp means an investment of close to
Si,000, if he is kept until the season opens.
Yet some recruits display no more ambition
than a three-toed sloth.

If a man is a member of the squad during
the regular season he gets his salary and all
expenses while the club is on the road—
which is half the time. He stays at the
best hotels, travels on the best trains
and has no responsibilities in regard to
tickets or accommodations. He couldn't
be belter taken care of if he were a mU-
lionaire or a cripple. There is a doctor to
look after his health and a rubber to care
for his muscles. There is a bat boy to
pick up his bat when he throws it down
and a man to pack his uniforms, shoes,
shirts, stockings and gloves.

Yet some playere won t
even keep physically iiL
A few roll up their big-

» batting averages at^ night. There are even a
^ few on record who have

eaten themselves out of
the major leagues. It is small wonder that
some clubs insert good behavior clauses in
contracts.

But it is fair to say that the average big
leaguer of to-day is a fine, clean, hard-work
ing youngster who gives the best he has.
Unless a man has marvelous natural ability
the competition is too keen to permit of his
taking chances with his job. He either gives
his best or within a short time finds himself
back in the minors.

We have noticed at the training camps
that managers always are interested in the
men who really want to learn. We remember
when Baby Doll Jacobson first went to the
Giants' training camp at Marlin, Texas. He
was a big, awkward fellow then. He didn't
know how to slide and he was weak on a
curve baU, but he had a stubborn deter-

" Ah " commented the leader of the Giants mination to make himself into a big leaguer,
dryly. "Tips off when he is going to steal." There were many other more promising

So we at least discover some of the qualifi- recruits at the camp then but none upon
cations which a minor leaguer must possess whom McGraw expended more time. He
to become a big leaguer. He must have {Continued on page 6S)



SHE stirred uneasily as he touched her
shoulder and muttered incoherently.
Then as he spoke to her, she raised

herself on her elbow and stared at him
fearfully.

"I won't go back; I won't go back! Please
don't ask me to go back!" she moaned.

"Your friends have found you. You're
perfectly safe; there's no danger of any
kind," he said.

He lifted her out of the tangle into which
she had evidently crept for protection from
the rain. Her face and hands wereicy cold,
and her pulse dragged '̂earily. Prompt
measures must be taken to guard against
the serious consequences that might follow
upon the night's exposure, and he drew the
revolver and gave the signal agreed upon.
To his surprise answering shots responded
immediately and close at hand. With his
arm encircUng the girl he scanned the gray
stretch before him and saw Conwell's tall
figure emerge from the thicket. The big
Westerner waved his hand and started
toward him.

''I'rn so cold," the girl murmured drowsily
^ he lifted her in his arm. Conwell joined
him just as he reached the road.

^^Not—not dead!" he cried."Safe!" answered the doctor; "but we
must lose no time in getting heroutof this."

Wendhng staggered a Httle, and with a
muttered "Thank God!" Conwell took the
girl into his own arms.

^ he strode along toward the car his
spirits rose exultantly.

^ knew she would do it! This wonder
ful wonderful girl! Doubled on her trail
and threw Peyton off. The others are
dnving him this way. He hasn't a chance
of escape.

We re going as straight and fast to my
mother s house as we can drive," Wendling
answered when Conwell asked whether they
dared risk taking Olive to the Crosbys.

Nervous strain combined >vith exposure
and great bodily fatigue can't be fooled
with. She will need close watching for a
day or two at least."

li do exactly what you think best,"
said Conwell. ".'\jid I'm going with you,
of.course. Those men out yonder heard
your signals and know she's found."
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Part V—The Grim Cheating of the Law
And the End of the Great Pretense

When they reached the detectives' tour
ing car they removed the rain-soaked sweater
and wrapped Olive in the blankets Wendling
had brought along against any such need.
Just as they were ready to start Wendling
pointed silently across the dunes. A man
clambered upon an elevation and crouched
low as he peered round him. tie flung out
now and again his right arm as though
leveling a weapon at an enemy.

"Peyton!" said Conwell quietly. "Start
the car! He knows the jig's up and he's
likely to do something desperate. But one
of our men is on this side of him."

As the car moved along they were able
to watch the scene. The positions of the
officers could be marked now and then by
the stirring of the bushes, or when one of
them stood erect for an observation. Peyton
began a series of feints, darting one way and
then another.

"Shall we wait?" asked Wendling.
"Just a second, to sec if they need us!"
Peyton now started boldly for the road,

firing as he ran at the officer who rose
directly in his path. The man flung him
self to the ground as Peyton's arm was
raised. Peyton seemed bewildered, looking
down at the weapon as though it were some
curious and unfamiliar thing. To Wendling
his antics were those of a man either
drunk or mad. It was like watching a
scene of some fantastic drama set upon a
vast stage.

"Go ahead slowly," said Conwell. "It's
nearly over; Peyton's nerve's gone, but he
may.do some damage before they nab him."

Peyton, now rushing toward the heart of
the. dunes, found one of the implacable foe
again in his path. He seemed puzzled by
failure to attack him. His inability to elude
them, the quiet fashion in which they
watched him, bestirring themselves only to
cut him off, angered him. He cried at them
in aiuiy and menaced them with his gun.
He .'showed signs of weariness, rising from
his frequent falls with difficulty.

"We can't delay longer," said Wendling,
his hand on the lever.

But at the same moment Peyton, as
though summoning his waning strength for
a last effort fired at each of the detectives
and then gaining a hummock, turned the

"Oh, Simmons," she
remarked casually,
"Miss Morton,whom
you've seen here
from time to time—
is my niece, Miss
Olive Farnam!"

gun in his hands as a child examines an
unfamiliar toy.

The officers were rushing upon him with all
the speed possible, and his voice rose weirdly
upon the grim waste as he cursed them. He
waited till the nearest was close upon him,
then lifted the gun to his breast and fired,
toppled and fell, disappearing instantly as
though the sands had opened and swal
lowed him up.

"Go on!" said Conwell. "I'll notify the
local authorities and come back. I wouldn't
have chosen that way out, but it makes a
lot of things easier!"

CHAPTER TEN

It was eleven o'clock in the morning when
Simmons knocked at Oodles' door to say
that Dr. Wendling was on the telephone.
She had the connection switched to her own
room and seized the receiver breathlessly.

"Good news," said Wendling instantly.
"Everything is all right. We were a long
lime finding her, but she suffered no harm;
only a thorough wetting and the shock and
strain of the experience are to be reckoned
with. She's here with us, andI'vegotacouple
of nurses on the way. We'll keep her quiet
till the danger of a serious illness is over."

"I'm glad,—so glad," and her voice
broke in a sob.

"My mother and sister know nothing
yet beyond the obvious things The big
surprise can wait tiU vou have seen her."

"And that will be—" she cried eagerly.
"Maybe to-morrow, if things go as I

expect."
Oh, I m so grateful for allyou've done.

" RUT I did very little; Conwell's the real
hero. He managed it all splendidly.

Nothing more can happen to alarm her.
The cause of it is gone!"

"I ought to have told her about the man
who came here; that was my fault; it's "

Please, no! Nothing is your fault.
Youve been so brave about everything
that you mustn't spoil it now. Only I sug-
pst that you keep yourself cheerful and
hopeful and ready for a surprise."

I never want to be surprised again for,
ail the rest of my hfe!"
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read from the sheet
before her:

PretendersW A reputable New
^ York attorney has

called on me with the
news that the %vidow

son Qf Thomas Rawlins
Farnam is living. In
support of this he has
shewn me the woman's
marriage certificate

and a certified copy of the birth record of a
daughter in California. Mrs. Farnam's maiden
name was Shipman. The marriage seems to
have been an unhappy one; there was no di
vorce, but they separated at the end of four
years, Farnam disappearingand taking the little
girl with him. The attorney made it very plain
that Mrs. Farnam waives all claim to the
property; she merely wishes to seeher daughter.
If agreeable to you, she would like to pay j'ou a
visit, and suggests that she run out to South
ampton some Sunday quite at your conven
ience.

A mother's request to meet a daughter she
has not seen since early childhood can hardly
be ignored, and I recommend that you make the
meeting possible. Indeed, as Miss Farnam is a
minor, her mother might very easily cause
annoyance if you refused, though the attorney
has intimated that if the daughter doesn't wish
to recognize the tie, she is free to ignore the
relationship.

"Dear me," exclaimed Maybury faintly.
"What on earth can.we do? I had assumed
that of course Tom's wife was dead,"

"We're not going to be stampeded;
there's that!" replied Mrs.
Crosby tartly. "I must say
that the lady's manner of
approach is strongly in her —^

By Meredith Nicholson
Illustrated by O. F. Howard

"That's very wicked! We must all keep
ready for surprises. That's a new philos
ophy I've learned just lately. It struck
me suddenly once when I was out shop
ping. I've seen things differently ever
since."

"I think you'd better go back to your
patient."

"She's asleep and my sister is watching
her. I'm a Httle nervous about you.
Promise me again that you won't run
away."

"All my promises are cancelled."
"I'd hate to spend the rest of my life

looking for you!"
"You're just trying to keep me from

thinking of Alice!"
"ReiUly no. I just wanted to prepare

you a little. These next few days are going
to be busy ones for both of us. I've had to
cancel all' my appointments in town. And
something of interest to^you has just gone
over the wire to Boston.'

"I refuse to be teased!"
"I'm not teasing you; I'm just preparing

you!"
His happy, jubilant tone drove away her

last misgivings. Already she was con
sidering the best way of arranging for Olive
Farnam's transfer to the
Crosbys, and speculat
ing as to her own future.
Now that she was near
the end of her stay she
resolved to accept noth-
ing from the Crosbys. •

She was so gay that rz.
Maybury rebuked her in
his quizzical fashion.

"Is it because Perkins ; -p'-'
promises results and ' ^
you're soon to be free
that you're so cheery?
Really it isn't kind!"

"Well, uncle Maybury,
we've known all along
that it couldn't last
forever." .

" We're going to adopt y
you and marry you to
Dr. Wendling; I've quite
settled that!" remarked J[_ i
Mrs. Crosby, who was |
giving belated attention
to the morning mail.

"He's a fine fellow," ; _
said Maybury. "But of
course Oodles will have
something to say about

"Oh, I'd require too
much explaining!" an- W>
swered Oodles. "He'd M ^
have to know the truth S
about me." ^ w

"Here's a howdye do!"
exclaimed Mrs. Cro.sby,
looking up from a letter
she had read hurriedly.
"That man Fairfield has
a deliciously incidental
way of springing bad
news."

She bade Maybury
close the door and then

•'

sailed in here, demanded to see her daughter,
and made a big fuss. Her announcement
that she doesn't want money may be taken
with a grain of salt, but we'll give her the
benefit of the doubt."

"The lady leaves it to us to name a time
for the visit. We'll give Perkins time to trace
the girl from Chicago: he may yet save us!"

"I suppose that being the mother of my
brother's daughter it would be decent to
ask her for a week-end or something of the
kind," Mrs. Crosby suggested. "It would
be amusing to see whether she'd know her
own child!"

"Don't be heartless!" said Maybury
sharply.

"Don't be serious! Of course I shouldn't

try to deceive her. This is the most puzzling
thing we've had to face."

"I hope Olive's mother is sweet and
charming. I want her to have everything
she deserves," said Oodles, and having
spoken with a tender wistfulness of which
she was unaware, .she found the Crosbys
looking at her oddly. "It's strange," she
added quickly, "that by just pretending to
be someone else you become terribly inter
ested in that person!"

" We must keep up our spirits at any rate,"
said Mrs. Crosby. "I'll write a note to
Fairfield at once and say that as Olive
hasn't been quite fit—still suffering from
shock and so on—we think a little delay in
arranging for her mother's visit is wise.
That's plausible enough!"

Oodles received her
and took her upstairs.
"This is your room now,
and I'm your guest!
Even the clothes I'm
wearing belong toyou!"



Maybury was disposed to be morose over
the impending change in the situation. He
did not like «3ianges. The very thought of
being obliged to accommodate himself to
the mother of the unknown niece filled him
with misgivings.

Olive, knowing that the clouds that had
followed the girl she impersonated were lift
ing, exerted herself to rouse Maybury from
his depression and took him for a walk.

When they readied home a message from
Perkins reported that he had definite news
to impart but that be wotdd not confide it
to the wires. He was just leaving Chicago
and would report at Southampton within a
day or two.

After dinner Maybury, glancing perfunc
torily over an afternoon newspaper, jumped
to his feet.

"Listen to this! Tom's murderer was
shot last night! He had been followed from

-Montana and took refuge in the dimes!"
"I hope they don't review the whole case

and bring us into it!" remarked Mrs. Crosby
serenely, as she took the paper. "Of course
he's the saine man who accosted Oodles,
and he must have been hanging about the
neighborhood.".

She read the article and put the paper
down with a contemptuous "Humph!"

"They've doneit very decently, with only
a casual reference to us. But that young
man Conwell comes in for mention; seems
that he had chaxge of the case. Now I
suppose he'll turn up here, just at the
most inconvenient moment! Well, if we've
got to be caught by an avalanche, let it
come!"

Oodles read Ae article greedily at the
first opportiuiity. It seemed •imj)ossible
that anything sa momentous could" be dis
missed in" so few Hnes. Tiiere was rib hint
of Olive's'%ht, oply a recital of the fact
that the m^dereir' pf Thomas Famam ha^d
been traced from Mdntana to Long'Maiitf
and, surro^ed by a posse, had killed 1^-v
self rathfer tKan submit to arrest. '

A BOX o£ rOs^.from Wendling fortified
Oodles for: Tier breakfast the next

morning. A Httle later he called her on the
telephone to report
his patient improved
beyond his expecta
tions.

"If you can m^e
an excuse for driving
over alone, she can
see you this after
noon. She'll have a
^elapse if she
doesn't!"

"I'm simply dy
ing to see her! No;
the Crosbys know
nothing beyond
what was in the
newspapers."

"Well, I've been
doing some tall ly
ing, but I can't keep
it up! Conwell
handled things won
derfully, and then
faded from the pic
ture. He's back at
SheldonInn, waiting
developments."

Mrs. Slstun greeted her visitor warmly
"My brother thought it would help AJire

wonderfully to see you. You've been so
kmd to her. And my children simplv rave
about you!"

"Oh, they've dl been a delight to me!
.Ajid I feel that Aliceand I have known each
other for years."

They found Mr.
Perkins clutching
a bulging portfolio

Mrs. Wendling appeared, deeply curious
as to the Famam heiress, and was not less
cordial in receiving the supposed niece.

"We're so relieved that Miss Morton is
recovering so quickly. It was a dreadful
experience; we don't yet know what caused
her to run away."

"The whole matter will be cleared up
shortly," said PaxU hastUy.

He suggested that his sister take Miss
Famam at once to Miss Morton's room. He
had been having a difficult time.of it quieting
the fears of his mother and sister. Mrs.
Elstun was a clever young woman and the
fact that the murderer of Mrs. Crosby's
brother had caused the flight of the governess
she knew as Alice Morton had roused all
manner of doubts in her mind. And the
girl had boarded the train somewhere in
Montana. But to all her questions Paul had
merely answered that no doubt Miss Morton
woiUd explain everything satisfactorily.
Meanwhile they should rejoice that the girl
who had so endeared herself to their house
hold was safe and free from .further peril.

"Oh, you dear!" cried Alice a little
hoarsely but with immistakable happiness as
Oodles flung herself down by the bed and
kissed her.

Mrs. Elstun sent away the nurse, lingered
a moment and left the two alone.

"Well, I made a nice mess of everything,
didn't I?" demanded- the invalid, sitting
up the moment the door closed. "It was
allperfectly horrible ofme. I'm so ashamed
of causing all this trouble to these good
people here. Thedoctor's a star! Heknows
everything and hasn't said a word'"

"And Mr. Conwell did his big part too.
Not a word about you—or nie—got into the
papers! I wonder if I'll ever be able to
think ofmeas meagain. We'll havea good
time straightening ourselves out.

"Well,-1 suppose it's got to come now.
this rumpiis I've got to tell Mr^

;m«itun the truth; it's only decent. And
now-^" she pressed her hands over hereyes
and with a quick change of tone added,

' "and now that the horror of that man is
gone I can breathe freely again!'

"Dr. Wendling has told you?"
"Yes; all I ever

want to know!"
t She was silent for

a moment, clinging
to the hand of the
girl beside her.

•'Mv father was a
hard man; he could
be very cruel at
times—not to me—
but to people he did
business with. He
loved me; I think
he was very proud
of me! But of my
mother he told me
nothing. When I
was St little girl I
used to ask him
about her, and he
wouldpretend not to
hear me or answer
that she was dead.
He never liked to
be questioned about
anything. A^i^rew

older I used to be afraid she might be
living and lonely and in need.

"Please don't think of that now!
"But I must talk of it. 1 want you to

know. I had wonderedabout her and longed
for her. I had seen Peyton a good many
times when papa took me on trips ^ ranches
and mines he owned. Peyton had been
with him from the time he went West after
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his trouble wth mv grandfather. He knew
more about him than anyone else. And he
knew"—her eyes brightened with tears—
"he knew about my mother. It was be
cause he knew and threatened to tell some
thing disgraceful about her and papa that
I ran away. Whatever she may have been,
and no matter how bad papa may have
been "

With a quick gesture Oodles laid her
fingers gently on the girl's lips. And then,
bending closer, with a quick laugh, she
asked; "Are you well enough to stand a
surprise?"

"I could walk ten miles through sur
prises!" Alice exclaimed happily.

"Well, maybe I oughtn't to tell you, but
your mother's living!"

"You know that! It's really true!"
And Alice stared incredulously.

"The Crosbys heard it only yesterday.
Mrs. Famam has made herself known to the
people at the Trust Company who manage
the Crosbys' affairs—and yours, for that
matter. She doesn't want money, nothing
but just to see you. Wouldn't it have been
awful if she had come to the Crosbys' and
found me there!"

""^OT awful; but funny! We've got
^ to admit it would be funny! I won

der how our aunt Olive would have met
that situation?"

"Oh, she would have met it! Through
all these weeks that dear unaccountable
woman has never been a bit frightened."

"Just the same I hate the idea of going
to the Crosbys. If my mother wants me
I'll go and live with her of course!"

"There'sMr.Conwell!" suggested Oodles.
"He may have something to offer."

" When he does I'll give the matter care
ful thought. By the way, Dr. Wendling
told me he thought you were ver>' beautiful,
and the most interesting girl he had ever
known."

"That was very polite of him!" replied
Oodles composedly.

The nurse announced the doctor, who
appeared wearing an' air of exaggerated
professional severity.

"Time's up! I can't have my patient
womout!

He looked at the nurse's chart, felt Alice's
pulse and shook his head.

"Can't understand it! Pulse firm andstrong What have vou two been buzzing
about?

"Secrets of course," said Alice. "I've
heard good news!"

"Surprises everyw'here! I hate to say
It, but unless you fly into a fever I'U be
ready to discharge you to-morrow mom-
ing.

flrprPn^* '̂ ^^^the and dress the chil-
fhem " ^ breakfast with
"Astonn'r" exclaimed the doctor,
to break ^o sleep I'm gomg
sister thpf mother and
emLVnn^ slipper fits our gov-
Then in tV. governess no more,
palace.'̂ morning off you go to the

o'clock," said Oodles,
'We'r^ .ge of everything!"the fSud r said Wendling, foj

go on ann^f discovered. It couldn t
PerkL r«ll day! Agentleman named
ago askint New York a whUe
who ^ certain young woman
Emnlovf-H K sister weeks ago.

Crosbys, I judge. Very
Quired V him the person he m-
?o noM-f T been ill, but please notto notify the Crosbys of her whereabouts
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as she would do that herself in a day or
two."

"I wonder whether any one really could
hide forever anywhere in the world?" asked
Oodles pensively.

"I'm beginning to think not," replied
Wendling, smiling at her. "Lost people do
turn up in the most remarkable fashion.
And now, Miss Oodles Farnam, I'm going
to turn you out!"

Oodles paused in the living-room, arrested
by Mrs. Elstun, who urged her to stay for
tea.

"Please let me come another time! I
promised Aunt Olive to be back before
dark and it's later than I thought."

"Paul," said Mrs. Elstun, as the girl
rolled away in the Crosby limousijie, "it's
a singular thing but Miss Farnam must be
very like that young woman in the depart-

"I knew you tvere a tie between me
and my Italy! And so I greet you os
a lost Beatrice—Beatrice Hastings.

ment store you got so wrought up about.
As you described her she was the same type,
with the same agreeable manners and en
chanting smile."

"The girl at Arlington's," sniffed Mrs.
Wendling, coming to the tea table. "Please,
May, don't encourage Paul to begin looking
for that talcum clerk again."

"Thank you, mother," said Wendling
pleasantly, "but I don't have to look for
Vivian any more. At present she is Miss
Farnam but very soon she will become
Vivian Locke again,and then—well, her real
name is Beatrice Hastings."

"What new foolishness is this, Paul?"
demanded his mother testily.

And so he told them the story, which was
really two stories, of two lost girls, and his
part in discovering them.

"Paul, how are we going to explain all
this.-" asked Mrs. Elstun of Dr. Wendling.
"Our servants and a few of the neighbors
are to be considered."

"We're not going to explain anything,"
replied Paul chcerfully.

/^ODLES had carefully planned the man-
ner of Olive's introduction to the Cros

bys. She had asked if she might invite the
governess for luncheon and Mrs. Crosby
readily assented.

"I shall be charmed to meet Miss Morton.
I'm ashamed not to have met her before
this!"

When Olive arrived, duly delivered by Dr.
Wendling and the children who departed in



you," said Olive soberly. "If it hadn't been
for Oodles and her persuasions I think I'd
never have come at aU!"

"Oodles, you've known all along that
your friend the governess you bragged about
so much was Olive!" exclaimed ]\Iaybury.

"Please don't scold Oodles!" pleaded
Olive. "I threatened to run away where
no one would ever find me if she told."

"Dear me! You two must have had a
delicious time conspiring against us!" said
Mrs. Crosby.

"But it was you who started rhe on my
evil course." said Oodles. "Olive's here,
and I've fulfilled my contract. I hope j^ou'll
give me a letter of recommendation as a
successful impostor. It's a lot more fun
than clerking in a store."

"Of course you're not leaving! I noticed
a moment ago that you've already stopped
calling me Aunt Olive. I refuse to be
spumed in any such fashion."

"If she doesn't stay I go!" declared Olive.
"Thank you, Olive!" said Maybury.

"Wc have no intention of losing Oodles."
"I don't want to hear any more from

either of you about going," said Mrs.
Crosby. "Come, Olive, let's go to my room.
We have a lot to say to each other."

When they were alone she laid her hands
on the girl's shoulders, saying, "I'm the
most ridiculous woman in the world, but I
hope you're going to love me. I want to be
awfully nice to you! I want to make up to
you for any lack you have known in your
iife. I hope you understand that?"

"Yes," said Olive, the tears springing to
her eyes.

"Poor Tom! He was a dear boy. He's
gone now, and there's nothing to be gained
by speaking of anything but his good quali
ties. Let us be frank with each other.
Please understand that I wouldn't say any

thing to wound you,
^but it's important

^ for me to know if

haste, Oodles received her and took her
up-stairs at once.

"This is your room now, and I m your
guest! Even the clothes I'm wearing belong
to you!" , , ,

Time passed so quickly that they hadn t
nearly finished pledging eternal loyalty
when luncheon was announced. They
walked into the living-room hand in hand
and directly to Mrs. Crosby. j\laybury
put down a book he was reading and rose
quickly.

"Mrs. Crosby," said Oodles. 'T invited
Miss Morton to lunch, but I've brought
Olive Famam instead!"

\/fRS. CROSBY looked from one to the
A other imperturbably. Maybury ejac

ulated "Not really!" and waited for Oodles
to laugh and say that it was just a joke that
the gray-eyed girl with the abundant brown
hair was the daughter of Thomas Raw-
lins Famam. But Oodles, smiling gravely,
stepped back a httle. Mrs. Crosby looked
into the girl's eyes fixedly for a moment,
then bent forward and kissed her on the
lips.

"Of course; there can be no question
about it! You have Tom's eyes, which are
a little like mine, but larger, finer. Olive,
this is your uncle Maybury! Maybury,
stop looking like an idiot and speak to our
niece!" And, Simmons appearing, she
said, "Let us go in to luncheon."

Maybury, long skilled in accommodating
himself to his wife's moods, caught his cue
with his usual urbanity. He addressed him
self directly to her, touching with his
whimsical humor great numbers of things of
no consequence whatever. This had gone
on for some time, with Oodles's encourage
ment, untH the dessert had been served and
Simmons was about to leave the room.

"Oh, Simmons," Mrs.
Crosby remarked casually,
"Miss Morton, the young
lady you have seen here from
time to time—is my niece, y ^
Miss Olive Farnam! She was J ^
somewhat delayed, as you
know, by floods in the West. fy
Travel is very perilous, Sim- -t v
mons, and delays are un- ij'
avoidable." |. ^ j

"Yes, Mrs. Crosby!"
"And the young lady who's \

been staying with us is Miss \
Vivian Locke. She remains
with us, of course!" -AA;:''

"Yes, Mrs. Crosby!"
"That's aU, Simmons." \
As the door closed upon j '

him there was an instant's j ;
silence. Then simultaneously
both girls giggled. Maybury
laughed aloud. Mrs. Crosby
received these manifestations
with a frown, belied by the
humor in her eyes. '®->'

"Olive, you may now con-
sider your arrival duly ga- fol an
zetted in the household. Sim
mons would have shone in the
diplomatic service. He will
tell the other servants all they need to
know. Maybury, I hope you're satisfied
with my handling of this whole affair?"

"Perfectly!"
"Of course," said Mrs. Crosby, "I'm just

pretending that I'm not curious as to why
you preferred the Wendling-Elstuns to us,
Olive. But you may tell me as much or as
httle as youlike. Now that I've seen you I
don't need to be assured that you played
this trick on us with good reason."

"I think you'll understand when I tell.

They clasfH'd hands
and regarded
each other intently
for an instant

"She's living!. We've just learned that!"
"Yes; Oodles told me."
"I forgot that you and Oodles have been

so close! Your mother has asked permis
sion to see you. Her claims come first, of
course. I had some fears about her—that
she might not be what we'd ^\ant her to
be "

"It's enough," said Olive gently, "that
after all these years she wants to see me.
I'd be glad if you would arrange the meeting
as soon as possible."
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"I've just written Fairfield to delay her
coming for a few da3's. and I'll now verify
his impression that I'm a hopeless idiot by
demanding that she come at once."

She put in a call for Fairfield at the Gordon
Trust. Within half an hour it was arranged
that Mrs. Farnam should come the following
Sunday and would spend the night. A sug
gestion that she remain longer brought the
explanation that Mrs. Farnam's engage
ments made it impossible for her to spend
any night but Sunday away from New York.

"Fairfield is such an imbecile!" exclaimed
Mrs. Crosby. "You'd think my sister-in-
law was a scrub woman!"

""XXTELL, Maybury, our troubles have
' » begun!" said ilrs. Crosby, frowning

at three cards that were brought to her at
the dinner table the following evening.
"The suitors are arriving in solid formation!
Mr. Conwell, Dr. Wendling and a person
named Tomlin! Which one of you is re
sponsible for Tomlin?" she demanded
severely.

"One thing is certain," said Maybury.
"After all that's happened, and the suc
cession of mysteries that we've lived through
there's bound to be a dull period. We're not
going to encourage anj' love a/Tairs till we
all get readjusted. Of course Conwell and
Wendling can't just be brushed aside.
Our obligations to them are enormous.
But there are limitations to all obligations.
I've got used to having a niece around, and
now that we've got two the idea of marrying
both of them immediately "

"They haven't asked us yet!" chorused
Olive and Oodles.

"Well, they will if they have any sense!"
replied ilrs. Crosb)'.

•'Oodles and I both want careers," said
Olive. "We have no intention of getting
married for years and years. "But,"
she added, "I've known Dick Conwell
always "

"There you go!" exclaimed Maybury.
"Oh, I didn't mean that!" replied Olive

in confusion.
Conwell received Mrs. Crosbj-'s immediate

attention when they sought the three men
in the living-room.

"You look the part, heroic, discreet, and
ever>'thing else I expected. Men are a
constant surprise to me! Here's Dr.
Wendling. not only sharing the honors but
inviting special admiration for the way he
completely fooled us. To think he knew
Oodles before he saw her here as his patient!
Such discretion—or duplicity—admirable,
either way! And ilr, Tomlin. are you
another conspirator?"

"I'm only tagging along." replied Tom
lin, turning fro-1 Oodles, to whom Maybury
had just pre: ;:led him. "Dr. Wendling
has told me c 'y a little of all that's hap
pened, but I promise not to spoil the good
cheer of the da}'."

"I think," said Wendling. "you had
better talk to Miss—Oodles alone."

"Oh, no!" laughed Oodles. "There
have been so many secrets that we must
keep forever; let's not have any more!"

Wendling had taken Maybury aside and
was speaking to him rapidly and earnestly.
Mrs. Crosby and Conwell were discussing
big game hunting so spiritedly that the
threatened surprise was forgotten. Wendbng
called Tomlin into the conference; then the
three men crossed the room, and Maybury
paused before Oodles, smiling, deferential,
his eyes bright with his affection for the
girl who had appealed to him so strongly
from the first memorable evening when he
had shownher his pictures in the town house.

{Cfl>ilini(cd OH page ^4)
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Play Ball
By T. S. Tousey

V \

"I see It all noic." says Siveet Young Thinu enthu
siastically. "I neverdreamed it icoj so simple. IfTien the
umpire says 'strike!' the batf-r has to strike al the ball!"

I

: •I Jack Hammer has bet that a certain fat party tcill knock 60
I f. home niru this year. Evidently H. R. No. J /«« just been

scored. Jack drives a mean truck all week so there is little
liki'lihood of a comeback from the tiro bl'^ehmtps in eclipse.

7
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EDITORIAL
INFORMATION relating to the great American game

whether gained by experience or through
observation and association, is so general and wide-

country, that the unique and distinctive
phraseology of the game has found its way into every-day
speech. It is needless, therefore, to explain, in a magazine
appeahng to American readers, the etymological ancestry
of the phrase—"buck passers."

In common parlance it has come to mean any person
who shifts to the shoulders of others a responsibility
which naturally or properly rests upon his own. Note
that the phrase applies to one who thus evades his own
natural or proper responsibility. It has no correct appli-
cation to one who simply declines the assumption of an
obligation that he is under no duty to assume.

Some satirist has coined the expression—"the great
American art of passing the buck." This is too general
an indictment to be given full approval. But the art. if
It be one, is practised to a sufficient extent to justify con
sideration and comment.

upon whom there rests the natural obligation,
ivme y imposed, to rear their offspring and to guide and

closely supervise their training and education, who turn
over to the school authoritiesand to Sunday-

1. . ^r*d give little or no further attention to
this important matter, are buck passers.

Citizens, upon whom there rests the natural duty to
ply an intelligent part in the selection of public officials

if ^ mfluence upon the administra-
n°Jl whether local, state or national, who

n j u L permit those matters to be con-trolled by others, frequently by those who are actuated by
selhsh interests, are buck passers.

Men and women of the privileged class, of assured sta-
tion and comfortable resources, upon whose shoulders the
responsibility is laid, by their very privileges, to display

a human, personal interest in the well-being of the un
privileged and less fortunate, who evade that responsibil
ity and shrink from the contacts which it involves, are
buck passers.

The list might be Indefinitely extended, but from these
few illustrations it will be observed that the phrase is not
a complimentary one. Even so, let us give it a definite
application within our Order.

The Elk who assumes the obligation of membership,
and then limits his performance of the specific duties
arising from it to the mere payment of his dues and the
occasional enjoyment of the privileges of the Club House
and its fraternal associations, is a buck passer.

The member of a subordinate Lodge who knows that
it is not playing the part it should in the life of the com
munity in which it is located, and who does not interest
himself to bring about a change of conditions, but simply
leaves the active few unwisely to control the destiny of
the Lodge, is a buck passer.

