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STERLING SILVERWAJ

STERLING SILVER brings sincerity into family life, and
dignity and gr^ciousness to its entertainments. Sterling

Silver should be used'by everybody. And Gorham as the
maker adds the final touch of correctness and elegance—
the highest in quality, not the highest in price.
Established responsible jewelers everywhere sell Gorham
productions.

Fifth Avenue &. 36™ St.. NEW YORK

(TRADE-MARKS)

GORHAM ETRUSCAN PITCHER, GOBLETS AND TRAY
with simple classic oracimcnt
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E^ '̂ERY man who is worth
. his salt looks forward to

the day when he can be
independent.

No more grinding away at
small men'stasks—no morene-

cessityfor going to OTHERS
for a decision —but instead the
wonderful satisfaction that
comes with business mastery—
the knowledge that he himself
is competent to pass upon the_ important
matters that demand sound busmess judg
ment-and that he at length can delegate
the orders, supervise their execution, and
be free to grapple with the largerproblems
of big business management.

That is the secret ambition of every man
who has ever given more than a passing
thought to his business future. He wants
to be his OWN MAN—and that ambition
is one of the finest things in life.

But ambitionalone—and unaccompanied3 —IS one oi

ings in the

A child looks through the window pane
at the cookies in the bakerv window, and
exclaims, "My, wouldn t 1 like to have
some of those!"

A man looks through the glass partition
that separates his desk in^the big general
offices from the private office of the Chief
Accountant-or the Sales Manager-or the
General Superintendent —or the Traffic
Manager—or the Corporation Counsel-or
any other of the more desirable Posts in
any large business organization and he

- - •' "Gee, but I d hke to be

dcbaaL^

Are You One of the
Millions Nursing
a Secret Ambition?

vainly hoping for a magic wand that will
make them rich overnight.

We are always glad to comply withtheir
request for further information — for of
course we have no way of knowing how
sincere, how much in earnest tltey may
be about their business future. Except,
however, for the chance that the informa
tion which we send may drift into stronger
hands, their wishful curiosity is as futile
as their dreams.

We do not seek such men—their number
is fortunately small—and if what we have
said in the last fewparagraphs should make
them analyze themselves more thoroly be
fore they write, we would be happy to
have it so.

—Or do you follow dreams
with ACTION?

There is, on the other hand, a type of
man we frankly seek—for the simple rea
son that ambition means to him a DRI\^-
ING FORCE—which throws out its agents
whereverhe sees good reason for believing
they may aid him in his upward thrusts.

Such men may now be occupying the
humblest desks, but in their hearts they
are longing for responsibility—a chance to
show the rnettle they are made of. And
in their minds they are picturing them
selves already swinging the biggerexecu
tive positions—enjoying the greater income
which responsibility commands.

One could hardly think of a humbler
position, for example, than that held by
C. C. Mnllenhauer when, at the age of
twelve, he started "life" as a clothes-
brusher in a factory, at $2.50 a week.

Yet one could hardly aspire to a greater
success than that which ne had reached
at the age of thirty-five. Partner in a large
real-estate firm,director in the great First
National Bank in Brooklyn, and trustee of
the Dime Savings Bank of Williamsburg,
New York, Mollenhauer frankly says that

The bip event of my life was the
day I enrolled with LaSalle Extension
University Tlie Problem Method,
d' ycloped by LaSalle, is surely the
quickest way to the top 1 know of It
nas meant thousands of dollars to me.
to say notlunfr of the innumerable
other benefits I have derived from it.

that I did not enrolJ sooner."

Other men —and many,
many thousands of them—have

T their progress with
MvaJjc what ambitionMEANS—and are quick to appreciate a'
system of trainmg so intensely practical
that It can shorten by years the time a man
unaided would be traveling the rocky road
ot hit-or-miss experience.

LaSalle cares littlewhereaman STARTS
interested in HOW HE

CARRIES ON.

Willyou advance—or step aside?
Make your decision NOW

We do not know whatdreams youenter-
tam for your busmess future, but if you are
the sort to whom fair dreams call forth real
action —and if you are honestly in search
oi a way to gam m the shortest time the
organized expenence which will enable youto qualify for bigger things, you will find
the literature LaSalle will gladly send you
both mspmng and profitable.

is no obligation, but unless you

Step aside for the man who
tollows dreams with ACTIO^^^

LaSalle Extension

IJUI iiliiUlLlUll . 'V .

hy sound analysis and planning is
the most futile and tragic things
mind of man.

the window pane

says to himself,
the 'boss.' "

Ambition?

NO! Tust plain —. , j -
unless immediately coupled up with
ACTION, the surest road to tailure.

Do you merely dream?
Out of the hundreds of thousands of men

who have read of specialized training under
the LaSalle Problem Method and have been,
for the moment, impelled to mquire Jnto the
benefits they might derive from it, a certain
number are the kind who merely ' 'dream.

For the moment, these men catch the
vision of a real career. They see its possi
bilities-and forgetting that a man cannot
lift himself by his boot straps, they are
impelled to clip the LaSalle coupon —

day -dreaming — and
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"To inculcate the principk-s of Charity,
Justice, Brotherly Love and Fidelity; to
promote the welfare nnd cnhance tbe
happiness of its mpmbcrs; to quickcn
the spirit of American patriotiam; to
cultivate good fellowship. . .

•—From Preamble lo the Corulitulion,
Beneeoleni and froUclive Order of Elki

Important
Notice to Members

TN SENDING cliange of address for
The Elks MiiBu/.ine four points are

essential, as follows; 1. Your name;
2. Number of your Lodge; 3. New ad
dress; 4. Old address. Your new address
alone is not sufficient. Wc must know
the number of your Lodge and your
former address also.
_There is no better method of notifica

tion than to clip your present wrapper
address, endorse thereon your new ad
dress,^paste it securely on a card or en
close it in an envelope and address it to
The Elks ftraRnzine, 50 Ea-st 42nd
Street, New York, N. Y. This gives all
necessary ioformntion. At the same
time, notify your Lodge secretary of
your change of address, advising him
that you have also sent it to The Elks
Magazine.

Please allow four weeks' time.

The Elks Magazine
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Why Mrs. Blakely
—How Do You Do!

He had met her only once beforei Some one had pre
sented him at a reception both had attended. He had
conversed with her a little, danced with her once. And
now, two weeks later, he sees her approaching with
a young lady who he surmises is her daughter.

"Why, Mrs. Blakely, how do you do!" he exclaims,
rushing forward impulsively. But Mrs. Blakely, ac
customed to the highest degree of courtesy at all times,
returns his greeting coldly.

And nodding briefly, she passes on—leaving the young
man angry with her, but angrier himself for blundering
at the very moment he wanted most to create a favorable
impression.

DO you know what to say to a
woman when meeting her for
the first time after an intro

duction? Do you know what to say
to a woman when leaving her after
an introduction? Would you say
"Good-bye, I am very glad to have
met you"? Or, if she said that to
you, how would you answer?

It is just such little unexpected sit
uations like these that take us off our
guard and expose us to sudden
embarrassments. None of us
like to do the wrong thing,
the incorrect thing. It con
demns us as ill-bred. It makes
us ill at ease when we should
be well poised. It makes us self-
conscious and uncomfortable when we
should be calm, self-possessed, con
fident of ourselves.

The knowledge of what to do and
say on all occasions is the greatest
personal asset any man
or woman can have.
It protects against the
humiliation of conspic
uous blunders. It acts
as an armor against
the rudeness of others.
It gives , an ease of
manner, a certain calm
dignity and self-posses
sion that people recog
nize and respect.

Many people feel "alone" in a
crowd, out of place. They do not
know how to make strangers like
them—how to create a goodfirst impres
sion. When they are introduced

know how to start
conversation flowing
smoothly and naturally.
At the dinner .table
they feel constrained,
embarrassed. Somehow
they always feel that
they don't "belong."

Little Blunders That
Take Us Off Our

Guard

There are so many
problems of conduct
constantly arising. How
should asparagus be
eaten ? How should the
finger-bowl be used, the
napkin, the fork and
knife? Whose name
should be mentioned
first when making an
introduction? How
should invitations be
worded? How should

the home be decorated
for a wedding? What
clothes should be taken
on a trip to the South?

In public, at the
theatre, at the dance,
on the train—wherever
we go and with whom
ever we happen to be,
we encounter problems
that make it necessary

they do not

How People Judge
Us By What We

Do and Say

Do You Ever Feel
That You Don't

"Belong"?

Perhaps you have
been to a party lately,
or a dinner, or a recep
tion of some kind.
\Vere you entirely at
,ease, sure of yourself,
confident that you
would not do or say
anything that others
would recognize as ill-
bred?

Or, were you self-
conscious, afraid of do
ing or saying the wrong
thing, constantly on the
alert—never wholly
comfortable for a min
ute?

No one can conce.il poor table
manners. To use the knife
and folk incorrectly, to do the
•WTone thine at table, is to be
tray instantly one's lack of
breeding.

\Vhen you are introduced are
you uncomfortable, ill at
ease? Or do you crcate at
oncc a friendiy undcrstand-
inR? Strangers always juilRe
us by what we do and say
upon being introduced.

Wo encounter many problema
of conduct when traveling.
One must know what clothes
to iiiclurie in one's wartlrobe.
wliat to wear on the train or
steamer, when to tip and
what amount to tip. Arc you
sure, or must you guess?

for us to hold ourselves well in hand
to be prepared, to know exactly what

to do and say.

Let the Book of Etiquette Be
Your Social Guide

For your own happiness, for your own peace
of mind and vour own ease, it is important that
you know definitely the accepted rules of con
duct m all public places.

It is not expensive dress that counts most in
social circles—but correct manner, knowledge
of social form. Nor is it particularly clever
speech that wms the largest audiences. -If
one knows the little secrets of entertaining con-
versation, if one is able to say always the right
thing at the right time, one cannot help being a
pleasing and ever-wclcome guest.

The Book of Etiquette, social secretary to
thousands ofmen and women, makes it possible
for e'verv one to do, say, write and wearalways
that which is absolutely correct and in good
form—gives to every one a new case and poise
of manner, a new self-confidcnce and assurance.
It smooths away the little crudities—does
amazing things in the matter of self-cultivation.

May We Send It FREE For 5 Days*
Examination?

.p, yourself to examine the famousBook ofEtiquette. \ ou don't have to keep it if
you don't want to—if the free examination does
not convince you that you need it. Just let us
send it to you free, and examine and read it at
your leisure.

Let the Book of Etiquette be vour social
guide—your social consultant. It will tell you
what to do, what to say. It will protect you
from embarrassments, give you a new ease of
manner.

Just clip and mail this coupon today The
complete two-volume set of the Book of Eti-

examination, Within 5 days you may return the
books without obligation, if you wish, or you

only^3.30 in lull payment. '

is worth a free examination to
ui j • ? cl'P iL and mail it now? Nelson

Nelson Doubleday, Inc., Dent. 122R
Garden City, N. Y.

I accept your free examination olTcr Wirho,.,^advance, you may send me tlu-
Book of ttiqucite. Withhi s davl "u.
only S3.50 in full payment, or return n ) k u""
cost or obligation to me. books without

Address

f .'11 want these bookswith tlie
prKilcSJ *" S days' examination

(.111 Orders from Outside the IT. S. arc Fayablo
Cash with Order.)
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Personalities and Appreciations
Recording Our First Anniversary

WITH this issue, your magazine enters upon the
second year oi its life. You have received
twelve numbers, each, we believe you will agree,

an improvement over its predecessor. For the twelve
months to come we pledge you a magazine of increasing
merit, a magazineworth more not alonefrom the stand
point of entertainmentand information, but from the
important standpoint of practical usefulness.

When the first number of this magazine ajyeared
last June it was received with acclaim. Letters
literally poured in from Elks all over the country
saying how surprisingly it had exceeded their expecta
tions. Other publishers expressed e^al surprise that
we had been able, in a comparatively short time, to
launch so professional a publication right at the start.
It is not our aim here to dwell on this point, nor to
try to make too great a virtue of having fulfilled our
promise as best we could.

.What we want you to know is that we who are en
trusted with the making of your magazine regard the
first year's accomplishment with anything but com-
ptecence. We take pride in it, of course, just as Robert
Fulton took pride in his first steamboat, or Mr. Edison
in his first phonograph. But we feel we can produce a
magazinebetter in many respects than the one we have
so far produced.

Developing a new kind of magazine is a little like
developing a new kind of flower, or fruit. It requires
constant experimentation and blending and watching
to see what the reaction will be. It would be rela
tively easy to make an exact copy of any one of the
existing "commercial" magazines—^by which we mean
the magazines that are published purely as a commer
cial proposition with the sole aim of making money for
their owners. But there would be no point in doing
that. This is not Tom, Dick and Harry's magazine,
but The Elks' Magazine; not a commercial enterprise,
but a fraternal enterprise; not founded for the sole
purpose of making money, but founded to fill the very
definite place outlined as follows;

*'It is not to be a mere bulletin or calendar of events,
but a vigorous, high class,literary and fraternal journal,
of which the contents will render it wor^y of a place
upon any library table. It is to contain matters of
interest and information to all the members of an Elk
household. It is designed to be entertaining as well as
instructive; but primarily its purpose is to place in the
hands of each one of the million Elks in the United
States a monthly volume of fraternal information that
will insure recogration of the Order's beneficent power,
a keen appreciation of its uplifting mission, a deeper
pride of membership, and a constant inspiration to a
renewal of fraternal obhgation and an incentive to
greater fraternal activity.'

It becomesa problem, therefore, not of merely going
out into the market and buying right and left, but of
studying carefully exactly what elements will, when
compounded, produce a magazinecapable of doingthe
work that is required of it.

If you are a motorist you know that a new car can
not deliver its full power until it has been "broken in.
If you are familiar with Kipling you assuredly remem
ber his story of "The Ship That Found Herself.
This magazine, too, has been "Binding itself."

We do not wish to be considered as a^uming
attitude of apologists. We simply submit our point
of viewas your best guarantee that The Elks Magazine
will continue to forge ahead.
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We Want To Tell How You Do Things
ONE of the most important function.s of this maga

zine is to provide a means of informing every mem
ber of the activities of Elks in lodges other than his
own.

Many Lodges, for instance, have well-organized
bands and glee clubs, which help considerably to pro
mote fellowship and are useful m connection with en
tertainments for charitable or purely social purposes.
We believe a number of Lodges which do not at present,
teast any musical organization within their ranks would
like to have bands, or glee clubs, and would appreciate
information telling them how best to underlie their
formation.

We would be glad to receive, from members closely
identified with Lodge bands, or glee clubs, such facts
as to costs, uniforms, programs, and the like, as they
believe would give members who might be contem
plating the inauguration of such features some idea of
the amount of work and expense involved.

If we receive sufficient information along this line
from those in a position to send us facts, we will pub
lish an article based on these facts which will tend to
help those Ix)dges which want bands, or glee clubs,
to organize them with a minimum of faltering and
friction.

We have already published considerable news telling
what many different Lodges have done and are doing
in varied fields. It is interestmg news. But, in addition
to telling what is being done, we want more and more
to tell how it is being done. That will be practical and
helpful, as well as interesting.

0

QIS

Do Not Suffer in Silence
jNCE in a while we hear indirectly of some Elk

yy who complains that he has never received the
magazine, or that he has not received all the copies
due him, or that it do^ not come regulariy. These
thingsare all possible. With well-nigh a million maga
zines to mail every month, to well-nigh a million ad
dresses, errors are bound to creep in now and then.

But we want to make our maih'ng lists as perfect as
possible and we want every member to receive every
issue to which he is entitled. And if every member
who does not receive his magazine regularly will be
good enough to let us know direct we will appreciate

givingus the opportunity to correct our mistake.

Coming in Early Issues

be introduced lo jaines n v^oums, Edward Mott
WooUey, Paul and Alma Ellerbe, Forrest Crissey,
George Middleton and Henry Irving Dodge. By
"new" authors, we meant new to this magazine. The
foregoing, of course, are weU known to you as estab-
Ushed writers for other pub ications. But we have
some really new au^ors as well; writers from whom we
believe much may be expected m the future. Among
these are Sam Carson and Vivian Drake. Keep an
eye open for stones by these two.

And thismonth, bytheway, you will find fascinating
reading inWalter deIcon's "Draw One in the Dark,"
William F. Sturm s The Saint Lends a Hand" and
Dana Burnet s "The Beautiful Island."
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Border bv G. H. .UHclicll

The American Flag
By Joseph Rodman Drake

(1 795.1820)

WHEi\ Freedom, from her moiinlain height
Unfurled her standard to (he air.
She tore the azure robe of night,

And set the stars of glory there;
She mingled with its gorgeous dyes
The milky baldric of the skies,
/Vnd striped its pure, cclestial white
U ith streakings of the morning light;
Then, from his mansion in the sun.
She called her eagle bearer down,
And gave into his mighty hand,
The synibol of her chosen land.

Majestic monarch of the cloud!
Who rear'st aloft thy regal form,
To hear the tempest-trumpings loud,
And see tlie ligliLning-lances driven,

hen strive the warriors of the storm.
And rolls the thunder-drum of heaven—
Child of tiie sun! to thee 'tis given
To guard the banner of the free.
To liovor in the sulphur smoke,
To ward away the battle stroke.
And hid its blendings shine afar.
Like rainl)ows on the cloud of war,
The harbingers of victory!

Flag of the brave! thy folds shall fly
The sign of hope and triumph higli,
\\ hen speaks the signal-trumpet tone,
/^ul tlie long line comes gleaming on:
l']re yet the life-blood, warm and wet,
lias dinnned the ghsteniiig bayonet,
Each soldier eye shall brightly turn
Where thy sky-born glories burn.
And. as his springing steps advance.
Catch war and vengeance from the glance.

Flag of the seas! on ocean wave
Thy stars shall glitter o'er the brave;
When death, careering on the gale.
Sweeps darkly round tlie bellied sail.
And frighted waves rush wildly back
Before the broadside's reeling rack.
Each dying wanderer of the sea
Shall look at once to heaven and thee,
An{l smile to see thy splendors fly
In triumph o'er his closing eye.

XpfAG of the free heart's hope and home
By angel hands to valor given:

Thy stars have lit tlie welkin dome.
And all thy hues were born in lieaven.
I'orever float that standard sheet!
Where breathes the foe but falls before us,
With Freedom's soil beneatli our feet,
And I'reedom's banner streaming o'er us?