When a man joins the Order of Elks, he does so volun
tarily and without compulsion. He at once becomes an
integral unit of that great fraternal organization. And
immediately there rests upon him, by his own volition,
a share of the responsibility for all that the Order does or
fails to do, and particularly for all his own Lodge does or
fails to do. That share of responsibility is proportioned
to his ability and his opportunities to make himself felt
as an influence in that organization. And if he fails
properly to employ that ability, if he fails to avail himself
of those opportunities, to exert that influence for the good
ofhis Lodge and theOrder, he is shifting his responsibility
to the shoulders of others. He is passing the buck.

11 is not intended by this to suggest that every member
of the Order must, or should, busy himself with all the
details of Lodge activities. That is neither requisite nor
desirable. Thereare usually chosen officials or designated
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individuals who are charged with specific responsibility
as to these. But it is deemed appropriate to urge upon
each member the consideration of the important fact that,
because of his membership, he owes a duty to exert him
self as he appropriately may, to the end that the organiza
tion of which he is a constituent part should fulfil its
high mission.

A display of interest in the worthwhile things his Lodge
is doing, a word of encouragement and praise to capable
officers here, a word of kindly caution there, a definite
and active protest where wise, the exercise of an im
personal and thoughtful ballot in the selection of Lodge
officials, the assumption of official service where desired
and practicable, are simple and easily performed dutiesBut the effect of the loyal observance"^ of these s.mple
fraternal obligations by every member of the Order would
be immeasurable. And each individual contribution of
such service is helpful.

No true Elk is ever a buck passer.

HOME BUILDING

IN THE splendid address delivered by Grand Exalted
Ruler Masters, at the banquet in his honor tendered

by New York Lodge, he stated that there are a larger
number of the Subordinate Lodges planning to erect their
own homes at this time than ever before in the history of
the Order.

This information will be most gratifying to every
thoughtful Elk, to whom its significance will be at once
apparent. It not only indicates a healthy condition of the
Order generally and bespeaks the financial prosperity of
the Subordinate Lodges, but it is definite proof that Elk
Club Houses have been found to be valuable, if not essen
tial, assets in the effective performance of the splendid
community service which the Lodges are engaged upon
all over the country.

There were those who predicted, with pessimistic assur
ance, that fraternal Club Houses would become un
profitable and burdensome with the passing of the buffet.

The reported activity in Elk Home building proves these
to have been false prophets so far as the Order of Elks is
concerned; for it demonstrates the fact that Elk Club
Houses have become more useful, profitable and generally
desirable than ever, even though that particular feature
be eliminated.

It is earnestly hoped that the day is not far distant when
each Lodge of the Order will own its own Home, however
modest and unpretentious it may be. A home-owning
citizenry is much more desirable than one not thus
attached to, and identified with, the community. And
home-owning Lodges, for like reasons, are generally more
valuable units of the Order. Admitted exceptions but
prove the rule.

FORTUNATE

IF BY any chance, you should be disposed to feel critical
of conditions in the United States, and if you should

feel an impulse to voice that criticism in a general com
plaint, before obeying that impulse, just take another
glance at conditions elsewhere in the world. At least we
are not sleeping upon our arms, dreading another call to
war. At least we do not suffer the humiliation of seeing
foreign soldiers patrolling our streets. There is an abun
dance of food, a roof over our heads, and safety in our
homes. We do not wait upon the decision of other
nations as to what shall become of us as a nation. And
we do not have to take a basket full of paper money with
us when we go to market.

Contemplation of these facts need not make us satisfied
that nothing further is to be desired or required from our
government; but, in the light of the predicament of many
millions of humanity not so fortunate, it should prompt
us to such a feeling of thankfulness that our complaints
may be well considered and justly based before they are
uttered.

The United States is a pretty good place in which to
live in these days and times. And the Order of Elks has
a very definite duty upon it to aid in every appropriate
way to the end that this may continue to be so.
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What Is the Greatest Need of
Your Community?

By Colonel John P. Sullivan
Chairman, Grand Lodge Committee on Social and Community Welfare

IT IS becoming increasingly evident that
the Order of Elks is turning more and
more, as a body, toward the ideal of

making every lodge the Civic Center of its
community. Since January ist of this year
more than 800 Subordinate Lodges have
reported the formation of social and commu
nity welfare committees. Many of the
Lodges have supplemented the names of
their committees with detailed reports of
their activities. And while these reports
indicate a certain similarity of work being
done, a closeperusal shows that each Lodge
is beginning to find special fields of activity
in which local conditions offer opportunities
for substantial service. It is a very simple
thing for any Lodge to make itself a power
for good in its town. All that is necessary
is to discover the greatest need of the com-
mimity—and then to fill that need. For
instance:

If your city needs a new auditorium, and
the project is feasible, take the leadership in
support of it.

Are your hospitals adequately equipped
with bedding, surgical appliances and other
essentials?

Do the Boy Scouts and the Girl Scouts
need your support?

Is free motor transportation available to
take crippled children to school?

Are there iiot many children in your city
unable to attend school for lack of shoes and
clothing?

' 1^® paying attention to night schools'where the ambitious foreigner is trying to
leam the English language and something
of American ideas andideals? Are you per-
mitting the Radicals to run away with this
fertile field forBolshevistpropaganda? Could
you not arrange an entertaiiunent once a
month for these pupils, interspersing the
amiisement feature with a helpful elemental
talk on American history and American
ideals, thus helping to defeat the sinister
purposes of those who would destroy our
most sacred institutions by feeding their
poison under the cover of the darkness of
ignorance?

Have you taken any part in the establish
ment of community playgrounds and swim
ming pools in £he poorer sections of your
city?

anything to lighten
tne heavy hours of the inmates of the old
people's home?

"\X^OULDN'T you and your friends derive
_ a great deal of pleasure out of ar-

rangmg a gigantic picnic or outing for the
poor boys andgirls ofyour community?

Haveyouever^ven theo^hansaday'sout
ing at theZooorin some beautiful citypark?

Doyou plan annually to give Thanksgiv
ing baskets to thepoor and needy? Doyou
bring Santa Claus into the homes of the
poor children?

What ^istance can you render tothecrip
pledand mfirmveterans ofour various wars?

^e you doing anything to make real men
andwomen out of the boys andgirls in your
correctional institutions, who by a little
helpful advice and assistance may yet be
saved to society?

Are you in constant and close touch with
your juvenile court?

Are your playgrounds all they should be?
Are there wading and swimming pools for use
in the summer and are vacant lots flooded
in winter to provide safe skating for the little
fellows?

Do the members of your band or glee club
ever yisit the hospitals, orphanages, old
folks' homes, institutions for the blind, etc.,
and furnish concerts?

Are you doing anything to help advertise
• your city, build it up and make it a

better place to live?
Have you considered what legislation is

needed in your State to help solve its social
problems? Wouldn't the members of your
Lodge, who are legislators, be very glad to
assist in getting needed laws enacted?

The Lodge which seriously considers ques
tions such as the foregoing—and then sets
out with determination to attack some prob
lem and to keep on until that problem is
solved; the Lodge which succeeds in enlisting
all its members as active workers doing
specificthings—that Lodge need never worry
as to its ultimate place in the commimity.

The wide range of activity of subordinate
Lodges all over this coimtry is reflected in
the reports of their committees on social and
commimity welfare. Though terse, these
reports teU a story of a diversity of work
inspiring riot alone because of its breadth of
scope but also because of the spirit in which
it is tmdertaken.

Some of the Lodges furnish free legal aid to
the poor, who are imable to engage legal
coimsel; others are creating permanent char
ity funds, of which merely the interest willbe
used from year to year; public lectures on
historical and education^subjects are given
in carrying on Americanization; farms are
being rented for the summer months, where
the poor little "shut-ins" of a city can find
relief from the heat; annual outings and auto
rides for the orphans; entertainments for
disabled veterans; employment bureaus for
ex-service men; free scholarships and prize
essay contests for public school pupils; inau
gurating the Big Brother movement and
givingbanquets in the Elks Home, at which
each local member is expected to bring a
highsdiool boy to hear some noted speaker;
a banquet to members of the football and
basket-ball teams, at which some noted
coach is secured to talk to the boys; organi
zation of various indoor and outdoor ath
letic teams; supporting movements to estab
lish athletic fields and playgrounds.

The educational field is attracting the at
tention of the Subordinate Lodges through
out the coimtiy. Their interest is taking
various forms to meet the local situation.
To. illustrate by citing, at random, specific
instances: Portsmouth,N. H.,Lodge No. 97
is behind "a movement to establisTi public
night'schools in that city. It has taken the
matter up direct with the Board of Educa
tion and dty officials. Its committee has
pointed out to the officials that the night
sdioolseems to be the only way to reachthe
foreign-bom, over school age, and togive the
boys and' ^Is whose early education has

been neglected a chance to make up their
lost work. The Portsmouth Elks pledge to
do all in their power to stimulate interest in

' the night school.
From Portsmouth, N. H., to Prescott,

Ariz., is a far jump, but the southwestern
city is just as keenly alive to its community
needs. No. 330 is ably assisting the proba
tion officer in securing full attendance of
school pupils in the public schools, in seeing
that the children are properly fed and
clothed.

Canon City, Colo., Lodge No. 610 is
taking the leadership in an organized move
ment to secure better school buildings in that
city. For several years past this Lodge has
conducted prize essay contests in the public
schools, on the origin and history of the
American Flag.

Richmond, Ind., Lodge No. 649 has cre
ated two scholarships of $150 each to be
given the most deserving boy and girl of the
local high school, who have overcome finan
cial handicaps in getting through high school,
and who have no chance of going further.

Tonopah, Nevada, Lodge No. 1062 is
doing a great work in Americanization
through its public schools. Tonopah is a
mining camp made up of all nationalities.
The Elks there have formed a committee of
twenty-five members of the Lodge and had
them appointed probation officers. The du
ties are to see that the children in their block
go to school, that their parents see to it they
have warm clothing. The result of this
activity has been that the Tonopah school
children are making Americans out of their
fathers and mothers. The Lodge supple
ments its probation work with educational
entertainments in the Lodge room along the
lines of Americanism. Juvenile court rec
ords of Tonopah show a decided decrease in
cases since the Elks interested themselves.

IN MANY cities throughout the country
Elks Lodges are sponsoring prize essay

contests on the origin and history of the
American flag. Both cash and flags are
given as prizes. The winning essays are
read as a feature of the Elks, Flag Day
observance, June 14th.

Theathletic field offers an opportunity for
good, wholesome work, whether it be con
fined to activities within the Lodgeor takes
a broader aspect of general public need.
Here are two reports, illustrating each
phase of this comment, Holyoke, Mass.,
Lodge No. 902 has taken the leadership
in the promotion of a public athletic field
and baseball groxmd. The entire project
will, in all probability, be handled direct
from the Elks club, Sharon, Pa., Lodge
No, 103 has organized athletics within the
Lodge, It has an all-Elks baseball team, a
bowling league of eight five-man teams and
a strong basket-ball team. Both Holyoke
and Sharon Lodges do not stop with athletics
but extend their activities to many other
lines. For instance, the former has a sum
mer camp for children, supervised by
trained nurses and physicians. Both Lodges
also engage in seasonable charity work.

AgreatmanyofourLodges are interesting
themselves in the Boy Scout movement, get-
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ting behind this organization with the full
strength and enthusiasm of the organization.
The Del Rio, Texas, Lodge No. 837 was
instrumental, through its social and com
munity welfare committee, in reorganizing
the Boy Scouts of that city. Oklahoma City
Lodge No. 417 also is interesting itself
actively in the Scout movement. The first
work of its committee was to organize a camp
of iifty. Each member looks after one boy,
seeing that he gets a suit and attends drill.
Salinas, Calif., Lodge No. 614 is the official
backer of the Boy Scout troop, paying the
salary of the Scoutmaster.

Aiding ex-soldiers of our country has a
patriotic and strong appeal to those Lodges
located in cities where militarj' hospitals are
maintained. Boise, Idaho, Lodge No. 310
conducted hearings to develop the assistance
which would be of the most benefit to the
ex-service men in the local barracks' hospital.
Helena, Mont., Lodge No. 193 specializes in
entertaining sick soldiers with rides around
the mountains during seasonable weather.
The Salinas, Calif., Lodge also maintains
an emploj'ment committee, which aids ex-
service men to secure positions.

In the field of charity the Order of Elks is
fulfilling a high obligation. The amount
expended during the past year will total well
into the millions and, even more important
than the amount, these disbursements have
been made in such a way that genuine help
and relief have resulted from them. There
has been less random giving and more
plannedassistance rendered. The maildaily
brings reports of activities along charitablc
lines. The few cited here imply no dispar
agement of those omitted. They are cited to
emphasize some point, or to give publicity
to some original idea in handling the work.
To illustrate:

Casper, Wyoming, Lodge No. 1353 holds
monthly meetings with representatives of
Rotary, Kiwanis, Lions, Women's Depart
mental Clubs and Salvation Army and goes
over the general situation in the community.
Charity work is turned over to the Women's
Departmental club for investigation. The

relief is carried out by the Salvation Army
thus avoiding duplication. Casper Lodge has
built shelves in the basement of their new
home. Clothing is kept cleaned, repaired
and sorted in the basement. When it is re
quired for use the poor, so far as possible,
are brought to the Home and fitted out. Be
sides delivering Thanksgiving baskets to the
poor Casper Lodge looks after the boys and
girls of the city. It was instrumental in
having a city law passed regulating dance
halls; it organized a troop of Boy Scouts and
a boy's band; it got behind the police author
ities to rid the community of undesirable
radicals; it organized a community chest, and
gave a Christmas dinner to the poor and a
tree and treat for the kiddies.

During Thanksgiving and Christmas
the Elks Lodges are particularly ac

tive among the poor. New Orleans Lodge
No. 30 distributed 5,000 Thanksgiving din
ner baskets to the poor; it spent 82,500 in
givinga Christmas tree party to the crippled
children of Charity Hospital. Each diild
was outfitted completely with clothing and
given presents. The Lodge gave a monster
AutomobUe-Fashion Show on Easter Sun
day, the proceeds of which were used to
entertain the Confederate Veterans in
annual reunion in New Orleans.

Louisville Lodge No. 8 distributed shoes,
clothing, coal, etc., to more than 3,000
children; Connersville, Ind., Lodge No. 379
raised Si,200 for the Salvation Army to re
lieve the unfortunate and distressed; East
St. Louis Lodge No. 664 distributed about
500 Christmas baskets to the needy; Lorain,
Ohio, Lodge No. 1301cared for more than too
children at Christmas time, besides sending
out baskets to needy families, making a
substantial donation to the Salvation Army,
and furnishing medicnl and nursing aid to
sick families; Birmingham, Ala., Lodge No.
79 distributed 250 boxes of provisions on
Thanksgiving day and provided Christmas
for 1,000 children; Freeport, N. Y., Lodge
No. 1253 raised more than $15,000 for its
charities, which included Christmas for 1,500

children, who ^ '̂c^e remembered with a bag
containing shoes, sweater, stockings, fruit
and other articles, Christmas baskets to
many families and caring for other cases of
distress. Freeport Lodge used its surplus to
create a permanent charity fund, from which
the interest will be used from year to year.

Once a year the Detroit Lodge No. 34
brings all the orphans from the various
orphan asylums to the Home and gives
them an entertainment consisting of a dog
and pony, and Punch and Judy show. Ice
cream, candy and other refreshments are
served. During the winter months its wel
fare committee is continuously investigating
cases of needy poor and relieving their
suffering.

Elizabeth, N. J., Lodge No. 289 rents a
farm during the summer, where the poor
children of the citj^ are sent for vacations,
during the months of July and August. The
Lodge has a woman in charge of the farm and
employs a young lady to direct games and
other amusements for the children. Eliza
beth Lodge also conducts an Elks Boys' Club
at a cost of S5.000 a year. The club house
consists of three buildings, equipped with
showers, playrooms, libraries, etc.

Vincennes, Ind., Lodge No. 291 has a pro
gram of charitable activities, which includes
feeding the poor, furnishing milk to under
nourished children, donating linen, bedding,
ice, milk and food to thesick, entertaining the
orphans and giving an Easter party to 4,000
children, besides keeping up its usual Christ
mas charit}' work. Trenton, N. J., Lodge
No. 105 annually entertains from 500 to 600
children at their "Krippled Kiddies " outing
on Burlington Island in the Delaware river.
They also were remembered at Christmas.

This brief synopsis shows the wide field for
useful work. The first step in entering upon
such work is to discover the greatest need
of the community. The second is to fill that
need. And, in this connection^ ever '̂. mem
ber should bear in mind that the social and
community welfare committee of his Lodge
will function only in proportion to the inter
est and support it receives from him.

The New Home of Indianapolis Elks
The Handsome Club House Which the Members of

Lodge No. 13 Will Soon Occupy
ACTUAL work on the handsome new

/A Indianapolis Club House has been
started. This new home of No. 13,

which will stand at the corner of Meridian
and St. Clair Streets, on a plot purchased
some time ago by the Lodge, will be a fitting
and enduring commemoration of the mem
bers of No. 13 who by their integrity and
loyalty to the principles of the Order have
made it possible.

The building will be eight stories high, of
fire-proof construction, with a brick and
stone exterior. The design, by Architect
Adolph Scherrer, as may be seen from the
Ulustration, is massive, free of unnecessary
and non-essential detail and impressive in its
appearance. The basement will contain the
swimming pool, barber shop, ladies' and
gentlemen's locker rooms, mechanical equip
ment, etc. On the first floorwill be the lobby,
ladies' parlor, grill, bowling alleys and check
rooms. The second floor will have a lounge,
gymnasium, billiard room, hand-ball courts,
dining room and kitchen. The second lloor
mezzanine will include the upper- part of
the gymnasium and hand-ball courts, lockers
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Architect's drawing of the new building
soon to be erected by Indianapolis Lodge

and hotel rooms. On the third floor will be
the Lodge and lobby administration offices,
and hotel rooms. The fourth floor will be
made up of the upper part of the Lodge
Room and hotel rooms. The remaining
floors will be devoted to hotel guest rooms.

The location of this imposing structure
will be directly opposite the new War
Memorial Building which the State is erect
ing in memory of the veterans of all our wars,
within a few blocks of the heart of Indian
apolis. The propert}' on which the new
building will be located is 125x 197 feet and
the whole project when completed will rep
resent an outlay of over $1,200,000.

It is the idea of Indianapolis Lodge to
make the Club House not only the meeting
place for members of No. 13, but the social
headquarters of all Indiana Elks as well.
Carved in the stone across the doorway are
the words:

"This building erected in the year 1923 is
gratefully dedicated to those men who forty
and more years ago founded the Benevolent
and Protective Order of Elks Number
Thirteen."



The world has a common
exchange for its goods, it
now needs a similar ex
change for things of the
spirit of which no race has
or can have the monopoly

IT WAS agreat moment in iiHlS
human history when some
forgotten genius of the race

was at last able to persuade his
thick-headed fellows that ex- Ik * I
change was more practical than I
robbery. We can have no doubt ;|HmI
that they needed a lot of persuad- j
ing, for the simplest improvement
in human conditions has always
needed a genius first to discover
it, and century-long propaganda,
usually accompanied by martyr- ^
dom, to bring about its adoption.
Why waste time and trouble in
the palaver of exchange, when it
was so much easier to take what
one wanted by force, without the
wastefid necessity of giving any-
thing in return? Besides to fight
for a,thing was more manly than
to bargain. So, the aristocratic jjjjtj
Cave-Man, leaning on his club,
would surely argue, and his race
is yet far from extinct. Take
when you can, and exchange when you must,
is still to some extent the hushed-up phi
losophy of the strong, though even greater
caution and "camouflage" are needed to put
it into practise.

However, the slow-developing common-
sense of mankind at length began to prevail,
and the Tyrian trader, taking courage,
"undid his corded bales" on distant shores,
and received back goods or sesterces in
exchange, unmolested by the scornful spear
men, too proud to soil their hands with any
thing but blood. Trading may not exclu
sively develop the highest human qualities,
but, at least, it has given us a more livable
world, and provided us with a method by
which races and nations, however different
from and even hostile to, each other may
make peaceful barter of their characteristic
commodities, with less of robber '̂-, and a
mmimum of murder. We are now so accus
tomed to this method of international and
interracial exchange in tangible products
that we have forgotten how comparatively
recent was its discovery; but we have as yet
barely begun to perceive that, like many
material systems, it hasa moral andspiritual
correspondence, a higher plane for its ex
tended operation.

The whole world has-now a common ex
change for its goods, for the work of its
hands. What it now needs is a similar ex
change for the things of the spirit, for those
various brands of goodness, those diverse
virtues, excellencies and endowments of
which no race or people has the monopoly.
Having agree<l to trade with each other
m comparative amity, it now remains that
we must consent to learn from each other.
The trouble with the world is that we all
want to teach, and none of us to learn. That
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The Human Exchange
By Richard Le Gallienne

Decoration by Louis Fancher

has been the vice of those conquering races
that are reluctantly realizing that the days
of conquering are done. These, time out of
mind, have insisted, at the point of the
sword, and the end of the gun, that the race
they have conquered shall not only be phys
ically subject to them, but that they shall
make themselves over again, spiritually,
intellectually, and morally, in the image of
their conquerors. They have all, one time
or another, played the game of our old friend
Procrustes, that classical Greek bandit who
used to amuse himself with his captives by
insisting on their forcible adaptation to his
iron bedstead. If they were too short for
it, he stretched them out, and if they were
too long, he broke off enough of them to
make them fit. So we have imposed our
religions on peoples with excellent religions
of their own, and imposed our habits on
peoples who again naturally preferred their
own. Ours may or may not have been bet
ter, but supposing they were, persuasion not
compulsion was the right way to go about
it. And, on the other hand, it has seldom
occurred to the conqueror that the con
quered had much to teach him, if he would
only take the trouble to learn. Egoism,
alike among nations as among individuals,
is the great enemy of development. Self-
satisfaction in all its forms marks the limit
of expansion. As there is no trading without
the open door, there is no progress without

the open mind. When Shylock said: "I will
buy with you, sell with j^ou, talk with you,
walk with you,'and so following; but I will
hot eat with you, drink Avith you. nor pniy
with you," heexpressed a sentiment which is
at the bottom of most of the troubles of tne
world. Such an attitude kept England an
France, so to say, professional enemies lo
centuries. It still, with its mutual contemp ,
separates the East from the West, a conternp
nurtured byliterary jingoes who tell us that
" neverthe twainshallmeet," and who strive
toperpetuate the differences betweenpeoples
and races instead of making the civilizing
effort to demonstrate and unite their corre
spondences.

TT IS here the Human Exchange I have in
mindmust,andsurelywill, come in.

should be reluctant to admit anything ijj
extenuation ofwar, andin this I agree witn
the young English poet, Mr. Siegfrjed bas
soon, who knows of what he is talking ^nen
he says: "Let no one ever from hencelor
say a word in any way countenancing_ war
... For war is hell and those who institute
It are criminals. Were there anything to say
for It, it should not be said, for its spiritual
disasters far outweigh any of its advan
tages." At the same time, so much "good
ness m things evil" may be allowed to the
recent world war, on the side of our allies
at least, that it has resulted in those allied



April, 1923

Self-satisfaction in all its
forms marks the limit of
expansion. As there is no
trading without the open
door, neither is there prog
ress without the open mind

IS nothing else, io say Wease,

Carrying Our Mastery of the Art of effeminacy. How "effeminate" the c
^ J ous Frenchman is is well-known to hi

rji 1 , TT* 7 • • 7 mies, as to those friends who recently f
IVG^ClC to d UlffrieT ODiritUGl iLCLTIG by Ms side in the trenches. And his g

O ± If only some of the nations who criticis

|a| liarities, go on bragging ourselves
I the only race or nation worth
I mentioning on the earth, dubbing
I all the rest as "foreigners," with
I incomprehensible " lingo" for lan-
I guage, absurd or uncouth man-
i ners, and eccentric clothes.
I The word "manners" once
I more recalls us to the French-
I man, and in the mere fact that

it does so what a world of honor
ing significance there is! Per
sonally. I have always considered
that American manners are far
better than usually regarded; but,
all the same, there is no nation
that has not something to learn
from the French in that respect—
or, for that matter, from the
Chinese too. Because courtesy
can be over-done and affected is
surely no reason for dispensing
with it altogether. There is, and
always will be, a great deal in
being a "gentleman," even if one

is nothing else. To say "Please," and
"Thank you" is not necessarily a mark of
effeminacy. How "effeminate" the courte
ous Frenchman is is well-known to his ene
mies, as to those friends who recently fought
by his side in the trenches. And his gaiety.
If only some of the nations who criticise him
could negotiate an exchange of that. For
the significance of gaiety is far too little un
derstood. I remember an American lady,
" from the South," once quoting to me a say
ing of her grandmother to the effect that
"gaiety is one of the surest signs of breed
ing"; and with that saying I associate the
recollection of a young Frenchman whom
I once met in crossing over to Europe. He
was the gayest and kindest of our company,
and one day on deck a wireless cable was
handed to him. His face clouded a moment.
Then he gracefully excused himself, and
retired to his cabin. That cable contained
the worst of news. But, a short time after,
he was back amongst us as gay as ever. On
his confidinghis news to me I could not help
remarking on his self-control.

"But," he said, "to wear one's melancholy
in company is surely the worst of manners."

CUCH is the kind of commodity we may
^ receive from one another in the Human
Exchange.

Gaiety and manners. Trivial things, some
who have neither might say. But no one
would say it, I venture, who belongs to the
Brotherhood of Elks. On the contrary, the
Elks, of all men, will be the first to realize
that those qualities are among the subtlest
of civilizers, and the propagation of them
among their fellows is one of the most im
portant services the Elks can do.

{Contimied on page 62)

nations "discovering" each other's good
points as they never discovered them before.
Their enforced camaraderie has resulted in
a mutual understanding and even sympa
thetic admiration, a comparing of racial
notes, which cannot but have an immense
interacting influence on them all. Though
the counter on which this exchange was

with all her faults—did she not give us
Shakespeare's plays? If Scotchmen some
times seem "gey ill to live wi'"—how much
poorer we would be without Robert Burns!
Has not Germany given us Goethe, and,
more than any other nation, the great art of
music? What truly civilized being could
bombard Rome or Florence or ^ enice from

made was blood-stained, the exchange in the air if he gave a moment's thought to
itself was good. Europe and America are Dante and Michael Angelo and Titian?
the nearer for it, to the benefit of both.

Oscar Wilde, in one of those apparently
trivial phrases of his beneath which he fre
quently masked a very serious wisdom, once
said, apropos the world's artistic debt to
France, that he hoped to see the time when
we should say: " We will not go to war with
France, because her prose is perfect." If
only the truth underlying that lightly ut-

And so we might run through the list of
every race and nation. Did not the Arab
give us the stars in the sky, and the Greek
push-cartman whom we gibe and hustle is
he not of the race that gave us Homer and
Plato? .A.nd the Jew, well able as he is to
look after himself, shall we be surprised if
his heart is sometimes filled with a proud
cynicism as in every land he meets with an

tered profundity could find a world-wide obstinate ignorant contempt from those to
understanding and adoption—is it not evi- whomhegavctheveryGodweworship? Maj-
dent that war would speedily become un- it not also be counted to our credit that we
thinkable? In that Human Exchange of the gave theworld thelaughter of Mark Twain?
arts alone what a safeguard lies ready to our Ail these various interchanges of the hu-
hand. There is no race or nation that has man mind are superficially admitted. We
not, at one time or another, put the rest of accept each other's gifts and enjoy them—
the world undera debt ofgratitude forsome but, sofar, to anypractical degree, theyhave
great artistic contributions to the immortal failed to awaken in us any working sense of
treasures of the human spirit. However out gratitude, or been able to prevent our fly-
of sorts we may at times be with one or ing at each other's throatsat the firsthint of
another of them, will the day never come political or commercial misunderstanding,
when our remembrance of those will lay Instead we delight in emphasizing and
a soothing hand uponour anger? England— mocking each other's limitations and pecu-



Solving Problems
For Elk Best Interests

t I ^HE Committee on Good of the Order
I is thankful to Elks throughout the

country for their fine response to the
Committee's circular. The Committee hear
ings at the Hotel Commodore in New York
City were largely attended. The foremost
men of the Order, members of the official
family, and officers and members of Subor
dinate Lodges, appeared before the Commit
tee and stated their views upon the many
propositions under consideration, or sent
written repliesto the Committee. Speakingin
the name of the Committee, ChairmanJohn
F. Malley sends this message to the Order
at large through The Elks Magazine.

"We know that our invitation was not
received by many of the Brothers in time
to enable them either to attend the New
York hearings or to send in written replies.
We wish it understood that the 'poUs are
open' and that we shall be very glad to re
ceive replies at any time within the next
month.

"There is protest against action by the
Grand Lodge adopting a program of Elk
activities which shall be obligatory for
Subordinate Lodges to carry out. We
answer this protest at once by reasserting
what was stated by the Chairman of the
Committees on Good of the Order at the
meetmg in Chicago on October i, 1922.
If the Committee decides to approve a pro
gram of Elk activities, it will recommend
that everything be left to the option of the
Subordinate Lodges to take up all, a part,
or none.

"We have been told by many that the
Elks should continue their charitable works
and that there should be a revival of Elk
spirit. We answer these by stating that we
have assumed that the Order would continue
to dispense charity in the future as it has in
the past without regard to the other activi
ties which may be recommended by the
Good of the Order Committee. It seems to
us entirely unnecessary to say that there
must be a lively Elk spirit in a community
before it can undertake successfully any
work. We know of no better way to arouse
the interest of indifferent Elks than to com
mit the Lodge to the carr>'ing out of a mer-
itorius program.

" We have not had time to digest the
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Under the

Spreading Antlers
They Tell These Tales

information, data and
advice which we have
received. We are 'wide
open' on all the ques

tions. If we slant one way to-day, we
may take a very different angle to-morrow.
We think that we may be helped in our con
sideration of these problems if we give out
from time to time the opinion which we
gather from the statements, oral and written,
which we are receiving from members of the
Order. Some of these are as follows:

"If we are to judge by the expressions
which have come to us up to date, the Order
generally is opposed to the formation of an
auxiliary known as the Junior Elks, although
there is shown a great desire to assist the
boys in character building, in body building
and in mind building.

"There has been very much said in com
mendation of the Boy Scout movement, but
a reluctance shown to identify the Elks
officially with that or any other organization.

"The Elk Scholarship plan meets with ap
proval wherever it is understood that it is
to be optional with the Subordinate Lodges.

"The Crippled Kiddies movement has a
strong heart appeal, but it is thought by
many that the important part of this work
is now being done by other organizations,
and that a similar effort on the part of the
Elks would be duplication.

"The Elk Playground proposition meets
with much the same objection. Every one
is in favor of the promotion of outdoor sports
and the physical up-building of the American
youth by encouraging athletic contests, but
there appears to be a very strongly fixed idea
that the municipalities, community organi
zations, school and playground associations
are doing the work and that there is no de
mand for the Elks in this field.

"The foregoing remarks are thrown out
that our members may know what is being
said to us. What will be said by us will be
set forth in our report.

From Exalted Ruler
To Supreme Court Bench

Nearly thirty-three years ago—to be ex
act, at the time of the first meeting-night in
April of 1890—Hon. Edward Terry Sanford
was installed as first Exalted Ruler of Knox-
vQle (Tenn.) Lodge, No. 160. To-day Mr.
Sanford is distinguished as Associate Justice
of the Supreme Court of the United States,
which distinction was recently conferred by
President Harding's appointment and which
appointment in turn was promptly approved

by the United Senate. Continuously during
the intervening years, Mr. Sanford has borne
himself as an exemplary and consistent mem
ber of the Order of Elks and has never failed
to-cooperate actively and loyally with his
Lodge in the sundry fraternal enterprises for
human betterment in which the Lodge has
successively engaged. In 1921 Judge San-,
ford took part as principal speaker at me'
FlagDay ceremony observed under auspices
of Knoxville Lodge. His fellow-members are
exceedingly proud of the new and high
judicial honors with which the illustrious
Tennesseean has been invested.

Luminous Page Imprinted
In the Annals of Our Order

During the six-day period elapsing be
tween February 18 and February 23, inclu
sive both ways, Grand Exalted Ruler J-
Edgar Masters devoted himself to visiting
Elk Lodges and attending as guest of honor
special Elk functions celebrated in_ the
vicinity of Boston and elsewhere within
the New England radius. Everywhere the
Grand Exalted Ruler was royally rcccived.
All told, there were nineteen Subordinate
Lodges embraced in the round ofvisitation^
No matter the time appointed, welcome and
enthusiasm invariably exceeded expecta
tions. One feature which strongly com
mended itself to Mr. Masters was the
earnest interestdisplayed by the attendance
of officers representing the different Lodges.
While the daylight occasions were_ 01
necessity more or less informal, the evenings
were ceremoniously dedicated to a succes
sion of banquets, where frequently 'h®
presence of ladies added grace and charrn,
and where all the embroideries and perfec-
ing touches were brilliantly achieved, a"
the Elk doctrines and inspirations we ^
effectively expressed. Souvenir
brances were highly appropriate and in
days to come will serve to recall
scenes. It is scarcely necessary to add tha
Mr. Masters was delighted. His impression
was summarized with the comment
from the heart: "It was simply wonderful-
The same sentiment echoed quite asardently
from those who were stimulated and upliit^J
byMr.Masters's simple andstraightforwara
discussion of Elk principles. In carrying
forward the schedule, between the dates
specified, the following Massachusetts
Lodges were vkited in the order named:
Boston, Chelsea, Revere and Medford,
Sunday, February 18; Somerville, Monday.
February 19j Lynn and Beveriy, Tuesday,
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February 20; Newton, Natick and Fram-
ingham, Wednesday. February 21; Worces
ter, Thursday, February 22, and Holyoke
and Northampton, Friday, February 23.

In addition, each of the six banquets
reflected a maximum of credit, alike upon
those individually concerned and upon the
Order as a whole. Without describing
details or taking cognizance of program
personalities further than to observe that
every response made to every call measured
fully up to the high standard, and that the
effect in the aggregate was to arouse and
quicken interest and enjoyment, and that
the fraternal fellowship was unanimous and
the enthusiasm unbounded, this epitome is
made: Beginning with Cambridge (Mass.)
Lodge No. 839, the dining was unconven
tional but no whit less delightful on that
account. Monday evening, February 19, at
the Massachusetts State Association ban
quet, among the prominent persons present
was Miss Evangeline Booth, Commander of
the Salvation Army in America, whose
speech was applauded. The succeeding
night was made memorable by the dinner
under auspices of Salem (Mass.) Lodge
No. 799, where festivities continued until
nearly midnight. On the next evening,
Milford (Mass.) Lodge No. 628; added
distinction in the capacity of host. Spring
field (Mass.) Lodge No. 61 was next on the
list of events, after which it fell to the
fortune of Hartford (Conn.) Lodge No. 19
to render homage and incidentally to com
memorate the fortieth anniversary of its
founding. .

This r6sum6 would be incomplete without
mention of the fact that wherever he went,
Grand Exalted Ruler Masters was accom
panied by an escort of honor, consisting of
Past Grand Exalted Ruler James R. Nichol
son; Charles F. J. McCue, Chairman
Board of Grand Trustees; John F. Malley,
Chairman of the Grand Lodge Committee
on'Good of the Order, and John F. Brennan,
President of the Massachusetts State Asso
ciation.

Postmaster-General Harry New
Member ofIndianapolis Lodge

Hon. Harry S. New, recently appointed
Postmaster-General of the United States,
is another member of President Harding's
cabinet who proudly confesses himself a
loyal member of the Benevolent and Pro
tective Order of Elks. Mr. New was a
charter member of Indianapolis Lodge
No. 13, which was instituted March 20,
1881, and when this Lodge received its
charter in December of the same year he
became a member of the Grand Lodge.

^lendid Custom
Steadily Spreading

Past Exalted Rulers' Night has become a
widespread event. This year very many
more Lodges than customarily have enter
tained the "Old Guard," and the niunber of
initiations and special ceremonies at which
Past Exalted Riders have been called upon
to officiate has been greater than ever be
fore. Not only have the Past Exalted
Rulers been prominent at these evenings of
jollification and at tim^ when their experi
ence in rendering the ritual was needed, but
they have been called upon to assist Lodges
in many otiier ways and, out of their fund
ofknowledge and experience in suchmatters,
to suggest methods of working out Lodge
policies and solving financid and organiza
tion problems. Many Lodgeshave acquired
the habit of recalling Past Exalted Rulers
to fill Chair offices. For example, there is

East St. Louis (III.) Lodge No. 664, where
every Chair for 1923-24 is filled by Past Ex
alted Rulers, including Past Grand Exalted
Ruler Bruce A. Campbell, who is now Es
teemed Lecturing Knight of his Lodge, while
John J. Faulkner, former member of the
Board of Grand Trustees, and as a matter of
record first Exalted Ruler of East St. Louis
Lodge, has turned back the hands of the
clock and is once more Exalted Ruler of No.
664. The enlistment of Past Exalted Rulers,
Associations, both State and local, to act as
advisory bodies,- is another indication of this
forward spirit. These things are healthy
tokens. They show the closer commingling
of the present and the past in fruitful effort.
They point toward sane and intelligent
development within the Order—a new
growth based on experience and prospering
by cooperation.

Henry H. (Pop) Jennings Passes—
Former Grand Loyal iGiight

Henry H. (Pop) Jennings, who was
elected by the Grand Lodge to serve as
Grand Esteemed Loyal Koight for the
period 1913-14, passed hence at his home in
Hartford, Conn., Tuesday, February 27,
after a short illness. Only a few evenings
previous to the end, he attended the fortieth
anniversary banquet tendered by Hartford
Lodge No. 19 in honor of Grand Exalted
Ruler Masters.

GrowthIs Steady and Healthy
Throughout the Entire Order

Everywhere throughout the Order there
are manifestations of a steady and healthy
growth. Lodges are enlarging their fields
of activity, and becoming all the time more
important factors in their commvmities.
Selective Membership Committees are oper
ating in a manner that is bringing into the
fold only the best material. For instance,
to name only a fewof the Lodges as showing

Congratulations
TTNDER operation of Grand

Lodge Law, upon the first
meeting night of each succeed
ing April, all new Subordinate
Lodge officers who were elected
in March, are installed into office.
The Elks Magazine extends to
the gentlemen thus honored and
to their Lodges its heartiest con
gratulations and best wish^ for
a richerand fuller realization of
the ideals for which they have
labored so devotedly in the past
—both in and out of the Order.

the general trend, there is Sandusky (Ohio)
Lodge No. 285 which celebrated the opening
of its new Home with the initiation of 200;
Kane(Pa.)Lodge No.329witha drivebring
ing its membership to 430; Canton (111.)
Lodge No. 626 with its "1,000Membership
CiEimpaign"; Philadelphia (Pa.) Lodge No.
2 with an initiation that has brought its total
close to the 9,000 mark, and Williamsport
(Pa.) Lddge No. 173 with a membership
that reached 2,000 on the occasion of the
dedication of its new Home. St. Paul
(Minn.) Lodge No. 59has added more than
300 in a Selective Membership Campaign,
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the recruits representing foremost business
and profession^ men. Delta (Colo.) Lodge
No. 1235 recently initiated a large class.
A Degree Team of Past Exalted Rulers
from Omaha initiated a class of 200 at
Lincoln (Neb.) Lodge No. 80.

Col. Sullivan After Long Service
Steps Aside as Exalted Kuler

Supplementing the honors conferred upon"
him as Grand Exalted Ruler and otherwise
exercised as Grand Lodge Committee mem
ber and Chairman, Col. John P. Sullivan,
after seven years of resumed administration
as Exalted Ruler of New Orleans Lodge No.
30, surprised his fellow-members by resigning
the office and declining to allow himself to
be again considered at the recent annual
election. After naming his successor for the
imexpired short term as a matter of courtesy,
Colonel. Sullivan, with paternal pride and
interest, proceeded to suggest as a further
fitting reward, the name of a member admir
ably qualified and entitled to serve as
Exalted Ruler next in succession. Happily
both preferences eventuated in the manner
desired.

Past Exalted Rulers Organize—
Annual Prizes for Flag Essays

Leadville (Colo.) Elks have organized
a Past Exalted Rulers' Association com
posed of all such past officials of that Lodge.
The object is to enlist an active body of
men experienced in the work not only as
an advisory board but to be useful in all
respects where the better interests of the
Lodge are concerned. Leadville Lodge has
also voted to award annual prizes to stu
dents of the eighth grade of the public
schools for the best essay descriptive of
and in tribute to the American Flag. Final
details for conducting such contests are
being worked out in conjunction with mem
bers of the School Board. The adoption
of the plan is naturally expected to result in
a deeper reverence for the national colors
and provide a means of more effectively
implanting American principles in the
hearts of the rising generation.

Carrying Forward the Standard—
Busy Seasonfor Grand Exalted Ruler

Following the busy and pleasant and prof
itable and extraor^nary round of official
engagements that claimed his attention in
New England, and after devoting the time
required for the care of executive details at
his office in Charleroi, Grand Exalted Ruler
Masters resumed his program of Lodge
visitations and attended the banquet given
under auspices of Wilkes-Barre (Pa.) Lodge
No. 109 on the evening of March 5, that
followed an initiatory ceremonial. From
Wilkes-Barre Mr. Masters proceeded to
Rochester, N. Y., where he was entertained
and banqueted on the evening of March 6.
Other similar engagements thereafter were
filled as follows: Findlay, OWo, March 12;
Toledo, Ohio, March 13; Detroit, Mich.,
March 14; Fort Wayne, Ind., March 15.

Omaha's Million Dollar Home
Es^ected by Christmas Next

Work has already begun on Omaha's new
million dollar Home. The building which
the Nebraska Elks expect to occupy by next
Christmas will be an eight-story, fireproof
structure. There will be bowhng alleys,
band rehearsal rooms, special restaurants
and kitchens, library, memorial room, a large
lodge room, billiard jrooms and complete
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Turkish bath. The fourth, fifth and sixth
floors will be devoted entirely to sleeping-
rooms, thirty-five rooms to the floor. On
the seventh and eighth floors will be a double-
story hall containing the banquet space with
stage, dressing rooms, etc. On this floor
will also be located the gymnasium, 40 x 61
feet, which will be equipped in up-to-date
style. The building will cover a space 132 x
132 feet, and above the third floor the con
struction will be be L-shaped, making every
room an outside room. In beauty of design
and in every detail, the new Home of No.
39 will rank with the finest Lodge buildings
of the Order.

Far-away Honolulu Lodge
Has Active Membership

AlthoughHonolulu Lodge No. '616 is very
far removed from the center of Elk activ
ity, it pre^nts an industrious and produc
tive situation that challenges the admiration

•of the larger and less distant Lodges. Here
are a few of the things that this Lodge has
doneor has prepared to do, speaking of the
recent past and looking to the near future:
A^Grand Carnival, an entertainment by the
University ofCalifornia Glee Club, a^^Shriner-
Elk ball game, Christmas d^tribution
among the worthy poof to the extent of 450
baskets of food, and benefit performances
for the BoyScouts and widows andorphans.
In addition, Honolulu Lodge continues to
report a steady and healthy increase in
membership.

Old Timers' Ni^t
With Fun and Feasting

Over 600 members of Waterbiuy (Conn.)
Lodge No. 265 attended an Old Timers'
Night. The first 100 surviving members
weremade honor guests of the evening. In
cluded in this company wasthe firstExalted
Rtiler, Michad J. CoUoty, who presided at
the organization of Waterbury Lodge in
1893. Old Time Past Exalted Rulers con
ducted the meeting, after which there was
a dinner with speeches and entertainments.
During the festivities, Secretary Edward
F. Moran, who has held office for twenty-
four consecutive years, was presented with
a gold card-case.

Taking the Lead For
Municipal Improvement

The Civic and Social Community Wel
fare Committee of Louisville (Ky.) Lodge
No. 8 is interested in fostering various
Ideas for municipal improvement. The
l^dge has indorsed the proposal for the
aty to obtain the right from the Federal
Goyettiment to devdop power from the
Uluo F^s. It has proposed the establish
ment of rest-houses formotor tourists along
the rn^ highways leading into the city,
and this idea has been approved by lie
Mayorwho has requested a conference with

u ,further development ofthe plan. Louisville Lodge has also gone
on record as opposing abandonment of the
^stmg camp for motor tourists inCherokee
Park, which camp hasbeen a fine exemplifi
cation ofthecity's long-standing reputation
for hospitality. The plan for a municipal
zoo in one of the public parkshas been ap
proved by Louisville Elks and a pair of live
elks has been pledged. Among kindly
deeds lately performed was a visit to the
Government hospital at Dawson Springs,
Ky, Several entertainers accompanied tfie
delegation and brought real cheer into the
lives of the disabledsoldierswho are patients
of that institution.

Porto Rico Elks
To Celebrate Occupation

San Juan (Porto Rico) Lodge No, 972
is makhig preparations for celebrating the
Twenty-Mth Anniversary of the Island's
Occupation, This will occur on July 25,
It is expected that a large delegation of
Spanish War veterans wiU attend and the
occasion promises to be a notable one. The
Lodge has arranged a varied program
and expects to be the biggest and most
enjoyable spot on the island.

Elks Sponsor Prize Essays
Relating to the American Flag

New Orleans (La.) Lodge No. 30 has
earned the praise of the educational and pa
triotic interests of the city in its efforts to
extend and deepen information concerning
the Flag. Under auspices of the Lodge
there will be conducted annually a prize
essay contest relating to the origin and his
tory of the American Flag, The contest
will be limited to the pupils of the Orleans
Parish Public Schools. Cash prizes ag
gregating $265 and American Flags will be
awarded the winners of the 1923 contest.
By official action of the Lodge, these contests
become part of the Elks' annual observance
of Flag Day, June 14, at which time the
prize-winning tributes will be read as a
feature of the day's program.

Washington P^s Tribute.—
Gold-Headed Cane from '^Uncle Joe'"

It marked a resplendent occasion when
Washington (D. C.) Lodge No. 15 enter
tained Grand Exalted Ruler Masters with a
complimentary dinner. Six hundred at
tended. Congressmen, Senators and official
Washington were well represented. Seated at
the speaker's table, at which Exalted Ruler
Daniel R. Nihion presided, were: Mr,
Masters, Hon, Joseph G. Cannon, Gen.
John J. Pershing, Past Grand Exalted
Ruler Fred Harper, Justice John G. Price
of the Grand Forum, Rev. James E. Free
man, Past Grand Exalted Rulers Rush L,
HoUand and Joseph T, Fanning, John J,
Powel, Jess W, Smith, Hon, Cuno H,
Rudolph, besides several Past Exalted
Rulers of Washington Lodge, Frank J.
Hogzm served as Toastmaster. Elks of
Maryland, Virginia, Pennsylvania and many
other States joined with the company.
Commissioner Rudolph delivered the wel
come on behalf of the District, Past
Grand Exalted Ruler Harper discussed
"The Benevolent and Protective Order of
Elks," basing his remarks on the 13th chap
ter of the first book of St, Paul to the
Corinthians, and paid splendid tribute to
the Elk cardinal principles and to the pa
triotism of Washmgton Lodge and also as
the same devotion is expressed in the deeds
of all Lodges and all Elks, In appreciation
of the speech. Rev, James E, Freeman sug
gested 5iat Mr, Harper would make a real
acquisition to any pulpit and perhaps should
have chosen the ministty as his profession,
Mr. Harper's witty rejoinder was: "I am
a lawyer and find it better to practice than
to preach," Rev. Freeman in his turn
responded to the toast "Our Ideals" and
brought the applauding assemblage to its
feet as he concluded. Grand Exalted Ruler
Masters complimented Washington Lodge
upon the splendid record it had established
in measuring up to Elk standards of loyalty.
Hon. Joseph G. Cannon (Unde Joe) pre
sented the i^est ofhonor witha gold-headed
walking-stidc, e^qpressive of the good wishes
of Wadiington Lodge and its membership.
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In appropriate words, Unde Joe indulged
the hope that the recipient might attain
as ripe an old age as he himself had, but that
through it all he would never feel the neces
sity to lean on the cane for support. The
Eleven o'Clock Toast was rendered by Past
Exalted Ruler Robert E, Mattingly. In
terpreted in the Elk spirit of service and
camaraderie, the result of the evening left
nothing to be desired. The music was
furnished by the band of Washington Lodge.
The verdict was that Washington Lodge
should never permit a year to pass without
entertaining the Grand Exalted Ruler.

South Dakota Will Journey
To Atlanta in a Body

With bands playing and banners flying
and Pullmans crowded to the limit. South
Dakota Elks, taking enthusiastic interest
in the candidacy of Hon, James G. Mc-
Farland for the office of Grand Exalted
Ruler of the Order are organizing in large
numbers to attend in a body the annual
meeting of the Grand Lodge to be held in
Atlanta this coming July. The expedition
will be under direction of the South Dakota
Elks State Association. President Joseph
Brown of the Association has chief charge
of the arrangements and is being plenti
fully assisted by various committees who
are overlooking none of the details for a suc
cessful and enjoyable outing. The unit
will be accompanied by South Dakota's
prize-winning band, a quartette and other
attractive equipment and accessories.

Twenty-two Lodges Unite
In Honoring Head of the Order

Twelve hundred representatives, gathered
from the twenty-two Elk Lodges comprising
the Pennsylvania South-western division,
united in a banquet spread in honorof
GrandExalted Ruler Masters, in Pittsburgh
Wednesday evening, February 14, Former
Governor John K, Tener presided as Toast-
master. Grand Exalted Ruler Masters
spoke a wholesome and uplifting Elk mes
sage in a manner that showed he was never
more supremely at home. The sentiment
to which he responded was "Our Orderand
What it Stands for." Eloquent addresses
were made by Past Grand Exalted Ruler
Bruce A. Campbell of East St. Louis, Ill-»
Fred Harper of Lynchburg, Va., also Past
Grand Exalted Rider, and William T. Phil
lips, Secretary of New York Lodge No. i
whopronouncedthe " Eleven o'Clock Toast.
Achest of silver was presented to Mr. Masters,

PatrioticProgram
Commemorating First President

Tacoma (Wash.) Lodge No. 174 celebrated
Washington's Birthday with a special prO"
gramin jwhich the entire membership took
part. The event began in the afternoon
witha paradethrough the business section ot
the city and ended with a banquet at the
Scottish Rite Cathedral, where over 800
diners listenedtopatrioticaddresses by prom
inent offidals. The guest of honor,
Henry Suzzallo, President of the University
ofWashington, gave a most interesting t^k
on the subject "What is an American Citi
zen?" and there was music by a twelve-
piece orchestra, vocal numbers and other
spedal features.

Blocton Has Much Pride
In Its Official Personnel

Hon. William W. Brandon, Governor of
Alabama, has become a memberof Blocton
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(Ala.) Lodge No. 710 bj' re-afiiliation. In
addition to Governor Brandon, No. 710,
although a comparatively small Lodge, in
cludes in its membership quite a notable
array of officially prominent men. Among
these arc mentioned Dr. Geo. W. Randall,
State Senator; Judge W. L. Pratt, Probate
Judge; E. W. Pierson, Tax Collector; E. C.
Suttle, Tax Assessor; Robert Thrasher,
Clerk Circuit Court; W. H. Wright, Mayor
of West Blocton and several others who are
charged with public responsibility.

Shenandoah Elks Arrange
Business Talks for Pupils

The Social and Community Welfare Com
mittee of Shenandoah (Pa.) Lodge No. 945,
combining efforts with the local Rotary Club,
has inaugurated a seriesof special talks upon
practical themes for the benefit of pupils of
the local High Schools. "Banks and Bank
ing," the first subject selected, will be ex
pounded in a series of three parts in order
to cover more completely all phases of the
problem.

This same Elks' Committee has secured
the names of all the children who attend
the Shenandoah public schools and arranged
to entertain them with a supper and thea
ter party.

Returning Soldier Boys
Welcomed Home by Savannah

When our returning American soldiers
from the Rhine country docked in Savannah
and came ashore from the transport St.
Mihiel, the Elks of Savannah, Ga., were on
hand to join in extending a rousing welcome.
A special float, displaying a mounted elk
head and bearing the greeting "Welcome
Home," was featured in the public parade
that distinguished the Savannah entertain
ment.

I

Bremerton Organizes
Boys'Athletic Club

Bremerton (Wash.) Elks have organized a
Boys' Athletic Club, open to all boys of the
community between the ages of 12 and 20,
whether they be sons of Elks or not. An
athletic director has been appointed and
meetings will be held once a week in the
Club gymnasium.

Fire Destroys Lynn Lodg&—
Plans to Rebuild Under Way

Fire recently swept the five-story Elks
building at Lynn, Mass., and resulted in
damage estimated at $75,000. AH the re
galia, records, furniture, bric-a-brac, tro
phies, etc., were destroyed. The work of
the firemen was spectacular. During the
progress of the flames, they mounted the
walls of the building with scaling ladders,
clambered over the coping and ascended
the tall flag-pole, bringing to safety the
American Flag amid the cheers of hundreds
of spectators. Already Lynn Lodge No. 117
has plans under way for a new building.

First Crippled Boy
Enrolled by Trenton

In line with the move-
ment inaugurated by
the New Jersey State
Elks' Association and B
carrying forward a dc-
termination to assist
wherever possible in
making crippled chil-
dren, who desire to
adopt some means of y
providing a livelihood,
self-supporting, the first v.—
boy to be thus assisted
was enrolled in Rider College by Trenton
Lodge No. 105. The student has elected
to take a general business course.

Generations Join Hands
Across the Banquet Table

At the second annual Father and Son
banquet given by Omaha (Neb.) Lodge No.
39, the attendance approximated 600. The
youngest son was seven months old and the
oldest father acknowledged to 78. The event
was made the more interesting by talks alter
nating among the youngsters and their elders
and music and singing in which everybody
participated. One praiseworthy result is to
bring both generations into closer bonds of
understanding and to promote American
ideals of brotherhood and patriotism.

Governor of Connecticut
Elks Minstrel Interlocutor

Waterbury (Conn.) Lodge No. 265gave a
ministrel show at which C. A. Templeton,
Governor of Connecticut and member of
Waterbury Lodge, acted as interlocutor.
The entertainment was put on for the Lodge
Charity Fund and more than $5,000 was
realized.

Mason City Plans
To Build iVeuj Home

The continued growth of Mason City
(Iowa) Lodge No. 375 has moved the mem
bers to takefirst stepslooking to theerection
of a new Home. As a start in the right direc
tion, a committee composed of leading busi
ness men, has been securing options on
desirable sites. These necessary preliminaries
will continue until all details have been as
sembled and digested into a working pro
gram and submitted to the Lodge for its
approval in further providing for the re
quirements of the situation.

Program Pr^ared
For Illinois Elks Meeting

The Illinois Elks' State Association, at the
mid-winter meeting of its trustees and
officers at Moline, set the dates for its an
nual convention as June 5"6-7* The
gathering will be at Moline. Afeature of the
session will be a ritualistic contest in which

the participants will be the winners of the
five district contests held throughout Illinois
in March and April. The trophy is a cup
donated by Chas. A. White, Past Grand
Treasurer.

At their recent meeting, the Illinois
Association pledged support to any move
ment tending toward the eradication
of the narcotic evil. A pleasant incident
of the meeting was a dinner served by La
Salle (III.) Lodge No. 584 in compliment to
the officers of the State Association and other
prominent guests.

Fifty Continuous Years
Remarkable Membership Record

John E. Burk, member of the New York
Lodge, No. I, at one time its Esteemed Loyal
Knight, and affectionately known and
saluted as "Major" Burk, attained, on
March 23, the unique distinction of having
been an Elk continuously for fifty years and
has preserved his receipts for every payment
of dues. There are five members of New
York Lodge still living who joined the Order
a year or so earlier than "Major" Burk, but
all these have records which show interrup
tion in continuous membership. "Major"
Burk claims modestly the distinction of
having designed the original elk head em
blem. This was back in 1868, before he
became an Elk, and was done by him to
please some Elk friends. In appreciation of
his long and faithful adherence to the prin
ciples of the Order, and in honor of his being
the first Elk to attain the record of half a
century of unbroken membership, New York
Lodge tendered "Major" Burk special con
gratulations and felicitations on March
Twenty-third.

Lorain's Home Will Embody
Three^Distinctive Features

May I will witness the dedication cere
monies of the New Home of Lorain (Ohio)
Lodge No. 1301. The building will present
three distinctive features. It has complete
Club and Lodge facilities; a public audi
torium; and a first class hotel of 90 rooms
for the general public. The dedication of
the new Club-house will be fittingly marked
b}' the initiation of one of the largest classes
in the history of Lorain Lodge.

{Coftiinued £>» page 70)
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The Muscle-Buster
{Conlinued jrom page 12)

He signaled the worriedly hovering servant to
reopen the front door.

"Good night," he said, nodding as if to dis
miss some importunate beggar.

Then, without another word or so much as
a backward glance, he went into the reception-
room again and closed its door behind him. The
dismissal was sickeningly definite. It pierced
even the rhinoceros armor of Carson Blundell.
It was beyond the giant's e.xperience. It dazed
him. He looked bewilderedly from the closed
door of the reception-room to the front door the
wooden-faced butler was holding open for him.

Avidly he searched the servant's moveless
visage for sign of smirk or grin. Such sign would
have been the cue for an assault. But he might
as wisely have searched the surface of a blank
wall for traces of filet mignon. The face was
starkly expressionless. For once in his tumultu-
ously triumphant career, Blundell was at an utter
loss. He took a heavy step toward the invitingly
open front door, wondering morbidly if he would
aid or weaken his position by clouting the butler
over the head on his way out. Reluctantly, he
decided against the move. Perhaps such things
were not done in Fawcett circles. It might harm
him with Helen. Yet, as he passed out over the
threshold, he demanded, with a backward jerk
of the thumb toward the reception-room:

"Who was that shrimp?"
"The gentleman whospoke with you wasMr.

Roy Fawcett, sir," answered the man, deftly
closing the door on him as he spoke.

Following the only social code he knew, Car
son Blundell had paid his call at precisely eight
o'clock. Helen Fawcett, from the self-imposed
solitude of her own rooms, did not begin to ex
pect him until nearly an hour later. As she had
closed her doors, in mute rebuke to her perse
cutors, no sound of the scene in the hallway
below had reached her.

yet, al ten, that night, she wrote a prim and
brief note to Blundell, on the chance he had

misunderstood the date. The note reached Car
sonon the earlyafternoon delivery nextday. He
read it twice, then jumped to the telephone. By
chance, Helen was notonlyat home but crossing
the lower hallway, when the telephone bell rang.
Fifteen minutes later, very redof face and very
firm of lip, she wason her waydown-town.

For a month thereafter the name of Carson
Blundell was not spoken at any meal-time
gatherings of the Fawcett family. For one
thmg, father and mother and son had agreed
that theu- drastic action had choked off any
buddmg acquaintance between Helen and the
man. For another thing, Roy and his father,
presently, were too much engrossed in a business
compucation to waste thought on extraneous
matters.

Peavey is situated on the very
W early days this
r^H nearness to hostile
unr<Wnrf w still more

Th? n. A"" to a lumber war.
reaned the Gaines corporations had
mfw f harvests by turning hundreds of
blaS ftu^Tnf into a wilderness of
each '̂ ^a\ving ever nearer to

Flrh f ?Perties, they had locked horns,
side Hnf> ^ mammoth wood-working
wig wiSef t

war P ^ "ow started a price-cutting
Both concerns, presumably, could stand this

con-

V ®healing of their cash wounds,
fra^rt^r?® Fawcett Plant, affairs took amore

^ market at all, duringthe repeated daahmg of their output's prices by
Gaines Md Orcutt, it became vitally needful
for the Fawcette to cut prices to match those of
the warriors. A^d thismeant notonly theswift
vanishing of all profits, but a peri^ of stem
retrenchment. That or a complete collapse of
the industry which had for years fed thebulkof
Peavey and had supported the Fawcett family
and the concern's stockholders.

Menmust be laidoff, wages must be hewed to
the bone, and all manner of other overhead
pared down. It was grimly essential. By
trimming its sails, thus, the Fawcett Plant stood
more than a fighting chance of weathering the
storm, especially as there were vague forecasts
of a compromise to be arrivedat, soon, between
the Gaines and the Orcutt forces. Everything
depended on weathering the next month or so.

The elder Fawcett, by means of leaflets and
of personal appeal, made known the conditions
to the plant's army of employees and called on
them for cooperation. At once, he found there
was an influence working steadily and vindic
tively against him.

The influence, he learned, was Carson Blun
dell.

"^OR did the big fellow remain long under
cover. A weekor so later, the town \vaspla

carded by two-sheet posters bearing his signa
ture. These proclamations pointed out that the
Fawcett Plant, more than any or all other con
cerns, wasthe source of Peavey'slivelihood, and
that the proposed cut in wages and in workers
would be bound to have a severe effect on the
town's whole business fabric.

There was talk of a strike, said the poster, as
the most effective protest against injustice to
a large percentage of Peavey's labor populace.
But, went on Blundell, in twenty-four-point
type, thereseemed to be a certain reluctance on
the part of some of the employees to accede to
this logical plan. Also, certain business interests
were opposed to such a strike.

For the purpose ofsettlingon the best method
for backingup the Fawcett employees as well as
foropendiscussion of the strike question, a mass-
meeting ofbusiness men andofFawcett workers
was called, therewith, for the following Monday
evening, at the Peavey Opera House.

A half score of these announcements greeted
the frowning gaze of the Fawcetts, father and
son, on their way to the plant, one morning.
They were blazoned forth from walls, from tele
phone poles, from ashcans, from shop-windows.
The work of distribution had been thorough.

By telegraph, the elder Fawcett summoned
a directors' meeting. His son went instead to
McCue's gymnasium, a full five hoursahead of
his wonteddaily time. There, as he wasrubbing
down after a hot glove bout with Professor
Marty McCue, his chum, Gavin Pierce, came in
for his own daily workout.

"Hello!" hailed Roy, cheerily. "Where in
blazes have you been for the last fifty-three
years? I thought you were dead. We all did."

Pierce made no reply, but set gloomily to work
stripping for the gym. Roy would not accept
the snub. Casting about for a reason to account
for his friend's gloom, he recalled his mother's
casud query,on the night of Blundell's abortive
visit—the query as to whether Gavin had not
expected to call, that same evening. And here
membered Helen's lofty reply that she had
phoned to Pierce, breaking the appointment.

Roy began to see light. Pierce hadvisited the
Fawcett house, for two years, as his personal
guest. But, ever since Helen's return from
school, hehadmade it beautifully clear to every
one that Roy and all others in the family, with
the sole Rowing exception of Helen, were at
libertyto vanish and to stay in any otherpart of
the house, throughout the time he was there.
Helen had seemed to enjoy this adoration of
Gavin's. She had seemed to enjoy it, increas
ingly, as the weeks w^ent on. Then—^Roy's
abstracted mind grasped the recollection, now
—^Pierce's painfully incessant visits had ceased.
The worries of the past month or two had made
Roy oblivious to such things. And he re
proached himself.

"Say, old man," he ventured, "I don't want
to horn in, you know. But is anything wrong?
Squabble or anythmg? If there is—well, the
rest of us at home want to keep on seeing you,
anyhow."

Pierce tried to look as if he had not heard.
Then, involuntarily, he turned upon his chum.
The crass need of talking to some one about his
misery overcame his glum resolve of silence.

"No," he answered, sulkily. "There's noth
ing the matter. At least, nothing I can do any-
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thing about. Before I knew I was licked, I
called up, four times in one week, and asked leave
to drop around. Every time Helen had some
thing else to do. And tlien, when I waited an
hour to waylay her, in the street, one morning,
she froze me. Treated me as if I was some guy
whose last name she'd forgotten. She—"

"Rot!" Fawcett consoled him. "She's just
a kid. Just a crazy kid. All kids are crazy.
Stick to it. She'll come out of whatever twist
she's tied her alleged brain into. Be patient.
How about coming to dinner, to-night? We—"

"No, thanks," said Gavin, stifBy.
"To-morrow, then? We—"
"No, thanks," repeated Pierce, "I'd rather

not, till it stops hurting quite so much like an
ulcerated tooth. Later on, maybe. But—"

He stopped; ashamed of his sheepish show of
emotion. But Roy was not content.