EmBBHEHlB
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The Original Old G\ory-and Others
Stories About Certain Emblems that Preceded and

Some that Followed Our Flag

By Carl Schurz Lowden
Efrawings by John WolcoH Adams

YOU may look for the halo of
romance somehow envelop
ing the silken Old Glory

that you unfurl to the breezes
of February twenty-second, June
fourteenth and July fourth. You
will find it not. for there is none.

Modem flag-making has become
a business. The owner or man
ager watches the margin of profit
and knows the output. He does it
in the same cool, calculating way
that a real sophisticated person
supervises almost any dollar-bring
ing industry. Sentiment has no
role.

Our machine-made flags are per
fect. precise in ever)'- part, all
from the same pattern. They are
just so many feet or yards of
bunting and a blue field so many
inches wide with forty-eight stars cut and
stitched by steel fingers without a sem
blance of the delightful disorder often
praised as constituting art.

If you would find the romance of flag-
making in flower, go back to the long ago
when factories were few. Go back to those
days of the Revolution when the country
was an infant in its swaddling clothes.
Then there were no machines to make flags,
but there were instead loyal hearts and
willing hands and nimble fingers aplenty;
for the women had the Crusaders' zeal.

Thimbles, needles and thread were the
tools of our first flag-makers. To officer
sweethearts or to husbands or friends they
presented beautiful banners of broadcloth,
hand-stitched and hand-embroidered. On
a number of these occasions when the
women fashioned the emblems for their
fighting men. Cupid played a leading part;
tlien, of course, the little god of love was a
conspirator with patriotism in actuating
the fingers that plied the needle, the thread
and thimble.

When Colonel William A. Washington, a
kinsman of "The Father of His Country,"
met Miss Jane Elliott at her home about
si.xteen miles west of Charleston in South
Carolina, he mentally catalogued her as a

|qUm Woic«u CtdHMA

voung ladv of the highest type. At various
times his heart must have missed a few
beats and doubled up at others; for in the
autumn of the same year oC their initial
meeting he asked the age-old question and
she answered it with a sweet word of three
letters that lovers know.

"I shall look out for news of your flag
and fortune." Miss Elliott told the officer
following one of his calls, which he made as
frequently as the disturbing factor of war
would permit. ,

"But." he replied, "my corps has no
f^ag." • t. If

The girl straightway proved herseit a
most resourceful maiden; for immediately
upon hearing the statement she seized a pair
of scissors and cut a large section out ot
some red damask drapery.

"Take this. Colonel." she insisted as she
held the piece toward the man ofher choice.
"Take it and make it your standard."

Thankfully theofficer received it. As the
crimson hue is everywhere understood as
the token or sign of rebellion, its suitability
could not be denied. Subsequently a
was added to thesquare ofdamask, and this
gave the banner an elegant appearance.
After it was mounted upon a hickory
the valiant leader and his men battled

beneath the cherished but home
made device of his sweetheart.

Romances of the foregoing sort
do not always end happily, for
truth is rarely as perfect as fic
tion. ColonelWashington received
a bayonet wound, fell into the un
sympathetic hands of the enemy
and had numerous adventures.
Cupid proved himself a masterful
general, however, as in 1782 the
blushing Miss Elliott exchanged
her name for that of Mrs. Wash
ington.

The crimson standard waved
over the defeat of the British
forces in the battle of Cowpens,
likewise in the conflict at Eutaw
Springs; and after the latter en
counter it acquired the title of the^
"Eutaw flag." In 1827 on the

nineteenth of April, the anniversary of the
clash at Lexington, Mrs. W^ashington pre
sented the aged banner to the Washington
Light Infantry of Charleston.

The name of Elliott also figures largely
in the story of two banners, one of them red
and the other blue, both richly embroidered,
which the wife of Major Bernard Elliott
gave to the valiant defenders of Fort Sulli
van. The battle had been fought on the
twenty-eighth day of June, 1776; on the
thirtieth Mrs. Elliott handed to Colonel
William Moultrie's regiment the pair of
standards that she had fashioned with her
own needle, thread and thimble.

I ^HE gallant behavior of you all,'' she
told the men, "entitles you to the

highest honors. I have no doubt that you
will stand by the colors as long as they
shall wave in the air of Liberty."

Among the cheering soldiers was Sergeant
William Jasper. None could surpass his
bravery; for he had faced the storm of shot
and shell from the bombarding ships and
most brilliantly replaced the colors that had
fallen outside the wall of the fort. Later
this magnificent deed of valor whereby the
blue Liberty flag was saved brought to the
man an offer of a lieutenant's commission,
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which he declined with the brief but honest
assertion that he was "only a sergeant"
who lacked the ability to "read or write."

'^HREE years and more passed; then
came the siege of Savannah in the

autumn of 1779, Fast'and most furious
was the battle. When the standards had
been shot down and the man who picked
them up instantly killed by a shot from
the enemy, Sergeant Jasper hurried for
ward to fasten them onto the parapet. He
would repeat what he had done at Fort
Sullivan, later renamed Fort Moultrie in
honor of the indomitable commander. But
the missiles of death filled the air, and
he fell.

Suddenly the order to retreat sounded.
Though grievously injured and dying, the
brave Jasper seized the standards, crawled
painfully back, and thus saved them from
capture by the enemy. His last wordswere
spoken to Major Elliott to whom he said:

"Tell Mrs. Elliott that I lost my life sup
porting the colors that she gave to our regi
ment."

They were taken, however, on the twelfth
of May, 1780, when Charleston surrendered.
Now they ran be seen in the Tower of Lon
don. Theflag which heroic Sergeant Jasper
saved at Fort Sullivan, or Moultrie, suf
fered the same fate.

When the Marquis de Lafayette received
a wound in battle he was placed under the
care of the Moravian Single Sisters in Beth
lehem, Pennsylvania. There it was that
Count Casimir Pulaski, who had obtained
permission from Congress to raise and coni-
mand an independentcorps, called upon his
friend. The gallant officer noticed the ex
quisite embroidery of the hangmgs, or
drapery, in the hospital section. Accord
ing to one version of the story, he was so
much impressed with the beauty of the work
that he at once requested the women to
fashion a flag for him; but an official in the
Society of the War of 1812 presents another
version.

"When it became known," he maintains,
"that the brave Pole was organizing a corps
of cavalry in Baltimore, the nuns of Bethle

hem prepared a banner of crimson silk with
a number of designs beautifully done with
the needle by their own hands. They sent
it to Count Pulaski mth their blessing."

Anyhow,this emblemmade by the Single
Sisters was one of the smallest of all those
flown during the war of the Revolution.
It measures only twenty inches square, and
is composed of two pieces of silk doth sewn
together. On one face thirteen stars en
circle a triangle which incloses an eye and
the words, "Non Alius Regit," or "No
other governs." In the four lower corners
are hand grenades worked in sUk, once
bright yellow but now woefully faded. The
other face contains the abbreviation "U. S."
and a misspelled motto in quaint Latin,
"Unita Virtus Forcior," or "Union makes
valor stronger." The error appears in the
motto's final word, in which the "c" should
be a "t."

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow gave the
flag's history, which has since been attacked
as unauthentic, in his "Hymn to the Mora
vian Nuns." In that poem you will find
this picture of the women gloriously saying:

"Take thy banner, and if e'er
Thou shouldst press the soldier's bier,
And the muffled drums should beat
To the tread of mournful feet,
Then this crimson flag shall be
Martial cloak and shroud for thee."

Count Pidaski's corps carried the emblem
until he fell and died in the Savannah con
flict, which was also the death place of the
brave Sergeant Jasper. The Pole's lieu
tenant, having fourteen wounds but still
up and going, rescued the flag and took it to
Captain Bentalon, who subsequently re
turned it to Bethlehem. It led, nearly half
a century afterward, the procession which
welcomed the Marquis de Lafayette at
Baltimore when he paid a visit to the coun
try for which he had so nobly fought. In
1844 it was presented to the Maryland
Historical Society, which has since carefully
preserved it in a glass case. The silver
fringe is tarnished and dark, the stars are
muddy and it now shows little indeed of its
original magnificence.

This article would be incomplete without
the story of Betsy Ross, the Philadelphia
widow who made the first "Stars and
Stripes." She is said to have embroidered

ruffles for the shirts of General George
Washington and to have done various sorts
of needlework for her many customers.
In that line she seems to have had a repu
tation second to none.

Colonel George Ross, an uncle of Betsy's
by marriage,wasa memberof the committee
appomted by Congress to prepare a design
for a national emblem. He quite naturally
suggested to the other members, Robert
u General Washington, that theyshould call on his relative and advise with

her about the matter. The other gentle
men were willing; so the three of them soon
went to the widow's little shop on Arch
Street.

"I do not know whether I can," Betsy
frankly doubted when she was asked to cut
and sew the official emblem, "but I'll try "

That, of course, was all that Washington,
Morns and Ross desired. -The committee
then displayed a rough sketch and re
quested the woman's opinion on how it
might be bettered from an artistic stand
point. She immediately showed them cer
tain crudities such as its near-squareness
the irregularity in the placing of the stars
and the ugliness of a star possessing six

styk'̂ preferred the five-pointed
OUT' one of the members protested,

.u easier to makethan yours."
Then Betsy picked up a bit of paper,

quickly folded it and with a single swif{
clip of her scissors produced a five-pointed
^ar of evident beauty and true symmetry
There is no record of what she said at th^t
moment; perhaps she told the astonished
committee. There is nothing easier in the
world if you know how," just as other
women have informed other men

Generd Washmgton then drew another
TU ^ itsbreadth. The stars were arranged in the

form ofa circle to typify unity, and each of
them bore five points. All of Betsy's own
recommendations were accepted and em
bodied in the design.

With her hands, plus needle, thimble and
thread,^ Mrs. Ross made the first "Old
Glory." She wanted to be sure that the
whole effect was good; so, on its completion,
she had the banner run up on the topmast
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of a big schooner in the harbor. The com
mittee of three observed it flying there and
also scrutinized it closely when it was taken
down. They approved it, and then gave
the resourceful seamstress a large order
which necessitated the employment of
many helpers.

This story of the connection of Betsy
Ross with the "Stars and Stripes" has been
attacked; however, there is no substantial
reason for doubting it. George Canby, her
grandson, often heard it from the lips of
Bets}' herself. He interviewed many per
sons that had received the story from his
grandmother and collected approximately a
dozen affidavits in support of it. One can
not but wonder how many of our patriotic
stories will survive when their detractors
have placed the label of "myth" upon all
that do not chance to please them.

The ofiicial records are meager. Winning
the war was the paramount duty of our
forefathers and all else was clearly sec
ondary. Furthermore, they feared their
records might be used against them if cap
tured; so they made few, and preferred
verbal understandings. But in May, 1777,
about two weeks before the adoption of the
national standard, Congress made an order
on the treasurer to "pay Elizabeth Ross
fourteen pounds, twelve shillings and two
pence for flags for the fleet in the Delaware
River." Her relationship to Colonel George
Ross of the committee, the fact that she
had made flags for the navy and been paid
by order of Congress are reliable indica
tions of the validity of the account.

On the same day that Congress adopted
the flag resolution, the fourteenth of June,
1777, it named John Paul Jones as com
mander of the ship Ranger. The coinci
dence of the adoption and the appointment
caused Captain Jones to make this announce
ment:

"The flag and I are twins, bom the same
hour and the same day out of the womb of
destiny. We cannot be parted in life or in
death. So long as we can float, we shall
float together. And if we must sink, we
shall go down as one."

DUT a fly in the ointment there was. A
^ ship without a banner is a poor ship
indeed, just a sort of nondescript; and John
Paul Jones had none. However, the girls
of Portsmouth, New Hampshire, decided it
would not be proper for a vessel fitted out
in their harbor to proceed to sea minus a
real-for-sure fighting ensign. So they
straightway got up a "quilting bee," but it
•was a flag that they constructed under the
camouflage.

The stores of the city proved inadequate.
They could not supply sufficient quantities

of red. white and blue silk.
Thereupon the five girls,
Caroline Chandler, Doro
thy Hall. Mary Langdon,
Augusta Pierce and Helen
Seavey, cut up their best
dresses and invaded the
wardrobes of their mothers.
Miss Seavey had just been
married in the preceding
month of May. but she
speedilydonated her bridal
garment as her sacrificial
offering for the glorious
stars. Then busy hands
and busy needles did the
stitching and pieced to
gether a huge banner of
twentv-eight feet in length.
The Fourth of July, i777-
was a gala occasion; for
then the home-made "quilt

ing bee"' flag of the five Portsmouth girls
first felt the breeze from the Ranger's mast.

This historic emblem had only twelve
stars. It has been suggested that the girls
could not figure out a harmonious arrange
ment for the thirteenth star. But a better
explanation lies in the possibility that one
of the revolting colonies may have appeared
to be a hit insincere at that time.

The twelve-starred emblem achieved the
honor of being the first "Stars and Strips
ever saluted by a foreign power. 1his
event occurred on St. \ alentine s day of
1778, when Admiral La Motte Picquet,
commander of a French fleet, returned the
greeting thundered out by the Ranger.
This exchange off Quiberon Bay carried
with it the recognition of the new nation
and made Captain Jones as gleeful as a
schoolboy out of school.

"I am happy," he wrote to the Marme
Committee of Congress, "in having it in
mv power tocongratulate you on my having
seen the American flag for the first time
recognized in the fullest and completest
manner by the flag of France.

Subsequently Jones took command of the
sturdy Bonhomme Richard and transferred
the banner to that ship, ^he'i in Sep^
tember 1770, he defeated the British fripte
Serapis, he rescued the flag from his sm^ng
vessel before boarding the enemy s. The
Marine Committee of
it to a midshipman; now the histonc old
flag has a permanent home mthe National
^^A %TOman at Fort Stanwix, later renamed
Fort Schuyler. on the site of
York, contributed an undergarment of red
flannel for the seven red stripes of the crude
banner fashioned there early _m August of
1777. The British and Indians had be
sieged the fort, but re-enforcements had
cut their way through to the defenders
and had brought along a
newspaper containing a de
scription of the flag that
Congress had authorized
on the fourteenth day of
June.

The soldiers furnished
shirts for the six white
stripes and an officer de
livered his blue cloak to
form a background to the
stars of white silk. This
woman, a soldier's wife,
cut the stars and stripes
and sewed them roughly
together. Though the ern-
blem was a crude improvi
sation that could not be
called perfect or even fairly
compared with the exqui
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site needlework of Betsy Ross, it gained
much fame and distinction as the first
"Stars and Stripes" ever unfurled over any
fort and the first to receivc the baptism
of fire.

Nineteen anxious days dragged along
before other re-enforcements arrived and
caused the hasty departure, of the foe.
The siege had been raised with the flag
proving invulnerable in its maiden test on
land. Was the successful resistance a har
binger of the glor>' that was to come to
the infant nation? Was it a harbinger of
the glory that has been maintained un
blemished throughout the long roll of the
years that have followed the Declaration of
Independence?

But Captain Swartwout, who had con
tributed his outer garment for the flag that
flew over old Fort Stanwix. worried about
the loss of his fine blue cloak. Perhaps he
could not appear as splendidly without it as
he could with it as a sort of setting to his
handsomeness. And, moreover, had not
Colonel Peter Gansevoort, the commander
of the fort, solemnly promised' him the
material for another? Not long after the
siege had been raised the impatient man
wrote from Poughkeepsie, New York, and,
with a heavy sprinkling of capital letters,
reminded his superior of the matter.

" 'Y'OU may Remember Agreeable to your
Promise," he declared with consider-'

able vim and vigor, "I was to have an Order
for Eight Yards of Broad-Cloath on the
Commissary for Cloathing of this State In
Lieu of my Blue Cloak which we employed
in the Making of our own Colours at Fort
Stanwix. An Opportunity now Presenting
itself, I hereby beg of you to send me Your
Order for it Straightway."

Did Colonel Peter Gansevoort issue the
wished-for order for the "Eight Yards of
Broad-Cloath" and thus make a satisfac-
tor)' adjustment? He must have done so
or interceded, at least, in Swartwout's
behalf; for there are extant vouchers show
ing that the Continental Treasury did re
imburse the complaining officer.

But how fared the soldier's wife who
fashioned the famous flag after cutting up
her red petticoat for the seven red stripes?
She presented no bill either for the gar-;
ment or for her time. She gave willingly.
She apparently considered herself amply
paid with just the soul-warming conscious
ness of a duty done well. Perhaps with
Daniel Webster, if he had lived in her
day, the needleworker would have joined
in saying:

"If we take to ourselves the wings of the
morning and dwell in the uttermost parts
of the sea, a duty performed or a duty
violated is still with us for our happiness
or our misery."

r
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Off to Vacation Land
Summer Brings the Eternal Question of Where to Go

A LETTER from the Secretary of the
Interior appeared in the public prints
recently. It was addressed to the

American people and seemed to be an invi
tation to summer in national parks.

"They are the playgrounds and the recrea
tion parks of the people," the open letter
read. "In the name of the government I
invite you to be its guest."

Now you must admit that this is pretty
handsome of the government. It's bad
enough to have half a dozen people likely to
drop in on you of a Sunday afternoon, but
imagine what Secretary Work (the name of
the Secretary of the Interior is Hubert
Work. Yes, it is, really), imagine what
he has let himself in for by issuing a blanket
invitation for the summer to a hundred
million people, with no way of knowing
how manj' to make sandwiches for. Of
course, probablynot more than fifty million
will accept, but even with fifty million
you've got quite a big job on your hands,
with the dishes to do after they've gone.

So we decided that if we were going to
take the government up on its invitation,
the onlv decent thing to do would be to let
Secretary Work know when to expect us.
According to m}' little boy's book on eti
quette (which daddy gets a pointer from
now and then himself, mould of form though
he is), 3'ou should answer an invitation in
the manner in which it is issued. An open
letter from Secretary Work, therefore, calls
for an open letter from me. So, as I heard
a fellow who had traveled a good deal say
the other day, " Voicil"

All Open Letter to Secrclary Work
Dear Secretary Work: _ ...