"You're talking like a schoolboy with a
grouch!" he chided. "If you're going to let
yourself get crumpled up, because a giri gets
a contrary fit—"

"I'm not," retorted Gavin, stung anew into
speech by the other's air of patronage. "I'd
have stuck to it, for keeps—ifthey hadn't begun
going past my ofiice at the start of all their daily
walks. I didn't need a map or a compass, either,
to tell me where I got off—after I'd taken one
slant at the way they looked at each other.
They—"

He stopped again, this time misreading mor
bidly his chum's aspect of bewilderment. He
broke off in his grumbled tale to e.xplain:

"Don't get the idea I was spying on them.
You ought to know me better than that. But
my office windowsface direct on the store where
he's generally waiting for her and—"

"What in hell do you think you're saying?"
exploded Roy, finding his voice with a gulp.
"And who do you think you're talking about?
It's all Choctaw to me—unless you've been
trying to put down the bootleg trade, single-
throatedly. Who's been walking with whom?
What's the—"

"I mean Helen's afternoon walks with Carson
Blundell," answered Gavin, surlily. "I wish
you'd ask them to do their exercising in some
other direction or to start from some other meet
ing place. It's none of my business, of course,
sinceI supposeher parents approve. But there's
no need in her rubbing it in, that way. She
knows well enough what it means to me and
she might—"

This time there was no misreading Roy's con
vulsed visage. And there was fierce tension in
the grip he drove into Gavin's naked shoulder.

"Do—do you mean to say you folks didn't
know?" stuttered Pierce, in genuine amaze.
"Good Lord! I'd have bitten out my tongue,
rather than blab like a cur! I thought, of course
—from the open way they met and walked off,
close together—"

"Shut up!" groaned Roy Fawcett. "Let me
think! If this filthy story of yours hasn't
scrambled my mind, for keeps. No—don't go.
I'll want you."

"pOR several minutes hesat crouched far over,
his lips working wordlessly now and then,his

face brick red with wrath, his fists clenching and
unclenching. Gradually hisfeatures relaxed into
normality. At last he spoke.

"I need you to help me," he said, simply,
looking up at his unhappy friend. "I'm going
to giveyou a job I wasgoing to take for myself.
You'll do it better. And it'll do more for you.
First of all, the kid met this Blundell swme at
some uplift conference. Sheaskedhim to call-
being a little idiot and wanting to get his helpm
a symphony concert scheme. I saw him when
he called, and I turned him out. I supposed
that was all there was to it. But he must have
gotten intouch with her, somehow. Ather ^e,
all she needs to interest her in a man is the idea
that her family are persecuting him and per
secuting her. Besides, his size and his bulging
muscles impressed her, I guess. The combina
tion has made her consent to go walking with
him."

"But I—"
"Thank the Lord it was by broad daylight

and in town!" added Roy. "She probably
thinks she'spunishing us,andcomforting himfox
our kicking him out of the house. That's all
That's all, so far. I know the kid well enough
for that. But if it keeps on, she'sdue to fall in

{Continuedon page 50)
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Jbr Economical Tran&portation

CHEVROLET

:y

5-Passenger Sedan ^860 F. O. B. Flint, Mich.

The All'Year Car for Every Family
Chevrolet is leading in the great
shift of public demand to closed
cars because this company has
the world's largest facilities for
manufacturing high-grade closed
bodies and is therefore able to
offer sedans, coupes and sedan-
ettes at prices within easy reach
of the average American family.

Six large body plants adjoining
Chevrolet assembly plants en

able Chevrolet dealers to make
prompt deliveries of the much
wanted closed cars.

As soon as you realize that your
transportation requirements de
mand the year 'round, all weather
closed car, see Chevrolet first and
leamhow fully we can meet your
requirements at the lowest cost
obtainable in a modern, high-
grade closed automobile*

Chevrolet Motor Company, Detroit, Mich
Division of General Motors Corporation

Two Passenger Roadster
Five Passenger Touring .
Two Passenger Utility Coupe
Four Passenger Sedanette
Five Passenger Sedan . . .
Light Delivery

All Prices f o. b. Flint, Mich.

Chevrolet Dealers and service
stations everywhere. Applica
tions will be considered from,
high grade dealers only, for
territory not adequately covered.
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The Muscle-Buster
{Continuedfrom page 48)

love with him. That's why it's not going on.
That's why you're going to help me. ... I
understand, now, why that poster of his wasn't
more abusive. And 1 imderstand why he's been
trying to stir up the men against us. It can't be
on the free list, to jar the great Carson Blundell
as I did, the night he called. He's paying back.
But he has the wit to do it without getting viru
lent enough to jar her. Likely enough he's told
her it was for the uplift of the workers. He
would, of course. She's daft on all that, just
now, you know."

"I know. She—"
As he talked, Fawcett was divesting himself

of his newly donned street clothes. Now,
climbing into his boxing trunks, he surveyed
Gavin Pierce.

""WTiat's your weight, these days?" he de
manded.

"Within a pound or so of the old weight,"
returned the puzzled Gavin. "I keep in pretty
hard shape, you know, here at Marty's. I
don't think I've gained enough to put me above
a hundred and fifty-eight. Why?"

"H'm!" commented Roy. "Yes, you're the
one to do it. You're fourteen pounds above me,
and two inches taller. It'll be surer, that way.
Besides, you werealwaysbetter, at your weight,
than I was at mine. I never got into even the
runner-up class, all our four years at Harle.
And you held the middleweight championship,
there, for—let's see, was it three years 01 two?"

"Only two," said Gavin, bewildered at the
switch of subject. 'But I don't get the idea."

"You wouldn't. But you will. Come back
into the gym. We'll have to let Marty in on
a little part of this. I've had to, already."

"Of what? What in blazes is the—?"
"I'm going to tie his arms to his sides, just

above the elbow," was the seemingly insane
reply. "Not tightly, but tight enough to keep
him from hitting out, with any speed or to any
distance. I'm going to have him hobble his
ankles, too. Then I'm going to make him box
with you, liiat way. You're to be unfastened
in any fashion, but to see how well you can keep
out of his way. He's to box bare handed and
with all he's got. You're to wear the eight-
ounce gloves. That'll teach you to keep away
from him. For if he gets you into a comer or
coaxes you within range of his hobbled arms
or if you're awkward enough to let him get to

Quarters, you'll get a short-arm jolt or a
half-hook, bare-handed, that'll come close to
putting you into dry dock."

sputtered the amazed Gavin.
"What's the sense of—"

"I've been boxing with him, that way, for a
fortnight," said Roy. "Now I'm putting it
up to you. And you'll have to do a lot of it,
before Monday night. That's the time you'll
need it. Now, if you'll try to look lesslike

if Motherof the Idiot Boy, I'll tell youwhy. But, remember, I'm not 'asking' you to
take this job on. I'm telling you it's to be
done. Listen:'-

^NSUED a monologue which merged intoan
excited dialogue, and thenceinto something

bordenngdispute. At last, the disputants came
by degrees to amity. And into the gym they
went, side by side, Gavin Pierce with more life
and eagerness in his expression than for many
^ the rehearsals began.rhe following Monday evening found the
Peavey opera house filled to the doors, with a
neterogeneous mass of citizens, ranging from
lathe-turners to the local bank president. In
one of the proscenium boxes, though a little
toward the back of it, sat two women. One of
mem was Mrs. Fawcett. The other wasHelen,
her daughter. They were under the escort of
Mr. Fawcett and Roy.

Helen, a bit defiantly, had announced her
intent of attending the meeting. To her sur
prise, her parents made no objection. They
stipulated only that she should go with them,
and not by herself.

Just before the meeting began, Gavin slipped
unobtrusively into the Fawcett box. He nodded
to its occupants. Then, at Roy's invitation, he
took a seat in its front row of chairs, closest to
the stage-apron.

Helen scarcely noticed his advent. The
girl's eyes were starry. Her flower face was
flushed. Fondly, proudly, she bore close to
her breast a big sheaf of American Beauty
roses. Her family had not asked her as to the
roses' donor. Her eyes told the story, as did
her tender fashion of holding the vast boquet.

Up rolled the scarred curtain of poisonous
greens and bilious yellows, besprinkled with
local tradesmen's signs. Its rising revealed the
deep stage, with its little table at the front,
bearing a pitcher and a glass, the chairman's
seat beside it, and the seven deal chairs at ^e
rear, wherein the various speakers of the evening
were seated.

In the center of this half moon of seats bulked
the herculean body of Carson Blundell. To
right and to left of him sat his six trained and
tamed orators.

'T'HE chairman's seat was only partly filled by
a wizened little old man, who looked and felt

thoroughly miserable in his post of honor. This
was Caleb Maher, chief superintendent of the
Fawcett Plant, chosen wilily for the chairman
ship by Blundell, in order to give an aspect of
fairness to the meeting. For Maher was the
Fawcetts' most ardent adherent. As chairman—
a job wholly unfamiliar to him—he could be
counted* on to be too much concerned with his
own nervousness to keep the speakers in any
semblance of order.

As the curtain went up, the poor old man cast
an appealing glance at the Fawcett box. A
close observer might have seen that his blinking
gaze rested longer and more intently upon Gavin
Pierce than upon his own beloved employer.
Then, furtively, he let himself peer, for an
instant, at the front row of orchestra seats.
There was nothing spectacular in that front row.
Its center was occupied by six unobtrusive
young men and one man somewhat older.

Carson Blundell's eager eyes were trained
on the Fawcett box by the time the green curtain
fringe arose high enough to permit him to see its
occupants. For a long moment, his glance
met and held Helen's. Then, squaring his
magnificent shoulders, he gave himself up to the
business in hand.

Caleb Maher got uncertainly to his feet, and,
with divers pauses and consultations of a typed

'sheet in his hand, made known briefly the pur
pose of the meeting. His shaky voice did not
carry halfway through the packed auditorium.
Someone in the gzdlery bawled: "Louder!"
The old man straightened his meagre figure to
its full stature of five feet and one inch, and
skipped the remainder of the preamble. At the
top of his aged lungs he shrilled:

"We will now have the—the—^We'll now hear
the firet speaker of the evening, Mr. Carson
Blundell. Mr. Blundell:—"

From a fringe of the audience came a meed
of handclapping. Blundell frowned wrath-
fuUy on the chairman. He himself had chosen
to be the final and climax speaker of the seven.
And he had so instructed Maher. The other
six were to be mere feeders and leaders-up
to his carefully prepared triumph of verbal
djTiamite.

And now the doddering old fool had gotten
rattled and called on him at the very start
—long before the audience was warmed up to
him by the well-rehearsed earlier speakers.
Yet, there was nothing for him to do but mask
his scowl and come forward to the speaker's
table. He could not well refuse or demand
publicly his chosen place on the program.

Forward he came, his mighty form dominat
ing the stage and dwarfing its other occupants.
His close-fitting blue suit showed to the full
every muscular line and curve of his incredibly
Eowerful chest and arms and shoulders. Helen's

eart beat fast at sight of his advance.
Readiing the stand, he stood beside it, a

menacingly glorious embodiment of brute
strength. Across the crowded auditorium roved
his pale eyes. They rested for a second on
Helen, then for a longer moment on the actions
of two men at the auditorium's rear. These
two were moving about, unnoted by those near
est them. They were closing the two double
doors leading to the lobby. It almost seemed
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as though they were also locking them, though
this was manifestly absurd.

"My friends," began Carson, his roughly
domineering and dominating voice billowing
forth aggressively in the first words of his ad
dress. "My friends, this meeting has been
called, to determine whether or not the best
industrial interests of Peavey and the welfare
and the happiness and the livelihood of its
honest toilers—its sturdy legions of bench and
lathe—shall bow to the arljitrary will of one
small group—I may say family—of capitalists,
who seek to "

"Mr. Blundell," calmly interposed a well-
carrying voice from the front of the left pros
ceniumbox, "that is not the advertised purpose
of this meeting. When you say it is, you lie."

Blundell wheeled ferociously upon his in
terrupter. A compact young man of middle
height and middle weight was standing in the
box's very front. From the audience arose
a hum and rustle. Someone said aloud:

"That's Gavin Pierce!"
Blundell glowered homicidally at Pierce,

hunching his shoulders in threat, and taking
a half step toward the box.

"I said," repeated the calmvoice, penetrating
the hush that followed the startled rustle of the
audience, "I said you are a liar, Blundell. I
Fay now, you're a yellow coward, as well, and
that youhaven't the nerve to resent being called
a liar."

"One more peep out of you, you mangy
shrimp," thundered Blundell, striding toward
the box, "and I'll yank you out onto this stage
and break your neck over my knee! I'd do it
now, if there wasn't ladies "

"I'll save you the trouble," interposed Pierce,
Lightly, he stepped overthe box rail,onto the

stage. Walking up to the threatening Blundell,
he smote the giant smartly across the mouth
with the back of his open hand.

Blundell, at the unbelievable outrage bel
lowed thickly and, mth both hamlike hands,
clutched at the smaller man, as though to tear
him asunder. Gavin Pierce's left fist shot for-
ward, between themurderous arms; andplanted
itself with a scientific force on the bellowing
lips.

Then, with ludicrous ease, he ducked under
the windmill arms and drove first his left and
then his right fist resoundingly into the giant's
midriff.

yHE house was in an uproar. Hundreds of
people were on their feet, gesticulating and

shouting. Among those who had leaped up
weresevenmen from the center of the front row.
With no ostentation at all, they gained theplat
form Easilyhustlingback the six tame orators
who had come surging forward fromtheir chairs,
the septet spread themselves in a living line
across the stage. Sporting youths among the
excited audience recognized them as Professor
Marty McCue and six ofhis string ofpork-and-
bean fighters. Heavily suborned had they
been, and they were happily intent on earning
their pay.

u !?"' ™">e rear of thehouse bolted for the exit doors in quest ofa po
liceman, as the bluecoat and the fireman detailed at theJ,ack of the haU had somehow
vanished But t^se volunteer invokers of the
aw found both doore locked and each guarded
by a dete^med.lookmg man who toyed with
a baseball bat. Recruits, the<!P fmm
Caleb Maher's dozen grandsons

??'!« "jl recoiled before thebat-bearers and resigned them^v« to the

creditable footwork, in eludino- u™
pursuer. Back and to evSv c:i
readily keeping out of Blunddl's reach' In Sie
first maneuver of retreat ho i • at
revealing a jersey beneath it ^
rage and chagrin, Carson hurlpH v
the receding youth like a mad buU

Roy Fawcett had taken Po • >
place at the front of the box tT ®
both arms for sUence, he shouted

"Cahn down, ever^bodT^u • .
to be any riot! TZl
terrorized this town. He ha<!
scared and browbeaten evervif^

has op-
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FUN^that puts you in
Fighting Trim

Robert B. Wheelan, President of
Health Builders, Inc., and Origina
tor of the Records of Walter Camp's
"Daily Dozen," Tells How It Is Done.

man wasn't well. Not sick ex-
I actly, but tired, worn—daily edging

closer to complete phj'sical collapse.
When I was introduced to, him by George
Ferber in the lobby of a New York hotel,
he presented a disturbing.spectacle.

"Yes, I'm tired," he admitted, in answer
to Ferber's sympathetic inquir>'. "I don't
know what the trouble is. If I could just
stop thinking! Good heavens! If I could
just slop thinking!

"I can't relax. My mind races like an
express train day and night. Worry, I sup
pose you'd call it—but I can't help it. I've no
resistance, mental or otherwise. I seem to be
drained out, if you know what I mean—no
'come back,' no vitality. It's a case of you
can't hope to hang on unless you're able to
'let go.' I seem to be licked coming and going.

"And it all gets back to the same trouble;
I can't rest; I don't know how to relax.
Sleep? For weeks I haven't known what the
word really means. Mentally, I feel like a
man who is always just one jump ahead of a
hurricane. It's awful. It—it frightens me
at times. I don't know what to make of it."

"Why not let Walter Camp take you in
hand?" Ferber suggested. "Try the 'Daily
Dozen.' Put you on your feet in no time.
Why, during the war—"

The sick man interrupted with a weary
gesture.

"I know, I know. Camp's all right.
Done a lot of good. I've heard about that.
But—I hale exercise. It's no good. I've
tried it. Got a gymnasium instructor once
to put me through his routine. Wore me
out. Nearly killed me. Camp's ideas are
all right, but I can't go that business. Too
strenuous. You see how it is."

This last was a direct appeal to me.
"Of course gymnasium is strenuous," I

admitted. '*That kind of exercise always is.
No wonder you hate it. So does everyone
else. That's not exercise. That's work—
hard, grueling, exhausting work. Exercise
that builds from the ground up—that puts
the 'kick' into you, and makes you glad
you're alive—is gentle, stimulating, thor
oughly enjoyable."

He shrugged impatiently.
"But I have nothing to build on. Look

at me; feel those arms; see these shoulders,
this chest. What chance have I with a
foundation like that?"

"More chance than you think," I told
him. ''You can stand on your feet, can't
you? You can raise your arms, move your
legs, bend at the waist? And you have
essentially the same framework given to
every man. Strengthen it by simple, easy
methods, and you have all that any con
struction engineer wants."

"Well, it sounds all right," he admitted.
"But, really, Mr. Wheelan, I haven't the
time to give to that sort of thing. You see
how things are. My business—"

"That's just the point," I explained.
"You are thinking of exercise in terms of

half hours or hours. Few
men can give so much time 9^^
to any kind of exercise.
That's the beautyofasystem
that capitalizes the minutes—
just a few minutes a day, if f
you can spare no more.

"Steal five minutes from
your morning paper. An-
other five before you retire |
at night. Start tomorrow.
I'll get the 'Daily Dozen'
records to you right away.
If you'll go at this thing
right, I'll guarantee that in
forty-eight hours you can
'stop thinking.' You will go
to bed and sleep. You'll
relax. And as the days go
by you'll approach your
work each morning with
zest, a genuine eagerness to get at it.
You'll increase your efliciency a hundred
per cent. . . . Don't believe it? Just
try it. Results speak the only language
we humans can understand."

He did try it, reluctantly, as a sceptic
would. Not long ago I had the pleasure of
meeting him again.

"Mr. Wheelan," he said, "I don't know
just where I was headed for when you urged
me to try Walter Camp's 'Daily Dozen.'
I try not to think about that. But look at
me now—just look at me I feel bully. I
sleep. I eat. I have k rned how to stop
thinking when I wonl to stop thinking. I've
never seen anything like it. It's the closest
thing to a miracle that I've ever had happen
to me."

There is really nothing miraculous about
Walter Camp's famous "Daily Dozen."
It is simply the common sense idea of a very
remarkable man whose fame as Yale's great
football coach lends to his ideas the weight
of authority.

Says Mr. Camp: "Man is essentially
animal. He instinctively demands action.
The brain that labors efficiently insists on
being fed. And an impoverished blood
stream never yet nourished an underfed
brain. Like an underfed child, it droops
rapidly, becomes listless, dull."_

The zestofliving, therefore, lies first of all
in action. To twist and turn, to stretch the
muscles of trunk and body, vitalizes like an
elixir. With the blood enriched, the vital
organs stimulated, the brain does twice the
work with half the effort. And the neglected
physical man really begins to live.

With Mr. Camp's permission the twelve
exercises comprising the "Daily Dozen"
have been set to music, and recorded on
lo-inch double-disc phonograph records that
can be played on any machine. Moreover,
a special 'booklet, with 60 actual photo
graphs, has been prepared showing the
exact movements that accompany the
spoken commands ofthevoice onthe record.
With these records any man, woman or

'm

IValler Camp,
originator of

the "Daily Dozen"

child can frolic through the twelve exercises
for a few- minutes each day with results as
amazing as they arc delightful.

ROBERT B. WHEELAN, President.

Try The Complete System
Free—For Five Days

If you are tired, worn, physically and mentally
below par; if you are subject to depression,
sleeplessness, the tyranny of "nerves"; if you
want to enjoy your right to live to the deepest
and fullest—you need the "Daily Dozen"
system, and you need it right away.

But why not decide for yourself without
risking a cent? Simply mail the coupon below,
and Walter Camp's "Daily Dozen" will reach
you in a jifTy.

Try them for five days. Prove to yourself
that the only kind of exercise that counts is not
work, but play; is not tiring, but stimulating;
and that it does not steal time, but actually adds
to your leisure by adding to your efficiency.

If you decide to keep the records, pay only
S2.50 down, and $2 a month for four months.
Otherwise, return them at the end of five days,
and you owe nothing.

Decide right now to snap out of j'our physical
and mental lethargy. Don't put it off. Do it
now. Mail the coupon today, .'\ddrcss. Health
Builders, Inc., Dept. 864, Garden City, N.^'-

FIVE-DAY TRIAL COUPON

Health Builders, Inc.,

Dept. 864, Garden City, N. Y.
Please sent! me for five days' Free Trial Walter

Camp's famous "Daily Dozen" on five double-disc
ten-inch records, with directions and the book of 60
explanatory photographs. If for any reason I nm not
satisfied with the system, I may return it to you arid
will owe you nothing. But it I decide to keep «t. I will
send you $2.50 in five d.iys (as first payment) and
Sj.oo ci month for four months until the total of <10.50
is paid.

{Please Write Plainly)

City State
If you prefer to take advantage of our cash pricc send
only lio.oo. {Orders from outside the U. 5. are payabU
cash in full with order).



An Elk's an Elk
the World Over

There are certain fine qualities you look for
m every Elk—and invariably you find them.
Just so with El Producto. Mildness, a dis
tinctive character, an uncopyable blend, in
imitable workmanship —these are qualities
that you will find in every El Producto.
No small part ofElProducto's popularity is
ue to the fact that its quality never varies.

It has but one standard of excellence.
Whatever your preference, you will find an El

roducto in the shape, size and color that
suits you. Prices range from loc to 30c.

G. H. P. CIGAR CO., Inc.
PniladeipHia> Pa*

/orrealenjoyment
Etery AdTcrliiemenl in The Eiki Migizine is Gutranleed.

The Muscle-Buster
{Conliniiedfrom page 50)

posed him. He came here tonight to do the
same thing, Well, he is not going to."

By this time, the clear voice had managed to
catch the attention of the crowd. Roy went on:

•'Blundell has forced himself and his brutish
will upon this town, since he was a boy. How
has he done it? By dint of strength. And he
has done it without striking a real blow. Oh,
yes, he has pummeled or kicked some poor
drunken pigmy, once in a while, just as an object
lesson in what he could do if he were really
thwarted. He's done the whole thing on a bluff.
A blulT as big and as worthless as himself. He's
fooled you all. That is why we've staged this
boxing match that you're going to see. Blundell
calls himself the most dangerous man in the
state. He is about as dangerous as a sick ele
phant with one leg. I'm going to prove it to
you. On the stage with him is a man you all
know, a lawyer of this town, not a professional
athlete. And he is going to lick the eternal
daylights out of your Hercules. After he's
sho\vn you how easy it is to do, any dub can
kick Blundell, at will. He'll be a dead bunny.

"If you'll all keep your places, you'll sec an
interesting sight. If any of Blundell's ill-
advised friends try to break up the fun, we have
men here who will see order maintained. Blun
dell will have fair play. And that's something
he has never accorded anyone else. . . . All
right, Gavin, old man! The spiel's over."

piERCE, at the call, ceased, with bewildering
promptitude, his tactics of retreat. So

swi ftly did he abandon them that Carson Blundell
crashed into him as he continued his bull-rush.
At least he crashed into both of Pierce's fists,
almost simultaneously, one of them closing
Blundell's flaming pale right eye, the other
whacking cruelly into his wind.

Then, as the giant whirled his arms in an
effort to crush his slighter adversary, Gavin's
knuckles played a tattoo, at will, upon the wide
face and barndoor body of his assailant. Lightly
he averted contact -.vith the punitive arms and
hands of the Hercules; driving a volley of lefts
and rights to the huge carcass and bleeding face.

Helen, as in a trance, had crept to the front
of the box. Her face deathly white, her eyes
dark with horror, she watched the scene. Close
beside her stood her brother; his father as
eagerly watching the fray from between their
shoulders,whileMrs. Fawcett cowerednervously
in the back of the box and tried not to look.

"Get the idea, Sis?" harangued Roy, in
Helen's ear; never once taking his delighted
gaze from the conflict. "I got it; the night he
butted in at our house. I got it from the way
he gestured. We had two chaps like that, at
Harle. Both of 'em as strong as an ox; and
both so muscle-bound they couldn't hit a decent
blow or move fast enough to keep out of the
way of their own big feet. They used to gesture
just the way Blundell did that night. It's the
unmistakable muscle-bound gesture. That's
how I knew what he was; and all the things he
can't do."

Helen did not answer. She did not so much
as glance at him. She did not hoar him. All
she could see or hear was that primal struggle
up and down the stage; the thudding of blows
the gasping of breath, the sickening multiple
shuffle of feet, the bloodsmears; the murder in
two faces. Something within her soul was
warring as fiercely as were the gladiators be
fore her.

The house was breathless, tense, a-tremble.
From it arose none of the raucous sounds of
lesserexcitation which go with a prizefight. All
this was so unexpected, so impossible, it held
them in a spell.

For minutes the one-sided battle had waged;
and _with pathetically little variety. Unre
mittingly, Gavin Pierce maintained his whirl
wind assault; feeling out by boxing instinct his
opponent's wpkest spots; ever duckingor side
stepping the increasingly awkward rushes.

Again and again, in maniac fury, Blundell
threw himself upon Pierce. But never was
Pierce there when he arrived. Had the big
hands once closed upon the slippery youth, it
must have meant instant and primitively hide
ous death for the middleweight. For no trained
prizefighter's skill could have brought escape
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from the clutch that was wont to handle iron
as though it was putty.

Well did Pierce know the peril. He was put
ting up a murderous fight; indicting frightful
punishment on his foe; and escaping, thus far,
wthout so much as a bruise.

Abnormally powerful was Carson Blundell;
and of super-tough physique. Yet in these last
two or three years of comfortable affluence he
had let himself eat hoggishly and with scant
regard to the muscle-and-lung-helping qualities
of his food. Also, he had taken hfe pleasantly
easy, in the matter of exercise and of sleeping-
hours. These neglects had started to take toll.
They had spread a thickening film of softness
over his iron hulk. They had nicked away at
his iron powers of resistance.

Now, under the merciless bombardment of
stomach and heart he was sickening and begin
ning to pant. The smashes to mouth and jaw
were confusing and torturing him. He was
lurching drunkenly.

Aware of his growing incapacity and that
Pierce seemed as dynamically fresh as at the
outset, the giant shifted from insanely punitive
fuiy to woriy and then to something strangely
akin to panic. Never before had he been with
stood, p lysically; even as never before had his
imperious temper been set at naught. Now,

Into his dizzy brain came the awful knowledge
that the whole world,—his whole world,—was
witnessing his downfall. None knew better
than he the pitiful fate that lies waiting for a
discredited Bad Man or bully. Not only was
this silk-stocking cub thrashing him, but he was
showing everyone else how the trick might be
done. He was stripping him forever of his hither
to all-protecting armor.

Worst of all, he was doing it in the presence
of the One Girl.

In a last despairing effort to regain what he
was losing, Blundell sought to cover up, under a
lightning rally of hooks and short-arm punches.
Seeing that the big fellow had ceased to rush,
Pierce flung himself at him in redoubled zeal;
though abating none of his earlier wise caution.
Well he watched those terrifically formidable
arms and hands. Warily he eluded their futile
efl'orts to reach his dancing body.

But the hands and the arms were all he both
ered to watch:—being merely a trained boxer
and not a street fighter. Subconsciously, Blun
dell noted this. .And it gave him his inspiration,
—his idea for the one chance left him. It was
for that reason he had ceased to rush or to re
treat and had braced himself,

Now, as Pierce leaped at him, Carson Blun
dell's left foot gripped the floor. His right foot
shot forward with double the force of a kicking
mule's hoof.

'T'HE kick was aimed for Gavin Pierces
stomach. And it carried with it not only

defeat but probable death as well. . , 11
But, driving his left fist to .the jaw, with ai

his might, in the hope of scoring a j fnr'
Pierce twisted his body to one side, and i "
ward, to give added weight and snap to ^
punch. Thus it was that his stomach was
in line with the plunging boot toe,
whizzed for its mark. Unwittingly, Gavin
averted a danger he did not so much as
pect.

But the toe found another and a l^^^^Vfprce
Glancingly it grazed his thigh, as
struck. Deflected as was the kick, it yet « ,
force enough to spm Gavin halfway arouna ai
knock his left leg from under him, , ...

To the floor he crashed, prone on his lacc.
his leg momentarily numbed, from hip to heei.

A multiple howl surged from the audienc«--
Not one man among them but saw and
the foul move. Not one in twenty but yelieu
involuntary e.xecration of it. In the breasts 01
some of them, including the elder Fawcett, naa
begun to seep a reluctant pity for the batterea
giant. Now, in a breath, that pity was swept
away in loud contempt. .

Down upon his prostrate victim swooped
Blundell, the iron hands at last finding t"®"
grip. He lifted Gavin bodily from the f^ooT,
preparatory to whirling him above his head ana
dashing his brains out against the proscenium
piUar. Too late, Roy Fawcett sought to leap
to the stage. Too late McCue and his Sghters
scuttled ragmgly forward from the rear of the
stagewhither they hadretired to give the boxers
plenty of foot-room.
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But not too late something whiffled through

the air toward Blundell.
Urged by a wholly new impulse, Helen Faw-

cett, through no conscious will of her own,
hurled at the potential murderer the only missile
she could find. And that missile chanced to be
the great red sheaf of roses she carried.

Like a crimson-gleaming comet, the hard-flung
bouquet flashed across the footlights. The
sheaf smote Carson Elundell, their giver, full
across the swollen eyes.

The impact was absurdly light. But the
surprise was complete. Momentarily blinded by
the fragrant mass of flowers, he clawed instinc
tively at his face; letting go of the high-swung
Gavin with one hand and mechanically slacken
ing a little the grasp of the other.

TN THE merest fraction of a second, Gavin
had torn himself free; and was sprawling on

the floor, among the scattered roses. In practi-
callj" the same motion he was on his feet again;
and flying like a wounded wildcat at the man
who had sunk to such unspeakable tactics in a
stand-up fight.

His strength reinforced by righteous fury, he
slugged to the wind with his left. So merci
lessly punishing was the punch that Blundell
doubled under it. As his head came forward,
Pierce's right swing caught him perhaps an
inch from the exact point of the jaw.

Carson Blundell's knees turned to tallow. He
lurched forward and slumped to the -floor with
an impact that jarred the chandeliers.

And there he lay, a huge and helpless hulk.
The house went mad. Little old Caleb

Maher so far forgot his dignity, as chairman of
the meeting, as to hop down from his chair and
do a wild Irish dance around the fallen man.
In piercing falsetto he shrilled forth a ramping
war-song of his own bellicose earlier days:

"By Aldherman McCoohy shnre the mayor he
was floored.

He fell upon a member from Hie Figbtin'
Siviutli Warrd;

While the Preshbylnyrian minishtcr and Ihe
dark of wather board

They was davcin' like Ihedlvil on McCarthy!
Whirriloo, thin,fr ould Gal-way an—"

His dance and his song came to an abrupt
and protesting end. A mob had swarmed to
the stage, shoving aside the McCue warriors
and lifting the laughingly embarrassed Gavin
Pierce to their shoulders. Then began a victory
march around the stage—a march from which
presently Pierce managed to wrigglehimself free.

In the rear of the left hand proscenium box,
some minutes later, Mrs. Fawcett emerged from
a prolonged and thoroughly enjoyable fit of
hysterics. She looked fearfully from her hus
band to her son.

"Will they electrocute Gavin?" she quavered.
"What for?" asked her puzzled husband.

" For bursting a bubble?"
"For killing that poor Blundell."
" He isn't dead. He scrambled up, five minutes

ago—without a hand to help him. And he's just
sneaked out of the building. I saw him go."

"What's—what's that—that awful sound?" she
asked, shudderingly, as a raucous hoot of laugh
ter from a hundred throats shook the theater.

Roy looked out toward the lobby, whence
issued the racket.

"Say!" he called to a boy who lingered grin
ning in one of the exit doorways, "What's the
joke?"

"Why, little old Mr. Maher just caught sight
of Blundell, slinkin' out the stage entrance,"
explained the youngster. "And he slapped
his face and then gave him a couple of kicks for
good measure."

"The old idiot!" cried Roy. "Blundell will
break his fool neck for that."

"He •will not!" stoutly denied the boy. "The
big fourfiusher ran like hell. I guess ev'rybody'll
be takin' a crack at him, after this. Gee, but
that was sure some swell—!"

"Where is Helen?" feebly interrupted Mrs.
Fawcett.

" She's just gone home," said her husband. "I
told her Roy and I would look after you."

"Gone home?" gasped Mrs. Fawcett. "At
this time of night—all alone and—"

"No," soothed her husband. "Not quite
alone, dear. Gavin Pierce went with her. She
—she asked him to. I heard her."
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Pretenders
{Coiiliniicdfrom page 36)

"Have I done something terribly naughty?"
esked the girl, looking up at him laughingly.

"Oh. nothing so horrible! It was your own
wish that we should all share together in Mr.
Tomlin's news—which is really the greatest of
surprises. I'm vain enough to feel the joy of
my own vindication! I knew you were a tie
between me and my Italy! .-Vnd so I greet you
as a lost Beatrice—Beatrice Hastings!"

"My poor husband has lost his mind!" cried
Mrs. Crosby.

Maybury nodded to Tomlin, and the lawyer
told his storj'^, as he had told it to Wendling at
their chance meeting in the club.

"It's all too strange!" said Beatrice. "And
the strangest thing of all is that I don't really
feel surprised—not as I should! It seems like
something I knew would happen some day!"

"I suppose that everything that's happened
to you and Olive has been inevitable," said
Maybur)'. "But this discover}' of your parent
age has just one drawback; your aunt Olive
and I—we're still going to be uncle and aunt to
you—had planned to adopt you. We talked it
over while we were away, and we were going to
make a substantial settlement on you. But
now your worldly affairs are cared for, and
very handsomely. All we can do is to beg you
to make your home with us. No process of
law could make you more our daughter than
you are!"

CHAPTER ELEVEN

"T[^E MUST do something handsome for
Perkins," said Mrs. Crosby when on

the next day the lawyer was announced. " From
what Dr. Wendling told us, Perkins definitely
traced Olive to Onamatogue. He ver>' sensibly
accepted the doctor's word for it that she was
all right and would report here at the earliest
practicable moment."

They found the little man clutching a bulging
portfolio. He had acquireda newsuit of clothes
m his travels, and his old air of dejection had
disappeared.

"I'm sorry to have been so slow! I was just
a few hours too late to prevent Miss Farnam's
flight, and I regret it greatly."

"Don't apologize for anything!" cried Mrs.
Crosby, fearing he might insist on describing his
adventures.

"Thank you very much. I've made out a
detailed report if you care for it. I was obliged
to draw on you quite heavily "

"The drafts were all right. And if ten thou
sand dollars doesn't strike you as a proper fee,
say so. The young woman's found and that's
all we were concerned about!"

The thought of possessing ten thousand
dollars caused the world to reel but he swallowed
twice and thanked them.

"In my attempts," he went on, "to find a
clue to the murderer, in the belief that he might
have had something to do with the girl's disap
pearance, I learned certain facts about Mr.
Farnam which you may care to know. As I
remember, you knew little or nothing about his
marriage "

"We've just learned that his widow is living,
but we haven't yet seen her. If you can pre
pare us in any way we shall be glad," said
Maybury.

"I had reason to think she might be alive,
and I was going to ask whether you'd care to
have me carr>' my investigations further. I have
the documentary proof of the marriage."

"So has Fairfield, and we're to see her next
Sunday," Mrs. Crosby interjected, dreading a
long stor)-. "I hope there's nothing disgraceful
turning up to spoil everything!"

"Quite the contrary! The girl he married
was young—eighteen—from the records I found
in California. .A very respectable person to the
best of my knowledge. She was on the stage • '

"Heavens!" cried Mrs. Crosby, interested in
spite of herself.

"After the child was bom things did not go
happily. Mr. Farnam had already begun to
acquirc interests in many places and kept
moving about. I picked up hints that—do
)ardon me, Mrs. Crosby!—your brother was
lard upon his wife."

" He was brutal to her, no doubt. My grand
father Farnam was like that. Go on!"

"I didn't carry my inquiries further. I was
unable to trace her family or learn anything of
her whereabouts. There was an impression
that she returned to the stage "

"But she must have dropped out of that long
ago. You needn't trouble further with the
matter; she can tell her own story. But under
stand that we're most grateful to you. If there's
anything we can do for you—beyond money, I
mean—I hope you will make it known."

"I should ask nothing but the chance to
serve you!" he replied meekly.

"Oh, fiddlesticks!" exclaimed Mrs. Crosby
impatiently. "You've done a ver>- clever piece
of work, and you sit there like a scared rabbit
when I won't even let you have the satisfaction
of telling what you've done!"

, His humility so enraged her that she tore up
the check she had written and increased it to
fifteen thousand.

"I never expected to be so happy again!"
said Olive to Beatrice in one of their many
long talks. "You go right along as though
nothing had happened to you, though most
exciting tilings have happened."

"That's because I was always silly enough to
think something was bound to happen to me—
something nice, I mean," replied Beatrice.
"And if there hadn't I suppose I'd have gone
on sellingtalcum powder and hoping to the end
of my days."

" Well, we've both got a lot of money, a ridicu
lous lot!" said Olive. "And as soon as I get
hold of some of mine I'm going to spread it
around in Warrenton. I'm going to build some
new buildings at the school where they were so
good to me, and a hospital—a really splendid
one, with everything free forever, and a big
hall where the people can have parties and
concerts and lectures, and "

"And a beautiful poorhouse where you can
be comfortable in your old age! All those
things would take about a million!"

"I suppose I'll have to learn to economize!"
Olive replied plaintively.

"The first thing I'm going to do when I get
the allowance Mr. Tomlin promised me," said
Beatrice, "will be to do something for the girls
I worked with. They are all nice girls, and we
used to have a lot of fun. I think maybe I H
give a dinner and a theater party, or maybe
hire a hall and give a dance, and tell them to
bring their beaux along. I'm going in to see
them the first time I'm in town. And I'm going
down to see Mrs. Murphy at my old boarding-
house. She's one of those angels you read about,
and I'd like to give her enough money to make
her easy for a while."

Though Conwell'scare kept Olive's flight mto
the dunes from the newspapers, the discovery
of the daughter of George Grayling Hastings
was duly heralded. The fact that as Vivian
Locke she had been a department store clerk in
New York, and that Mrs. Maybury Crosbyhad
been so attracted by her beauty that she had
snatched her from the toilet goods counter and
virtually adopted her, received its full value as
an item of Beatrice Hastings' romantic history.

In the general stir Mayburydidn't forget the
manifestations of her Italian strain that had so
deeply interested him. But Wendling said the
matter wasbetter forgotten. It must suffice that
she had established a new outpost in heredity

"There's no other case like it on record, and
there may never be another so startling. I he
best thing is to forget it."

"Certainly," said Maybury. "Her demon
strations did serve a purpose in helping to
identify her, and that's enough."

"I haven't had manyregrets in my life,' said
Mrs. Crosby to Maybury as they discussed the
young women who had been brought into their
lives by so strange a combination of circum
stances, "but I'm sorr>' the years are counting
against me. I should like to follow these girls
as long as they live. They've made a lot of
difference with both of us."

"But we're not going to lose touch 'vvith
them!"

"Don't pretend you're blind!" she said Petu
lantly. "They're both in love! We'll have hard
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work holding them till they can be introduced
socially. That big Conwcll isn't going to be
got rid of; he and Olive are as good as engaged
now. And Dr. Wendling's interest in Beatrice
is sincere. No one can say he's marrying her
for her money when he fell in love with her
when she was still only a penniless girl behind a
counter."

"They both seem bent upon spending their
money as rapidly as possible, and in' ways that
are creditable to them," said Maybury. It's
certainly not going to spoil them."

" VOU like this sort of life, but I never would!"
This from Olive to Beatrice as they roamed

the house waiting for Mrs. Farnam's arrival.
"The grand style of things suits you, but I'd
never get used to it. About one winter in New
York just to see what it's like aVid then I'll
want to watch the spring creep over the gray
hills, and see cattle feeding in the big pastures
and live in a country where strangers won't
look surprised if you say hello to them. Of
course," she added, with one of her quick
changes of mood, "I may change my mind
about all that when I see my mother. I'm
going to try verj' hard to make her love me."

She had stipulated that she would first see
the mother of whom she knew nothing alone.
If there was to be any disappointment she wished
an opportunity to adjust herself to it. May-
bury, however, overruled her wish to go to the
station and went himself.

Olive, waiting in the living-room, heard the
car in the driveway, followed by Maybury's
voice in the hall. Then the door opened and
closed upon a woman, small and slight, whose
presence seemed to bring light and warmth into
the room.

"Olive! Isn't it absurd that I have to ask to
be sure!"

It was the loveliest voice she had ever heard.
And she was looking into brown, expressive
eyes that were all kindness and sweetness.

They clasped hands and regarded each other
intently for an instant, Olive grave of lips and
eyes, the beautiful lady smilingly.

" It has been so long since I kissed you, dear!"
There were tears in the brown eyes now, and
the entrancing voice sank to a whisper. "Of a
lot of things we needn't speak at all; it's better
for all of us—you and me and the dead! If
only you'll forgive me for letting you slip away
from me; I must be sure of that!"

"I think I understand how it was. I have
nothing but love for you," and Olive's arms
were about her neck and their lips met in a
long kiss that effaced all the barriers of time.

"But one or two things must be said: let us
sit down and be quite comfortable and cosy
with each other. You are taller than I. I feel
like an infant beside you. And you are as strong
as a young Diana! You could easily toss me out
of the window!"

"I didn't know—I didn't know that you
would be like this!" cried Olive. "I knew you
would be dear and that I'd love you, but how
could I know "

"Oh, there are things you didn't know that
I'm going to tell you quickly to have it over
with. You haven't seen me before, of course;
evidently my pictures in the newspapers haven't
interested you a particle. That's a blow—a real
blow! I'm Gloria Fielding, a strolling player,
you know!"

"The actress—you!" whispered Olive, staring
wide-eyed. "I've seen pictures but I would
never have dreamed "

" No, you wouldn't have dreamed it, and it's a
good deal of a dream to me. I didn't tell this
to that nice Mr. Crosby who met me; I wanted
you to decide for yourself whether you wanted
to claim me. You are enormously rich; you
have a great social future, and there are people
who have prejudices against stage folk. I don't
want to be an embarrassment to you. I wanted
you to decide whether you wanted to have me
for your mother—that's fair enough!"

"As though that would make any diSerence!"
murmured Olive, still stunned by the announce
ment that her mother was the Gloria Fielding
who had taken New York by storm. "I'm so
proud of you! Why besides loving you, I'm so
proud of you!"

"I'm just a little proud of myself! I had
been on the stage when your father married
me, and when—when it bccame impossible to

{Continued on page 56)
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Court House, New Albany, Indiana

cA Triumph Over Time
Today when one hears of a permanently constructed build
ing, one instinctively thinks of Indiana Limestone, for
this country contains so many beautiful old structures in
which this natural stone has been used.

In the accompanying illustration is shown the Court
House at New Albany, Indiana, built of Indiana Limestone
sixty years ago. While other buildings constructed at that
time of inferior materials, have longsince deteriorated, this
civic landmark stands today in its stately majesty as sound
as when erected.

There are many venerable structures throughout our
Nation which attest the extreme durability of Indiana
Limestone. In some instances, where the architectural
styles have become obsolete, Indiana Limestone build
ings are being torn down and the stone, structurally
sound after half a century's service, is being re-cut and re
worked for use in new and important buildings. This sal
vage value is unequaled in any other building material.

Builders who select this worthy material are assured of
lasting satisfaction, for Time cannot efface the durable
beauty of "The Nation's Building Stone."

iKDmm

JJSo NATION'S BUILDING STONE

The latest addition to the Indiana Lime
stonelibrary is just ojfthepress. Thisbook
let illustrates manyfine examples ofbank
buildingsand willbesentfree upon request

Indiana Limestone Quarrymen's Association
Box 759, Bedford, Indiana

Metropolitan Service Bureau, 922 Marbridge Bldg., New York City
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Pretenders
{Continued from page jj)
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live v\*ith him I ran .away, finally got to England
and there I've worked for the success I've finally
won. I've always had a feeling that if it ever
became possible to make myself known to you
I didn't want you to be ashamed of me. I
didn't want you to know me as a failure. I'm
not poor; I made it known through my lawyer
that I wanted nothing."

"I'm only afraid," replied Olive, "that I'll be
Jealous of your success—that's all! Why, you're
famous—you're a great personage!"

" Don't have any illusions about that! Fame
doesn't outweigh love. I've never forgotten
you; never for a day. I was on my way from
England when your father died. I was just
waiting until you could readjust yourself—you
must have suffered greatly, dear—before seeing
you. And now I find it isn't any ordeal at all.
I have meant to retire as soon as I really got
somewhere. I shall probably play "The Barri
cade of Dreams-' for a year. After that I'm
going to quit before they find how old I am, and
I'm going to settle down in the country. When
I get my place up in the Connecticut hills some
where maybe you will run away sometimes and
spend a week with me!"

"Oh, don't talk to me like that!" said Olive
severely. "Having wanted you all these years,
I'm never going to lose you again!"

A NY fears Olive may have had that the
Crosbys might not share her o^^•n pride

and joy in her new-found mother were imme
diately dispelled. Mrs. Crosby announced
that they would return to town at once that
Olive might be near her mother.

Maybury accompanied Beatrice to Boston for

the necessary formalities to establish her rights
to the Hastings' property. As they were de
tained for ten days, Wendling found it con
venient to run up to spend Sunday with them.
Meanwhile Conwell, having witnessed a per
formance of "The Barricade of Dreams" with
Mrs. Crosby and Olive, returned to Montana,
but not Nvithout carrying with him an encourag
ing invitation to return.

"It looks very much as though you and I
would spend a good deal of the rest of our lives
visiting," said Mrs. Crosby to Mrs. Farnam.
"We'll hang on to these children of ours as long
as we can—but we can hardly ex-pect to keep
them more than a year."

"We shouldn't want to," Mrs. Farnam re
plied, " if they are sure of themselves. Hap
piness is the only thing that counts in this
world, and they are both lucky in being
loved by ambitious high-minded men. And I
haven't any fear that we are going to be
crowdedout. "Olive—dear, Avonderful child that
she is—is not like that; neither is your dark
Beatrice!"

"No," replied Mrs. Crosbymeditatively. "I
suppose they are the most wonderful young
women in all the world."

In January Maybury was inspired to put his
yacht in commission for a run into warm waters.
Olive and Beatrice would profit by a change of
air; and the excursion would give them a chance
to forget their lovers. His confidence in his
ability to frustrate the orderings of fate_ was
badly shattered when they put in at Mobile-

Dick Conwell and Paul Wendlingwerewaiting
for them at the dock.

O'Sullivan Catches a Whale
{Continuedfrom page 2j)

thirty-three. Two hundred shame, he proceeded to announce the news of
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peculiar way that, once accepted and proved P-TrnV Measure and the Budd
appealed strongly to the ancestor-worshipine <:nnST ®West! For last mfe -jt of
Chinese and spread from them to the other in- rn^. i conscience .^^2 de
habitants of Shanghai, whites and Manchus and Vili ancestor, Esteban u.^^orable
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By this time O'Sullivan, with his native SS that in the future^ ^".j^tue,
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bedroom, see ?
"Bedroom?"
"Sure! Ain't we goin' to git spliced—\rithin

the year?"
It was from this day on that dated an extraor

dinary phenomenon second in sensational com
ments and results only to the finding of crude
oil in the interior of Manchuria. For Rod
riguez de ViUareal reformed. He reformed in a
peculiar way that, once accepted and proved
appealed strongly to the ancestor-worshiping
Chinese and spread from them to the other in
habitants of Shanghai, whites and Manchus and
Hindus, amongst them Sheng Pao and Blenner-
hassett Jones who had come from the interior
to look after some important financial deals

By this time O'Sullivan, with his native
shrewdne.ss, bad looked more than skin-deen
into the Mongol soul. He was thoroughly
famihar with Chinese business methods and
business peculiarities. And so, since everything
in China, from the threat of coming rebellion to
a death notice, from the arrival of twins to a
begging appeal, from the opening of a fresh
Ijarrcl of whiskey to the launching of a new
cigarette brand, is blared from the housetops in
a manner that would put the brightest, noisiept
Chicago publicity promoting expert to impotent

I shall do!

the^iHi Chinese read, re-read, whispe^^l'thej heads, gesticulated. They knew 0'Su!ll^ an
(Coniijined on page .>5)
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AreYou theKindofQuest
Teopte Like to Invite?

f^W] (If^

n /

SOME people always feel out of place at adinner, or
a dance, or a party. They are always constrained,
always embarrassed. Others are so well-poised and

at ease at aU times—'SO able to mingle with tJie other guests
and make themselves agreeable—that hostesses are eager
to invite them.

Do you know all the little secrets of being a likable guest?
Do you know what is expected of you on all occasions—
how to make introductions and how to start interesting
conversation after the introduction; what to wear to formal
functions and to informal functions; how to make every one
who comes into contact with you feel calm, at ease? The
person with winning manners is always welcome. With the
poise and dignity that good manners give, any one can quickly
adapt oneself to every environment—can be at all times,
with all people, cultured, impressive, well-liked.

Why SomePeopleAlwaysFeel OutofPlace
Have you ever noticed, at any social function

you may have attended, that bad manners
instantly distinguish themselves? If a woman

is embarrassed, constrained, ill-at-ease, every one
knows at once that she is not used to good society.
If a man uses his fork in a clumsy manner, or makes
incorrect use of the finger-bowl, he can not conceal
the fact that he is ill-bred.

No hostess likes to invite to her home a man or
woman she knows will make embarrassing mistakes.
Those who are always blundering, always doing the
wrong thing at the wrong time, are never welcome.
They invariably make others feel uncomfortable in
their presence.

But the person with winning manners is always welcome.
He—or she—knows exactly what to say to the hostess oii
anival, how to mingle with the guests, how to create con
versation, howto beagreeable, how to do and say the right
thing at the right time.

Do You Ever Feel Tongue-Tied
Among Strangers?

At a week-end party, recently, one of the guests remarked
secretly to the hostess that she had felt positively tongue-
tied when she found herself at dinner among men and
women she had never met before. "I just didn't know
what to talk about," she said. "It made me feel stupid
and embarrassed. Every one else seemed to be having
such interesting conversations."

If she had known the important little secrets of social
conversation, she would never have felt "tongue-tied."
She would have known how to create conversation and
how to keep it flowing smoothly, pleasant!)'. She would
have known how to make herself agreeable, well-liked.

Do you ever feel tongue-tied at a party or a dinner?
Do you ever wonder what to say after the introduction is
made? Do yon ever feel embarrassed, confused, stifled
when you are among strangers?

The greatest value of etiquette is that it enables you to
adapt yourself to every environment—gi\'es you a sense
of peace and security. It enables you to feel "at home"
in all surroundings—to mingle with all people and feel
entirely calm, at ease. It protects you from humiliation
at the dinner fable and in the drawing-room. It gives
you a cultured, engaging manner tliat people recognize—
and respect.

The Tell-Tale Marks of Bad Manners
There are so many little tell-tale blunders that one can

make—as a guest, for instance. Do you know what to
say to the hostess when you arrive? Do you know how to
acknowledge introductions—whether the form "How do

Mistakes at the table distinguish
themselves at once. Little blun
dering errors condemn a man or
woman as ill-bred. Do you knew
all the rules of table etiquette?

Frif?

w

Winning m.inners are nioro im
portant than pretty clothes.
Can you adapt yourself to every
environment—make yourself al
ways pleasant and well-liked?

you do?" is correct; whether one may say "Pleased
to meet you"? Do you know the correct order of
precedence into the dining-room ? Do you know
whether olives are taken with the fingers or a fork,
whether the fork is held in the left hand or tlie right,
whether bread may be bitten into or must be broken
into small pieces as eaten?

When you leave, do you know what to say to the
hostess? Do you know what is meant by the " bread-
and-butter" letter? If you know exactly what to
do, say, write and wear at all times, on all occasions,
you will never be embarrassed.

The Book of Etiquette in Two Vol
umes—A Recognized Authority

Have you CA'er wondered how a home should be
decorated for a wedding? What to serve at a lunch
eon? How to acknowledge an invitation?

Would you like to know why a bride wears white,
why a teacup is given to the engaged girl, why black
is t!ie color of mourning?

Do you know how to word an invitation, what to
wear to a theatre party, how to set the table for
a formal dinner, how to register at a hotel?

Whatever you want to know you can find in the
Book of Etiquette—the famous two-volume set that
is today being used by thousands of men and women
throughout the country. Weddings, parties, dinners,
teas, dress, speech, correspondence—you will find
pmplete details on every phase of conduct that
interests you.

Maj- we send you this famous two-volume set free
for examination? You may keep the two books
entirely free for 5 days and within that time decide
whether or not you want to keep them.

This unusual plan enables
you to see the Book of Eti- ^
quette in your own home ; ~ ^ ^ — — —
and examine it before pur- '
chasing it. If you decide to 1 NELSON DOUBLEDA
keep the books just send us 1 _ , .
$3.50 in full payment. If for
any reason vou are not de- . Without money it
lighted with them, just return |
them—and the examination I Ja-so in full payme
will have cost you nothing i the so!e iudge of '
whatever. J

Send for the Book of Eti- 1 Name
quette today. Take advan- 1
tage of this frcc-e.xamination J Addresj?
offer. I

NELSON DOUBLEDAY, Inc.
Dept. 1224

Garden Cit;, New Tork

Without money in advance, or obligation on my
you may send me the complete two-vo|ume set or the
Book of Etiquette. Within s days I will send you only
^3.50 in full payment or return the books. I am to be
the so!e judge of whether or not I want to keep the
books.

Nelson Doubleday, Inc.
Dept. 1224, Garden City, N. Y.

I—I Check this square if you want these books, with the
beautiful full-loather binding at jj.OO with 5 days
examination privileges.

(Orders outside of the U. S. are payable cash with order.
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"Foods and
Confections
of Finest
Flavor"

after dinner in the camara-
•^^derie of the Elks lounge, the
regular Elk produces a package of
Beech-Nut Mints. Later as they
play billiards, he passes Beech-
Nut Chewing Gum around,
"where did I get 'em?" says he.
"At our own cigar stand. They're
Beech-Nut, you know. Nothing
too good for an Elk!"

Perfectly true. No reason why
every Elks Club cigar stand
shouldn't carry these delicious
Beech-Nut Confections and
Beech-Nut Chewing Gum. And
all of the stands will carry them
if they are demanded by Elks in
good standing.

Remember: The wives of Elks
know Beech-Nut Foods, and
they'll want Beech-Nut Confec^
tions too. Take them home. It's
your duty. Ask for Beech-Nut.

BEECH-NUT PACKING CO.

Canajoharie New York

Beechnut
Confections

^ " El^sand their families are invited to
inspect the Home of Beech-Nut at
Canajoharie, N. Y., when they find
themselves in the historic Mohawk
Valley.

Beech-Nut
Chewing Gum

Beech-Nut Mints

Wintergreen
Clove

Spearmint
♦

Beech - Nut
Fruit-Drops

Lime
Lemon

Orange

This namepJate on every
piece of Karpen Furniture.

Look For It.

/karpenX
Gu&r&rslced n

Cor\str\jctloi\ jj

.furniture/

KARPEN
Do Vou Know V^ho J^ahes

Your Furniture?
You are careful in buy- It is on every piece of

ing foods, drugs and other Karpen furniture. For
home necessities that the 40 years it has stood for
quality is right by getting the finest and best in
products of known origin, quality furniture.
You don't take chances on Karpen furniture is al-
them—you look for the ways reasonably priced,
manufacturer's name be- We have so perfected
cause it is your protec- manufacturing methods
tion. that our dealers can offer

How much more neces- you Karpen pieces at no
sary is this in buying higher price than un-
fumiture which you can- known makes.
not take to pieces to The Karpen dealer in
examine and see if it is your town will be glad to
made right. assist you in selecting

The nameplate of from his large stock of
KARPEN on furniture is our fine furniture. Con-
your assurance of quality, suit him before deciding.

-.y ,.S'-

S. KARPEN y BROS.
801 -811 S. Wabash Ave. Ci?^1nd° 37th and Broadway

CHICAGO Long Island Cig'. N Y. NEW YORK

The Eliis Magazine

0'Sullivan Catches a Whale
{Covlinuedfrom page 56)

"I wonder—I wonder—" sighed Ch'on Tzu-
pei, the grain merchant. "Does he mean it?|̂

"If really his ancestor spoke to him—'
mumbled a pious old man who daily spent
three hours in prayer before the green jade
tablets of his own ancestors.

"Perhaps he lies!"' commented Hui-ch'ung,
the pork butchcr.

"Perhaps he does not," mildly sugffested the
pious old man. "Perhaps his heart, hereafter,
thanks to his honorable ancestor, shall be really
as pure as the sound of a far flute."

"Yet I know him," argued Ch"on_ Tzu-pei.
He sighed reminiscently. "I know him ah
too well! .-Vnd would 3'ou keep meat on trust
with the jackal, even if the jackal had seventy
times seventy-seven honorable ancestors?

"We shall sec what we shall see! Every
thing comes to an end, except the beard of the
beardless!"

RUT it became soon evident thatO'Sullivan
meant what he had proclaimed, that he naa

spoken the truth. He worked here and there,
humbly, faithfully, for little wages. Several
times %vhen, deliberately, to test his steel,
temptation was thrown his way, he sidesteppeci
it—but alwavs after a struggle—always saying.

"No, no!' I can't. There's my ancestor
honorable old gink. I asked him—and he piped
me wordthat I gotta keep on hittm the straif,nc
and narrow—sec?" , .

"Kxtraorc!inar>-!" was Sheng P^o s comment
when he heard of it. "But has not the b es.
Confucius remarked that the man whose con
science is easy vA\[ never fear a knock on int
door at midnight?"

"Hm," said the Virginian. "I ve
a lifetime, old man, and I can also quote
Mon-ol phrases. And somewhere, somehow
sometime, I read something about the , „
of a crab not being able to give

Still, there seemed no doubt but tha ,
livan had reformed, in every way; ana so ,
ally the Chinese began to trust w™-
understood him, they ej,-rlinir
worship was the moral basis of all thei
virtues. So they were mlling to admit, •
admire it even in a foreigner, even m as ,
ous a character as O'Sullivan, since t P
was before their eyes. Thus, day
credit grew, i)oth financially and , :'„gss
They began to trust him with small
deals where honesty and confidence v,e
tial factors.

He never failed them. „^r^1nined.
"There's my ancestor— he hp may

humbly, almost apologetically— sur(^
have been a dumbbell—but—;Gawa:
some honorable old pill—take it from ' j.

Cynthia O'Mahoney spoke to hun .
neither pleased nor grieved, rather as '

"""sfTy—you're getting a reputation an
early Christian Saint—aren't you.

"I'lltelUheworld,kid!" , ,
"What's the big idea?" she demandea.
" My honorable ancestor " .
"Honorable ancestor—my eye! Tell

Marines—and the Chinks! What a
driving at?" , tlipv

"The little restaurant yer want—where .y
make lemon pie! Didn't yer tell me sn
ten thousand fish, Cynthia?" . -f

"Ten thousand suckers—that's
fish you need if you want to make good.

He laughed. , , j'li
"Never mind, kid. One o' these

blow in here with a wad of money big cnoug
choke a cow." ..

"Not at the rate at which you're traveli fe-
Suddenly she sighed. "Gee"— her
low, quaverj'—"I do wish you and me c
buy that little restaurant—and " , ,

"We're goin' to, kid!" he interrupted :
and he swung out of the room, singing =
favorite song;
"Dat'i why t'se happy as a bub-bumble-bce-ee---

1 don't bother work—an' work don't bother m •

The which was patently untrue. For he did
work, hard and straight and honest. He
saved a few dollars, and then one evening UK'

I Man Jerry Swire surprised the other plutocratic
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patriarchs at the Hongkong Club bj' announcing
that lie had heard from 6'Sullivan;

"He sent me a post-oflice order for seven
guineas. He is going to pay me back gradually."

"Incredible!"
"My word!"
"Day of miracles—and all that sort of rot,

old fruit!"
Thus at the end of the second month O'Sul-

livan's past record, while not forgotten—how
could it ever be?—was being apologized for by
both the Europeans and the Chinese.

"Ah—" said Ch'on Tzu-pei—"it is onlythe
dust and the grime which purifies the great
soul."

"He is faithful to the spirit of his honorable
ancestor," agreed Hui-ch'ung. "He has taken
a firm step toward rectitude. And did not the
Yellow l-^mperor remark that even a journey
of a thousand miles must begin with one step?"

"Let us hope that he will finish the Journey—
straight and crystal-clear!"

"He will!" declared Ch'on Tzu-pei.
Another month passed. O'Sullivan's repu

tation increased still more, as did his crcdit.
"No—no—" he smiled apologetically when

Blennerhassett Jones, half ?ardonically, half
meaning it, congratulated him upon his reform.
"I ain't takin' no crcdit to mj'self. It's just
that old ancestor of mine. I docs what he tells
me. That's all—see?"

"You really believe that poppycock your
self?"

" Honest!" O'Sullivan seemed genuinely hurt.
"I does what his spirit tells me—really "

"Well—if you've reformed then there's hope
for the devil—and hereafter I shall believe in
spiritualism."

"I'm sorry yer don't seem to trust me quite,"
said O'Sullivan; and he went on his way, hard
working and honest, ever increasing his credit
so that one day, when he needed a small amount
of cash for a little business venture, the Golden
Dragon Guild advanced him the money without
security.

He repaid, punctually, with interest. Again
he borrowed. Again repaid. Again his crcdit
and reputation grew.

"What are you trying to pull?" demanded
Cynthia O'Mahoney, who was thoroughly
mystified.

"I'm lookin' "

"Looking for what? .-V sucker?"
"No, kid. A whale!"

AT ABOUT the same time the business which
had called Jones & Sheng Pao to Shanghai

was ripening to a climax. It was a peculiar deal,
half financial, half political, and promising rich
plums in mining and oil concessions. Of course
this was China, a land where graft, in the course
of time, has become endowed with almost sacred
prerogatives, and—the final step—there were a
certaiti mandarin's hands to be greased. Not
that the mandarin demanded an e.xorbitant
sum. In fact, he demanded no money at all.
But he wanted it, needed it, cxpected it, and it
was there that the trouble occurred. For he was
typically and exaggeratedly Chinese, meticulous
even in his dishonesty, a past-master in the art
of saving his face. Thus for weeks now Jones &
Sheng Pao had been threshing about for a tact
ful way of greasing mandarin Fong's delicate,
ivory-yellow hands, without causing him to lose
face.

Then one day the Manchu had an idea. He
spoke of it to his partner who shook his head
doubtfully.

"Try it if you must," he said. "Personally I
think you are wrong. O'Sullivan's about as
straight as a pig's tail."

"But—his worship of his ancestor "
"You're hopeless," sighed the Virginian.

".'Vnd you a Princeton graduate. Go ahead,
though, old man!"

Late that afternoon, in answer to Sheng Pao's
summons, O'Sullivan called at the latter's hotel.

They shook hands.
"My friend," said the Manchu, "may I tell

you, straight out, what is on my mind?"
"Sure. Shoot. Straight out—that's me!"
"Very well. Then permit me to congratulate

you."
"On what?"
"On the fact that you have turned over a new

leaf, that you have decided to step on the narrow
and shining path of virtue."

(Continued on Page do)

Men tell us v^^e made
shaving a delight

Make this free test—See if you agree
By V. K. CASSADY, Chief Chemist

GENTLEMEN: A new-type Shaving Cream has sud
denly become a sensational success.
Men by the millions have tried it. Letters by the tens of
thousands come to thank us for it. And men. you know,
don't often write such letters.
We have a world-famed laboratory. For 60 years it has
studied soap. The leading toilet soap of the world—
Palmolive—is one of its creations.

Some years ago we decided to perfect a new-type Shaving
Cream. We set down five ways in which it must excel.
Then we made up and tested 130 formulas to attain our
ideals in all.

The result is a Shaving Cream which, in five respects, gives
men new service, new delights. Now we urge that every
man should test it. It is due to himself and to us.
Five new qualities. These are the five new ways in which
we met men's Shaving Cream desires.
Abundance. The soap multiplies itself in lather 250 times.
Quickness. It softens the beard in one minute.
Durability. The lather maintains its creamy fullness for
ten minutes on the face.