We received your verj' kind invitation to
spend the summer in the national parks as the
guest of the government and want to thank you
right here and now. I don't see how you are
going to go through with it, but I suppose you
know best. As for Mrs. Benclilcy and me, we
chall be only too glad to spend a little whUe
with you, probably during August, as that is
when niy hay-fevercomcs onand I liketo beout
where I can rough it during that period. I
don't look very attractive when I have hay-
fever, but I know that you and Mrs. Work will
make allowances.

Now here is something that I must insist on,
however, since vou have been so kind as to ask
us out. You will have a lot of people to look
after and there is no reason in the world why you
should have to bother with entertaining us
once we are there. Just let us shift for our
selves. I have a lot of books that I must read
during the summer and Mrs. Benchley has her
sewing, and so all you will have to do is just
give us a hammock and forget us exccpt to call
us to meals. Don't feel that you have to be
giving dancesforus, or thingslikethat. e are
just home-bodies.

And, speaking of meals, why not let us bring
some of tiie vegetables that will be ready in our
garden at about that time? Our beets are
usually very good, and there are lots of ways
that you can fix beets up, salads, stews, etc.
Then we would feel that we weren't sponging
quite so much on your hospitality if we were
furnishing a little something ourselves.

About August 15th, then (we'll let you know
the exact date later), and don't hotlier to meet
us at the station. We can get a cab or some
thing and drive right to the park and ask for
you. Gratefully.

RoKiiRT C. Benchley.

P. S.—Would it be all right if we brought a
very small and self-contained puppy? Or

By Robert C. Benchley

don't you want animals? We'll understand
perfectly if you don't.

^^HIS invitation on the part of the gov-
ernment is a godsend in more ways

than one. It released us from w'eeks and
weeks of discussion as to where we should
spend the summer vacation. Thia has
gone on every year since we became man
and—what-do-you-call-it—wife. It goes
on in eight out of cvcr>' ten families in
much the same w-ay, which is essentially as
follows:

.^Vlong about March 15th the subject is
brought up by the husband, who says;
"Well, are we going back to Anybunkport
this summer?"

Clear as a bell comes the answer; "We
don't go anywhere at all, unless you can
get up oftener than you did last summer."

"Oftener? What do you mean, oftener?
Wasn't I up every other week-end?"

"Every other week-end exccpt when you
telegraphed."

"Once, just once, I telegraphed, and that
was when "

"Well, we won't discuss it. All I say
is that we don't move a step from this house
unless you'll see to it that your family
isn't left alone all summer."

The matter is then dropped imtil April
ist. Then:

"I saw Brad to-day and he said his folks
arc going back to the beach in Tune."

"Yes?"
A silence until April 8th.
Then the wife, fearful lest the subject

has really been dropped for good, brings
the question up again by saying that she
met a cousin of Mrs. Derby's at a tea that
afternoon and that she was teUing about
a place that her family had been everj*-
summer since she w'as a child, somewhere
up in the mountains. It seems that here
one doesn't have to dress up, the clothes
that you wear on the train are the best
things that you have along, and you get
fresh mOk from a near-by farm for three
cents a quart—and it's good milk, too. It
is a perfectly splendid place for children.

It is now the husband's turn to say.
without looking up from his paper:

"That sounds fine."
On April 15th all pretense is thrown aside

and the thing is recognized as an issue.
By this time some one has come along with
an account of a place up on a lake where
you can get all the fresh fish j'ou want pro
vided you can stun them first with a club,
and where you sleep under blankets every
night (possibl}' because blankets are the only
thing the mosquitoes can't drill through).

Then the Bignej's come over with some
pictures they took at their camp last sum
mer and give an enthusiastic account of its
merits. From the pictures one gathers that
the camp is situated on one of the Kew-
foundland fog banks with a fine view of
nothing at all stretching off in the distance.
It also appears from the portraits of mem
bers of the family at play in this camp that
on reaching the spot every one turns into a
gypsy of some sort, with badly fitting
bathing-suits and the unpleasant look of
having been washed up with the driftwood.
The fact that they are all slightly out of

focus doesn't help sell the place either.
You can't lay everj'thmg to the camera,
or to the fact that the sun went behind a
cloud at just the moment when Lillian
snapped the shutter. On inquiring when
the Bigneys intend leaving for this garden
spot of the W^estern Hemisphere you fmd out
that they are not going back this year on
account of Spencer's asthma and are conse
quently tr>dng to dispose of the camp to
some one whom they know, some one who
will take good care of the bark on the trees
and w^ill look after the (ah-ha-ha) plumbing.

It is then decided that the husband will
write to this Mr. Leetwig, w-ho still runs the
place in the mountains that Mrs. Derby's
cousin used to go to, and ask him what the
rates are and if they object to puppies.
This decision is reached on April 25th.

On April 2Sth the wife asks if he has
written Mr. Leetwig yet. Oddly enough,
U turns out that he hasn't. On April 30th
he is asked again if he has written Mr.
Leetwig. This time, to save further ques-
tionmg on a subject that has already be
come distasteful to him, he lies and says
yes. The fact is that he has lost the ad
dress, and doesn't want to go to the moun-

anj'way. Along about the middle
of May, owing to a quite understandable
silence on Mr. Leetwig's part, the moun-
tains are dropped from the list of possi
bilities and the choice narrowed down to
seven other places ending in "-quisset."

Literature sent on request from these re-
sorts indicates that there are seven places
m the world in which a man may be com
pletely happy. There are, it seems, seven
points from which may be obtained the
most ravishing view in the United Slates,
seven centers for the fresh milk and vege
table traflic of the country, seven of the
nations most remarkable golf courses
within a walk ofseven of themetric system's
shortest kilometers.
_ The photographs included in the folders
indicate that crowds ofhappypatronsspend
their days clustering about in httle groups,
admiriiig phenomenal catches of fish or
bothering golfers who are about to sink
difiaciolt putts. Once in a while they all
seem to crowd into canoes and float by the
camera, with every indication pointing to a
gigantic catastrophe in which thousands are
about tobedrowned. On page 5there may
be a photograph of a typical room in one of
the cabins, or "the recreation room" in the
hotel. Former guests at these places arc
never quite able to locate these rooms in
their memory.

'T^HESE folders are placed, in the order of
their receipt, on the mantelpiece, and

from there are taken by Helma when she is
cleaning and thrown away. It really
makes but little difference, however, for by
this time It is June ist and too late to get
m any^vbere except at Anybunkport again.
Atelegram to Mr. Wheems brings the reply
that he can just manage to fix you up at a
slight advance over last summer's rate.

There is then a frantic cutting of chil
dren s hair, a packing of five needless
trunks, the departureof Helma,who decides
that she doesn't want to spend the summer
so far away from her Torsen, and another
summer is begun at a place to which you
swore last summer vou would never return.
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SHE was ahusky waitress and her name
was Jane. She ran the late shift at
T-Bone Mahoney's, down near the

Plaza in Los Angeles. She had a heart as
big and sweet as a Lodi watermelon and the
model of her disposition is the one they use
in Heaven. But the one time she did get
riled up—oh, brother! What she did to
Mahoney's crockery, the Idol Film company
and Prince Ptolemy Ptarmigan And-a-lot-
more, of Cairo, Eg)'pt, is something for the
book.

You must know that T-Bone's was a
hang-out. Mahoney, staying up in his swell
Broadway restaurant, let Jane run the
counter and the cash register every night
from seven-thirty till two her own way.
"Which was why almost any night you'd see
Flash Fanchon, the featherweight, Spider
Welsh, the jockey when the races were on,
Silent Sam Simmons, who ran the poolroom
up the street, a couple of the boys on the
daily papers and three or four ball-tossers
from the Coast league dropping in for a cup
of Java and a kidding match with Jane.
And always standing outside between trips
was the taxi belonging to Louis Spinola, the
crook-nose Wop whose mother was still bank
ing his savings only because Jane had had a
pint of blood to spare the time the old ladv
was in the hospital.

Î ve been cranking cameras on the pretty
Genevieves of the Idol Film company for
over fifteen years. I've seen them all; and
none of them had much on Jane. Big and
beautiful she was, about twenty-four, with
a fine big figure she kept trim and tidy in
dean shirt-waists and aprons; biggray eyes
witha twinklingfairy hidingin eachof them;
a big mouth with fine-cut lips like a statue,
only Jane's were red and soft and twitching
with a million inward chuckles that piled up
until she'd throw back her head and let
them roll out in a big. throaty laugh.

A born kidder she was with an answer for
anybody any time, but also with the gift of
knowing when to quit—when to talk like a
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"Draw One In

The Dark"
By Walter de Leon
Illustrated by Tony Sarg

Fate Adds an Entree to
the Bill-of-Fare—A Course
of Crockery and Crooks^,
an Egyptian Prince^ and
a Girl Behind a Counter

Dutch mother to a fellow that needed a little
straightening out or bucking up. Like the
time she talked to Silent Sam Simmons,
walking him up and down Spring street all
night long till he gave her the gun he had
loadedforBigBillWysell, the Headquarters
detective.

BigBill didn't know anything about it for
two years. Then he drifted into T-Bone s
one night to look at Jane—and fell for her.
In another month he was telling around that
he was going to marry her.

"What's he got that none of the rest of
ushas?" I askedJane when I heardabout it.

"Judgment, Pete." Her eyes were danc
ing. "He thinks he's the only one of you
good enough to marry me."

"What do you think?"
She laughed. "I ain't even thinking."
Just then Big Bill himself came m and

took the stool next to me. _He looked At
the cup of coffce Jane gave him and shook
his head.

"Don't give me no cracked cup,^ he said,
shoving it away- "It's bad luck. _

"It'd be worse if there was a hole in the
bottom of it," said Jane.

The gang laughed. Big Bill turned red.
"No, it wouldn't. Cracked and nicked
plates andcups isalways badluck for every
body that handles them. You'U never have
any luck as long as you keep all this nicked
china around here."

"I can imagine the good luck Mahoney
would wish onto me if I threw it all out,"
said Jane. _ ,

"Just the same I ain't going to drink out
of no cracked cup fora couple of weeks any
way. I got a hunch about five thousand
berries is going to fall my way and I don t
want to discourage it none."

"Where's it going to fall from? asked
Jane, filling up another cup for him.

Big Bill lowered his voice. "The K guy,
he said, shoveling in sugar. "A yegg with
a yard of aliases theBankers' Association is
so willing to meet face to face they'reoffer

ing five thousand to any one who'll introduce
them."

"Check-passer?" I asked.
Big Bill nodded. "Prints his own checks.

Cashed four thousand dollars' worthof checks
on the First National Bank of Lullston, West
Virginia, before anybody thought to ask was
there a First National in Lullston. There
wasn't. He was J. K. Kirkwood on them
checks. That was in New York. Give me
a couple of sinkers, will you, Jane?"

When Jane came back with them Big Bill
went on. "Pittsburgh meets him next.
Hotel managers and bankers donate about
three thousand to M. IVL Millikent before
he sends a note to the Chief of Police that
he is leaving on the morning train. On his
way to Chicago he stops off at Cincinnati
and collects ten thousand in reparations on
doctored certified checks payable to R. K.
Keane. Always a K in the name somewhere;
see?"

"What does he look like?" Jane asked.
"He don't look the same in any two

towns," Bill grinned. "In New York he was
a banker in town for the Bankers' Conven
tion. In Pittsburgh he was a salesman for
a Connecticut hardware concern. In Cincy
he showed pretty letters of credit and Spanish
introductions from the Buenos Aires branch
of the International League of Justice. He
spent two weeks in New Orleans waiting on
table in the restaurant across from the jail,
listening to the plans the Chief of Police and
the dicks were making to capture him. He
left a note thanking the boys for the infor
mation."

WHAT a grand little kidder he must
be," Jane smiled.

"Little is right. He ain't over five foot
six. Some say he's slender—some say
plump. Most of the descriptions give him
blond hair—sandy—and dark brown eyes.
They've guessed his age all the way from
twenty-one to thirty-nine. In spite of which
I got a hunch I'm going to nab him. Five
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thousand smackers would buy a nifty little
t>unga!ow, wouldn't it. Jane?"

"What makes you think he's coming this
way?" Jane side-stepped.

"They almost got him in San Antone,
Texas, a'month ago. To show you his nerve,
he gaily jumps into that river running
through town,swollen with spring freshets-
right off the main street bridge he leaps and
swims a get-a-way in the dark. A week
liiter some K checks appear in El Paso, but
^•hen they go for him, he ain't there. The
nearest they get to him is a brakeman who's
cussing because a lillle bo has slipped right
past him and swung under a west-bound
f'ullman. When the brakie describes the
little bo, the Chief makes it a cussing duet.
Anyway, New Orleans, San Antone, El
Paso—the next stop is Los Angeles, ain't it?"

Bill grinned and reached for a cigaret.
"I'm leaving in the morning for a job down
in SanDiego that will keep mebusyformay
be a week, but when I get back—you belter
be looking around for bungalow bargains,
sweetie."

He eased down off his stool. "'Night,
I^cte. I'll drop you a postal card from San
r^iego." he promised Jane as he walked out.

"Talking about jobs," I suddenly re
membered something, "my helper quit me
this afternoon for a better job. Find out if
any of the boysneeda couple of weeks' work
to meet their income tax installment."

Jane thought a moment. "Brick Kennedy
hasn't had a bout for so long he forgets
what it feels like to be knocked out. Wait •
till I ask Flash Fanchon if Brick is still train- ?
ing for a crack at Dempsey on coffee and^
doughnuts."

As Jane walked toward the other end of
the counter I happened to turn toward the
door. Outside was a little runt of a chap,
maybe twenty-five or so, his big brown eyes
following Jane. As I watched him, he took
off the dirty cap pulled down over his sandy
hair, opened the door and dragged himself in.
_Dragged is right. That little bozo was

tired! His eyes were sunk back into his

1

I'd thought Morris's dive, teas pretty as any
I'd ever seen, hut that was before the Kid
took ajf. . . . He ivas a human porpoise

head and the red that should have been on
his lips was spread thin over his cheek
bones; you know—a little feverish. His
facc and hands were clean, but his clothes
never would be again, and as he climbed up
on the stool next to me I saw the red and
black rim under his collar that doesn't come
from anything else but the drive and sting
of dirt and pebbles chucked at a bo riding
the rods of a fast-moving Pullman. You
wouldn't believe there was a smile left in
his system, but as he sat down at the long
counter he turned to me.

"IMay 1 share your table, mister?" There
was a squint in his eye and a comical break
in his high-pitched voice that would make
any one grin. 1 offered him a cigaret. Re
fusing it, he waited for Jane to finish talking
to Flash Fanchon. tier back was turned, so
I didn't know whether she had seen the
little guy next me yet or not.

A good three minutes passed. Then the
little bo spoke up in his funnj' way.

".'Vh! Tis a good idea! They keep you
waiting here tiU anything they serve you
tastes good."

Jane turned around and gave the little
chap a calm and cool look. Before she could
say anything the little fellow smiled, much
too polite.

"I beg your pardon, but is there a waitress
loose around the place that could give me a
little service?" he asked in his cracked voice.

Jane's lips twitched. "You're getting
as httle as possible, ain't you?" she kidded
back, reaching under the counter for a knife,
fork and spoon.

"Old," said the little guy, "old but still
good. What else beside merriment do you
serve here?"

The gang was all listening, grinning, wait
ing for Jane to say something the little
stranger couldn't answer.

"Where do you think you are—in a res-

11

lie?"""^^" Squired. "What would you
not very thirsty; just give me a veal

cutlet breaded, m a longglass."
Jane s eyes snapped. "How will you take

It—with a straw or a spoon?"
The little fellow waited for the laugh todie

dowii; Neither.;'he answered. "Make it
a ny Still smiling, he suddenly swayed,
dizzy and lurched over against me. I
straightened him up and flipped a little water
in his face. He opened his eyes.
. . ~^^ake it a hypo so I can inject it," he
finished.

But all the kidding was out ofJane. She
had a bowl of soup in front of him and milk
toast, a chop and tea ordered before the
little bo had the water wiped off his face.

A crowd from the picture theatre next
door came mand Jane was kept hopping for
awhde. But all the time she kept one gray
eye on the little guy and all the time he
kept his two brown eyes on her. Only one

buddv'?"
p^E ^^HOOK his head. "Not anv more. I

Syracuse a monthago.Got over It, but the Doc advised the sun-
Southern California for

"You rnni? !Vou could of done worse," fane s-ii<l
,\''̂ f"\""derstand tha!,'

lad breakiii^g his lolgTsumcd I^Vvery
More tea?' Jane asked when the crowd

JeX.""' halfadozeixT^
No, thanks. Where's your bouncer?"
VVhat do you mean?"

'• I could walk out,ofcourse, but I believe
bouncers earn their money."

You mean you're not going to nay for
what you ve eaten?"

If the check was a nickel I couldn't pay
a deposit on it," the little bo grinned.



A couple of the boys near the door eased
down our way.

"Keep out of this," Jane told them. She
turned to the register, rang up the amount
of the stranger's bill; from her apron pocket
where she kept her tips she took the amount
and tossed it into the till. Pulling out the
receipt stub from the machine she shoved it
and a pencil toward the little fellow.

"Can you spell your own name?" she
asked, easy. I saw her idea; to get a sample
of his hand-writing to compare with some
of the K checks.

For a second the little fellow just looked
at her, his face getting red as a beet. Then
it dried out white. Slowly he reached for
the pencil and stub.

"K. A. Walker," he wrote.
"Thanks," said Jane, looking at it.

"What's the K for?"
"Kid, to you," said the little lad.

IT WAS Jane's turn to get red. "Ml right,
Kid," she said, slipping the receipt inside

the broad bosom of her blouse. "Now,
listen, I'll leave word with Jake to give you
a cup of coffee in the morning." I could
picture the five plain-clothes officers who
would be draped around the place when the
Kid came in for the promised Java.

He looked up at her quickly, then grinned,
easily. "Much obliged, Miss Jane. But
I '11 have me a job before I get hungry
again."

"A job?" Jane flashed me a look that
read plainly, "Come to life."

"You've got a job. Kid, if you want it."
I said, "helping me shoot film on the Idol
lot. There's a hot bath and a cool bed wait
ing for you at my hotel, too. How about it?"

"I've croaked." said the little fellow
softly, holding tight to the edge of the
counter. " I've croaked and gone to Heaven.
I'm listening to old St. Peter and looking
at a big beautiful angel"—he was looking
straight at Jane—"a big beautiful angel"—
again he hesitated. "Listen, Miss Jane,
you're married, aren't you?"