Strength. The bubbles are strong. They support the hairs
for cutting, while weak bubbles let them fall down.
Skin effects. The palm and oliveoil blendacts likea balm
to the skin.

Now your verdict
Now we ask your verdict. You are using a soap you
like. Kindly compare it with FalitioHve Shaving
Cream. If our claims are true, you'll want it. Any
way, give us a hearing. Cut out the coupon now.

TEN SHAVES FREE

PALM O LIVE

SHAVING CREAM
il Simply insert your name and address and mail to Ku
/ THE PALMOLIVE COMPANY, Dept. B-412, Milwaukee. V-
ii U.S.A. U
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^Success
_ ^orge Holman Ra? was employed as Cree
Indian interpreter and storekeeper at Hud-
son 8 Bay, over a hundred miles beyond the
Milroad. It required three months for him
to receive an answer to correspondence.

In summer his mail was carried over 100
miles by canoe; in winter it came by doe
sledge.

At one time he had no ink with which to
prepare his Federal lesson because it was
lost from on overturned canoe

Ray carefully studied the Federal Course
and secured a position in Bridgen's at Win
nipeg by submitting samples of his work

advanced so rapidly in quality of Wt
that he did not stay there long but came
to the art department of the St. Paul Dis
patch at a much higher salary. Now he is
truly on A ROAD' TO BIGGER THINGS."

Compare your opportunity with the diffl-
cu'ties under which Ray worked.The Federal Course was prepared by sixty
leading artists such as: Sid Smith, Neysa Mc-

^""Ptaine Fox, Charles Livingston Bull,
Clare Briggs and many others equally fa-
mous.

Prepare yourself through our teaching.
Over f\ve thousand publishers are on the alert
right now for high grade artists.

LET US CRITICIZE YOUR WORK

Vi""® and address. We will sendyou a fr^ lesson* Send us some of your

iud^e wh fh'® criticize it. We can thenjudge whether it is worth while for you to
take up the Federal Course. r 10
RTr'rT?n'-ruT^-!f'/-'5^? ROAD TO ABIGGER THINGS. Send today for Sg
get W. ° instructiona—let's ^

465 FedernI School Bldg. Minneapolis. Minn.
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O'SuUivan Catches a Whale
{Continuedfrom page39)
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"'Taint me!" protested O'Sullivan—"it's my
ancestor."

'• Blessed be those who kowtow to their
honorable ancestors!" smiled the Manchu.
"To do thus is right and proper—a deed of ex
cellent merit! There is no honesty until after
temptation. There is no peace until after
enmity. Ah—" with a little mournful cadence
in his voice—"I wish all the people in Shanghai
were as honest as you, my friend "

"Eh—?" O'Sullivan looked up suspiciously.
His eyes met the other's hcavy-lldded, oblique
glance. They studied each other like two
fencers. "For instance?"

"There is a certain mandarin Fong "
"Sure—I know whom you mean—crooked

gink! So crooked he couldn't fly straight if yer
shot him out from a gun barrel!"

" But, on the other hand, a man of e.xquisitely
delicate sensibilities."

"Well—come to the point!" said O'Sullivan.
"Mandarin Fong needs money."
"Sure. We all do!"
"He e.'cpects it."
"Hope he ain't goin' to be disappointed."
" But he does not want to lose face "
" Don't want his left mitt to know what his

right is grabbin'?"
"Charmingly expressed, Mr. O'Sullivan."
"Well?"
"If you should go to him "
" Me? As your agent—to offerhim the graft? "
"No, no! Did I not tell you that he is a man

of e>:quiiitely delicate sensibilities? But suppose
you go to him and explain that in the past, when
temptation was still like a burning brand upon
your soul, you—ah—how shall I put it—?—but
that—well—in your former dealings with the
Chinese of Shanghai "

"Cheated 'em, yer mean? Did 'em in the
eye? "

"If you wish to put it that way. To resume.
If you should go to mandarin Fongand tell him
that you wishto make restitution, that you want
him to distribute the money which you—ah—
appropriated—if you should actually give him
the cash, mentioning incidentally that you bor
rowed it from the firm of Jones & Sheng Pao,
the chances would be that the mandarm,
being a weak vessel, might put two and two
together "

" And cop the mazuma? "
"Yes."
".\nd then Jones & Sheng Pao would get

certain concessions?"
"Exactly." The Manchusmiled. He caressed

• his cheek with his right hand. The d>'ing, crim
son sunlight danced and glittered on his long
fmger nails. "What do you think of it?"

"Km—" O'Sullivan considered— "I'll do
it—if "

"If—?"
"There's that pill of an ancestor o mme. I

gottaconsult hun first. I does what hetells me.
Wait half a jiff!"

O'Sullivan seemed to go mto a trance, came
out of it with a sunny Irish smile.

"It's all right," he said. "The old guypipes
me word to go ahead."

" Charming I How much—guessingat random
would you imagine that you—ah—owe to the

Chinese of Shanghai?"
The answer was sharp and quick;
"I know to a cent. Ten thousand fish!"
"Excellent! Just about the sum which the

mandarin expects from us." Sheng Pao took
a well-filled bill fold from his loosesleeve. " You
understand, of course, that nobody must ever
know about the transaction?"

"Sure!" O'Sullivan hid a smile.
"Verj' well." The Manchu counted out the

money. "Here you are. Ten thousand dollars
—and one thousand to pay you for your trouble.
When will you call on the mandarin?"

"To-morrow morning."
"Thank you, Mr. O'Sullivan."

I "Thank yon, Mr. Sheng Pao."
i "Don't mention it, Mr. O'Sullivan."
' " Sure I won't mention it, if you won't!" came

the rather cryptic rejoinder.
The results of this interview were two.
The first was that when early on the following

day Rodriguez de Villareal O'Sullivan called on

Cynthia O'Mahoney, he handed her two pack
ages, one slim and long, the other small and fat
and tied with a pink ribbon. She opened the
second and took from it a fair-sized canarj' dia
mond solitaire which she slipped on her finger
\vithout a word. Then she opened the other
package and found therein two sheets, one
printed, the other typewritten.

"What are they?" she demanded wonderingly.
"Can't yer read, kid? This one here is a

marriage license, and the other's a title deed,
paid in full, for that little hash joint yc're nuts
about. Step around to the American consul,
kid, and let's get spliced.

"But—how did you—?"
"Tell you afterwards, honcybugs."
The second result of the interview was that,

toward noon of the same day, Blennerhassett
Jones entered Sheng Pao's room excitedly.^^

"How much did you give to O'Sullivan?" he
asked.

"A thousand for himself—and ten thousand
for mandarin Fong. Why?"

"Well—I just found out by chance, and it
may interest you to hear it—that O'Sullivan
bought that little American restaurant in the
Model Settlements that has been for sale for a
few months."

"Bought it with the thousand dollars com
mission I paid him, I suppo.se?"

"Suppose again! Bought it with the U'li
thousand!"

"Great Buddha!" The Manchu rose. "I
shall "

"Sit do\\Ti. You can't do a thing- The
moment you open your mouth, O'Sullivan will
spill the beans—will tell all over town that you
tried to bribe mandarin Fong and you know
how sensitive he is—how he hates to lose fa/^e.
No, no! We have to start all overagainlooking
for ways and means of greasing his hands.
In the meantime we're out ten thousand
dollars "

"Eleven thousand!"
"No The extra thousand you'll pay yo"""*

self, old man, as a punishment for being stub
born, for lettmg your Mongol ancestor-wor
shiping notions run away with your common
sense!"

ShengPao shook his head
"And yet—" he mumbled—"the man was

honest during so many months He seemed so
sincere about his worship of his maternal ances
tor. 1 can t understand it "

;;Wcll-ask him to explain!"
"I shall.
The Manchu did. Again he summoned O'Sul-

hvan who came smiling calmly, serenely-
1 though began Sheng Pao, "that youalways consult the. spirit of your ancestor?.'

Sure I do. Don't do a thing without him-
ever I does what he tells me—always."

O'Sum™'?™' thousand dollars, Mr.
"I asked him. Sure "

up 'oyou!' 'To do what?' sezi 't the chance
of makin' a swell little ski,, 7° Sz he, 'of
buyin' that little hash joint Sld^tartin' an A
Number One business o' v^r „ > •Rut,' sez I,
'd'ye think it honest?' 'c; '"iCr-ioi' sez that
honorable old SpanishLr. I"''' 'Ferif
yegive thatthere kale to '"•'"as yer
supposed to, ye'll be a°d n'Hi? a plain
case o' graft, and that \vf> n honorable,
woiilrl • ^vouldnt be non „"Geft'he poiSXutifT't f .

it cl' I?"
"I didn't think ye wonVli" n'c:„nivan

to the door. "AnVfi^. 9 Neighbor
hood o' my hash joint u '̂ rontin"® '̂

r'h-I'll biow°yer free andafeed o Chinee chop suey- '̂' "vinkcd
lessly-"done up with Spanish-irisb-A" '̂'
gra\v. So long, mister'" ^ ^

And he walked out into tne

"1 eats when I kin git it
I sleeps mos' all de time i»
1don't give a dog-gone ifdesu„ don't never sbme.
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See Wow Uasily
Wu Can Leant
to Vance This

J^w Way
If you can do the step illustrated in the chart
in lower corner, there is no reason why you
cannot easily and quickly master all of the
latest steps through Arthur Murray's method
of teaching dancing right in your own home.

N'O matter how skeptical you may be
about being able to learn to dance by

mail, this new course will quickly prove
to you that you can easily learn without
a teacher on the ground to direct your
steps—and without music or partner—
right at home.

Even if you don't know one dance step
from another, the.se new diagrams and
simple instructions will enable you to learn
any of the newest dances in an amazingly
short time. You don't need to leave your
own room—it isn't necessary to go into a
dancing class—or to pay large fees for
private instruction. All you need to do is
to follow the in.structions as shown on the
diagrams, practice the steps a few times to
fix them in your memorj- and there is no
reason why you should not be able to dance
on any floor, to either band or phonograph
music, and to lead, follow and balance cor
rectly, no matter how export your
partner may be.

Learn Any Dance in a Few y
Hours if

Whether you want to learn the Fox
Trot, One Step, Waltz, or Aniiur Mvrrav

. . , Dancino !>!-any of the newer steps, you snuaono \
won't have the slightest y<'"dcrbiiis V
difficulty in doing so through
this new method. Then, the FIRST

1 • Forward '
very next tune dancuig i. Begin with i

(Uroolly toi
starts you can surprise your loft. foot,

. 2. Step dlasor
friends by choosmg a part- ristit. pineino • iuj

ner and steppmg right out 3. ^raw^icn^i
with perfect confidence that ni'imhp5!"in
every step you make and
every movement is abso
lutely correct. Arthur Mur-
ray guarantees to teach u
you, or your lessons won't
cost you one cent.

More than 90,000 people
have learned to become

perfect dancers by mail, (A
aiid there is no reason why \W
90,000 more cannot learn

just as easily. In
fact, aboutfive thou- j
sand people a month ^
are becoming won
derful dancers

through Arthur Mur
ray's amazing new
method.

Good dancers are always
the most popular people in
their set—they never lack
partners and are invited

to every social event be
cause dancing is the most
popular form of recrea
tion, and good dancers are
always in demand. But be
sides this, good dancers al
ways have perfect mental
and physical control, ease
of manner, poise, are never
embarrassed, shy or timitl.

Courtesy Ulctro Pictures Corp.
Scene from the famous screen version of " The
Four Horsemen." showing Rodoph Valentino
in one of the wonderful Tango steps.

FIRST PART
Forward Waltz Step

1. Begin with left foot .mil step
(llroolly forwarU, weiKht on
loft foot.

2. Step diagonally forward to
riffht, plnelnc weight on riKlit
foot (SCO llliislration).

3. Draw left foot up to right
foot, wclBht on left.
That'.sal!. Simply follow the
numbers In the footrprliits.
Mftflter ilil9 part before going
further.

ly or tiinitl. Very often
they meet influen
tial people in thisi social way who are
veryhelpful to them
in business.

FREE: The

Fascinating
Tango

Simply fill in and
mail the coupon and
Arthur Murray will
immediately mail to

you the complete 16-lesson
dancing course. He will
also send you FREE the
complete diagrams of
three lessons in the
tango that was danced in
"The Four Horsemen," all
just as we have explained
it in this advertisement.

When your postman
hands the special sixteen-
lesson course to you, sim
ply deposit only S1.00 with
him, plus a few cents post
age, in full payment. Keep
the course for five days.
Practice all of the steps,
learn everything these six
teen lessons can teach you

and prove to vourfull satis-
FREE faction that yoxi havefound

Three Tango Lessons the quickest, easiest, and
Arthur Murray has dia- mOSt delightful Way tO
OTnmmed (he prinni^pal step.s Ipam to dance Then
m the famous Jan?o as Itd-Fll LU uuiiuc. xiicix,
danced byRodoiph Vaienibo within five days, if you de-
\n such a simplmed way thnt ^
you can quickly and easily gJre, yoU may TCtUm the
master this fascinating Tango, j it -ii
after you have the Murray course and your dollar will
foundation to .vour dancing. .1 j. j
Send for these Tango lessons be promptly returned to

SLrlHll'trwen!!" you. But If you decide to
ffc/u"" course—as you

I surely will —it becomes
your personal property

without fiu-ther paj'ments of any kind.
Every month thousands of men and

women are quickly learning to become
fine dancers through Arthur Murray s
methods of home instruction. Ihere is
no reason why you should not learn just
as easily and quickly. This offer is made
for a very limited time and may soon be
withdrawn, so you must act quickly if
you are to accept it.

ARTHUR MURRAY

Studio 726 290 Broadway, New York

Arthur Murray, Studio 726,
290 Broadway, New York

To prove that I can learn to dance ai homo in
one evening, you ma.v send the sixtewi-Je.sson
course and the Three Fascuiating I'REE Tango
lessons in plain cover, and when my postnmn
hands ft to me I will deposit with him only $1.00,
plus the few cents postage, in full payment, in
witliin five days. I (lecide to do so I may return
the course and you will refund my money with
out question.

City State.

Would You Like to Teach Dancing?.

If apt to bo out when po.stman calls you may
send one dollar, and we mil pay postage.



UNHEALTHY soil kills the best of
wheat. Unhealthy gutns kill the

best of teeth. To keep the teeth sound
keep the gums well. Watch for tender
and bleeding sums. This is a symp-
torn of Pyorrhea which afflicts foUT
out of five people over forty.

Pyorrhea menaces the body as well
as the teeth. Not only do the gu'Tis '
recede and cause the teeth to decay. '
loosen and fall out, but the infecting
Pyorrhea germs lower the body's
vitalityand cause manyserious ills. I

To avoid Pyorrhea, visit your •'
dentist frequently for teeth and m
guminspection.And use Forhan's
For the Gums. ,

Forhan's For the Gums will j
prevent Pyorrhea —or check its I'
progress—if used in time and -fi
usedconsistently.Ordinaryden- fjl
tifrices cannot do this. Forhan's v
will keep the gums firm and 9
healthy, the teeth while and beM
clean. Start using it today. If
gum shrinkage has set in. use
rorhan's according to direc-
ibns. and consult a dentist
immediately for special treat-

35c and 60c tubesinU.S.
•nd Canada.

PoTToata of
a. J. Forhao. D. O. 8.

FORtlAlf CO.
New Ycrk

'M

fOUR TEt
fH IT"

Forhan's
FOR THE GUMS

Elk's Musical Alarm Clock

CP
Wakes you up to "Auld Lang Syne"

prefer "Homn Sweet Home" or '-Dixie
h '̂tl m PlfVinK one of ihcsc .selc-ctiona may
, R, minut,rs—just as you

and i>c-vok^l Pol'shcdnickel
famoim h-^L, I liands and niimcntls and
face dcsisned on snow wliitu

base. Sturdy—
SMDairf tiiiic-kL-uper. Price J6.50
mon '̂y oVde^loday

RUDOLPH KOHNER & CO.
442 North La SaUc St., Chicago, Illinois

0 A I L MTO Send sketch or
1 U I p. in I ^ modui of your invention for
• examinalion. Write for FREE
——book and advice.

Jacobi &Jacofai, 374 Oaray Bidg., Wash., D. C.©SHORT-STORY WRITINQ
A nriictlcfll fcrty-ICB»"n cnursc in iho wriUntf and ova-

JCO pftga ^ataloo /rf<. PUaae addrfMt:

n, ^THE HOMECORReSPONDBNCC SCHOOLDr. EienwelD Pspt. 4« SprlnslUld. Mas*.

The Elks Magazine

The Human Exchange
{Coutinned from page 43)

On every hand and in innumerable ways the
usefulness and necessity of a Human Exchange
is e\ndent. Its opportunities are continually
cropping up in our daily lives if we will only
cultivate the proper spirit to improve them. It
is seldom we meet with any one who has not
something valuable to give us, if we are not too
proud to see and accept it. -A.nd the more the
principle is recognized by individuals, the easier
it will become for Nations. Nothing, as I said
at the beginning, but our egoism, our self-satis-
factton, stands in the way. As with Nations,
the average individual is so well pleased with
himself that he is loath to admit the possibility
of improvement. In fact, he is prone to resent
any superiority in another, and to regard tlie
admission of it as a slight upon, a diminution of,
his own cherished individuality. Even when he
can be brought to realize a fault in himself he
too often takes the childish stand that so is he
made and that is all there is to say about it.

He plumes himself on his preserxing his ego
intact, imperfections and all. His character is
set, and he does not propose to change it. We
must take him or leave him as he is. Again, like
Shylock, he is content with 'Til say it is my
humor." \Ye are all more or less like petty
kings in this respect, ignoring the fact that
change is the essence of development. Only so
can our natures become broadened and enriched.
Such are the uses of experience, and only so can
we make a friend of Time. Then to grow old
becomes not the loss we are too accustomed to
think it, but a gain. Our youth, %vith all its
advantages, is but a rough sketch of ourselves,
for our lives to fill in; and a grown man or woman
who is not a more valuable member of society,
as well as a more satisfactory human being to
himself or herself, presents a case of arrested
development.

But here we encounter another great oppor
tunity for the Human Exchange, never more
needed than here and now at the beginning of
a century in which Youth and Age—or, let us
better call it. Experience—never in any century
too friendly, seem particularly at loggerheads
with each other. Needless to say there are vir
tues and faults on both sides. And, though it
may seem to the maturing mind that Youth has
never been more hard-hearted in its arrogance,
never more impralitely ready to exclaim, with
Hamlet, "these tedious old fools," yet the
situation is probably no more exaggerated than
it was with our fathers before us.

"Crabbed age and youth" have never linked

together in that harmonj' which a little more
give and take on both sides should make possible
enough. But it is time they began to do so and
attempted a more intelligent rapprochement on
the basis of Human Exchange. There is no de
nying that in many ways ours is a very intelligent
century, and this one lesson of Time we should
have sense enough to apply, that "young fools"
and "old fools" are neither of them fools, but
both have wisdom which it is to their mutual
advantage to c.xchange. Experience is not
necessarily "crabbed," nor is every older man
a Polonius; whereas Youth, however cock-sure
and shortsighted it may be, has a freshness and
adri\ang force, a new eye for old problems, which
may well quicken, re-inspire and re-enforce that
experience which is apt to stand still on its
achievement, or swing toward reaction. Socra
tes, it will be recalled, was always eager to !)ring
his msdom to the test of younger minds, and
these, according to his dialogues, always ob
served the same attitude of receptivity which he
himself brought to them.

As with Youth and Experience so it is with the
Present and the Past. Old Presents have always
been impatient with old Pasts, though never
would it seem has a century been so determined
to cut loose from its predecessors as our own; to
suggest, with all of the seriousness^ of insanity,
the scrap-heap for the hoarded gains of Time.
This Futurist propaganda need not, however,
trouble us, for the simple reason that the thing
cannot be done.

But, though it were possible, there is enough
common-sense left in the world to realize that
noonecentury has ever had all the wisdom, and
that the Twentieth century is no exception.
Hereagain comcs in our Human Exchange. Ihe
Present is not infallible. Progress is not neces
sarily chronological. The Present can make
mistakes which the Past is weU equipped to
correct. The newest book is not necessarily the
wisest. Who was it that, whenever a new book
came out, always read an old one? Bath tubs
and gasolene are not the whole of wisdom, and
the Past has much to exchange with us far more
important than the aeroplane:

Though changes crowa about our heads
So furious and fast,

Would you understand the Present,
Dip a little in the J'ast . . •

Scorn not the W'isdom that OldTime
With blood and tears amassed.

The Present h:is no better friend,
Believe me, than the 1 ast.

Great Press Stuff
(.Continuedfrom page iq)

tremendously some good old family cooking and
altogether most contented, knowing it will be only
another four or fi\'e days before I shall be able to get
out and around.

" So you see, after all, the revered critic of the Boston
Star was very close to the truth when, commenting on
my performance, he wrote, 'Doubtless she will be back
home helping mother around the kitchcn ere long.'

"If opportunity affords, you may tell Jimmy that I
hope he will understand and find a partner very soon.

"Thanking you for many kindnesses in the past,
with sincere wishes for your continued success,

"I ain, appreciatively,
"Dixie Farn^ui."

As we finished reading I looked sharply at
Billy to see if he had got what I had from the
letter. .-Vll his face showed was disappointment.
"Well," he said, "she got word through—such
as it is."

I laughed. "God word through! Why, you
poor prune, she got through the story of her
life. .And when she'd told that she added
directions for finding her and even when she
expected me to come for her. Has my partner
got a noodleon her? Sweet Cookie, I'll say so."

"Unless you and Miss Farnam have a
code "

"Code, my foot. Run through the letter
again, from the beginning. It's sent to you bo-
cause she could and l>ccause she knew j'ou and
I are friends and you'd show it to me. Let the
first paragraph run for Sweeny; it's the business

that gave her the exxuse to write. The second
paragraph tells us what we already knmv, that
she isdefinitely retired from thestage. Knowing
that Gumming or her grandfather was going to
censor the letter, how else could shesay she was
being kept off the stage? 'This decision not
my decision, but—'this decision is unshakable.
Then she tells us that her arguments and in
ducements have been useless and warns us not
to try to reach her through Curnming- (ict it.

"Go on," Billy said, scratching his head
"Next, In case we didn't know it, she te Is us

she was in the wreck and m the same sentence
tells the extent of her injuries, evident y nothmg
to worrv much over. And then she slips m the
important item that she is at her grandparents

Wait, kid," BiUy interrupted
"Where do you extract 'grandpas house out
of what she's written?" ^

"Look; 'at home . . • old-fashioned^ atten
tions ... old family cooking. Doesn t that
draw a picture of an old-fashioned home filled
with old servants, old furniture and old folks?

"It doesnow," Billysmiled. _
"'Altogether most covtented, knomng Uwill be

only another four or Jive days before I shall he
able to get out and around.' Get it? Her knee
is coming along so well itwill be only (out or five
days before she will be able toget outandaround
the corner—to where I'll be waitmg lor her.
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"But where, Jinimy? Where's the address?"
"You poor sap, she couldn't enclose the street

number and color of tlie house; not with Gum
ming reading over her shoulder as she wrote.
So she told me where I could find the address.
' The critic of the Boston Slar was very close to
the truth . . . commcnliug on my performance'
Then Dixie credits him with something he didn't
say, knowing darn well I'd remember what he
said; that in more ways than one she reminded
him of ilary Towne. Dixie writes that that
was very close to the truth, and she tries to point
to the truth by ringing in the word 'mother' in
the fake comment of the critic. That must be
it, don't you see, Billy?"

"Sure, if for no other reason that I never saw
the notice nor heard of the critic; so why would
she be writing to me about it?"

"And then," I returned to the letter, "for
fear I might not look for the liidden message
in the letter, the poor kid wrote she trusted I
would understand and would 'find a partner
very soon.' Not a new partner—not another
partner, but a partner—the only partner. If
that isn't asking me to come and get her, what
is it?"

"DEFORE Billy could answer the 'phone in my
room rang. Billy took the message. "Send

them up," he said. "Flamer and the dick from
Boston," he explained.

With Mr. Flamer, a man of about forty, look
ing like a hundred down-town business men you
see on the street ever}' day, was a taller chap,
about my height and weight and maybe three
or four years older. I'm a fairly nifty dresser,
but the way thisdude wore his clothes made me
look like something that came out of a second
hand store. He was as homely as Hoboken, but
perhaps on account of the very irregularity of
his features they had a positive attractiveness,
strengthened by the twinkle in his little brown
eyes and the upward quirk at either end of Iiis
wide mouth. And his hair was rusty red.

"Mr. King," Flamer introduced liim. "You'll
want to look over his report, I know."

One paragraph in the report I'll remember till
they put me away for keeps.

"The Reverend Paul Matthew Sturgess of 1147
B Street, Boston, produced records with dates
to show that he was the officiating clergyman at the
marriage of Hannah Louise Lombrell, of Marieville,
South Carolina, to Ernest Lee Farnam of Baltimore,
Md. An entry in the Reverend Sturgess' diarj' for
that date read.s, 'Quiet wedding in parsonage, Miss
Lombrell and Mr. Farnam. My first theatrical
wedding, Mrs. Farnam being none other than Mary
Towne, the actress, whose charm of person and
manner have (deservedly, I submit) fascinatcd local
theater patrons and critics.'"

Statements from several others established
beyond doubt that Mary Towne's family name
had been Lombrell. Comparing the photograph
of her which King had brought with one of
Dixie in a smiliar pose was proof almost in itself
that she was Dixie's mother. Mary Towne's
mouth may have been a little straighter, but the
bigdark eyes, (he square little chins, the straight,
independent, saucy noses and the soft contours
of both faces were identical.

I told Mr. Flamer the details of my hail-and-
farewell to the sunny, hospitable South.

"Um," he grunted. "They've put her in a
bag and sewed it up. At tlie first suspicion of
any move on your part that alienist will recom
mend a long sea voyage or commitment to some
sanitarium where you'll be unable to find her.
What do you want to do?"

"I want," I said slowly, "to get my partner
out of her grandparents' house, out of the State
and into N"ew York—without landing in jail
on a kidnaping charge."

"Are you positive Miss Farnam wants to be—
er, rescued? What about the telegram announc
ing her retirement %vhich Blum received?"

"Here it is," remarked Billy, taking the wire
from his pocket.

'^Am withdrawing from theatrical life—" I
didn't need to read any further.

"Dixie never wrote tliat," I said. "Nobody
in vaudeville would ever wire their agent that
they were 'withdrawing from theatrical life.'
Gumming probably sent this. I know Dixie is
waiting for me."

Mr. Flamer shot a quick glance at King. He,
in turn, nodded, a slight grin further upturning
the corners of his mouth.

"Under the circumstances," Flamer rose, "I

think my agency would not care to be ofEcially
connected with this matter. However, if King
wants to take a week or two off, on your time,
Mr. Lodge, I'll be glad to let him."

"I get you," I grinned.
"I'm for you, kid," said King, holding out his

hand toward me. Then, when Moody and
Flamer had gone, breaking a long study of
Dixie's picture, he said, "The first thing is to
locate the young lady; undoubtedly at the
Lombrell home, Marieville or Essburgh; in
that region, anyway. Next, get a message to
her, secretly, telling her that we are coming for
her on a certain day, about a certain hour.
Then, at the appointed time, go get her. That's
all there is to that."

"Except to get away," I added.
"I've already doped that out," King grinned.

"Now let's sleep on it, kid, and grab that morn
ing train for Essburgh."

The next morning, rolling swiftly south, King
took me out in the vestibule of the sleeper.
"Here's how we rescue the lady, kid. I'm going
back to my old trade for the occasion. I used
to be a book-agent; a demon. Consequently
I'm familiar with small towns and small town
people. The stranger in any small burgh is
always an object of curiosity. To Gumming
and the Lombrells at this time he would be an
object of suspicion."

"While a book-agent or a peddler, canvassing
the town, would be accepted as such," I nodded.

"Great head, kid. Question: what ^\^ll I
sell? What'll I be peddling when I go to your
partner's house to tip her off that the Yanks are
coming?" I saw he really was undecided.

"What's the matter with liniment? Miss
Farnam has a sprained knee—^—" '

"The boy has brains," King rattled on.
"The old folks may have rheumatism. Let's
hope so. Every rheumatic will try any cure
once. I'll be selling a wonderful new liniment
guaranteed to ease pain, relieve strain, soothe
aches, chilblains, barber's itch and—wait a
minute. Where is the tip-off to your partner in
that spiel?"

"There isn't any," I said. Then came an
idea. " But there might be in cold cream. She's
been buying it by the pound to use in putting
on and taking off her make-up for a year."

"Noble brow!" He pitched his voice a tone
higher. "Ladies and gentlemen, I also offer for
your approval this mar\'elous cold cream, made
from the recipe of a famous stage beauty, war
ranted to remove freckles, unsightly blemishes,
sun and wind burn and to restore the velvety
bloom of youth to the withered cheeks of age."
He paused a moment. "But to make sure—to
make Miss Farnam sure—I ought to have a
couple of lines from your act. Somewhere in
my chatter, if I could ring in the title of one or
two of your songs—get the idea? "

"We've been doing a special number, written
for us, never published, called 'That's My Idea
of Heaven.'"

"Great. Give me some more."

'T'HE plan we knocked together that day was
followed straight through, up to the very

finish. But nobody could have foreseen the
thing Gumming did then which almost ruined
the party.

At the hotel in Essburgh King registered me
as his brother. Then we separated to accom
plish the things we'd decided upon. My first
job was to bulldozea little job-printer into prom
ising for delivery that same day two batches
of labels, one to read "King's—the Wonder
Liniment." And tJie other, on a narrow strip
of mauve paper to reach around the cold cream
jars, " Creme de la Geraldine Garden. C'cst la
crcmc de la crcmc."

Then I bought some bottles, two sizes, sample
and regular liniment size. A drug store sold me
a gallon of their own liniment preparation with
out asking a question. In another store I
picked up a dozen empty cold cream jars,
porcelain, and in still another shop, several tins
of cheap cold cream. I had the jars filled and
the bottles filled and corked, ready for the labels,
when King returned to the hotel that evening.

"Luckj' break to-day," he grinned. "Got all
the dope on old man I-ombrell, even to the loca
tion of his house. Boy, we're up against some
thing bigger than we thought. Lombrell not
only lives in Marieville; he u Marieville. He
owns it, bank, baker>', boot store and butcher

{Continued on page 64)

IF, after smoking ten, you
don't like our cigars—you

needn't pay us.

We make cigars and sell
them by the box direct to you
at only one cost of handling
and one small profit.

Based oa customers' estimates,
you save upwards of 7c on each
cigar. We seU them at less than 8c
each by the box. Friends teU us the
cisaris equal to any 15c smoke.

Our El Nelsor is a 4*4'-inch
cigar—all long Havana and Porto
Rico filler. Genuine Sumatra loaf
wrapper. Hand-made by adult
makers in clean surroundings.

Send for a box of so. postage
prepaid. Smoke ten. If aftersmok-
ing tpn cigars the box doesn't
seem worih S3.75. return the 40
unsmoked cigars within ten days.

In ordering please use your let
terhead or use the coupon, filline
in theline marked "Reference.'
Also tell us whether you prefer
mild, medium, or strong cigars.

You take no risk. You pay
nothing if the cigars don't please.
Send your order voui.

HERBERT D. SHIVERS, Inc.
37 Runic St., Philadelpbia, Pa.

Sendforfree catalog /

Only
$^73JorSO
^ J high-grade cigars

r 1

Send no Moneys Jl
Herbert D. Shivers. Inc. ^
37 Bank Street, Philadelphia. Pa.

Please send me a bo* of so El Nelsor cigars. If.
after smoking ten. I decide the bo* is worth J3-7S.
I agreetosend you thatamount. If I decideitian t
worth that amount. I agree to return the 40 un-
amoked cigars within ten days with no obligation.

• Strong O Medium • Mild

I—.-Vddress - —

Easy To Fill
HERE'S a real tobacco pouch. Patent

closingdevice prevents tobacco spilling
1 out into pocket. Opens easy, closes tight.