"Not me," Jane replied, looking at him
in a sort of a trance.

The Kid looked around the room and
scratched his head. "What the heck is the
matter with all you birds? Are you all
cripples or something?" He got down off
his stool. "Come on, St. Peter. Good
night, angel. I'm going to dream about
you."

Out he went, shaking his head, puzzled-
like.

"Will I locate Big Bill or one of the boys
from Headquarters?" I whispered to Jane.

It took her a second to understand rae.
Then her gray eyes turned dark and hard
as slate. "If I hear of you tipping off any
body that the Kid is the K guy, you're
going to change eating places or suffer an
autopsy." ?Icr voice softened. "I'll take
care of the Kid. Pete. Leave him to me."

That left me with only one question to
ask the Kid. Just before going to sleep I

said, "How did you happen to pick T-
Bone's to get thrown out of?"

"I liked the looks of that Jane angel,"
answered the Kid sleepily- "Gee, this bed
feels good. It's a long way from El Paso—
when you ain't eating."

Out at the studio the Kid made friends
like a five-dollar gold-piece in Germany.
Crook or no crook, you couldn't help liking
him. He was smart, a willing worker and
always seeing something funny ineverything
that happened. I've filmed hundreds of
reels showing crooks being reformed by the
love of a poor but pure woman, usually an
orphan or blind, but never had I believed
anyone took those mush pictures senously
until I saw the attention Jane and the Kid
were lavishing on each other. They were
together all the time.

"How's he making out with the com
pany?" she asked me after the Kid s first
week. , , . ♦

"Aces. Tom Kush says he s going to
make a director out of him and^ the boss
threatens to put him in the office.
• There were some wonderful high-lights m
Jane's eyes as she glanced at the Kid chin
ningwith Louis Spinola. u-ii?" t

"What do you hear from Big BiU. i

^^"He won't be back for four or live days
yet."

run for him when he doesIT'S acracked cup for him w
get back, I guess, eh?'fFCt iJilCK. J. uucsa.

Jane took her time about
"Well, I know one thing. Whatever hap
pens, it'll be his bad luck—not mine. bhe
brushedsome crumbs off the ..
Kid's getting real plump, don t X®"^hmk^

I srnnned. "He's falter than this ftere
old Egyptian mummy the paperspltiS so much aboutKingTut,er—you know; ends likeaMet

, BMy Murray the
demon reporter, commg m with y
edition Herald for his usual cup of coffe ,
told us. "I interviewed a decadent of his
this afternoon." . ,

He pointed to an article on the second
"laid article arrnounced the that Prince
Ptolemy Ptarmigan, etc.,etc.,
anrpstrv back to the mummy wed been
?aTkki7about had stopped off for afew days
in our Iieautiful city on the of ^e ww^^
he was making following his graduation fromarSglish university.. The = h.-"
self be quoted as saying it was neither oi
justly famous citrus fruit plantations nor ourSy renowned cafeterias he was so cur-
ous to see as the studios where the silent
drama and boisterous comedy

Naturallv, Monday morning there \\cre
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nineteen autos drawn up in front of the
Prince's hotel, nineteen men inside inviting
the Prince to visit their own particular studio
and, on the sidewalk, nineteen cameras
focused on the front doors. When the Prince
finally emerged with mj' boss hanging onto
his arm, nineteen shutters started taking
sixteen exposures per second of a dapper-
dressed young putty colored gent with a
vacant eye and a peculiar first-growth vege
tation on his upper lip. When it finally
percolated that we craved for him to take
off his hat, he uncovered long sleek black
hair, parted in the middle and oiled down
straight toward large, unornamental ears.
And when we all yel-'ed for him to stand still
a minute, he screwed a monocle into his off-
eye and emitted "E.\traordin'r>'" in hand-
picked Piccadilly accents.

"So that's all that's left of a long line of
Kings," grinned the Kid at my elbow.
"Looking at a genuine Egyptian, I begin to
understand why Cleopatra fell for a for
eigner. They grow them puny in Cairo,
don't they."

"He's a-bigger man than you are, Tiny
Tim," I told him, as the Prince stepped into
my boss's limousine.

"No, Pete. That remnant of Rameses,
Helmar, Omar and the other Egyptian
Deities only stands straighter, having noth
ing heavy above his shoulders to stoop them
—Hke me. Why do you suppose he picked
on our outfit?"

in the car on our way back to the studio
I explained to the Kid that to go with the
other World's Worst Pictures which the Idol
company was responsible for would soon be
another spasm, an Egyptian film, inspired by
the publicity given the outfit who had dug up
Tut-ankh-amen.

"We'll take the action scenes and close-
ups here in California," I told him, "and fill
out the rest of the picture with long shots of
the pyramids, the Sphinx, the muddy banks
of the sacred Nile and any other suitable
scenes we can find and buy from the news
weekly companies' libraries. I suppose the
boss beat the bunch by asking the Prince
for his personal advice and suggestions."

"Kidding himself or the Prince?"
"Kidding nobody. The film we'll shoot

to-day, following the Prince all over our lot,
will bring heavy money from aforementioned
news weekly companies."

The next afternoon when we escorted our
distinguished visitor into the projection
room to show him how he looked to others,
I wasn't much surprised to see how clean and
sharp he'd photographed. I'd felt that his
colorand hair had goodpicture quality. But
I was surprised to hear just behind me in the
dark room the boss's voice while the film was
being run off.

"I wishI knewsome way to persuade your
Highness to play the leading part in my new
picture. I realize that money is no ob
ject—"

"My dear sir. the amount of monev you
offer would always be an object. But it is
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Jonetvliirled around. The
soup boivl in her hand
streaked through the air.
Thud! He tvent out and
doivn like a heavy log

the time, as I haveexplained, which I can't
give you; really. I amdueto sailupon the—
er, I forget the exact date. My secretary
would know."

"Couldn't you postpone sailing?" the
boss urged, hating to lose the juicy profit-
bringing publicity the Prince's name on
the picture would give. ''It will take our
Mr. Kush not more than three weeks, four
at the outside, to complete the scenes you
would appear in."

Fourweeks! My dear oldchap "
"Say three weeks; two here and another

in Mexico."
"Mexico?"
"There is a location a few mifts from Tia

Juana, just across the border, which is ideal
for our purpose. We used it oncebefore. It
has the heat haze noticeable in all genuine
Egyptian desert film."

Fascinatingly interesting, of course.
But Mexico—it's dirty, I've heard."

"I assure you, your Highness, you would
not be uncomfortable. Everything possible
would be done for your convenience. It
would require no more than five days—and
of course all expenses including a special
Pullman or two for the cast will be borne by
the company."

There was a silence. Only the whir of the
projection machine could be heard in the
darkness.

"By Jove, it would be rather a lark. I
think—yes, I'll do it. I'll get a telegram off
to Lord Moncton immediately."

"Lord Moncton?"
"Of the British Legation at Washington.

He's by way of being my sponsor here in
this country, do you see?—furnishes the
wherewithal and that sort of thing. His con
sent isn't necessary. However, as a matter
of courtesy—formality—by Jove, I mustn't
neglect to inform my secretary to change
sailing arrangements." Cutting off the
boss's hymn of thanks he finished, "Oh, I
say, 3'ou mustn't expect histrionic ability of
me. I utterly haven't any."

Four or five days later he showed he
utterly hadn't something else. But in the
meantmie Big Bill had returned to Los

13
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Angeles and found how thick the Kid and
Jane had become. Flash Fanchon told me
about it at breakfast the morning after it
happened.

"Last night there's some trouble in the
kitchen and Jane goes out to fix it," accord
ing to Flash. " For a joke, the Kid hops back
of the counter, takes oil his coat, ties an
apron around him and tosses a napkin under
his arm. He's flipping crumbs off the coun
ter when in blows Big Bill and mistakes the
Kid for a new waiter.

"'Where's Jane?' he asks.
"'Behind the clock in Minnie's room?'

cracks the Kid.
'"That'll be about all of that,' Big Bill

growls. 'Tell her Detective Wysell would
like to see her.'

"'Oh,' the Kid pretends he's sorry he's
been so fresh. 'Detective Wysell. Yes, sir.
Can I give you a cup of coffee, Detcctive,
while you're waiting?'

"Bill grunts. The Kid rattles around in
the crockery and comes up with a prize.
The cup has no handle and a gouge in the
rim like somebody has taken a bite out of it.
There's a crack running from the gouge
down one side, across the bottom and half
way up the other side. And the saucer—
you can hear the loose pieces grate as the
Kid slaps it on the counter before filling the
cup and shoving it all toward Bill.

"Bill looks at it—once. 'Hey!' he yells
after the Kid, making for the kitchen. 'Do
you think I'm going to drink out of this cup?'

"'Drink out of the saucer if you want,' the
Kid fires back, 'we ain't particular here.'

" TANE comes out in time to hear the
^ first choice thing Bill calls the Kid.
"'Oh,' says Wysell, not laughing, when

Jane explains it's a joke. 'Pete Stevens's
new helper, is he?'

"'Yes,' says Jane, 'and believe me, one
grand little kidder.'

"'Grand little kidder,' repeats Big Bill
slow, giving the Kid the eye. Then, for no
reason at all, he smiles—yo\i know that
double-crossing smile of his—and holds out
his hand. '.'Ul right. No hard feelings.

But you ought to be careful about fooling
with cracked cups, Kid. It's bad luck.'

" A minute later Jane chases the Kid out
with a bpch that's going down to thebeach,
which gives her the chance to tell BigBill
quiet, that she s thought over his bungalow
idea and it leaves her cold. Listen, Pete-
tip off the Kid not to be pulling any funny
stunts for Big Bill until he gets over his
peeve."

T DIDN'T get a chance to warn the Kid
A that he'd acquired an enemy until it
was too late.

The day's work called for some water
scenes and tense melodrama on and around
an Egyptianed scow anchored beyond the
breakers near Santa Monica. Tom Kush
had run thingsalongfast right up to the last
scenes, an exciting—we hoped—rescue stunt.
Taking a look at the sun, Tom decided he
had time to shoot those scenes and finish
up with the ship stuff that day. That would
leave us only a few studio scenes to photo-
graph the next day, Saturday, and give usall
day Monday to pack up and get ready to
leave for Tia Juana early Tuesday morning

Now, Prince," Tom explained to Ptolemv
Ptarmigan, your sweetheart, Miss Morris
here, jump overboard to escape the villain
You see her, break awayfrom the slaves
holdmg you rush over to the rail here, jumn
up on It and dive m after her " ' ^

The Prince looked down at the heaving
ocean tw^elve or fourteen feet below him

done h "
"Well, then, jump in," said Kush "It

doesn t make much difference."
"But I—I can't swim, you see" an

nounced his Royal Joblots, feeling for his
monocle and not finding it.

"That's all right." Tom was still
optimistic. • I ve got a couple of men down

^ rowboat—for safety's sakerhey11 keep out of focus and assoon asyou
hit the water, 111 cut off my cameras, throw
you a flock of life-preservers and you can
hang on till the boat picks you up."

{(. ontinued on page 63)
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r^:.:iJ5!« Research Work
By William Almon Wolff

To say that is to detract nothing from the
great achievements of other nations, and
it most emphatically docs not mean that
these other nations contributed less than
their share to progress But there is a
difference, that has not always been under
stood, between invention and the products
of research.

Inventors like Morse and Edison do one
type of work. Scientists, working singly or
in groups, in research laboratories, do an-

business is to exhaust thepossibilities of a given subject; to Icam
about It everything that cin be knwn
And that turned out, in the latter part of
the last century, to be a task particularly
suited to the German temperament.

gECAUSE that was so Germany >vas

te"." afte^Thf°®irofrretoegun alter the war of 1870-7I' ^ „ cKart
to a great extent. Great Britain's
in the markets of the worid.
developed the modern dve industry, with
its use of aniline colors, not
had conspicuous inventors but because of
endless plugging by an army of anonymous
chemists. Other scientists developed her
agriculture along intensive Vu^^s,
her food producers to use her soil to thebe^ possible advantage tu

Chemists and phvskists worked together
to develop to the highest oitch of efficiency
her steel and clectricfllfiu^trics. Germany,
in 1914, was, alone among the
batant powers, independent of the CWean
mtrate beds, because she, alone, had
Z Ih^f like alarge scale, P

1 J, fixdtion of atmospheric
stepped Sghtinl'f:,' Ser kefof"^

gen'from^hc a?r, S^wTe^t'ered'tbe war!

ONE of the first things that happens,
when a distinguished guest from
abroad comes to America, is that he

is taken straight from his steamer to Wash
ington. There he sees everything and meets
every one; every sort of honoi is paid to him.
But—he doesn't see Washington. For
Washington is more than a city, and no one,
visiting Washington so, sees more than a
badly focused picture, with objects in the
foreground sharp and clear, and the back
ground vague and misty.

One must speak from one's own expe
rience, naturally, in such matters. And I
know that, although I had spent a great
deal of time in Washington, I felt that I was
seeing it in true perspective for the first
time when, about five years ago, I traveled
straight across the continent from San
Francisco to the Union Station. It was then
that I really understood, for the first time,
the immensity of what was behind those
magnificent public buildings; the vastness,
and the enormous variety, of the interests for
which those swarming thousands who come
pouring out of the government offices late
iji the afternoon have to care.

Very few Americans really know Wash
ington at all. It isn't so much that they
haven't been there; the number of people
who do, at some time, manage to spend a
day or so in the capital, is rather astonishing.
But they have a view of the citj% and of what
is done there that, to one who knows the
truth, seemsamusing—until reflection brings
the realization that it is anything but that
that it is, rather, tragic and dangerous. _

It is altogether too common an experience
to hear something like this in Pullman
smoking-rooms and such places, where
tongues wag freely:

"Oh, yeah—Washington! Pretty soft
for those politicians! And the birds that
cop the civil ser\dce jobs! Fixed for life,
they are! Good pay—short hours—'nothing
to worry about! vVish I had a pull! Got
to work for everything I get!"

Now you can, ofcourse, find politicians in
Washington who are selfish, narrow, even
dishonest. And you can. among the
civilian employees of the government, find
clock watchers, malingerers, lame ducks
who have had pull enough to procure for
them jobs better than they could ever have
found for themselves munofficial hfe. But
it's rather unfair to judge all the men and

who do the business n
Washington by those who are, after all,
cxSntions to the rule. The vast majonty of
these people, whether they are m Congress,
orTt the h4ds of departments, or typists
and clerks, or scientists engaged ^sea'"'-!?'
live themselves to their work with an altogether unusual degree of devotion and
'̂'tMs article is written in the belief that

altogether too little is known of certain
Ss of the work that is done mWash-
wton and represents an effort to describeSfm and to show their relation to the every
day life of almost every American, because
the subject is one that, treated at aU fully,
would require much more space than a sm-
ele article affords, some rather arbitrary
Elections have been made. In effect I can
deal onlv with some of the work of threedepartments—Commerce, the Interior, and
Agriculture. Practically all the depart
ments could be drawn upon, if P^;^-
mitted; one very notable omission, which
I hooe to correct ina later article, wdl be of
all reference to the vastly important
research work done by the army and the
nn.vy.

The development of a real passion for
scientific research is a comparatively new
thing in America. We left that sort of thing
for years to Europe, just as, in our early
days, we left art largely to the old worid.
We could import the facts we needed, as
we could import pictures, and as we still,
very largelv, import our music.

The country that did first develop
research work ona great scale was Germany.
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in Washington
Decorations by George A. Picken

.American industry .had made iiiie be
ginnings in research work before igi4- It
will never again be left in the lurch by the
interruption, through war, of its relations
with another country. Our great industrial
corporations to-day have research depart
ments unexcelled anywhere in the world;
scientific men, thinking of the Duponts, of
the General Electric Company, of the big
steel companies, will confirm that statement
without hesitation. And our technical
schools, always good, have ceased to
specialize so largely in civil and mechanical
engineering, and are turning out highly
trained chemists and physicists in increasing
numbers every year.

But, long before 1914, the government
was doing superb work in scientific research.
Years before our captains of industry had
learned their lesson, obscure bureaus in
Washington were publishing, month after
month, absolutely priceless reports. And
in those bureaus men were being trained
who were, when the time came, to be
snapped up eagerly by the corporations
which suddenly found themselves able to
pay themsalaries that must, tosome of those
rciGn, have seemed fabulous.

Right there sounds a note of danger.
Magnificent work is still being done under
the government. But—there is doubt as to
how long it can go on; as to how long, that
IS. the government, limited as it is_ in its
ability to provide adequate paj for scientific
work, can continue to get the men it needs.
It can get thevery young men, themen just
out of college, and it can keep on getting
them—because there is no such training in
the world as men get in the lower grades
of the scientific bureaus. But it can't hope,
indefinitely, to hold men in its service at
$4ooo_ a year, in one of the most expensive
citiesin the world, who arecontinually receiv
ing offers of from $7500 to $25,000 a year.

Nowit may seem less important, now that
private enterprise is undertaking research
work on a great scale, for the government

to continue this work. But that is not so;
it is, indeed, the opposite that is true. For
the research work that goes on in, say, a
Dupont laboratory, is for the benefit of the
Dupont business alone. Patents make
discoveries available to Dupont enterprises.

The results of a government research, on
the other hand, are available, on equal
terms, and without restrictions, to all
Americans. Discoveries are common prop
erty. The smallest manufacturer shares
with the greatest the information given out
by the government. If we still believe in
democracy, in equality of opportunity,
these scientific divisions of the government
represent one of the most powerful means we
possess to attain our end.

It is, quite naturally, the Department of
Commerce that is in closest touch of all,
among government departments, with busi
ness and industr>'. Its job is, as its name
implies, to promote the interests of business
and trade. And it takes its work literally
and seriously. Like all government depart
ments, it functions, to a great extent,
through bureaus and divisions the per
sonnel of which is not much, if at all, affected
by a change at the head of the department.
Among these bureaus things go on, now,
under Herbert Hoover, very much as they
did under Secretary Redfield, of the last
administration.

Chief among these bureaus is that of
Standards. It was organized, twenty-one
years ago, by Dr. S. W. Stratton, who
continued to head it, and directed its
enormous expansion, until he resigned, a
few months ago, to become president of the
Massachusetts Institute of Technology.

The Bureau, as its name suggests, was
designed, in the beginning, to maintain the
standard weights and measures of the
United States, and to supply information
to the purchasing divisions of other depart
ments as to standards to be considered in
buying. But, almost from the beginning,
the scope of its work began to widen.

•'n.x;!
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If you drive, out along Connecticut Ave-
"V,® to-day till you come to the Bureau,youwill find yourself at what wiU, at first, remind
you of the campus of a university. You
will seebig buildings, grouped about a com
mon center, tall chimneys, far-flung labora
tories, wireless aerials. And the academic
^ will be reflected in the men you see inoffices, and passing from one building to

another.

pJERE is concentrated machinery and
testing apparatus of enormous variety

and value. Congress has been generous in
providing funds for the purchase of equip
ment; Stratton, they tell you, was not only
a great .scientist, but the possessor of a
silver tongue when it came to pleading with
a committee.

It is scarcely possible to imagine anv test,
mechanical or chemical, that can not be
made here. They do famous work at
Schenectady with electric-light lamps—
but they wiE admit very cheerfully, there,
that they owe a lot to the Bureau of
Standards—which, of course, determines
the standards lamps to be bought for the
government ser\^ice must meet

A few years ago, when the'Federal Re
serve Bank at Cleveland was being built,
the matter of vaults assumed great im-
portance. Vaults were wanted that should
be absolutely impregnable—the assumption
being made that a mob or a hostile army
should have twenty-four .hours of uninter-
rupted opportunity to penetrate them
A lot of manufacturers returned from the
tests the Bureau of Standards made sadder
and wiser men. And—in the course of those
experiments results were achieved that
enabled the builders of that bank to save
$360,000 in making their vaults.

In cooperation with the Nav)' the Bureau
of Standards has done a great deal of work
in radiothe radio compass, which I
described in. an article in the first number of
this magazine, was developed by the bureau.



Thanks to it the time is in sight when a fog
bound coast will no longer have terrors for
mariners. And, thanks to it again, it will,
ultimately, when its installation is com
plete, be possible to abandon certain light
ships and other aids to navigation that now
cost the government more
than a million dollars a -r

money, of course; to do '
that you would have to
know, accurately, the num- j HS
ber of disasters the radio ^
compass will prevent. ^m||)

Last year a man in the BB
bureau, whose salary is i
$4000, made a survey of
government telephone bus-
iness in the District of
Columbia. He then de-
vised plans for rearrange-
ment of the service that
not only increased its efTi-
ciency, but reduced its cost
b}' $40,000 a year—ten
times his salary. Dr.
Brown, just now the acting
head of the bureau, has
completed, of late, studies -rjd
in the elTects of under-in-
flation of automobile tires that will, before
long, reach every buyer of a car, iJirough
the instructions that will come with his
new machine.

This bureau has experimented, too, witli
old oil in automobile crank cases—the oil
you throw away when you drain it out. It
has discovered means of treating it so that
it may be used again, and a beginning has
been made in the commercial application
of this discovery.

"^J^ONE of the bureau'swork is more im-
portant than that which it is doing in

connection with the building industry'. The
high cost of building is one of the acute
problems of American life to-day. It keeps
rents out of all reason; it makes home
building difficult, and, in many cases, im
possible. The bureau is worldng for the
simplification and unification of state and
municipal building codes and regulations;
it is, in cooperation with the various divi
sions of the industry, trying to reduce the
unnecessary multiplication of patterns
and designs. Bricks used to be made in
more than a hundred sizes; the bureau,
working directly with the brickmakers and
the builders, has succeeded in reducing the
number of standard bricks to seven.

The electrical industry in general has
much for which to thank the bureau. Its
1916 circular, soon to be withdrawn in
favor of a new one, has been the basis for
the rules governing electric service in a
great many states; quite lately it prepared
the draft of an ordinance, governing electric,

m
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gas and water meters, for the city of New
Haven, Conn.

Here is an enormously valuable function
of the bureau. A small city can call upon
it for information, which is promptly avail
able, that it could secure for itself only at a

w h o 113- disproportionate
cost. Local pubHc service
companies can obtain from

•-. ''"'i the bureau the most up-
to-date information; facts
as to practice which only
aresearch department

r --T maintained by themselves,
at prohibitive expense,
would otherwise make

- available to them.
Where a great corpora-•̂• '•<. ti(|n, doing ^a^^business ^of

this bureau, at a distinct
disadvantage. But he can,
through the trade group or
association to which he
belongs, call^ upon^ the

Ĥ^re is an example of
how this worlcs: Xot long ago the makers
of japanned ware appealed to the Depart
ment of Commerce. They were suffermg
heavy losses in the firing of their product,
much of which was ruined m tlus process.
The Bureau of Standards undertook tests,
as a result of these the loss has already
been reduced by fifty per cent., to
improved methods that were suggested, and
tWs comparatively small industry has saved
about seven million dollars a year. Here
is a saving in which every housewife who
buys this ware participates-for, of cou^e
the loss has, in the past, been borne by the
"iveTmore direct is the work of the
Bureau of Foreign and Domestic Commerce
Since the preparation of trade reports ''̂ ^ro^dMs been turned over from consuls to the
agents maintained by the Department of
Commerce abroad there has been a remark-SdT growth in the value of these reports
Cerican manufacturers have been able o
teSse their sales; they have frequently
bcSi placed in a position to seize a sudden
"TisTaS^o think of the Census Bureau
as one that, once evcr>- ten years, stirs m
its sleep and counts the population of theUnited States. But nothing could be further
from the truth. That count is, mfact, themeSst routine; one of the lesser phase^ 0
its work—important though it is. 1ms
bL™ supplies, and keeps ujp-to-dateth?™gh cS^itant buUetins statistics of
the ieatest value to all business men.
Thanks to it the small manufacturer can
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plan his sales campaigns, take advantage of
shifting conditions in his territop', as well
as can his most powerful competitor.

The Coast and Geodetic Survey, another
bureau of the Department of Commerce,
maps our whole enormous coast line. It
keeps up-to-date information, absolutely
essential to safe navigation, of currents,
sand bars, and such things; the work of its
men is exacting, and demands both skill and
experience. Late in the war, when Colonel
House organized an inquiry into the geo
graphical and ethnological matters that
were bound to come up for discussion at the
peace conference, the map-making work
was done by three cartographers lent to the
inquiry by the Survey. They did a piece of
work that won the admiration of experts of
the whole world.

'^HE Bureau of Lighthouses maintains
16,373 aids to navigation. It i.v in

charge of radio compass installations. Its
whole personnel is subject to transfer to the
navy in time of war—and was, in the main,
so transferred in 1917. Its work is highly
technical, demanding much experience—

•hence, slow work through its lower grades.
In charge of the design, repair and upkeep
of its 117 vessels and its 8000 buoys is_a
naval architcct—at S4000 a year. Its dis
trict engineers are paid about the wage of
a second lieutenant in the army.

The Bureau of Fisheries stands behind the
whole fishing industry of the country,
studying its problems, supplying it with
information, studying improved methods of
propagation. Lately it has Avorked out
improvements in the manner of treating
nets and lines for their preservation that
will, probably, save the industry five million
dollars a year—no slight contribution to a
reduction in the cost of living!

Now—how are the men who do this work
paid? It has been suggested that the pay is
inadequate; let's sec.

Six thousand dollars a year represents
about the highest salary a man may ever
hope to receive, as chief, in a government
bureau. There are a few exceptions, but not
many. That was the salary of Dr. Stratton.
But concerning Dr. Stratton, Herbert
Hoover made a few remarks that are dis
tinctly to the point.

"There's Stratton," said Mr. Hoover.
He made his

again,rl^

'St,>•ri'V ^
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from Siojooo to $30,000 a year. He turned
them down as regularly as they came, be
cause he could manage to scrape along on
his salary and his own income—he had
about S2500 a year, I think.

"Think of that! He had to provide a car
for himself—as a necessity, not as a luxury.
You cannot get a decent house here now
for less than S2500 a year.

"Well, not long ago, he came to me and
told me he had had another offer. I asked
him what it was this time, and he said it was
from M. I. T.—to become president, at
SiS.ooo a year, with a pension of Sqooo, and
a house! Well—I told him to take it. I
couldn't tell him anything else. In fact, I
told him if he didn't I'd fire him!"

So the government—and the country—
lost Stratton, a man of unique abQities.
It is not going to be easy to fill his place;
as I write it has not yet been done. The
General Electric Company offered to lend
Hoover a man ideally fitted to handle the
bureau during the necessary period of
reorganization and readjustment; one who
could leave it in such shape that a man
within the means of the department
could carry on the work. But
Hoover's hands are tied by Congress;
he couldn't accept the offer.

"The turnover here is appalling,"
Mr. Hoover went on. " The waste that
it involves is incalculable. As mat
ters stand the Bureau of Standards is
fast becoming a training school. We
take the youngsters from the tech-
nical schools and train them—and
then they are snapped up by in
dustry."

OHIEF physicists and chemists in
_this bureau, the men under whom

all important work is carried on, who
plan and direct it, must have not
only the degree of Ph.D., but some
years of experience as well, and they
receive from S3000 to $4500 a year.
Their associates, who cannot reach
that grade till they have their doc
tors' degrees, get from $2000 to
$2700. Laboratory assistants, tech
nical school graduates, get from $1000
to Si 200.

"These men don't want big sala
ries don't expect them when they
come to us," said Mr. Hoover. "They
do need enough to maintain families
and self respect. They need enough
to be free from constant financial
worry. They would stay here if
they could. One man, recently, re
fused $10,000 a year—and was get-
ting S3600. He wanted to go on with
his work. But the Western Electric
wanted one of our S3300" men and got him

for S6000 and bonuses."
Mr. Hoover went over a good many facts

and figures with me. When he had done
he wanted to sum up the whole situation.
He is an eloquent man when he feels deeply,
but he was baffled then.

"It—it's comic!" he said.
When you leave the Department of Com

merce and walk down Eighteenth Street
to the Interior you find very much the same
story repeating itself. The conspicuous
example there is the Geological Survey.

Consider oil. There has been no great
discovery of oil in America for years that
has not been foreshadowed in reports of
the Geological Survey. Its experts go from
one end of the land to the other. They
know why oil has been found here—and
why it is likely that it will be found here.
They make their studies; in due time their
conclusions are published—and are available

to everyone, at the same
time, everywhere.

One of these men made a
report concerning certain in
dications of oil in Oklahoma.
An astute prospector followed
up the hint; found oil; is a
million dollars or so richer

as a result. He is spoken of
here because he did a remark
able thing. He found out
who had made that report.
And he learned that the Sur
vey man had died, and, not
surprisingly, had left a widow
and a family in poor circum
stances. He sent the widow
his check for Sio,ooo.

The Geological survey lit
erally discovers coal at times.
It has, time and again, in
the case of a mine—a gold
mine, say, or a copper mine
—laid its finger on the pre
cise spot where shafts should
be sunk to rediscover a lost

vein. It has directed and advised mining
and oil boring operations everywhere; it has
added incalculably to the national wealth.

Cross the park to the Department of
Agriculture and you can hear much the
same story—except that here salaries seem
to come a little nearer to being adequate.

During the war the experts of this depart
ment worked to offset the sudden cessation
of the supply of German potash; they
cooperated in the War Department work of
supplementing the supply of Chilean ni
trates, needed both for fertilizers and for
munition making.

The Bureau of Plant Industry is respon
sible not only for improved methods of plant
culture, but for the introduction of new food
plants. It points the way to the successful
war that is waged against parasites and
plant diseases. The farmer of to-day could
hardly hope to get through a growing season
without its aid.
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The Bureau of Public Roads works in
close cooperation with the states; it is in
charge of the distribution of Federal aid
in the creation of the national system
of roads which was described in an
earlier article on transportation. Every
motorist who knows the difference between
the roads of to-day and those of a few
years ago is personally indebted to this
bureau.

To various bureaus of this department all
Americans have, even if unknowing, a close
and personal relation. They sec to it that
our food is pure, and that we are not misled
by false labels. They maintain the standard
of meat and of drugs. They point the way
to economics of management on farms In
a time of unprecedented economic turmoil
they have helped to prevent disastrous
collapses of the whole structure of the
industry of agriculture.

Here then is a picture, very incomplete,
drawn very much m outline, of the work
that IS done in Washington along certain

flTctor "^ust be laid upon one
All these things are done for the country

as a whole. The extraordinary technical
sl^ and equipment of the Bureau of
Standards is at the service of all industrv
The greatest and richest corporation in
America has no advantage,when it comes to
acquiring the latest technical information
over its puniest rival. Here is applied
democracy in the finest and truest sense
here is a resolute and determined effort to
give effect to that doctrine that was closest
of all to the hearts of the founders of the
nation—the doctrine that there must be,
in America, real ecjuality of opportunity.
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Garden of Terror
By Anna McClure Sholl

Illustrations by Harley Ennis Slivers

Part n

A I AHEY were all in the grounds in an
I instant. No one was in sight but

Hortense and a youngish-looking
man who were standing full in the hght of
an electric garden lamp—and evidently
"keeping company," for they seemed too
absorbed in each other to be even much
surprised by the outrush of men from the
house.

"Did you see a^iy one, Hortense?" Dr.
Crosby questioned.

"No one—Doctor. Mr. Dane Costello
and myself were just saying how quiet the
grounds were. This is my friend, Mr.
Costello." she added with a touch of pride.

The young Italian American nodded as
pleasantly as a man could whose love-mak
ing had been interrupted.

Teck put an arm on Calvert. "I want to
tell you somethin' strange,'' he said. "One
of the garden hands told me he saw who
drove your car away—and he made no ac
count of it—because that self-same car
used to be parked there often "

"Indeed?" answered Calvert lightly, his
defenses for Jayne instantly up. "Who's
the man?"

"Mr. Carroll Jayne—he was wild in love
with the late Miss Falcon, they say—though
she wouldn't have him."

||M-m," was Calvert's only comment.
"Could he have been the man who

frightened the old gentleman to death?"
"Certainly not!" Calvert said sharply.

•• I've known Mr. Jayne ever since our col
lege days."

"Why was he down here, then? He
knows"— his voice sank—"she's dead."

"I'm not so sure," was Morton Calvert's
mental comment. Carroll had lied to him
about the car, and Carroll was almost fas
tidiously truthful. Virile, almost rugged as
he was, he had a singularly immaculate
tem])erament in matters of veracity. He
said little, but with a candor—a kind of
inevitable reliability. What necessity of
concealment had driven him to that lie
about the car. Some things in connection
with this must be cleared up.

•".Say nothing about this, Officer," Cal

•i (. '"Jk

vert warned. "We're after house-breakers,
indeed—but neither thieves nor murderers.
If I left Mr Jayne's car in the lane and he
found it, certainly he had the right to take
hisown carback home." •j 'r r

"He was at her funeral, said Teck,
making no comment on this. I heard it
from the butler. They say she was ^ beau
tiful dead as livin'—not visibly hurt or
bruised from her faU. He sent red roses,
Desmond told me—a special variety.

"Yes!—Naturally he might want to come
and look at the where she lived "
Calvert commented. "Watch the grounds
well to-night,^ Teck. I hope you re not
superstitious!" __ , r i

"Me! me superstitious! I always save
my pet jobs for Friday the Thirteenth

Calvert went in. Dr. Crosby met him
in the haU. "What do you know about this
case you're not telling me?' he demanded
of Calvert with professional lack of cere
mony "That girl in the Ubrary has had a
nervous shock. The servants have had some
sort of ashock. Now, I want to^ow what
it is that's upset this household. ^

"Come into the drawmg-room, Calvert

^^"No we'll send Eulalie into the drawing-
room. 'We can smoke in the library."

She smiled at them both as she glided by

^^"™hall I send your maid to sit -ndth you,
Eulalie?" Dr. Crosby asked.

j^T(j_thanks, Xam not afraid.
The doctor lit a cigar when she was gone.

"Quiet child," he said, "but the only hu
man being who ever controUed poor Falcon.

"He was strange—eccentric," commented
Merton for lack of something better to say.

"Used to drink heavily; but
had lovely women for wives,
as drinking men so often do— |j|
first wife was a tender creature, •-
very literal—deathly afraid of
him because she had never pre- iBflj
sented him \nth a son."

•'He Wanted-a son?"
"Oh, desperately!~ and

blamed her—Adelaide was her

m

name as if the poor thing could help
only Thecla camc; and the mother died in
two or three months. The second wife-
he married again after five years—
woman who stood up to him more—didn't
care a fig that Eulalie was a giri and lived
long enough to train Eulalie to understand
her father—which Thecla never tried to do.
Bluelightning always between them! W'en-
deU Falcon stopped drinking just in time to

.X® years' real companionshipwith Eulalie. He was a brilliant scholar in
spite of this one weakness of his; and a
brave man! I can't understand his calling
for help—seemed like panic rather than
necessity. Sure you saw a man in a mask?
he ended abruptly. "Eyes are the trickiest
things on earth."

They ve tricked me twice, then," said
Merton. '

Theold physician looked at himnarrowly.
That girl in there—EulaUe' What are

your chances of falling in love with her;
since heaven has evidently sent you here
for that purpose?"

1 niy chances of falling out oflove with her? '

Merton answered drily, "Slimi"
Good!^ said the doctor. "She's never

lov-ed anybody-just buried with her father
and books. Thecla put her out soi«e-
how. Thecla d putanybody out that ^vasn
full size conflagration. I am glad she's gone,
too—that may sound brutal to you, but as
a physician I ve seen so much of the agon?f
o family life-mothers taking the very hie
blood of daughters on the plea of semi-
mvahdism, or some such nonsense; IPseen 'em faded middle-aged

unmarried women, thinking
was their duty to keep out ol
all joy that some one might be
there to pay the ice-man. And
I ve seen elder sisters snuff out
all a younger one's self-co;ifi-
deuce, not that Thecla. meant
to do it; but she was, you see,
brilliant, amazing. Family hie
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had reentered the house. "What did
Euhilie say to you, Jayne?"

"I think she really came, out to protect
me from two dangers—the officers; and
Thecla. Eulalie used to protect people from
Thecla because her sister aroused emotions
which no magic ever put to rest again.
Imagine that white child diverting the lam
bencies of lightning; but she tried, some
times I think from true goodness of heart;
sometimes from her sheer weariness of
drooping in the shade. Thecla used to say
that Eulalie was a gardenia. Where is that
draught coming from? Look at those cur
tains."