Handiest, most practical pouch you
ever laid eyes on. LOCKTITE

k. keeps tobacco right. GenuineI suede leather, $1.25; goatskin,
$1.50; velvet calf, buck, pigskin

at

Made and Fully Guaranteed by
TheF. S. MILLS CO., Inc., Gloversville, N.Y. j

COTCH COLUES, Pedigreed. Show
Dogs or Workers, Shipped Anywhere.

W. L. CLARK
1833 E. 28th AVE. DENVER, COLO.
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Delicious

The flavor that
pleases every
taste —the de
lightful charm
of wintergreen
— its use is

"a smslMe^
habi^

Qood for the teeth ^

PepsinGum

American Chicle Co,

^^®DIAMONDS
at 60%

Market Price
Thia snappy perfectly cat dia>
mond 7-8 —3-32 ct. at {52.60 ainons

J""* TdKjgB^B bargains wa list. Manv other big
"S valae9inoarlist9.Buyiv£'j;£. lA>an

waWtfy valacs the price basis, not market
fcolS^HF valaca. This 76 year old dioTnond

• #-~i3tTllffiri\ oanlcino firm haa thoaBands unpaid
SeSHM louiB and other bargains mdst sell NOW.

Vi - >/n wS • Why Pay Full Prices 11
iDaWnrt itodlanio^Mntfori^solutelyfreeeienilna-
V tJonataurriak. Mo obllsatioD. Nocosttoyoo.
\!a IV Sent/forLaiestUstDiamond Bar^loa deecribedindetafl. TelUof I

ffuarant4ed loan valtus, Qallffl1(«d exchanee ^
vnvUtgo. dctnlln of frco aumlsntlon. &ndn^.
JOS. OeROY & SONS 7397 OftRoy Bids.Only Opposite Po»t Ofnce;>^ftgtbugh;_ga^ |

Solid Gold—Exact Size
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shop, not to mention plantations for miles
around the town. No children, no close rela
tives; only one grandchild to leave it all to."

"Dbde?"
King nodded. Then he grinned. "And she

chooses you. No offense, kid. Love is a won
derful thing, I'll tell the cock-eyed world."

Bright and early the next morning, carrying
our bottles and jars, King led me to a garage
on a sid street He pointed to a car inside.
It had a closed box-body such as dry goods
delivery autos commonly have. At the rear
were two doors in each of which was a small
oval mirror curtained with white dotted Swiss.
The chassis was small, the regular chassis and
engine of a popular car manufacturer. On the
sides of the car in big letters was painted

KING'S—THE WONDER LINLMENT

"Used to belong to a florist," Kingexplained.
" But take a look inside of it now."

Opening the reardoors andstepping up on the
step fastened to the rear of the car I saw inside
the body a steamer chair, heaped with' comfort
able cushions, two thermos bottles in a frame
attached to the side and a camp-stool.

"Miss Famam should ride comfortably
enough in there, eh, kid?" King smiled.

I picked up from the floor a peculiar looking
gun with the barrel of a revolver but fitted with
an odd handle or butt.

"What thQ deuce "
King laughed. "A relic of my book-agent

days. An ammonia gun. A bulb filled with
ammonia. Press the bulb—raw ammonia
squirts its fumes all over the place. I first
bought it to soothe savage dogs with. It's
been useful on other animals several times. I
just chucked it in in case—well, just in case."

It was noon when we came in sight of the
Lombrell mansion. Through the small, square
opening in the front wall of the delivery body
in which I was riding, I saw one of those old
houses the like of which hasn't been built since
Grant and Lee shook hands and decided to call
it a day. From the main highway, a long,
narrow, graveled driveway meandered through
herb, bush and vine growing neath the cooling
shadeof widemagnolialeaves to a broad veranda
encircling the house. On all .sides lawns, la^vns
so expansive it would take four men four days
to mow them once. Around it all there was one
of those New Orleans iron fences, seven feet or
more high, the sharp points of its close-set iron
pickets bent outward at a forty degree angle.

Acouple of gardeners merely glanced at King
as we drove through the gate. Reaching the
house, King maneuvered the car to give me a
view of the veranda through the small oval
iftdndows in the rear doors.

On the veranda, watching King, was a tall,
slender old gentleman, erect, aristocratic and
proud, if the cold gray eyes under his thin,
arched eyebrows were any indication. When
King shut off the motor, the hum of a woman's
voice, reading, reached from further down the
veranda, where a large folding screen obstructed
the view. Then came King's voice, ingratiating
and yet assured.

"Wiil you permit me to talk to the mistress
of the house if it is convenient for her, sir?"

"In reference to what," Mr. Lombrell asked.
King didn't give him a chance to say another

word through three minutes of rollicking, amus
ing liniment sales-talk. When he finished, the
old gentleman had a bottle of the liniment under
his nose, getting its odor.

"Mother," he called.
A section of the folding screen was swung

back by a big colored woman in nurse's uniform.
A sweet little elderly woman, quite stooped,
walked toward Lombrell. Behind her^ propped
up in a cushioned wicker chair, a crutch at her
side, one slender wrist thickened by a taped
bandage, satDixie, ascool andcalm andenticing
in a fluffy dress as any one could wish. Praise
be—not a scratch on her lovely facc!

"Mrs. Lombrell," I heard King say, "it was
my intention to offer you a jar of our famous
coldcream. But after seeing you, once again I
appreciate the vast superiority of nature over
manufactured substitutes."

Mrs. Lombrell's old eyes brightened. "John,

the young man flatters me. But I enjoy it.
Buy some of his wares."

"Perhaps the young lady looking like a paint
ing by a master artist as she reclines in that
chair there would like to sample our cold cream."
Dbde glanced at him, amused. "This cream is
made from the private recipe of a famous stage
beauty, Geraldine Garden. Perhaps you have
some of her phonographic records. Have you
heard her latest—just a moment, I'll think of the
name of it—oh, yes; that beautiful song enti
tled, 'That's My Idea of Heaven.'" King rat
tled on.

Through the slit of the curtain I saw Dixie go
white. Her hand on the armchair trembled.
Only foran instant; then she coolly reached for
her crutch and rose from the chair.

"May I see a jar of that cream?" she asked.
"What is the price?" She examined its texture.

"Sixty cents a jar, miss. But I must explain
that I can not accept any money. I'm ^
salesman. I am simply an advance man A
collector follows me—two days behind me.
I couldn't tell from Dixie's expression whether
she was absorbing King's real meaning or not.
"I can leave you a bottle of the liniment, be
sidesa samplebottle, the complimentsofour
pany, and I can also leave with you a °
cream for the immediate relief of any of '
ments we all are liable to. On Wednesday, when
our collector comes, you may pay him for
bottle and jar and order more, or you may re
turn them to him without it costing you a penny.
Ladies and Mr. Lombrell, I thank you for your
kindness and interest." .v

There was puzzlement in Dixie's eyesas ^
followed him from the veranda to the dnv
seat of the car.

"Good day, good people," King "
' You may expect my partner—in a car jUS

this—about this hour on Wednesday. . fjr< jq
pared''—he noisily slapped the gears ui
give him your money. Good day."

As we rolled down the long °^;ie
gates, looking back, I saw Dixie, a r tjer
onher lips,rub gentlyoverher cheeka bit
favorite theatrical cold cream. . .

To make our story good, allay sH '̂̂ ^^^rvous-
to keep me from going coo-coo with "j. .j-jj,.
ncss, we went to all the near-by houses, aib
uting liniment and cold cream.

J-JOW we passed the next day,I'H
untilKing tells me; thismuch didpe .

however. I was to drive to the Lombrm
the following day, Wednesday. Y''tn\vard
slipped into the car, I was to drive bac
Essburgh but, five miles from it, take
the left that would carry us into Summe
express stop on the Coast Line railroad-
was to meet us there with tickets and sleep •

"Good luck, kid," he called out We .^yqu'U
morning as I drove out of the garage- ,-^ce,
be actmg to-day to a small but critical auu
so you'd better be good." thinking

A few miles from Marieville, I I cneed-
more of what was ahead of me than ^dana
°™fter when a motor-cycle cop with ^ ' ^{ust,
pulled up over his mouth to keep out t ,
^urted past me and held up a warning
Cussing myself for speeding on a day ^liich
I pulled off the main road into a cut-
^^"puld save me traveling through the m
of Marieville. „ lace I

Approaching the gate of the jlfs pre-
saw the same two men I'd seen two d ^
viously in the same place, puttering ^ .{^ruck
same bushes. Another suspicious where
me: they were white men, in a county
colored help IS usually employed ywere
ot thing. There was but one answer, t" y
guards employed to prevent any King
escape Dixie mightmake. I wondered why
had made no provision for anything of JHve
But it was too late then to doanythingbu ,
on in and try to make my " Good morning
pa^ed as cheery as possible. a,

The big colored nurse and Dixie, .ug
sunshade, were alone on the veranda, j
steps leading down to the driveway,
the crutch, a stout cane, resting against Dixi
knee, was dumbly eloquent of her improvemeni.

{Cojilitiucd Oft page 66)
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anil readiness. When I had jockeyed the car to cut
off a view of the rear doors from any one standing
on the veranda, and yet so set to allow the quick
est possible get-away toward the gates, Di.vie
glanced up from her book and saw me. Before
either of us could speak, Grandpa Lombrell
showed himself in the door to the house.

"Good morning, sir," I called, jumping down
from the scat but leaving the motor running.
"How many bottles of liniment can I sell you
this morning? " Without waiting for his answer,
as though anticipating a large order, I ran around
to the back of the car, threw open the doors and
jumpedup on the step. Analmost imperceptible
nod from Dixie showed she understood the steps
she was expected to take.

"And how many jars of the cold cream?" I
called. But Mr. Lombrell's attention had been
distracted by something else. Following his
glance, through the gates, far down the road I
saw the cloud of dust raised by a small car bemg
driven rapidly from the direction of the village-

"How many jars of the cream, please? I
repeated impatiently. , . ,

"I'll not take any, thank you," Dixie replied.
Mr. Lombrell turned to her in surprise. i

thought you liked it." „
"No better than a dozen other brands,

Dixie stated.

'T^HE cloud ofdust down the roadwas appreci
ably closer. I wondered if in it were an ollicer

and Gumming with the warrant for my arrest
he had prepared. Glancing at Dixie I saw lier
lips_ frame the words, "Hurry! Hurry "?•
Indicating the big nurse, she nodded comtor
inglyas though to assure me she would take care
of getting rid of her opposition. ,5,,

"No better than a dozen other brands, eh'
I repeated as surlilyas I could. "Well, there are
plenty of Janes who know as much about coia
creams as any small-town skirt who do like it.

Quick resentment flared in the old gen
man's eyes.

"Sally," Dixie said curtly, "go to my room,
get the jar and return it to this V
I_saw her object, of course. But Sally,
giving assent, yet waited, her eyes on

"Oh, keep the jar," I growled. "I'llbete\ ^
woman in the house has had her fingers m it
this time." _ t Vi H

Lombrell flushed with anger. Seeing I ^
him going, I continued. " Give me the m >
for the liniment and I'll be on my way-
used to cheap tricks like this." .

"Sally!" The old gentleman's voice
with outraged dignity. "Fetch the jar irom
Miss Dixie's room and also the bottle
scoundrel's friend left. Hurry on!"_ , „

As the nurse left the veranda, Dixie rose
her chair. ,

"Listen, old-timer," I said, loudly, Lft
you get that stuff—<//e bottle my
He always leaves two bottles." I "'as
rehearsed ground once again. "What ar y
trying to do—beatme out of the price ot a lou >
bottle of liniment? That's a hell of a ~~ ,

"Dixie!" Lombrell turned „«p'"
"^You may leave us, please. Go in the
Dixie started slowly toward the door. jg
gentleman whirled on me. "Take yo"|;,5 " If
and your car and your dirty, blackguardly „
off my grounds before I have you throu"

Ducie, ten feet behind him, had ^toPP
the nurse, ^vas ,"°'\trntionsight. If I could keep Lombrell s ® ^da,

riveted on me until Dixie crossed the ^
slipped down the stairs reached the rear
car and climbed into it . leap I

Blackguard me, \vill you!" IQ ° ,h of his
was over the veranda raU and had noi"
coat-lapel. from

"I don't have to take that kind of ^^.jiently
anybody, understand?" Dixie, limpi'̂ S
across the veranda, reached the steps-

'I %vant to know "
"Take your filthy hands oS me!" , j.
Dixie was darting to%vard the rear of tne <-

Takeyourhands off or by G , jf,ors
Dixiedisappeared behind the car. The

swung back—shut. A motor horn sounoea
down at the gate. A small roadster was maKuie
the turn off the main road. -mo-

Releasing Lombrell, I jumped overthe railing
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up into the .seat of-the car. The next moment,
the exhaust roaring, she shot forward.

"Stop that man!" Lombrell shouted, cupping
his hand over his mouth.

Just outside the gate, the driver of the road
ster brought it to a stop as he saw me racing
down the driveway toward him. Leaning out,
he called to one of the guards, pointing to me.
And as he leaned out from under the shade of
the top into the glare of the noonday sun I
recognized him. Judge Gumming! In another
minute he would be sure to recognize me. The
nose of his car, just inside the gate, was blocking
our escape. Seeing the trap, instinctively I
reduced the speed of my car.

A motor-cycle horn squawked savagely.
Shooting around the comer, a traflSc cop brought
his machine to a sudden stop at the gate. Pulling
dowTi the bandana drawn over his mouth as he
leaped _from his machine, he angrily waved
Cumming to pull back out of the gate. Gum
ming protested. As though to do it himself, the
officer jumped on the running board and laid
his gloved hand on the wheel. Gumming
resentfully tried to brush it off. In a flash, the
Judge had been shoved aside and the officer was
behind the wheel, backing the roadster.

But the two guards, after their first surprise,
started running toward the little car. One on
either side, rapidly they closed in on it.

Cumming, struggling with the officer, sud
denly leaned forward. He shouted something to
the bigger of the guards. He, in turn, stopped,
turned around, saw me barely thirty yards from
the gate. He ran back through the gate toward
me, tugging at something in Wship pocket.

"Jimmy!" Dixie's tense face was framed in
the square hole behind me. "If he draws a gun,
slow up; slow up—but don't stop."

Down at the gate, the shorter guard jumped
on the ranning board of the roadster. Ghin first
he ran into a terrific jolt concealed in the right
fist of the officer. Spinning clear around he
dropped backward off the car into the gravel
of the road. The car crept back a foot further
before Cumming threw himself on the officer.

"Pull up!" Thirty feet in front of me, on my
left, I looked into tJie barrel of an automatic,
in the steady hand of the big guard.

I crawled ten feet closer wiUiout answering.
"Stop that car!"
From the house far behind us came the con

fused shouts and uproar of servants and gar
deners.

"All right," I called to the guard. Slowly the
car crept forward until the front wheel hub cap
was abreast of him.

"Lean forward; close your eyes!" Dixie's
whisper carried to me.

J BENTover, reaching for theemergency brake.
A hissing, swishing sound was instantly fol

lowed by an agonized cry. Strong ammonia
fumesrecalledKing'sgun. I lookedat the guard.
He was rubbing his eyes on his shirt-sleeve,
rocking back and forth in blind pain.

"Oh, Gee, I'm sorry," Dixie whispered.
"Hurry!" she urged.

A moment later we raced through the gate,
skittered on the loose gravel and swung into
the liighway—free. Penetrating the roar of the
enginecame the rapid bark of a revolver. King
was emptying his gun into the roadster's gas-
tank. Cumming would not follow us in that car.

Running to his motor-cycle, King mounted
and veered it into the dust we were raising.
But not until we turned into the Summerton
road did he pull alongsideand motion me to pull
up at one side of the road. T3dng his machine
to Uie car, he took the wheel, telling me to hop
inside with Dixie. I didn't need to be asked
twice.

"If I'd had the sense the Lord gives geese,
honey," Dixie finally told .me, "I'd have known
the telegram about Grandma's illness was a
decoy. Three days before, I'd received a letter
from Judge Gumming stating that my folks
opined I'd run wild lofi| enough and would I
pleasecomehome and niind the gold-fish before
I was dragged there. You see, I boastfully sent
grandma—^grandma's my friend—a copy of
Variety containing the wonderful notice we got
for our Palace showing. How could I guess Sie
would leave it around for grandpa to pick up
and read a paragraph I had overlooked which
reported the rumor that Lodge and Famam
were soon to be married? Grandpa's first words

{Continued on page 68)
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Great Press Stuff
{Continuedfrom page 67)

when they lifted the Pullman car off my chest
were to the effect that now that I'd been saved
to the family they were going to have my head
examined regularly until I decided to abandon
the stage—^and you."

"Then it was your grand-dad who lifted you
into his car after the wreck?"

"He'd come over to Essburgh to meet me and
drive me home."

Dixie was silent for a moment. "Poor old
grandpa, wth his blind, senseless hatred of the
theater; justbecausemymother went on the stage
against his wishes—a Lombrell! play-acting for
the public!—married into a theatrical family
and obeyed grandpa when in a towering rage
he wrote forbidding her ever to enter his house
again.

"Judge Cumming, who's so old-fashioned
he always thinks of actors as hungry and walking
railroad ties, believed it was my money and not
my fatal beauty which was attracting you."
Unexpectedly Dixie turned my face toward her.
Her big eyes were misty as she searched deep
into mine. "You'll—you'll be satisfied with—
with just me, Jimmy? I can't bring much else
to you, after what's happened to-day."

"Even that is more than I deserve," I told
her, after first giving her a more convincing
answer. , ,

Dixie sighed happily. "Tricky httle letter
I wrote, wasn't it. Being allowed that one
letter was the price I paid for telling Judge
Cumming he could sign my name to all the
business telegrams and letters he wanted to
send. I gave grandma—grandma's a love—I
gave her the key to that letter this morning.
And what do you think she said?" Dude
snuggled closer to me. "She said, Tf your
young man understands the letter and takes
the risk ofcoming for youhimself, I'U believe he
really thinks a heap of you, honey.' "

"Well, she knows it now, bless her," I smiled.
It was late afternoon when we reached Sum-

merton, an hour before the north-bound express
was due. , ,,, ^ ,

"Jimmy, dear," Dixie requested, lets find
the Telephone Company's office. I promised
Grandma, if I got away, I'd ringher up as soon
as possible."

A FEW minutes later, listening in over the
extension Dixie insisted upon, I heard Mr.

LombreU's voice, clear and distinct over the
long distance wire.

"That you, honey? Where are you-all?
"In Summerton, grandma, waiting for the

train." , .
"Listen to me, child; I admire your young

man. So does yout grand-dad. It's been so

long since anybody sassed him back he rather
enjoyed it. That is, he did after I reminded
him of the way he talked to my dad one night
fifty years ago. Now tell me, honey, does your
young man know he'll make you-all a pauper
if he marries you? "

"Yes, grandma. But that doesn't seem to
make any difference to him."

"Well, that's true-love selfishness, honey.
I told your grand-dad this afternoon after you-all
nearly wrecked the household that it would not
make any difference to either one of you. And
he said, honey, he finally said, 'Well, if they
insist on getting married, the least wecould dofor
our grandchild before disinheriting her would be
to hold the wedding here in our own home,
don't you think?' So I said yes, I thought so,
you beinga Lombrell and the neighbors so eager
to gossip."

"Grandma! You dear old love of a fraud"—
Dixie suddenly checked herself. "But Judge
Cumming? How about him? "

" Neversawa man so hoppingmad in my life,
honey. He swore he'd prosecute your young
man in eveiy court in the Union for inciting
holes ip his gas-tank, or some such thing. But
finally your grand-dad persuaded him around
to his point of view."

IIWhat is that. Grandma?"
"Honey, to-morrow is the golden anniversary

of our wedding. And as yourgrand-dad says,
after fifty years of happiness together, there's
only such a few years left to us to make other
people happy that not to do so for those we love
seems downright onery." Followed a brief
silence. "I don't reckon you-all could get back
here to-night, could you?"

Dixie looked at me. I leaned over in front of
the transmitter.

'IWe can try, Mrs. LombreU," I said.
1 wish you would, Jimmy. We can put up

i^t charming red-haired friend of yours, also.
If he would care to come. I hope so. When a
woman reaches my age she does so love to be
nattered by a young man." The sigh she gave
rarned forty miles. "Well, I reckon I'd bestbe
fixing to have something for you-all to eat when
you arrive. Most likelyyou'll be perishingwith

children, for a few h^rs."A. golden anniversary," I said to Dixie,
brealung a long silence on our ride back to
ManevUle. "Sweetheart, when we're fifty
years married "

I so," Dixie murmured, pursing up her red lips.
silence, broken by a littlechuckle from my partner. „

I was just thinking, Jimmy; won't aU this
make great press stuff for our a^t!"

Big Leaguers
{Continuedfrom page ji)

admired Jacobson's ambition anddeterminationand helped him in every way hecould.
"That boy is big and green,' he said, but

some day he is going to make a ball player, be
cause his heart and soul is in it.'

They quite a lot ofJacobson out m St.
Louis now. _ , . ^

What made the old Baltimore Onoles
great team it was may be traced to the brains
and ambition of the players on its roster. Never
wasa smarter groupgatheredtogether than one
which contained such men as McGraw, Jenmngs,
Robinson, Keeler and Kelley. They thought,
ate, slept and dreamed baseball. If a man had
a wealcness they eradicated it. If die team had a
weakness they worked to strengthen it. They
evolved new plays overnight and sprang them
on an astonished foe in the afternoon. They
studied eveiy weakness of opposing teams and
took advantage of it. They even had the ground-
keeper rebuild the diamond to suit the exigencies
of the day's battle. They weregreat players be
cause they thought more of the game than they
did of anything elseand because they gave their
whole time to it.

The average player of to-day is through with
the game as soon as he dresses and leaves the

wSiVWK 1^^ that he has distractions
a former day did not have,

w 7 ^ "^oves faster now. The automobUe
made it possible to tr^el

distances in litUe time. The
™F salaries and have more money

amusement. .„. ,
players who are wiUmg to

examnlp ^ u themselves. A notable
S STy Cobb^^ ambition and persistence will

When Cobb first came to the major leagues
M as a promising recruit,
baf 5 certain weaknesses at
couIhS^ in the morning and if hecouldn t get some other player to pitch to hmi
hfttW VkS "P boy and practise
biebfil himself into the marvelous

T*" is through hard work.
hnSLT has talked ^^th Cobb about
h^^h i '•^alize how thoroughly he

nn ^ mastered the game. We askedteU us why a great battersuch Mhe issometimes fell intoa battingslump.
. Certainly, he answered instantly, I gt-tto stepping wrong. I get into the habit un
consciously and then as soon as I become con-
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scious of it I try to correct it. The result is that
my concentration is broken. To hit properly a
batter must concentrate on the pitcher. He
must see the ball as soon as he can after it leaves
the pitcher's hand and fix his whole mind on
keeping his eye on it. When I am stepping wrong
I get to worrying about my feet. The result is
that I am trying to do two things at once. As
soon as I correct the fault I don't think about my
feet any more, concentrate on the pitcher and
begin to hit again."

There is the result of studying your game.
When the ordinary batter gets into a slump he
hasn't any idea what the matter is. He just
knows that he isn't hitting. Knowledge comes
only as the result of patient experimenting and
real study.

There is many a man in the minor leagues
to-day who has ail the natural ability necessary
to win him a place in the major leagues. But
he has neither the will power nor the ambition
to make the extra effort required of him. He
hasn't the faculty of rising to or sustaining him
self at greater heights.

We remember distinctly a particular case.
Once when wc %vere with the Yankees at their
training camp thej' had a young pitcher with all
sorts of natural ability. He had the build and
the speed and he could put as much stuff on the
ball as anybody. But instead of realizing that
he was on the first rung of the ladder he assumed
that he had reached the top. He regarded him
self as a full-fledged major leaguer. He wouldn't
take his work seriously and he wouldn't listen
to any advice. He went back to the minor
leagues and has never come up again.

Consider other tilings aside from baseball.
There is football, for instance. Charley Brickley
of Harvard was one of the greatest drop kickers
who ever wore a cleated shoe. His ability was no
accident. He used to take a football home with
him every summer and he practised drop kicking
by the hour.

When Jack Dempsey first started to be a pro
fessional pugilist his main asset was a right hand
punch. He worked with his left hand until he
developed the most dangerous left hook that has
ever been seen or felt in a ring.

So it goes. Speed and strength and weight
play their part, but a man must have brains and
ambition and the courage to carry a thing
through before he properly can be called a real
big leaguer.

This Way to the Books!
{Conl'imted from page 24)

Flowing Gold
By Rex Beach

OATHER shamefacedly we confess that we
have seldom flown to the works of this

popular writer for literary entertainment and
sustenance—which has obviously been our loss.
But we made up for our omissions by devouring
his very latest with all the gusto of a real Beach
"fan."

Flowing gold is oil, and in this particular
instance the oil that bubbled forth in Texas
just after the war, made millionaires overnight,
saw Jerremy Diddler towns grow in an afternoon
and put the odor of excitement and danger in
the nostrils of many of these restless souls who
from Alaska to the Panhandle have furnished
Mr. Beach with hero material. Rex Beach has an
almost perfect formula for a leading man in a
novel of this sort: a gentleman, but with a shirt
of mail beneath his dinner coat; not a discernible
streak of physical weakness, a distinct "manner"
with the women (gentle yet monarchical) and,
most important, a shadow of mystery, sorrow
or injustice hanging about him so that at times
his face hardens with feeling, his lips straighten
and aU the success he is meeting or working so
hard for seems "stale, flat and unprofitable."

There indeed is the portrait of Calvin Gray—
come to Dallas "broke," reckless, mocking,
under a cloud, yet sweeping difficulties and
poverty away with a magic touch.

The people one would meet in any "boom"
country fill in the chinks of his days, and some
of the chinks of liis heart. In a word, it is a
thrilling book—a man's book, and so, of course,
a woman's book also.

We regret a little that Gray did not get the
{Cojilinued on page 70)

Make Your Playground Appropriation Go Farther
engineers has planned, built and equip
ped many of the largest and most
complete playgrounds in the world.

Write for details of our service. With
out the slightest obligation we will
gladly send complete information to
gether with illustrated catalogue of
Fun Ful Playground Apparatus.

Whatever size your playground ap
propriation, make it do the maximum
good for the kiddies in your community.
Select apparatus that is not only sub
stantial and durable, but is also most
healthful for growing youngsters.

An organization of playground ex
perts is at your service. Our staff of

Hill-Rtandard Co ANDERSON, INDIANA

Our Service
Department •wilt

assist you
'iVilh your

playground
underlakings.

Let us help you
select equipment that,

will prove
most practical

for your
requirements.

w PLAYGROUND EQUIPMENT

Stop!
The only liquid that will silently and
quickly find all leaks anywhere in cool
ing syatem and stop them perma-
nently, in from 5 to 10 minutes.

RADIATOR NEVERLEAK
is guaranteed not to impair or clog the
cooling system in any way. It adds
years of life to your radiator by pre
venting rust and scale from forming.
There is a secret in every can. It is at
your service for 50c and 75c.
Entire natiafBctiun Kunranteed or miinoj- n fiinricil.

WriU for free *'S<crct Scrviec" Unnkfr/.

Buffalo Specialty Company
402 [ilicoH street /

A Hi- 4-m
'• li—- '

Learn to Draw
at Home

Illustrators, Cartoonists, Commercial Artists
earn big money. S:2.5 to SlOO a week and
inore. Learn at home in spare time under
personal direction of one of America's most
famous newspaper, magazine, advertisingartists
of 35 years' successful experience.

BE AN ARTIST
Delightful, fascinating profession. . Inc.
Wontlorful new home-siudy n.elli- / jqoj. Marclen
od makes cirawiiifi . ^end / Washinston.
coupon or postal today for spo- . DC
cial offer telliitgof compicte Art- / • *
isfs Outfit;i--REli to new slu- / Send me partj^ul^^
dents. Write for handsome / FREfc. ARTIbT SOUT-
book, "How to Become an / FIT offer and i-rec Book
Artist."' Don't tlclay— j '-How to Become an Art-
write or send coupon at f ist."
once. Address f

Washington School / (Stato wKothor Ur.. MImot Mra.)
of Arl, Inc. /Address

Konin2004,Slnrrii-n IlKlf./ ... .
Washlnglon, D.C. / City ^tate

INVENTORSSsIS
facts fiefijretroplyi no: for Patents. Oorbook Patent-SsJUU
sives those facts i/rsa. Write Lac«y& Lacey.
F St., Washington, D. C. ESTABLISHED 1860.

Sporting Goods Dealers
Write for dealcrs'diacounts, and onrlitwra!
proposition to Authorizud Muilins Afcents.

MULLINS BODY CORPORATION
BoatDept., 755 Depot St., Saiem. Ohio

GOlNTOBUSINESSfriS
Simnje bot vital Spcciulty candy FnctQry"lnyoweo^,'{2j'^U^,jnon or woman.

The BEST LAUNCH^ver Built
Lowest Price Ever Quoted

This new type. 1928 model, 16FootMulHna Special Steel
Launch is without doubt thebestvalue ever offered. It

isgraccfu}in design,comfortable^peedy.and sate.
Equipped with alr tisht compartments llkeom*

boat—ItCan't SInk.Hondsomoly finished,tind well

'now — for tpecifi-
cations, dimensions, our
lowprice, and complctv

!iv in^rmatiou-

Every Advertisement in The Elks Magazine is Guaranteed.



National Base Ball Week
March 31—April 7

^PkyBaUllJ)Get into the game
with Spalding

equipment—

Bats Balls
Gloves Shoes

M J'A CataJogu« free xjjffl
JI//1 onrequezt ^,^5^

NEW YORK CHICAGO SAN FRANCISCO
Gymnasium and Playground Contract Dept.

Chieopee, Mass.

jij^Lfor
"^8^ 2^ Big Pay
Ad-writing is the highest paid profession In
tho world. Hundreds of ad-writers earn
#100—8200—$300 a week. Many of our
most successful ad-writers never dreamed
they could write ads until they tried. One of
our star ad-writers wa.-j once a $25-a-week
bookkeeper. Another, a printer. Another,
a shipping clerk. No special "gift" required.
It's mainly a matter of training. Get the
specialized training and opportunities open
up to you everywhere.

Wanted—More Ad-Writers
A<J-wrlt«ra In demand everywhere. You can learn tbe
buslneas at home in your spare time. Page-Davis ex
perts will teach you every phase of the work—laying-
out ads, wTltlne beaditnes, describing products, aoicct-
Ins type, choosins lllustratlans. etc. Page-Davia
training him a reputation. It gives you a big advan
tage InlaDdlng tnc high-salaried Job.

171?1717 ^ Try-Out Lessons
^ Ad-Writing

No cost, no obligation to you whatever. Simply send
us your name and addreas and eet these 6 Tiy-Out
I/O^na by return mail. FREE. Try your skiU at writ
ing headlines. sugResUng illustrations, laying out ads
etc. Bee how good an ad-man you would make Com-Sare your work with that of men wbo arc earnlDc

100 to 8300 a week. Write today for these 6 frM
lessons and full particulars ot our famous course in
ad-wiitlng. Mail post card or letter.

PAGE-DAVIS SCHOOL
Dept. G-3 Chicago, 111.

Important Notice to Members

•pVERY member of the Order is a subscriber to
^ The Elks Magazine and is entitled to and
should receive it regularly each month.

Members are urged to immediately notify their
Lodge Secrctao- of any change in their mailing
address, and the Secretary is required by Grand
I.x>dge Law to promptly report all such changes.
Only by this cooperation can the members be
aosured of receiving their copies of the Magazine.

Membership payment of the subscription price
Is only to be made through and as directed by their
Subordinate I..odge8, and not to The Elks Magazine
direct.

Improve Your Appearance
by covering your bald spot with a
WiK or Toupee. Send for Booklet.
F- Walltr Solomon, 729 SUlh Are., N.Y.C.

IT tl % Automobile Mechanics, Owners, Ga-
IH M M ragcmcn, Rcrairmen. send for free
A A ^ J AM » copyAmerica a ponuiarmoioi- mnpi..
- . . . 8J0C. Contains nelpful, instructive in-lormationon rcpainnR, overhauling, ignition,carburetors bat-
lertse. «tc. Automobiie CK|»st, S57 Bulhr Bidf., Cineinniti.
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This Way to the Books!
{Coiilintiedfrom page 6g)

girl he started out to get, but when you come to
think of it, she wasn't half as interesting as the
outrageous ".-Mlegheny Briskow," in whose
touch he found magnetism and in whose voice
he found comfort in a bad hour. Does this
gentle hint mean that Mr. Beach wants us to
believe that Allie and Calvin Gray finally mar
ried? We can hardly see this as a happy end
ing,_ yet the suggestion of it is the one given to
us in this rattling good novel.