They were swaying oddly.
"Carroll, are you sure Eulalie came in

doors?"
"Quite certain."
"Did shesay anything else to you?"

"^/"ES, a strange thing. She said, 'If it
is Thecla—we mustn't be afraid.

She hated people who were afraid.'" He
rose. "I am going back to Three Oaks.
I have to have sleep."

"Look here, Carroll, I want you to see a
doctor."

"Not me"—stubbornly. "Calvert, can't
youget it through you that love keeps people
immortal—nothing else?"

Calvert felt in no mood for argument.
"I'll go down with you. Murph}' and Teck
might wake up and take you for a tres
passer."

He accompanied Carroll to the head of
the lane. "Good-night. And if I find in
the morning that anything's happened to
Eulalie I'll hold you responsible,'' he said
with a feigned rather than real hardness.

But in the morning when Fleming ap
peared to make ready his bath, that servitor
assured him that the household was intact,
"and things seem different in the morning,"
he said cheerfully. "We was all a bit ner-

Mertonfound Eulalie standing before
the marble fireplace in the drawing-
room, on tvhich a wood fire was lit

vous, sir, yesterday—and no wonder; but
that won't occur again. 'Ot or cold bath,
sir? Have you a preference? "

Calvert wasn't so sure that everything
was normal again. He couldn't be confident
of that until after he had seen Eulalie; and
he had no chancc of a word with her until
nearly noon. He had reported the events
of the night to Dr. Crosby, whose grunts
were non-committal. ^-VU he advised sharply
was, "Stay here and keep your head. We're
not through with this yet."

Calvert agreed M'ith him.
Hortense came to him and told him her

jwmg mistress was in the garden, and would
like to speak to him. Merton gathered him
self for the interview, determined that if
possible he must accomplish two definite
tasks. He would assume that nobody was
mistaken, and he would assume that everj'-
body was mistaken; and to reconcile these
two paradoxes would be the task of common
sense and common courage; for Merton
had a theor}"^ that there was a courage
common to humanity—the confidence born
from the only common sense worth building
on—the sense of a friendly universe, on the
side of right, not wrong. Here was a dis
turbed household, a girl trying hard to keep
her head above water, a distressed lover, all
aware of some one at once too strange and
too familiar. To get Eulalie
safely through this—back to
normalit}'- and the warm glad
life of young things in a young
universe—was an object worth
every effort.

The day was lovely—a soft
breeze blowing that tossed the
lighter flowers into gaiety and
movement. Calvert proposed a
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walk and led her out of the gardens and
their floral beauty over a stile into a high
mountain pasture from which they could
behold blue peaks beyond blue peaks,
thinner and thinner folds of the infinite
hills.

"There," he said as they paused for
breath, " that's the real world—big and open,
and you are goinginto it some day, and find
how wonderful life is!"

She raised her shadowy eyes to his. "I
want to go into that world," she said bravely.
"I could leave all this to-morrow. You see,
I can't grieve too much for my father; first
because I think extreme sorrow for the dead
is un-Christian; and then—he was none too
happ>^"

"\ou w^ go! Now trust! Don't let
anything distress you—or—or frighten you!
Not anj'thing!"

She glanced at him. "Not even last
night?" she asked in a low voice.

'"Not even last night."
She clasped her hands together, com

pressed her lips. " Thecla tormented Carroll
Jayne when she was living. I don't think
It s fair to keep it up—really, I don't."

There must be an explanation," he
said gently. "We're to ride right over
everything—to some inevitable reasonable
ness.

"I've tried," she answered, "but I dread
going back to the house, to the grounds,

Oh. if you had known mv sister. Can vou
understand! She lifted everything outof its

usual groove; when she entered
a room people looked at each
other as if they were seeing
each other for the first time.
Or again, it would be like the
light before a storm—magical,
but no one quite easy. And,
really. I loved her," she added.
"One thing Thecla never did—
she never shut people up in



personalities. \ou could always breathe
because in a way you weren't there! Only
she wasthere! Sheneversaid as somepeople
do, 'How tired you look to-day'; sheseemed
in some way to assume you shared her
extraordinary secret—that everything was
beautiful and young and care-free."

Calvert knew the spell. He had felt it
the night before in her beautiful room.

"Care-free," his voice caressed the word
—almost unknown since the Great War.

"Yes." she whispered. "I've suffered so
—always a problem. My mother's sorrow;
then her death, and my being caught up
somehow in my father's life, and not know
ing quite what to do for him; because a
child never knows its parent's secret
thoughts—those old tired thoughts; and
the smile he puts on not because he feels
happy, but because yoit are young."

"Desmond, why haven't you laid a place
for Miss Thecla?" The man turned
ashy and stared at them wild-eyed

She paused, fingered the short, dry pas
ture grass on which they had sat down to
rest. Above them the sky was like a tur
quoise bowl—a transparent bowl, and in its
vast concave the lovely racing clouds lifted
his heart and hers a moment from their
analysis; then she resumed.

"But Thecla—there was no carefulness
about her; I mean in the sense of being al
ways thinking what one ought to do—or be!
I believe she trusted God as people rarely
trust Him—it kind of magnificent taking
Him for granted; using His house, this urii-
verse, because she felt perfectly at home in
it; and the ones that didn't feel at home just
troopedafter her to get the precious secret."
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He smiled. "You've thought a lot about
Thecla."

"Oh, yes "
The white, child-like facc looked very

lovely, and he felt lonely himself in that pas
ture under the blue arch. All at once he
saw her eyes directed far dow^n the hill to a
figure which was crossing from one stretch
of wood to another with a graceful, free step.
They both watched her with a kind of anger
that this strange intruder could not leave
them an instant alone. He made up his
mind he would make no comment. She
made nqne; and in the bright sunshine they
continued looking, and when they spoke
again, avoided each other's eyes.

He took her back to the house thoroughly
convinced that Dr. Crosby was right—the
end was not yet. Teck and Murphy had

iCoHtimtcd OH page 50)
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The Enemy of Time and Distance
The Marvelous Growth of the Telephone—an Invention

that Has Made Neighbors of Us All
By James E. Landy

Decorations by R. L. Lambdin

Qnce the idea ivas laughedat—to-day of the telephone as told hy Mr. Landy
fifty million conversations are carried is the romantic tale of inventive genius

on every twenty-four hours in this coun- and the growth of a company from
try over ivires stretched above and be- practically nothing to the jirst billion-
low the surface of the earth. Thestory dollar corporation in the United States.

^ I ^HE billion-dollar corporation is here.
I It is atclephonecorporation. It came

wiihout much noise and has been
accepted with complacency by the average
American. The trumpets didn't fanfare nor
the brass sound when the American. Tele
phone and Telegraph Company recently
told the public that it proposed to increase
its capital stock, to one billion dollars. In
building a picture of industrial life as lived
m America to-day a consideration of means
ofcommunication isnotmerelj' important—
It is imperative. It can not be done com
pletely unless the telephone is featured.
. Fortj--five years ago the idea of transmit-

tmg the human voice over wire was incubat
ing. The mere prophecy that billions of
dollars would be spent in the evolution of
that Idea would have stirred the cracker-
barrel statesman to wondrous flights of
oratory To-day the city clubman, who
evolved from the corner-grocery forum, dis
misses the subject casually. -'Of course it
was bound to come," he says, and lets it

that ; a few editorial writers have men
tioned It, but there has been no gasping; no
one is dazed and yet it is doubtful if one
person m a thousand realizes the enor-
mousness of a billion in money. Glorifica
tion of lucre is not the object here, but
just the same a billion dollars can not lie
ar^nd without attracting attention.

ine telephone business is a very voung
business. 1he first man who ever spoke over
the telephone was living a few months ago.
i he firet man who ever heard a spoken word
over the telephone isstill living. Its historv
has^not acqmrcd the obscurity of aremote

On June _2, 1875, Alexander Graham Bell
and his assistant, Thomas A. Watson, were
testing two instruments to form a "har
monic telegraph." Watson had just plucked

instrument when Bellrushed from the next room shouting: "What
^ anything!"Over the connectmg wire he had heard the

twanging spring. He found the make-and-

H Watson's instrumentswelded together, and at once realized that
the accident had revealed to him the secret
tor producmg an undulating current, which
torsome time hehad believed to be thebasic
principle of electrical speech transmission,

the telephone was boni.
1 in 1878 and before there was a^lephone_ exchange in existence Professor

-Dell s vision of the future was given in a
statement to intending investors. He said:

_ It is conceivable that cables of telephone
wires could be laid underground, orsuspended
overhead, communicating by branch wires
with private dwellings, country houses, shops,
manufactories, etc., etc.—uniting them tlirough
the mam cable with a central office where the

wire could be connected as desired, establish
ing direct communication between any two
places in the^city. Such a plan as this, though
impracticable at the present moment, will, I
firmly believe, be the outcome of the introduc
tion of the telephone to the public. Xot only
so; but I believe in the future wires will unite
the head oflices in different citics, and a man
in one part of the country may communicate
by word of mouth with another in a distant
part."

Professor Bell supplemented his remarks
with the expression: "'I am aware that such
ideas may appear Utopian and out of place."
He, himself, believed, but he doubted the
vision of his hearers.

The charter of the American Telephone
Company taken out in 1S85shows that even
at that time the company had in mind the
establishment of a national service:

"The general route of the lines of this asso
ciation, in addition to those hereinbefore de
scribed or designated, will connect one or more
points in each and every city, town or place
in the State of Xew York with one or more
points in each and every other city, town or
placein saidState, and in eachand everyother
of the United States, and in, Canada and
]^Iexico; and each and every of said cities,
townsand places is to be connected with each
and every other city, town or place in said
States and Countries, and also by cable and
other appropriate means with the rest of the
known world, as may hereafter become neces
sary or desirable."

So that it is readily understood that the
purpose consistently followed through has
been the creation of a national as distin
guished from a sectional service.

Just at this point and in this connection
it is advisable to think for a moment of how
this country of ours differs from any other
in the world. It covers an immense area
and but one language comparatively free
from dialects is generally spoken. In gov
ernment, it is a confederation of States, but
our State boundaries are no barriers to
commerce. There are no customs frontiers
between the States. Contrary to the case
of most other countries, it is the exception
here when a man lives where his father or
grandfather lived, and. it maj- almost be
said, that it is the exception when a man lives
in the same State as the one in which his
grandfather lived. This has been a nation
ofpioneers and colonists with the result that
more than in any other country families are
separated so that, more than any other area
in the world of similar size, it is one country,
one people with far-reaching commercial
and domestic relations. It follows, there
fore, that such a nation must have a com
plete telephone service covering the whole
country, a service having no narrower
boundaries than the boundaries of the nation.

•Parallel with the mechanical problems

attendant upon building such a system run
the problems of organization. But before
proceeding to a brief analysis of these two
branches of our telephone development,'
let us look at what has been accomplished
and see to what extent the vision of Dr.
Bell and his early associates has been
fulfilled.

There is a development of one telephone
to every eight persons in thiscountrysodis
tributed and interconnected thata telephone
IS practically within reach of every human
habitation or place of business in the coun
try for communication with any other, every
hour of cvcr>' day and night. Nowhere
else does such a-condition exist. Europe
has four times the population of the United
States, It has less than half the number of
telephones. Great Britain has fewer tele
phones than Greater New York, which on
Uctober i, 1922, had 1,050,632 telephones.
Germany has only three telephones [per
100 inhabitants. France has about one
per 100, having less telephones than the
Stateof Michigan, though having ten times
the population. Detroit has more tele
phones than Brussels, Liverpool, Budapest,
Rome, Amsterdam andMarseilles combined,
withabout one-fifth of the population. Chi
cago has more telephones than France and
Belgium together with Jugo-Slavia, and all
of Central America thrown in for good
measure. It has more telephones to-dav
than Denmark, the Netherlands. Italy,
Roumania and Greece combined. The num
ber of telephones in Atlanta is about equal
to the combined number in the countries of
Bulgaria, Luxembourg. Portugal and Peru.
"Washington, D. C., has more than Belgium
and Egypt combined. Omaha, Neb., has
more than Chile, Peru and \'enczuela com
bined. Philadelphia has asmany telephones
asItaly, Belgium, Central America and Jugo-
Slavia combined. New Haven has more
than Roumania.

^XCEPT in the more important places in
loreign countries the telephone service

IS not a twenty-four-hour service. In Swit
zerland, m some ways an example of the
best se^ice in Europe, on week days g6 per

telephone exchanges are closed
at 8 30 P M., 33 per cent, are open from 7.45
A.il. until 12.15, then close an hour and
three-quarters, open again until 6 P.M
close an hour and a half, and finally opcm
^t 7-30 P.M. for half an hour, when shut
ters are put up for the night, while on Sun
days and holidays the service is even more
restricted.

The difficulties of telephone service appear
to increase in more than direct ratio with
the development, There is no public which
exacts as high a standard of service as the
.\merican public. For these reasons the



difficulties in the way of satisfactory tele
phone service would seem greater than any
where else. The American public may not
be satisfied with its telephone scrvice. It
never will be. Perhaps it never can be.
Also it may be true that the builders of that
service are not wholly satisfied. Equally
also it may be that they never can be. for
it seems highly prol)able that where diffi
culties of details are so great perfection can
not be achieved. The pursuit of perfection
is an endless chase.

TN VIEW of these things consideration of
telephone service in its relation to the

public is undoubtedly important. A broad
contemplation of this requires a consider
ation of the application of fundamental prin
ciples and the soundness of theories which
may have a bearing upon the subject. Study
of the relative economies and efficiencies of
large operating units and small ones, of the
waste in competition and how far it can be
obviated—of the danger of monopoly un
regulated and to what extent it exists if
regulated comes within that field. Compe
tition and monopoly are human agencies.
Like most human agencies they have in
them jjotentialities for good or for evil. The
human element in them should be taken into

t account as well as the theories. The results
of the operation of these agencies are be
neficent or otherwise according as they are
directed—according as the potentialities
for good or evil arc developed, (^f course
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one is perfectly free to have strong opinions
as to the relative value of these agencies as
applied to communication and transporta
tion services. Facts, however, are always
valuable in forming opinions or in arriving
at conclusions and a better understanding
of the intimacies of telephone ser\'ice-
building may be had if they are considered
in connection with the deeds, hopesand am
bitions of telephone directors of the past
and present. . v.

With these facts at hand and ni the light
of things accomplished it is not difhcult to
review the line of reasoning that back m
i88s fathered the great achievement which
we know to-day. These pioneers probably
realized that a national service can only
exist through an organization which pro
vides for a uniform policy and coordinated
action. Uniformity of policy and cooper
ation comes to the Bell System through con
tract relations and community ownership.
The American Telephone and Telegraph
Company o^-ns directly or indirectly all the
voting stock of 14 Associated Companies, 78
per cent, of 9others and 31.5 cent, of 2
others. The Associated Companies are re
sponsible for telephone service in 5848 com
munities and operate about 9,000,000 sta
tions out of a total in the country of about
14.000.000. There seems to be no auto
cratic control of the system. Its govern
ment is somewhat like that of a republic.
The problems and policies arc considered m
view of local conditions and under nation

wide conditions. The)' are discusscd in com
mon by those in the business having only
nation-wide responsibilities and by those
having also direct local responsibilities.
When the conclusions arc reached they are
the conclusions of the System and have all

power so far as company
activities are concerned that a decision of
the United States Supreme Court carries in
our land. The policies established are the
policies of the System. In operation the
Associated Companies are autonomous, each
having theright orpower ofself government.
In the organization of each Associated Com
pany. the plan seems to be to centralize as
littleas possible except in the establishment
of policies and methods—to leave in the
organization of eachcommunity the greatest
amount of authority and rcsponsibilty for

set the greatest economy and
efiiciency and satisfaction to the public, un
hampered by any unnecessary reference to
higher officials in the company.

A national telephone system could not be
embraced in one corporation on account
of the wide variation in corporation laws in
different states, From this it is argued that
in structure it is necessarily an organization
of corporations, one of them exercising cer
tain general functions for the benefit of the
others.

By the growth of cities and the increase
in the use of the telephone the number of
stations within the limits of a single city has
mounted in several cases to over a hundred
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thousand and in one case to over a million,
and the number of central offices to over
one hundred. Under one roof as many as
20,000 lines are switched. Some central
ofiices are now planned for more than double
that number. Naturally the accomplish
ment of these results with a continually im
proving service has presented problems.
These things, of course, meant much in the
way of development, research, manufactur
ing plants, new types of construction, im
proved methods of operation and countless
other things of a kindred nature.

'^HEN, too, it has often happened that
-*• when the telephone company had come

to a decision as to a necessary- improve
ment in its art, it found that in one of
the other arts or in a college laboratory or
in the telephone business not controlled by
them, inventions had been made and pat
ents taken out, concerning which some
claims might be interpreted in a way to
interfere with future progress, or covering
devices which might be of use in operation.
Since the company had undertaken to pro
vide a free path for the development of the
business, they found it necessary to spend
millions in the acquisition of patent rights
or licenses from others in addition to the
million they had to expend themselves on
development, research and experiment.

In the early days the American Company
made â manufacturing arrangement with
the Western Electric Company. It seemed
to them that this was in line with that same
policy of providing a free path and that by
this means progress would be unhampered.
In other public services the manufaclurcrs
make what they think is needed and they
control the patents upon their output. The
Western Electric Company makes what the
telephone company knows it needs and
the telephone company controls the patents.

The American Telephone and Telegraph
Company seemingly has gone beyond the
pointofmerely having a purpose to establish
a national service. There is a national ser-
vice. Its maintenance is a dual responsi
bility—the Company's and the public's.
At least'that is the claim of the company and
they produce good arguments tojustify their
position. The responsibility upon the part
of the men directing telephonic destinies
covers extension into fields wherever popu
lation develops. It does not involve, they
say. extension of direct operation by their
company into the fields now served by
others,nor doessuchextension seem to them
to be desirable except when greater efli-
ciency, or economy, or better service point
clearly tosuch a move. They interpret their
duty asinvolving connection with companies
serving such fields. There are gigo con
necting companies. In a few of these the
Associated Companies have a direct finan
cial niterest. In the majority of them they
do not, _rhe relation between the Associated
Companies and the Connecting Companies
is mutually helpful, and the tendency is ap-
parently m the direction of standardization

the things which make for good service.
Ihey are a very important part of the
national service serving over 4,5o<?,ooo sta
tions.