Being a confirmed "casting director" at
heart, as we plough along each month through
the book-shelves, we take great pleasure in
suggesting to the fellow who will shortly put
this story upon the screen, that he let Jack Holt
play the part of Calvin Gray; give Geraldine
Farrar the role of Allegheny Briskow, let Glenna
Collett act Barbara Parker, and cast Clemenceau
as old Tom Parker. The "movies" need waking
up, they say, and we would like to do our bit
toward the good work.

1492
By Mary Johnston, Author of "To Have and

To Hold"

Miss Johnston setting a new mold
when she wrote this book? Not for herself,

but for historians? For here is history- pure
and simple, yet handled with exactly the same
technique, the same imagination, the same
brilliancy and fascination which attach to the
best romantic novels. In fact, it was something
of a shock to read this book, page after page, and
come to the end of it having to admit that you
thought it was a romance all the time, and that
only when the last word is written were you
quite convinced that Mary Johnston had not
meant it for that at all.

Here is the real story back of the discovery of
America. What could more thrill Americans
than to read such a tale? The dazzling dream
of Columbus, his fervor, his energy, and his

loyalty! For the first time his real background,
the gorgeous tapestry of Spain in the 15th
century, is given to us. No need now to go to
ancient books on dusty shelves to see the fleet
set forth, to find out who came with Columbus
on his voyages, how fared the great discoverer
on his journeys to this side of the world, who
was in that little group that stood around him
when he stuck the flag of Castile and Aragon
into that West Indian bcach where he first
landed.

All this narrative is told as by an eye-witness
and one of those adventurous spirits who sailed
with the great Admiral. Jayme de Marchena,
in peril of the Inquisition, flees as a humble
seaman on the Santa Maria—the story is his.

It seems to us that this book is a remarkable
achievement, and stands alone as to its form
and treatment.

On a Chinese Screen
By JF. Somerset Maughazn

J.JAVE you imagination—a taste for the
dramatic—an enthusiasm for the East—

a passion for beauty and an eye for the human
ities? Then here's your book. Yours in a
double sense, since you yourself must fill out
the silhouettes as you read and turn these
brilliant sketches of diplomats, missionaries,
clerks and shopkeepers, doctors and nuns, poets
and coolies into the plays and novels that the
author failed to make of them. Maugham
confesses himself too lazy to do more with these
fascmating fragments than present the outlines.
But such outlines 1

The Pest
By Albert Payson Terhune

A^^OTHkR dog storyby a man who "special
izes m them with shining results.

Under the Spreading Antlers
{Continuedfro?n page 47)

The Nicholson Trophy-
Arouses Ritual Contests

The annual ritualistic contest between Lodges
of Massachusetts for the James R. Nicholson
trophy took place on the premises of Boston
Lodge. This is an annual event and the trophy
must be won three times by any Lodge to estab
lish its permanent possession. The teams con
testing this year represented Brookline, Quincy,
Melrose, Newton, Waltham and Natick. The
honors were awarded Natick Lodge No. 1425,
one of the youngest in the Bay State. Last
year Brookline was the winner. The contest is
under regulations defined by the State Associa
tion.

All the Boys of the City
Invited to an Elks' Party

One of the many fine deeds which the Elks
of Rochester, N. H., have achieved in the way
of Social and Community Welfare Work was a
recent affair given for the boys ofthat city._ The
count showed nearly 500 lads gathered m re
sponse to the invitation to enjoy a substantial
menu, topped off with ice cream and other deli
cacies. From Boston arrived a special enter
tainer to amuse the guests with sleight of hand
tricks. Othe'S sang popular songs. Still others
told stories that kept the boys in an uproar.
Toward the close of the evening, every little
gentleman waspresentedwith a carnivalhat and
Elk souvenir button to be preserved as memen
toes of a happy occasion.

Stirring the Fraternal Spirit
Effective Work of Lakeland Lodge

In Lakeland (Fla.) Lodge No. 1291 frateri'.a)
spirit predominates. Troop No. i of Boy Scouts
is being fostered. A recent minstrel show added
5700 to the Charity Fund. A noon-day luncheon
program is followed with signal advantage.

Civic affairs are openly discussed as well as all
other qi^stions relating to the public advance
ment. ihe attendance is far above the average;
membership accessions continue in a steady,
wholesome stream. Considered in all respects,

SmpUmfni
Success Smiles Upon
Gardner Lodge Enterprises

Gardner (Mass.) Lodge No. 1426 added to
^ professional minstrel

crowded the house two nights
bv the ffr^^K entertainment was followed
Droled t?V^ ''y Gardner Lodge, wh^ich
Dav" W ^ ^ tremendous success. "Kiddies
lS vLr wb? this coming August,
tiwlv fn Gardner Lodge was compara-
outi^ff Tbi^ children enjoyed the
natS twice as many are anticipated. _Success seems to smile iiDon all the
enterprises undertaken by No r426.^

^troitL^dge Hums
With Varied Activities

season of had afull and busy
cSxfn f festivity that reached its

nL ^en^bership drive that added a thou-
Sanni?rL K Detroit Lodge is now
SSi do^lpr n addition to itsmillion dollar Club-house on property it already

Brooklyn Giy^s LargestMinstrel Show in its History
it ^ibP preparation behind
(N '̂"strel Show given by BrooklynNo. 22 was a huge success.
So„kt7A''='̂Brooklyn Academy of Music and each night
the house was packed The minstrels comprise
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the largest troop of entertainers ever orRanized
by the Lodge A souvenir program was
issued in connection with tlie show which con
tained among other things a history of the Order
of Elks and an account of the growth and devel
opment of Brooklyn Lodge itself. After each
performance, a special supper and supplemental
entertainment were provided at the Club-house.

Past Exalted Rulers
Form Association at Rochester

An Association composed of the Past Exalted
Rulers representing the Lodges embraced in the
district described as New York State West,
has been organized in Rochester with much in
terest manifested. District Deputy D. Curtis
Gano was elected President and \V. C. CuWen
of Buffalo, Secretary and Treasurer. The at
tendance was fully up to expectations. Among
other useful agencies, an Advisory Committee
was appointed.

District Deputy Glatzmayer
Honored hy Bronx Lodge

On the occasion of the official visit paid his
home Lodge, Bronx No. 871. District Deputy
August W. Glatzmayer, acting for New York
South-West, was welcomed with full honors on
the evening of March 8. /Vn elaborate dinner
was served and oratory and good fellowship
were greatly enjoyed.

"Junior Elks" of Mexico
Join in Doing Honor

When Grand Exalted Ruler Masters visited
Mexico (Mo.) Lodge No. 919 ofBcially, he was
welcomed and escorted to his hotel by "Junior
Elks," appropriately uniformed and assembled
under leadership of Grand Esteemed Leading
Knight Fred A. Morris. This junior organiza
tion, fostered exclusively as a Social and Com
munity Welfare activity, presented a handsome
showing on guard duty. Another department of
fraternal welfare work conducted by Mexico
Lodge provides for the daughters of the mem
bers. Both the bo3's and the girls joined enthu
siastically in the acclaim accorded the Grand
Exalted Ruler and helped to sing the ode specially
composed in honor of Mr. Masters. Speaking of
the reception, Mr. Masters said: "To use the Mis
souri phrase, you have shown me, for in Mexico
I have seen a model city and a real Lodge."

Work Started on New
Williamsport Home

Elks of Williamsport (Pa.) are looking for
ward to occupying their new Home by Feb
ruary of next year. Actual work on the build
ing has begun on the site purchased two years
ago. The building will, when finished, cost in
excess of 8250,000 and the plans for furnishing
call for an additional expenditure of $65,000.
The new Club-house, which will be occupied
exclusively by Elks, will be a five-storj' fireproof
structure, 70 x 150 feet; built of steel and con
crete and faced with light buff brick and Indiana
Hmestone trimming. Every modern convenience
and many unique features will characterize the
building. There will be a large dormitorj',
a choir loft and organ chambers, an enclosed
roof garden, a stage, a Lodge Room 68 x 75 feet,
bowling alleys, shower baths and a special
refrigeration and ventilation plant. All in all,
this new Home will be one of the most complete
of the kind in Pennsylvania.

Coeur d'Alene Building
Gymnasium and Club-house

Elks of Cceur d'Alene (Idaho) have begun
work on their new Club-house and Gymnasium.
It is planned to build the gj-mnasium firstand to
construct the main building later. The Gym
will be one story high with a full basement and
include a swimming pool, showers, lockers, and
modern equipment. The cost of both buildings
as estimated when completed will exceed §55,000.

Memphis Elks Are Busy
Arranging for Atlanta

The Atlanta Committee, arranging for Mem
phis (Tenn.) Lodge No. 27 is spurring interest

{ConlivKcd on page 72)

71

His Calamity Proved a
Blessing—Now Averages

$78.00 a Week
A Truly Inspiring Story That Proves Again Salesmen Are

Not Born—They Are MadeJ Harry French, whose
\ picture you see here,

\ was employed for 14
years by a mammoth
mail order house. He

CjV had an interesting job—
r > expected to keep it as
5^ long as he lived, owned

some of the stock, saved
HARRY FRENCH ^ I'ttle money evcr>^

week, he was quite
happy and contented. Then—

Overnight came the debacle. He, like thou
sands of others, was let go without warning.
At the age of 52 after 14 years of faithful
scr\'ice, he found himself out of work in the
midst of the worst business depression this
country had ever kno\vn.

He tried persistently for several months to
obtain work, but to no avail. It seemed that
no one had an opening for a capable man of 52.
that didn't look a day over 40.

Some months previously Mr. French had
bought a Simpson suit and also an ovcrcoat for
Sag.50 each and like most other Simpson cus
tomers was tremendously impressed and
pleased with the values. Then one day a
Simpson salesman called to sell him another
suit—and in the course of the conversation,
Mr. French explained that he was looking for a
position. " Why don't you do what I'm doing?"
said the salesman.

"I've never sold a thing in my life," said
French—"don't know a thing about cloth
ing."—"That's all right," said Mr. Pack,
" they will teach you."

Mr. French called at our Chicago service
store and we painted a black picture for him.
We told him truthfully it would be the hardest
work he ever did—that unless he had the back
bone to keep going in spite of any and all dis
couragement day in and day out—he'd better
not start. But let Mr. French tell what
happened.

"I had never sold anything in my life, so natu
rally J found the work discouraging at first. When I
called on a man I would be embarrassed and I could
scarcely do more than stutter. Many, many times
I would get to the door, then turn around and go
away—but I'm proud that I always re-gathered
my couragc and went back—and I never went away
the second time without seeing my man.

"The first four weeks were terrible, I suffered
tortures mentally and phy.sically. But I had made
up my mind to make good and had been convinced
that if I would keep showing my goods to as many
men as possible, I would make good, even if I had
but little selling ability. I noticed that customers
were always impressed if they fingered the goods,
and knew from my own e.tperience as a Simpson
customer, if 1 could make a side I would be almost
certain to get repeat orders.

"No salesman on the Simpson staff ever made a
poorer start, and they tell me it took me longer to
make good than any other man in my territory.
But the big thing that I'm proud of is that I stuck
till I did make good.

"Up to the si.'cth week, I had scarcely made
enough to pay for my lunches. Then a customer of
mine, employed in a responsible position with one
of the largest grain brokers in Chicago, got his suit.
He was so surprised and delighted (>'ou see he had
always paid several times $20.50 for his clothes)
that he phoned for me to call, introduced me to
evcr>' man in their employ, and gave me the use of
his private office to mea.^urc the men. I got 7

orders that day and in the past year have sold about
100 suits to employees of that company.

"But my hard work was not yet over. The first
few months, I didn't average over S30.00 a week.
You see I was totally unfitted by training and tem
perament to be a salesman. I had to learn the line
and train myself to meet people, to talk convinc
ingly to strangers. I'm sure that if I had not had
such remarkable values to offer, I coiJd not have
made good.

"The next five months, I did much better, aver
aging about $60.00. During the last two months, I
have made as high as 8135.00 in one week and
over the last two months, have averaged S78.00 a
week. I am now getting a great deal ot repeat busi
ness from my previous customers. As they need
new clothes, they re-order from me, and my old
customers are constantly referring me to their
friends. I am confident that my earnings for 1Q23
will be very cloi^e to $100 a week, and maybe con
siderably in excess of that.

"And, strange to say, I now like the work. The
things that were hard are now easy. I meet
ftrangers without embarrassment. My physical
health is perfect, out in the open so much of the
time. I find it a pleasure to call back on old cus
tomers—it usually means calling on a friend—for
I don't count a man a customer, unless I also make
him a friend. I would not go back to the old job
even at much more money than I now earn. An
other year will establish me so solidly that I can
consider myself independent. I feel mighty grate
ful for the opportunity I found with J. B. Simpson,
juc." Harry French.

There is no man on our staff of whom we are
prouder than Harry French. Noman had more
difliculties to overcome. We're looking for
men like him—determined, earnest, sincere,
persistent, courageous men, who don't know
what it means to be licked—wewant men who
believe in serving their customers—and pleas
ing them. To such men, who can stand
squarely on their own efforts, we offer an op
portunity to establish a clientele of satisfied
customers, that will grow bigger every year
that you stay on the job.

Our suits are tailored to order, choiceof any
of our all wool fabrics, made in any style at the
one flat price of S29.50. Every unnecessary
expense is squeezed out—the qualitywill sur
prise you. We numberamong our customers
many thousands of prominent men who never
before paidas little as $29.50 for a suit.

The ex-governor of a middle west state said:
"I never was better pleased. How do you do
it?" The fit is guaranteed. The quality is
splendid. The price within reach ofall. \ou
need noe.vperience. We will teachyou. Mail
the coupon or a letter for full information.

Mail coupon or call at any of the following
branch offices—

Chicago, 843 W. Adams Street,
New York, 19 W. 34th Street,
Detroit, 1550 Broadway,
Milwaukee, 114 Grand .Avenue,
Minneapolis, 1108NicoUet Avenue.

FREE INFORMATION COUPON
J. B. SIMPvSON, Inc.

Dept. 547, Chicago, 111.
Please send me application blank and full informa

tion about the opportunity you ofler salesmen.

Street Address.

Box No State.
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Under the Spreading Antlers
{Continuedfrom page 7j)

and arranging details for the trip to attend the
next session of the Grand Lodge to be held in At-
lajita. The first of a series of entertainments
given for the purp>ose of raising funds was a
Fancy Costume Dance with prizes bestowed
for simdiy novel features. Memphis is plan
ning to present a record -attendance when the
time arrives. Many members have already
made reservations for the expedition.

Rcdsijis $100,000
To Buuc2 New Home

Columbus (Neb.) Lodge No. 1195 is raising
$100,000 for the erection of a new Home on a
site already acquired. Last year Columbus
Lodge entertained the Nebraska State Associa
tion and added laurels to its reputation for hos
pitality and good cheer. Among the prospective
functions now arousing interest is a Beefsteak
Dinner, Big Brother Banquet and Charter Day
Picnic. Coliunbus Lodge has become celebrated
for the success and fidelity with which the various
public ceremonials of the Order are observed un-*
der its direction, particularly Memorial Sunday.

Giji of an Art Glass Clock
Adds Solemnity to Initiations

Glendale (Calif.) Lodge No. 1289 received
from some of its members resident in San Fer
nando an exqxusite ritualistic clock, arranged to
indicate the hour of elevenand utilized to impres
sive advantage in initiation ceremonies. The
dial of the clock is made of art glass, etched in,
and is permanent in construction- At each
stroke of the clock, the numerals light up, onie by
one. It is noiseless in operation both when the
illumination is turned on or tiie lights are dis
continued. The operation is by electric motor.
The effect is beautiful.

Wyoming State Association
Under District Deputies

In perfectmg arrangements for the State
Association in Wyoming, to be executively ad
ministered imder a Secretary empowered with
that duty, as heretofore described in The Elks
Magazine, it has been resolved that, beginning
with the present District Deputy, R. E. Mc-
Nally, and changing annually hereafter pursuant
to appointment made by the Grand Exalted
Ruler, the District Deputies thus successively
selected shall in turn and for the period current
act as Presidents of the Association. It was felt
tlmt the District Deputy being in close touch
with Elk Lodges and their activities all over the
State, and occupying the position of leadership
by virtue of the GrandLodge connection, sucha
plan would operate as the surest means of ac-
comphshing the real objectsand purposes of the
organization itself.

Elks' Marching Club
Expects Favorable Results

Through the agency of the Country Fair
conduct^ under auspices ofWiUiamspoit (Pa.)
Lodge No. 173, $4,000 was netted to the
tre^ury and immediately applied to the uses
and equipment of the Elks' ArchingClub, the
newest enterprise of No. 173, which lonfidentiy
expects to have 300 well drilled and handsomely
" . men m hne upon the occasion of thenext State meeting at Ene, and with itsmarchers.
Its Band and ite Glee Club, hopes to create an
unpresMon that willassist in capturingthe 1024
State Convention for Williamsport.

Unity ofEffort
Among CoLorddo hedges

Because ofa special meeting ofExaltedRulers
and becretanes and Past Exalted Rulers and
others inter<»ted in Elk advancement within
t^ jurisdiction of Colorado West, held under
official of District Deputy H. Arthur
Cunnmgham, and the various helpful sugges-
bons exch^ged and the closer contact estab-
tehed; and becausc of similar meetings con
ducted m Colorado Springs and Pueblo under
agencics appomted by Grand Exalted Ruler
Masters to serve the important purposes under

' consideration, a normal, healthy and har
monious growth is being reported by all Lodges
that have enjoyed such advantages. More
over, it is corfedently predicted that when re
ports for the current year are completed and,
compiled, Colorado wiU render a splendid
accounting in all respects.

^ecial Meeting Nights
For Veteran Members

A resolution was adopted by Roanoke (Va.)
Lodge No. 197 making uie first meeting night in
each month for members initiated between cer
tain years. For example, the first meeting in
January wasset apart for those initiated between
the time the Lodge was instituted until 1895,
the first meeting-night in February for those
initiated from 1895 to 1900; and so the program
will continue for each'fiveVear period up to the
present time. The purpose of these special
meetings is to make the newer meinbers ac
quainted with the older and to familiarize the
latter Avith the current activities and interests
of the Lodge.

Elks Provide Handsomely
For Salvation Army Staff

The action of Danbury (Conn.)LodgeNo. 120
in providing sleeping quarters and meals for
members of the visiting SalvaUon Army Staff
Band who were hard pressed to find accommo
dations during a period of service in that city,
furni^es another example of the strong tie
existing between the Order of Elks and the

' Salvation Army. In his dilemma, the command
ingofficer remembered aboutthe Elks andmade
appUcation for assistance and was abuiidantly
su^ppUed as aprivilege and with the comphments
of Danbury Lodge.

Telling the Secrets
By Which Elks Are Known

Visiting F-Hfs are assured of a warm welcome
in the new Home of Herkimer (N. Y.) Lodge.

Revere (Mass.) Lodge has developed a fine
Ulni-professional basket-baU team This Lodge
also sponsored a successful football team. . . ,
Fitchburg (Mass.) Lodge ispreparmg plans for a
new Home. . . . Gloucester (Mass.) Lodge has
appointed a building conmiittee. . . . Charles-
ton(W Va.) Lodge produced a mmstrel enter
tainment with local talentandplayed to capac-
itv Lima (Ohio) Lodge having adopted
a new system of business orpni^tion, the
Trustees appointed Secretary Glen Rohn to becSb . . Wenalchee. CW^h.) Lodge

raising $6,000 for the, SalvaUon Army. . . .
The Soaal and Commumty Welfare Committee
ofBristol (Pa.) Lodgegave a card Party at which
a considerable fund netted for the Public
Libra^ . . . Great Falls (Mont.) Lodge is
panning entertainment for delations expected
? the State Convention m July. . . .
The eighteenth annual assemWy of Shenandoah7pa) fflge was brilliant. The banquet and
iance whilh followed were attended by Elks
from aU parts of the State. . . .The treasury
f ninpv nil) Lodge was ennched as a result of
® ihow . r . Elks of Newburgh (N. Y.)

raised a fund to provide movie
at the Hk. NaUonal Home,enter^^ j^j^ual reception of Port Chester

/XT V 'ILodce was held at the Biltmore Country
riub Bloomfield (N. J.) Elksare consid-
eiSg a new Home. ... One of the best ama
teur shows of the season was given by the Elks
of Phoenix, Anz. . . •Au^sta (Ga.) Elks cele
brated the opening of their new Home with an
entertainment and daMe. . . . Past Exalted
Rulers' Nightat Kane (Pa.) Lodge was marked
bv the burning of the mortgage. . . . Grand
Forks (N. Dak.) Lodge celebrated its thirtieth
anniversary. This Lodge enjoys the distinction
of being the first instituted in either North or
South Dakota. . . • Visiting Elks enjoyed a
moorilight smoker given by West Pahn Beach
(Fla.) Lodge on the spacious porches of the
Club-house overlooking Lake Worth. . . . Ko-
komo (Ind.) Lodge has laid the cornerstone of
its new $100,000 Home, and work on the

A tidy sum to be
ICS new 9100,000 iiu.

building is advancing.

The Elks Magazine
used for refurnishing their Lodge Room was
realized by the Fair given by Norwalk (Conn.)
Elks. . . . Corinth (Miss.) Lodge, whose Home
was recently destroyed, is occupying a new Club
house. . . . With the entire proceeds pledged to
charity, Mount Pleasant (Pa.) Lodge profitably
staged a two-day minstrel show. . . . Silver
City (N. M.) is planning to build. . . -
Patchogue (N. Y.) Lodge has a new Club-house
under consideration. . . . The Camden (N. J.)
Team, accompanied by its Band, Patrol and
Marching Club, competed with . Burlington
(N. J.) Lodge in a Ritualistic Contest. ... An
unusually interesting event took place when
Frank A. Bigelow, Exalted Ruler of Butte
(Mont.) Lodge, initiated his son. ... All its
Past Exalted Rulers in the city, together with
their mves, were honored by Des Moines
(Io\va) Lodge wth a banquet and dance. . . .
Bucyrus (Ohio) Lodge has inaugurated an Old
Magazine and Book Week for the enjoyment of
the inmates of the Ohio Penitentiary and State
Reformatory. . . . Hibbing (Minn.) Lodge has
established a fund with which to entertain the
next State Association meeting. . . . Dubuque
(Iowa) bowlers captured the lion's share of
prizes offered by the first Annual Bowling Con
gress of the Northwest Elks' Association. . . .
The widely celebrated Elks' male chorus of Min
neapolis (Minn.) Lodge sold every seat at its
annual concert. . . . Duquesne (Pa.) Lodge has
issued bonds for a new Home. . . . Wednesday,
March 21, was the date and Nashville the place
named for a meeting of the Elks of Tennessee to
be held for the purpose of organizing a State
Association. . . . Joliet (111.) Lodge celebrated
in honor of its Past E.xalted Rulers, initiated
250 candidates, banqueted and broke ground for
its new Home, all within the space of one red-
letter day and night. . . . Shendan (Pa.) Lodge
has decided upon the purchaseof a commodious
residence, centrally located, to be converted into
a Home. . . , Charles Kopkey, retiring Ex
alted Ruler of Loveland (tolo.) Lodge, pre
sented his Lodgea silk altar flag. . . . Memphis
(Term.) Lodge has installed a radio outfit in the
Veterans' Hospital. . . . Braddock (Pa.) Lodge
Ms organized a DrillTeamto compete forhonors
both at State Association meetings and Grand
Ix)dge sessions. . . . Casper (Wyo.) Lodge is
building a Home. . . , With the Boys of Auld

Syne conspicuously in evidence, Indianap
olis (Ind.) Lodge celebrated the forty-second
a^iversary of its institution, March 20. . . .

profits of a public entertainment,
Wilkinsburg (Pa.) Lodge hasuniformed its band.
Tto band is reinforced by 100 well-trained
voices. . . . Upon his retirement from the

States Senate, March 4, Hon. John Sharp
Williams presented an oU painting of himself to
Meridian (Miss.) Lodge. There is a story
cormected with it. . . . Provided the new Home
IS completed and the twelve new alleys are in
stalled in time, Omaha (Nebr.) Elks will have
the honor of entertaining the 1924 tournament
of the Northwest Elks' Bowling Association.
; • . Cambridge (Mass.) Lodge revelled jointly
m honor of Old Timers' and Past Exalted Rulers'
Night. , . . "Cabaret Dances" is the title of
the new series of entertainments Braddock (Pa.)
^dge is enjoying. . . . SomerviUe (Mass.)
Lodge will celebrate its annual Charity Ball,
EasterMonday,April2. . . . Stockton (Calif.)Elks Sacramento Lodge took part in a golf
tournament. . . . The past Exalted Rulers'
Association of Connecticut elected officers as fol
lows: President,W. L. O'Cormel, Bristol Lodge;
Vice-President, Dr. Thomas F. O'Laughlin, New
Bntain Lodge; Treasurer, Louis Brock, Bridge-
Eort Lodge. , . . The third Annual Ball given
y New Haven (Conn.) Lodge excelled in pa

tronage and all other essentials. ... In the
forthcoming All-Elks Radio Concert, which the
ohepard Stores of Boston will broadcast for New
England Lodges, thee.xperiment will bemade to
coimect with Pacific Coast points. . . . Cam
den (N. J.) Lodge danced its Fourth Annual
^sembly and lionized the Marching Club and
dedicated theproceeds to Band andPatrol. . . .
Butte (Mont.) Lodge outdid all previous suc
cesses with its minstrel show. . . . Norsvich
(Conn.) Lodge wiU commemorate its Silver
Anniversary witha Fair and replenish its charity
fund. . . . Many members of Boston (Mass.)
Lodge joined Governor and Mrs. Cox in the
reception in honor of Washington's Birthday.
• • . A majority of Staten Island, N.Y., leading
officials are Elks.
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WE recently mailed several thousand
circulars to booklovers. We de
scribed and pictured these thirty
volumes of the Little Leather

Library honestly, sincerely, accurately. But
we received relatively few orders.

Then we mailed several thousand addi
tional circulars to booklovers, this time
enclosing a sample cover of one of the
volumes illustrated below. Orders came in
by the hundred! The reason, we believe,
is that most people cannot believe we can
really o/Ter so great a value unless they see
a sample!

In this advertisement, naturally, it is
impossible for us to show you a sample
volume. We must depend on your faith
in the advertisements appearing in Elks
Magazine; and we are hoping you will
believe what we say, instead of thinking
this olTer is "too good to be true."

What this offer is
Here, then, is our olTer. 'J'he illustration

above shows thirty of the world's greatest
masterpieces of literature. These include
the finest works of such immortal authors
as Shakespeare, Kipling. Stevenson, Emer
son, Poe, Coleridge, Burns, Omar Khayyam,
jMacaulay,Lincoln, Washington, Oscar Wilde,
Gilbert, Longfellow, Drummond, Conan
Doyle, Edward Everett Hale. Thoreau.
Tennyson, Browning and others. These arc
books which no one cares to confess he has
not read and re-read; books which bear
reading a score of times.

Each of these volumes is complete—this
is not that abomination, a collection of
extracts; the 30 volumes, pocket size, con
tain over 3,000 pages; the paper is a high-
grade white wove antique, equal to that
used in books selling at Si.50 to S2.00; the
type is clear and easy to read; the binding,
while NOT leather, is a beautiful imp
material, tinted in antique copper and
green, and so handsomely embossed as to
give it the appearance of hand tooled
leather; it is five limes more durable than
leather!

What about the price?
The price of this entire set of 30 volumes,

exactly as described and illustrated, is S2.9S

Is tl)(0 offer too gooli to be true?
Are we offering a value too great to be credible? Do people
"shy" at the thought of receiving too much for their money ?

FREE!
4 VOLUMES OF KIPLING

If you •.cill order at once inslead of waiting

' J 'O those of us who have been forced to lead
drab, workaday lives. Kipling opens up a

new world—the vivid, colorful world of the
East, His stories, every one of them, are
steeped in realism, but it is a realism more
lascinalnig than the wildest imaginings of a
romanticist. These four volumes include his
J^cst work. Among them are the following:
1he Vampire, and Other Verses; The Man Who
c'^1' Phantom Rickshaw; A Conferenceof the Powers: the Recrudcseence of Imray:

At the End of the Passage; The Mutiny of the
Mavericks; My Own True Ghost Story.

plus postage; please bear in mind that there
are NO installment payments—no further
paj'ments of any kind!

How can we do it? That is the question
most often asked of us. Yet the answer is
simple. These books arc produced in editions
of a million at a lime! Quantity production
—that is the secret.

Testing human nature

These books are made by a body of spe
cially trained workmen. We cannot make
a million volumes, discharge these workmen
until the edition is sold, and then expect to
get the same men again. This bod}' of men
must be kept together. The manufacture

must be continuous—one edition following
the other immediately.

It is worth our while, therefore, to give
our customers something valuable if they
will co-operate with us by sending in their
orders at once. It is worth our while to
make an attempt to overcome the bugaboo
of procrastination, which haunts so many
publishers.

That is the reason, the only reason, we
ofTer you, in addition to the regular set of
•?o volumes, FOUR \ OLUMES Ol' RUD-
YARD KIPLING FREE. IN EXACTLY
THE SAME BINDING AS THE REST
OF THE SET—if \'0U will send in >our
order at once, instead of waiting.

An Experiment—not a
precedent

One word more. This offer, as you can
gather, is simply an experiment. ^It must
not be taken as a precedent. We do not
know whether it wiU work. We do not
know whether ANYTHING can keep
people from procrastinating, for it is cer
tainly a deep-seated human trait.

In any case, we hope it will keep YOU
from procrastinating. If you want this set
of books—if you feel that eventually you
will buv them—we urge you to do it NOA\ ,
instead of LATER, so that you can obtain
not only the thirty volumes, but the four
equally' splendid volumes of Kipling. Do
not send monej*. Simply mail the coupon
below or a letter.

LITTLE LEATHER LIBRARY CORP.
Dept. 954, 354FourthAve-. NewYork City

^ LITTLE LEATHER LIBRAHV CORPORATION
• Dept. 9S4, 35< FourJb Ave., New Vork CUy
I Please send me on approval the 30 volumes of the
, De Luxe edition of the Little Leather Library
' four volumes of KiplitiK fn-o). .1 will pay tlie postman

within thirty days, and you agree to return my
It is understood that S2.98 plus the posuw is posUi\ely
the only payment to be made on this si't.

We have had made a spccial set of Hiind Hanimeri'cl
Copper Book Knds to fit this set. Resular S2.OO value,
our price only -JOC- If desired place X m this siiuare U

' City.

(outside U. S. price $j.so. cash unlh order.)



Crane "beauty in the Open
Qrane Sluality

In all Hidden Fittings

The remarkable development of
water, heating and sanitation sys
tems in American homes has been

the workoftwogenerations ofengi
neers, designers and manufacturers.
Popular taste and appreciation have
kept pace with creative progress.

Crane service in this specialized
field is comprehensive. It supplies
complete appointments for the sim
plest or the most finished bathroom,
kitchen or laundry. It also provides
the equally important valves, fit
tings and piping on whose effi
ciency the comfort and smooth
operation of the home depend.

Crane branches, offices and display
rooms in all sections of the country
make this service prompt and con
venient and render easy and certain
the selection of equipment and ac
cessories exactly adapted to your
needs and your individual desires.

Crane Globe Val^e No. i-R Radiator Val've No. 2jr

V

GRAN
GENERAL OFFICES: CRANE BUILDING, B36 S. MICHIGAN AVE„ CHICAGO

Brancies and Sales Offices w One Hundred and Thiriy-ffve Ones
Naional €xbibit Rooms; Chicago, New Tork, Mautic City

Works; Chicago and Bridgeport

CRANE, LIMITED, MONTREAL, CRANE-BENNETT, Ltd., LONDON
CRANF EXPORT CORPORATION: NEW YORK, SAN FRANCISCO

CIS CRANE. PARIS
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