TN a few localities two companies are
_ attempting to serve the same commu

nity. It is argued that this condition is
economically unsound andagainst thepublic
interest. The American Company takes the
position that whenever the desire of the
public that such a condition shall be elimi
nated shall be expressed through Public
Service Commissions, as representatives of
the public, that company will feel under an

obligation to do its part in endeavoring to
remedy that condition.

The expressed policy of the Company is
very simple. The fact that it is the servant
of the public is fundamental. It must
please and satisfy its master. Its efTorts
must be directed toward what will produce
that result. It must above all things else
give good service. The Company believes
the public wants the best service it.can give
and that it is willing to pay a fair price for
good ser\-ice, and does not want, in the
settled communities, anything less than a
dependable service at any price.

To give that kind of service requires skill
in finance and psychology. The employer
having such problems mu.st pay wages which
will attract and hold a picked lot of people,
and in them must be stimulated an enthu
siasm for the business. They must know
what the employer is trying to do and they
must be in sympathy with it. The wise or
ganization must foster a spirit among the
people it employs and must regard it as
much their business to do so as it is to fur
nish tools with which to work.

An anecdote of the winter of 1022 in Wash
ington illustrates this spirit. The morning
after a severe snow-storm a local business
man, on the way to his ofike, overtook a
girlstruggling through thedrifts. He helped
her for a few blocks and then said, "This is
too much for me, I am going to turn back.
I can do my business by telephone, anyhow.
You'd better go home, too." "No," said
the girl, "I'll keep on. I'm a telephone
operator."

The road by which the System has pro
gressed has not been like a city street where
the traveler could find on either side sup
plies suited to all his requirements. The
journey has been more like blazing a trail
through the wilderness. When the telephone
was new, the commercial and domestic uses
of electricity were limited to the simplest
form of the telegraph and electric bells.
Every telegraph operator knew as much
about useful applications of electricity as
the college professor.

A picture of conditions may be had by
reading extracts from the recommendation
for the building of the first commercial long
distance line:

May 12, 1885. _
The succcssful operation of the experi

mental circuit bct%veen New \ork and Boston
has demonstrated that the telephone is a
practical instrument for transmittmg mes
sages over long distances.

There arc, however, a number ol mechan
ical, electrical and financial problems still
to be solved before that succc.ss can be
achieved. . , ,

Highway lines of the size and character
required for this work have never before been
attempted.

The telephone seems to require a non
magnetic material in tiie line. Copper is the
onlv available metal, and its use is still ex
perimental. The results, so far, are highly
ktisfactorj', but only time and experience
will determine its lasting
qualities andthebe.st meth
ods for its manufacture
and use.

We know that a one-
metallic circuit can be
operated between New
York and Boston, but we
do not know that addi

25

tional parallel circuits can be successfully
worked; we have reason to fear that they can
not be if constructed in the ordinary way.

To run a number of circuits between and
into largecitiesinvolves the useof both aerial,
underground and submarine cables to a very •
large extent. There seems to be a wide
diversity in the opinions of electricians and
manufacturers both as to the practicability
of working through long cables and as to the
size of conductors, nature and thickness of
insulation, etc., which will secure the best
attainable results.

The switchboards now in use are all planned
for single-grounded circuits, and it will be
necessarj' to arrange special apparatus for
our circuits.

It will be for many reasons desirable to
introduce, at the outset of our long-distance
business, a transmitter adapted in qualities
and form to the requirementsof this ser\-ice,
and to know as definitely as possible what
kind and amount of battery willgive the best
results.

After the sleet-storms of the last two
winters telephone conversation was carried
on between Boston and Pittsburgh through
cables. It was only by the solution years
before of ver>' difficult problems that that
•was made possible. To-day the Bell imder-
ground system consists of more than 300,-
000,000 duct feet of conduit. This would
go through the center of the earth from pole
to pole more than seven times.

The evolution of communication across
the continent may be traced about as fol
lows: First, the Packet around Cape Horn,
then the PrairieSchooner, next the Overland
Mail Coach, followed by the Pony Express;
then in order the Telegraph, the Railroad
and the Transcontinental Telephone.' Each
of these marked an epoch and all were
wonder-makers. In these days wonders are
so commonplace they hardlv cxcite com
ment.

Few things are more wonderful than the
very fact that the telephone "talks."

Want to know how it does it?
Listen!
Every sound represents a vibration or

quivering of some material body. Each
vibrating body imparts some of its motion
to the air surrounding it. The air vibrations
spread out very rapidly in all directions as
waves, growing weaker and weaker the
farther they travel from their source, and
whenever they reach our ears they produce
the sensation of sound. Although all
sounds reach us through the air. the air is
an effective transmitter of sound only for
short distances. Even the sounds of large
explosions can be heard only a few miles.
The transmitting of sounds and especially
of the human voice over long distances in
the form of sound waves in the air is quite
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impracticable. Here the telephone comes to
our assistance.

The electric current, as utilized in the tele
phone, proves an ideal agent for carrying

. the voice across thousantis of miles and to the
one person for whom it is intended.

The telephone transmits sounds as very
rapid fluctuations in the electric current.
The speaker directs his voice into the tele
phone iransmiltcr, behind the mouthpiece of
which is a thin, metallic diaphragm. At
tached to this diaphragm is a little cup con
taining a thimbleful of minute carbon
granules. Due to their own weight, these
granules lie in contact with one another and
with two electric contacts which pass a cur
rent through them. So long as no sound
enters the transmitter, the diaphragm is
motionless and the carbon granules remain
quiet, with the result that the electric cur
rent which they carry is perfectly steady or
constant in value. When one speaks into
the mouthpiece, the diaphragm is caused to
vibrate, and the resulting agitation of the
carbon granules produces a variable electric
current which is a good copy of the rapid
sound waves of the voice.

fluctuating electric current flows over
^ the line wires which may be thousands

of miles long, to a telephone receiver at the
other end. In the receiver is another thin,
iron diaphragm and behind it lies a magnet
carrying two small coils of wire. The fluc
tuating electric current coming to the re
ceiver from the line, passes through this coil
causing the pull of the magnet on the iron
diaphra^ to vary. In this way, the re
ceiver diaphragm is set in vibration in unison
with the distant transmitter diaphragm, and
generates sound waves identical with those
spoken into the distant transmitter.

Considering more of the mcchanical mar
vels of the telephone, I wonder how many
of j'ou know that i6 men, eight of them in
New York, say. and eight, say, in Philadel
phia, can be talking over the same pair of
wires at the same time and not interfere with
each other in any way? Well, that's true
and it is being done every day. There is
of course a limit to the carr>'ing capacity
of each wire, yet it is now physically pos
sible to have more than 200 conversa
tions going on at the same time over the
same pair of wires. It is not commercially
practicable, however, because of the cost of
installation and upkeep of equipment, to
use the wires for more than 7 or 8 conver
sations at the same time. The telephone
engineers treat air disturbances or sound-
makers in manner somewhat similar to the
action of a type-setting machine or a mone\'-
counting device. They filter them at
a transmitting end, send them
along wires and collect them
again at the receiving end of
telephones—and there is no
jumble of voices or mix-up
in conversations possible, so ex
pertly is this done. Doesn't it
make your head ache to think
of the miracles mere humans are
working?

Then there is the thing known
as switchboard mathematics. Did
you know about that? Here it
is. Three segregated pairs of
telephones give only three lines
of telephone communication.
When the six instruments are con
nected by bringing their lines
into a central switchboard, an
intercommunicating system is es
tablished which affords 15 dif
ferent talk tracks. By means of
a mathematical formula, it is

possible to compute the number of lines
of communication obtainable from a given
number of interconnecting telephone m-
struments. For example, a 10,500-line
switchboard exchange provides a total of
55,119.750 different communicating lines.
Similarly computed the Bell System alone
with its 14,000,000 telephones, all inter
connected, affords 97,999.993.000.000 sepa
rate and distinct avenues of conversation.

While I've got the swing of it I want to
fondle a few more big figures. It's just as
easy to talk, in millions as it is to earndollars,
so here goes. Didyouknow that there have
been placed in the ground in the United
States over 20,000,000 poles and that these
cover over 400,000 miles of pole lines and
that over 800,000 poles are required each
year by the telephone companies in this
country' and that cedar. chestnut and yellow
pine are the principal kinds used? Another
fact that may interest you is that m one
system alone 40,000.000 conversations each
day are carried on over wires and that 10,-
000,000 others take place over other systems.
Computedin time this
are used each day m talk in the United
States. In the BeU system they have over
-?o,ooo,ooo miles of wire and 87 per cent, of
this is in cables—19.000,^
ground and submarine, and ne.yly /,000 000
miles overhead or aerial.
single New York corncr are 76 ^
cables carrying 63.43° ^vires. Boston and
Washington have been connected via the
underground route for some years and there

in the Pacific. The service "'""e
clear and of about 'he s^ime poucr of vo ce
daily carrj'ing between K™ \ ork and Ph.k-
delphia. There was no mterny)tion or de
lay It is now possible to talk from movmg
ships or trains to friends or relatives at home,
and the perfection of this department of
telephone service brings vi^ons of the prob
abilities of the future. The
person may enjoy himself byco"JU"ng up
the things that may be h
after. The chances are that_ when he has
reached his limit his conception wiU be Jar
short of what wiU be accomplished.

npHE development of telephone prvice
A must constantly and unceasmgly ad

vance. It can not stand stOl andrest on its
laurels. For this reason, as "luch as for
economical management, the
genius of man must be called upon to supp y
^ by machiner>' the labor which a

dozen vears hence human hands
either can notbesecurcd toperform
or if secured could only be had at
a cost deemed to be prohibitive.
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In New York City there is in operation
to-day a mechanical''central" w-hich gives
satisfactory ''connection," but which if the
company claims are true will not throw out
of employment any one now engaged in
the business but will enable the company
to take care of the anticipated increase of
the future without diverting too much labor
from other useful fields of emploj'ment.
This semi-automatic device probably' willnot
wholly supersede present methods in New
York for perhaps a dozen years. It is in'
operation in other municipalities through
out the country and its installation is due to
the policy of the American Telephone and
Telegraph Company in maintaining a re
search department for experimental and de
velopment purposes which seemingly meets
emergencies and overcomes obstacles with
calm efTiciency, wonderful patience and re
markable skill.

Oneof life's little ironies appeared during
the exhaustive tests made before adopting
the dial for this mechanical "Central."
The observers' report occasioned many a
smile and is worth passing on. More than
100,000 persons from all walks in life
were invited to "try" the dial for test pur
poses. They were first shown how and then
asked to "dial a number." An accurate
record of the successes and failures was
kept, with thissurprising result. The lawyers
made the highest percentage of mistakes
and the laboring man, the scrub-woman
the janitor, the street-sweeper achieved
the lowest. In fact, the laboring class was
practically 100 percent, perfect while the
professional man was far from it.

PICTURE of industrial life as it is be
inglived mAmerica to-day can be com

pletewithout touching upon thefinancial side
of any nation-wide development. Corpo
rations like the telephone corporation are
builded for permanent usefulness. They do
not die with their founders, No one or two
or dozen humans can outlive them. In an
impatient country like this one can not build
itselt out of Its earnings. Ofcourse the tele-
phone is now in a constructive period. It
wiU be for years to come. It must borrow
money to buUd. It must plan to borrow
miUions, not mere thousands, and the taskoffinancing its operations economically isas
much a science as the knowledge of other
details of its undertaking. The company
may require forexpansion and other reasons,say, two hundred millions of dollars—cer
tainly it will require more during the next-
few years.

The cost of underwriting is necessarily
great even though the credit of the com-

Jfself IS beyond question. Shrewdness
must be brought into play not alone to se
cure this money but to get it upon fair terms

'̂ ^ere is no question of theability of the company to get even so great
an amount. The public will furnish if- "
1.S mentioned here as only an incident m the
life of a corporation It ^ a ^transeage ^vhen
the ability to borrow a"of hundred
millions IS considered merely an incident.

The Bell System as a whole has
an investment of about ^52.000--
^0,000; between two and three
hundred thousand emplo/e'̂ ®'
serves about nine millions of cns-
lomers directly and is responsif^e
for returns to four or five hundred
thousand stock and security
holders. That puts it among jne
l^rge business enterprises of tne
world. The best and broadest ser
vice which can be given at laif
rates is the only objective whicn
the public will finally approve.
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"ril let him drive. Saint,
but Vm doing it for you,
and not fpr him—and
I'm throiving away a
race, I'll tell the world!"
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The Thrill of Racing
Motors and a Tom^
of the Supernatural

The Saint Lends a Hand
' I "^HERE I was, the day before the In-

I ternational Sweepstakes: Sainte
"*• Claire Morse, my one best bet, al

most dead in the Methodist Hospital, and
Tommy Alexander, my other go-get-'em
driver, out at Los Angeles. Served me right,
I guess, for splitting up the team, trying to
be a hog by copping Los Angeles and Indi
anapolis at the same time. What I ought
of done waskept the two boys together and
played Indianapolis two ways. You never
want to carry all your eggs in one automo
bile, as they say.

I went down-town to eat, and Howdy
Wilson breezes over to my table. "'Lo,
Buck," he says, as he sits down. "Heard
The Saint was awful sick. Too bad, but
count me in on his car for to-morrow, will
you?"

Well, if I wasn't the lucky one! Next to
The Saint and Alexander, I'd say that
Howdy could shoot 'em around the old oval
as fast as anybody. I ought to fell on his
neck and let my tears run over his shoulder.
. . . He was the boy to tool Morse's car.
But just then I got to thinking of what
Morse had asked me that afternoon. So
instead of falling on Howdy's neck, I said
I'd let him know the first thing in the
morning.

After I eat, I drops up to the hospital
and what do I do but run right smack into
Eddie Mitchell's wife! Of course, she flagged
me. Somehow, she had got wind that there
might be a chance for Eddie to drive The
Saint's car next day, and she wanted to
know what I was going to do about it. To
her Eddie was the biggest hero in the world.
I could understand that—I'm married, and
my wife thinks I could be president of the
good old U. S. A. if I could spare the time
from racing to go to Washington. But I
talked plain to Eddie's wife.

"Now, Mrs. Mitchell," I says, "Eddie is
all right. He's a good mechanician and he's
all right for relief. But I'm hiring a hall to
tell the universe he ain't got a chance with
Murphy, DePalma, Milton and the rest of
the gang that will be out on that track to-
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morrow clawing for a big gob of that
Sioo,ooo prize money. Eddie would be like
a flivver among a flock of automobiles.
You just let him alone, and some day maybe
he will be good enough for me to give him a
chance to burn gasoline in a big race, but
that time ain't j'et. You know the old man
used to be a race driver himself and if I
told him I was going to put Eddie behind
the wheel of the only Midwest entry he'd
call in the bug doctors to examine my dome."

Then she started crying and I said:
"We'll see," not intending to have her
understand that for a promise at all. But
if I thought I had got the {lag indicating a
clear course, I had another think coming.
Eddie comes out of Morse's room and he
collars me and hangs on like a man would
to a bottle of bonded liquor. He knew he
hadn't delivered the goods, but he thought
he was due to change his luck, and et cctcra
and et cetera, as they say. "We'll see," I
told him, too. I was getting good on that
old "We'll see" stuff.

But I guess we better line up and let you
get away with the starter's flag, so you'll
know all about it. I'd been racing manager
of Midwest Motors ever since I quit rac
ing and decided to
let Elmer do it. Presi
dent Dawson used to
be a race driver and
me and him cavorted
around down at the
Savannah Grand
Prize, the Vandetbilt
Cup over on Long
Island, the Fairmount
Park races at Phila
delphia, not to men
tion the wild and
woolly Barney Oldfield
Los Angeles-to-Phce-
nix desert races. But
Dawson had a busi
ness head, and they

called him inoff thetrack and finally, when
he worked up to president, that lets me in
for a nice job as racing manager, with a
good old fat check every month and me
and the drivers getting all the money we
won.

I developed some real race drivers, as the
world knows. And one of them was Sainte

iT fYou'd think with that namehe d be president of a bank, or wear spats
or something like that. But he was a
regular fellow and a real race driver. And
when I say race driver I roll everything good
that any one ever said about race drivers
into one package and hand it to Morse.
Some of the boys around the tracks thought
he was stuck up because he didn't have
much to say, but they always changed
their minds when they got under his hide.
When it came to tuning up a car he was
there four ways for Sunday. I can take a
job out and tune it up and think I've got it
a strong hundred per cent, perfect. Then I
bring it back to the garage and The Saint
will^nose around a little and say; "Buck
don't you think if you give those valves a
little more lift you'll get more hop in her
without doing any damage?" or something
like that; andI go dowhat he says andshe's
all the different in the world

This Eddie Mitchell was one of our com
bination mechanicians
and relief drivers. I
don't know^ why I
kept him with us,
unless it was because
1 he Saint liked him,
and I didn't want to
peeve Morse. But
if Mitchell was ever
going to have any of
the earmarks of a
good driver, as they
say, he ought to had
'em long ago. But
he didn't. Y^ou know
how it is. There's
race drivers and race
drivers. Mitchell was



one of the and drivers,
if you know what I
mean. When The Saint
or Tommy Alexander
pulled their cars up into
second or third place in
a 500-mile grind and
wanted a little rest, Eddie
could drive relief for a while and hold his
position pretty well, but he never done much
better. As a mechanician he was a bear—
the best I ever saw. But as a go-get-'em,
honest-to-goodness race driver he was ivory
from his neck up.

Everybody remembers how Mitchell broke
into the spothght at Tacoma by grabbing
Morse's wheel when the tread flew off the
tire of a car they was passing and hit The
Saint across the arms. I'll give Mitchell
credit for grabbing the wheel, all right, and
saving a bad wreck, but that's just why he's
in there alongside the driver—to do what
ever comes up. Morse always seemed to
me to be tr^'ing to pay Mitchell back for
that favor, as he called it. Boosted him
whenever he could. But when Morse tells
me that he thinks I ought to let Eddie drive
the biggest racc of the year, you can't
blame me for thinking The Saint was out of
his head.

Now I'm getting closer to my bonehead
play. I listened to the voice of the devil
telling me to send Alexander out to Los and
let him clean up in the 250-mile racc there
while Morse cleaned up at home. Crazy?
I ought of been put in a padded cell! But
how could I know whatwas going to happen?
I'm not one of them birds that look into a
crystal ball and know all about next week.
If I had a been—but I'm not.

nurse gives me a scowl and started
to say something when I went into

Morse's room. I guess she \\'as going to
show me the gate, but The Saint motions
her to let me alone. "Buck," he says,
"this is going to be the big chance for
Eddie. He's a nice boy. . . . Got a nice
wife. . . . Never really had a chance. . . .
I've done everything 1 could for him, and
he needs the money."

"Yes," I says, "I know he needs the
money, but so do I, and Midwest Motors
wants to win the race, and it's a coke dream
if you think he's got a look-in against that
fast iield to-morrow."

"You won't make no mistake,
Buck," he goes on. "I've never
asked you for a favor before, but
I'm asking you one now. You
know I never turned you down, and
I always lend a hand when a fellow
needs it."

What could I do? There was my
old soft heart for Morse. The only favor he
had ever asked me, and that was the truth.
^Always went along and did his work and
never said a word. But I wasn't running the
factory. It wasn't my factory, either. If
TheSaint had wanted my head I'd tried to
let himhave it. But I don't know as I had
a right to give away a chance for first place
in the biggest automobile race in the world.
I wouldn't mind passing up my part of the
prize money, because Morse had made lots
of it for me. Just then he put one over on
me- "Buck, this may be the last thmg
you'U ever get to do for me." That got me
and I started to bawl like a baby. Md I
ain't ashamed of it, either. ' I'll let him
drive Sainl, but I'm domg it for you, and
not for him—and I'm throwing away a race
for the factory, I'll tell the world! That

lust whcit I told him.
"You're a nice man, Buck," he reached

over and took hold of my hand when he

'""when I left Mitchell slips into the room,
and Morse talks to him so low the nurse
can't hear it, she teUs me after«^rd. She
said that Eddie acted
when he went in and she could tell he wasnr regular driver. But when he goes
Sut hfswings along like he owns Midwest
Motors.

I
DROVE up to President Dawpishouse
and told him how I had promised Morse

to let Eddie drive his car.
"Tames"-I could tell the old man

some peeved when he didn t call nie Buck
"in astory book you'd be doing afine thing,
I euess. But you're living in Indianapolis,
and they don't win races here like they do in
stories. You got judgment like a craufish
walks Think we can spend a couple ot
hundred thousand dollars on a race team
and have you throw us down right here at
home? Why don't you let my ofTice boy
drive Morse's car? Might as well. I
to Wilson after he saw you and I told him
to hold off on any contract; that we d use
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Zucatclli's car got aivay from
him and shot up the inclinc. . . .
Eddie's speed would about carry
him into Zucatelli tvhen he
rolled io the bottom of the bank

himsure in Morse's car, and for him to talk
to you again. I've been hoping we'd catch
Wilson some time when we'd be in position
to give him a seat in one of our cars, and
here he is—and you've gone and promised
Morse to let Eddie Mitchcll have his car!
We owe Morse a lot," he goes on, "but we
don't owe him the whole damn factory.
The best thing you can do is to go back and
tell Morse you've changed your mind."

But I didn't. I'd made my bed and I
made up my mind I'd sleep in it, if you
know what I mean. But I wasn't figur
ing on a job with Midwest Motors after
Mitchell comes In in about tenth place or
worse.

I went out to the track early next morning.
The Speedway onlyhas one racea year and
the people are so crazy to see 'em spin
around the two-and-a-half-mile brick oval
for 500 miles that they come clear from
Maine and California and Oregon and Texas
to see it. This pilgrimage to IMecca they
talk about ain't got nothing on Indianapolis
Decoration Day. All roads into the city the
day before the race arc one-way roads. I
never heard of anybody going the other
way. The night before the big race Indian
apolis looks like New York or Chicago, only
more so, on account of all the extra people
they got in it. . 1 •

About the time the first rooster begins to
hoUer for daylight the next morning the
crowds begin to move out to the Speedway
not to mention some of the Hen^s and
others that's been used for hotels right
alongside the Speedway all nignt. Ihe
autos go out two and three abrpist on six
different roads. The steamand electric lines
carry people out by the thousands. Ihe
guards sift the walkers through the turn
stiles and the auto loads go through the big
gates. Thousands of the autos go on
through the tunnels under the track and
into the infield. But they sure got system
at the Speedway—they get 135.000 peop e
to their places as easy as a bootlegger gets
aroimd the prohibition agents.

Some track, too. Not built for speed
altogether, like the wooden tracks, but
built to see what's in a car besides speed.
It's the laboratory for the engineers to test
their stuff. The oval has four corners to it,
and it don't matter how much speed a driver
has in his old wagon, he's got to watch on
those corners or he's going to shake some-
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thing loose that will put him out of the race.
The cars get away from the starting hne
on the home straightawaj' and before they
know it they hit the first corner of the
south turn; then they come to that little
650-foot straightaway, and then they hit
the sccond corner. When they hit the
second corner they give her the gun, and
bingo, they shoot out into the long straight
away of the back stretch for 3,301 feet, to
be exact, and they are at the north turn
with its two corners. After that they are
in the homestretch and they do it all over
again. Two hundred times around the old
oval for 500 miles! You can sec a car has
to have the stuff in it to stand the gaff of
those four corners, and you can sec that no
matter how much speed she's got. the banked
corners are bound to slow her up. Drivers
that, got sense lift their foot going in and
that gives their motors a chance to cool off
a little. There's lots of drivers go wild
when they lly by the mile of solid grand
stands and think they are sitting on top of
the world, and take the turns with all
they've got. When they wake up they
generally have put a connecting rod through
their crankcase, stuck a piston or burned

The Midwestflewhy. "Who is
driving that car now? ' John.'
son's pointing .hand shook
like its owner had the ague
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out a bearing. That's curtains, as you 'T
might know.

I was standing on the infield side of the
track at the pit gate, watching the crowds'
coming into the grandstands on the other
side of the track. Everybody was there in
their glad clothes, refreshment men climbing
around through the crowds, everybody in a
good humor, looking across the track at the
pits, waiting for what would come next.
Every car has a cement pit on the inside of
the track for supplies and repairs and every
pit is painted white and has the car's name
and its number, for the benefit of the grand
stands. Flags of England. France, Italy
and the U. S. A. was flying, pits being'
loaded with supplies and the cars was
being brought out of the garages and run
out in front of the pits for the once over.
While I was looking on. Howdy Wilson
comes up.

"What do you saj', Buck?" he asks me.
I told him there was nothing stirring, that I
was going to put ]\Iitchcll in Morse's car.
"That's all jake with me," Howdy comes
right back, "because I can drive one of the
Ajax jobs, and I won't have no competition
from the Midwest if Eddie drives it." I
looked around at the stands and the people
in the infield. Seemed to me they was all

there to see the
Dragon get the
trimming of her
life.

•^HE officials begin to sift down the
pits to see if the cars was all ready.

/

Then they order them into the lineup.
The 9:45 bomb goes up. They send up
colored bombs to let the people all ove;' the
grounds know how close ten o'clock is—
that being the time they start the race.
The cars line up, three in a row, with the
rows about thirty feet apart. They got
more colors on the different cars than in a
rainbow—red, yellow, white, blue, green,
black, cream, brown, gray,purple,orange and
sorne in between. Everj' driver has got a
different idea about beauty in a race car.

The 9:50 bomb breaks. Then others.
Fmally the one-minute bomb. The cars
areall cranked up by this time,and it's the
prettiest sight you ever could see—thirty
race cars, the pick of the world, all coughing
there, just like they was clearing their
throats for the long run. . . . And overhead
a regular Indiana May sky, blue, with not a
cloud, giving promise of a warm day, a day
that would try cars and tires.

You d think Mitchell was the great
Morse himself," Waldcn, our pit manager,
says to me as we stood by the official stand
at the starting tape. "Look at him, trying
to act just like The Saini:' I looked at
Eddie. He was sitting there waiting for the
final bomb, rubbing his hand around his
steering wheel. That was an old habit of
Morse s.

"Damnifheain't even got Morse's cap!"
\\ alden says again, and I look, and there
sure enough he had. Morse was funny
that way. All the rest of the drivers wore
regular racing hoods, but Morse wore a
checkered cap with the hind end in front
and the bill pulled low down on his neck.

The pace-making car, which is to lead
them around for one lap to give them a
flying start, is at its place just ahead of the
first row. The starter gives 'em the word
and they move around the track. They all
got to keep their regular place behind the
pacemaker, and all the time he is stepping
on it a little heavier. Finally, after what
seems a dayand a half, thevget around and
come out of the north turn into the home-
wretch. All eyes are on 'em as they come.
The air trembles with the shots from their
exhaust. There is a smell of burned castor
oil in the airanda drumming like a machine
battery going into action. . . They are at
^e starting tape! The starter's flag faUs!
The race has begun! The strain of the
start IS over for the folks in the stands, as
well as the drivers.

I know what Morse always done when
the starters flag sends 'em away~he
stepped on her hard and flew for the first
turn. iNIitchell done the same thing and I
looked to see whether he came out of the
bunch that seemed to hit thai first corner
all at the same time. There he was, beating
it down the short straightaway.

"Ihat nut is even trying to sit in the car
like Morse!'' Walden was still picking on

{Continued on pane $4)
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POSSIBLY there is nothing inherently Jasrinaling in holj
savage, Oxford-bred rajas of obscure Asiatic principalities,

but assuredly the Raja oj Rukh, impersonated by George Arliss,
hero of fP'illiain Archer's play ''The Green Goddess," is a most
bizarre and captivating hero of romance and adventure. So much
so, that after playing a season and a half in New York and tap'
ping some of the larger cities on tour, Mr. ArlLss plans to put in a
strenuous summer making a picture of the play and in Septem
ber he and his company sail for a season^s engagement in London
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The American stage has no more skiUed and talented
exponent of [the interpretive dance than Ruth St.
Denis. During the winter Miss St. Denis, Ted Shawn,
and a group of their pupils have been seen in recital
in a number of the large cities in a series of original
dances and dance dramas. This summer they tvill
Kikepan in a number offestivals, but the greater part
of their time will be devoted to preparing for next
season^s tour, at the St. Denis school at Peterboro, N. H.

1

The new group called the National Theater, irhich
plans in seasons to come to put tvonh-while plays
within the reach of ivould-he theatergoers all over
the country, gave a short engagement of Shake
speare's "As You Like It" as its initial offer
ing. Marjorie Rambeau made a very beautiful
Rosalind, albeit somewhat robust, and she had a
supporting cast ofgreat excellence. They consider
opening their season nextfall with"Twelfth Night"

Roland Young in "The Devil's Disciple," a play by
Bernard Shaw,dealing withour Revolutionarydays,
which has not been revived in some years. As General
Burgoyne, Mr. Young gives a most admirable per
formance—full ofthat delicate spirit ofirony which
not only lurks iti the lines of the play, but is a dis
tinctive attribute ofMr. Young's character. The cos
tumes and settings add one more to Lee Simonson's
considerable record of achievements for the season
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Alice Brady
in

'Zander the Great
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IIJISS BBADY has scored a genuinely iniiniphavt return
iVi to the legitimate stage as Mamie Adams in Sahshitry
Fii-liVs comedy. Alender, adventurous heroine who, inorder to
sare little Zander from the orphan asylum, sets outJram (Vee-
weedin.New Jersey, to find Zander's missing' Pa ' in a flivvpr
which does not, strictly speaking, belong to Mamie, but which
is impressed into the serviceof carrying her householdgoods.
Zander and two sadly prolific rabbits on their transcontinental
tour. They finally reach the climax of their adventure on a
ranch in Arizona devoted to the gentle art of bootlegging

r', 'i.'H
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The Beautiful Island
The Story of Two Friends Who Lost a Boyhood Dream,

and Found It Again After Many Years

^IIE two boys were alone in the fish-
house. Alonzo was thirteen, Nemiah
twelve. The fish-house stood on

wooden piles driven into the bank of the
tichil "river" that made in from the sea.
This river constituted the harbor of Manas-
quot in the days when it was necessary for
every Maine coast town to have a harbor.
The trading schooners used to warp in
over the bar—there were strong iron rings
set in the rocks near the Point which were
of use when the wind was off-shore—and
unload at high tide. When the tide was
out, they floated in the eddy or lay tilted
on the sandy bottom, their spars slanting
toward the town

The fish-house belonged to Alonzo's
father, John Medfield. It was a fascinating
old shack of a place, full of odds and ends
of fishing gear, tools, the rotting hulk of an
old dory, sails, bits of rope and so forth.
Even its odor (of drying fish) was not
unpleasant to the two boys. In fact, that
odor, mingled with the fresh sea air, was
ineffably a part of the attraction of the fish-
house. How else should a fish-house smell?
The perfumes of romance are not always
sweet.

They were great friends. They liked to
climb into the old dory and iniagine the
boldest sorts of adventures; adventures
which they would not have dared suggest to
their families, or to the other boj's of the
village, but which they sketched and elabo
rated to themselves with perfect freedom,
and with an imagination stimulated by the
natural restrictions of their environment.
At that time, in the year 1865, Manasquot's
communications with the outer world were
limited to the casual visits of coasting ves
sels and to one newspaper a week—the
Boston Globe, which arrived every Satur
day and was brought to the village from the
railroad station, seven miles away, by Jed
Maxwell, the liveryman.

Both Alon;?o and Nemiah could read, but
it was an effort for Nemiah. Alonzo, on the
contrary, read easily, and was proud of his
accomplishment. He had read almost the
whole of the family library, which, in addi
tion to the Bible (which he was not allowed
to handle), consisted of a "Travel Book."
a copy of "Uncle Tom's Cabin" and a col
lection of Indian tales, this last a work of
horror and bloodshed, which, nevertheless,
managed to point the loftiest morals in the
midst of the unutterable carnage. . . . This
moralizing had spoiled the book for .-Ylonzo.
He preferred the thumbed and wrinkled
copies of the Boston Globe, and hoarded
them under a thwart in the old dory, long
after their news had passed into history.

On the afternoon in question—an aher-
noon in spring, bright and chill—he was
reading to Nemiah from one of these treas
ured pages. He sat on the thwart, the
newspaper on his knees, his chiii in his
hands, shivering a little. Nemiah, a freckled
youngster with sandy hair, lay on his back
in the bottom of the dory, trj'ing to touch
with his foot a spider-web that hung just
out of reach. This effort, however, was ii\-

By Dana Burnet
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.voluntary and unconscious. His mind was
abroad with Alonzo's reading!
• "It's called 'The Beautiful Island,'" said

Alonzo, solemnly, yet with a certain excite
ment. "Yew listen, N'miah."

He began to read. The boom of the sea,
beating on the beach across the inlet, made
an accompaniment to his reading.

"THE BEAUTIFUL ISLAND

There is an Island in the sea
Where peace and joy abound;

No fairer spot the sun beholds
In all its beauteous round."

Alonzo paused at the end of the verse
and looked interrogatively at his friend.
Nemiah rolled upward a doubtful blue eye.

"Po'try, ain't it?"
"Ey-ah. But it ain't same as the pomes

we hed to say up to the school-haouse, time
the war ended Them was jest pieces
But this here—! Yew listen, N'miah."

Alonzo went on reading. What it was
that he found so entrancing in this bit of
journalistic "po'try" would be hard to say.
But the fact remains
that the tawdry verses,
with their common
place sentimentality,
had roused some sort of
romantic conception in
hismind. Perhaps they
had given him his first
glimpse of the un
attainable. . . . At any
rate, he managed to
inipress Nemiah, whose

"Yew take a boat
that's carved
a lit en a t ree-

trunk, and yew go
a-fightin' the
oilier Indians all
yew've o mind to"

33

mind was not so easily fired as his own, with
the picture of an Island, somewhere in the
sea, where life not only was ideal, but ever
lasting; where there were no chores and
no schoolhouses. and where food and
warmth—the two most important items of
life in Manasquot—were provided by
fortuitous natural processes.

Alonzo, a dark-haired boy vdth. black eyes
and a thin, eager face, finished reading and
drew a long breath.

"Haow'd ye like to go there, N'miah?"
"To that there Island? I dunno. Cal'-

late 'tain't real."

"OOURSE it's real. Don't it say in the
^ pome 'boutpassin' ofit byanda-hear-

in' the saounds of joyous laughter?"
Nemiah did not argue the point. Like

most realists, he had a dread of his own
skepticism. He had beenput to shame,more
than once, by doubting things that Alonzo
later had proved to be true.

"Whatdoyedo when yegit there,'Lonzo^"
"Cal'late ye go a-fishin' and all like o'

that."
Ain't there no Indians, nor

fightin'?"
"Course there is." (Alonzo had

-not thought of Indians before; he
was quite willing to accept Indi
ans, but he felt that he ought to
reconcile their presence with the
idealistic setting of the poem.)
"Only . . . they ain't in our Island.
N'miah. They're in the other
Islands. . . . Yew take a boat, like
I see one in Pa's 'Travel Book'
that's carved outen a tree-trunk,
the name of it is the War Canoe,
and yew go a-fightin' the other
Indians in it all yewVe a mind to."

Nemiah was satisfied, not so
much with the prospect of fighting
Indians as with his friend's readi
ness to meet objections. It was
plain that, to .'\lonzo, the Beautiful
Island not only was real, but was
capable of infinite variation. It
was a place, in short, where everv-
thing was possible.

"I'll go if you will, 'Lonzo," said
Nemiah, boldly, thereby taking the
nntiative in mental hardihood.

Alonzo accepted the challenge.
•'I'm a-goin'," he boasted.

"I'm a-pm' too . . . when I'm growed.
Haow fur IS It, yew cal'late?"

"I dunno."
Well there! If yew dunno how fur it

is, or where bouts it is, haow yew ever goin'
to find It? "

Alonzo's black eyes shone. He said with
Columbus find Amerikv^

He didn t know where it was no morc''n
nothin' 't all. He jest started out to find
it, and he kept a-goin', and bimc b)' he
faointd it. .'\nd 'twa'nt Amerikv, neither.
'Twas an •island.'" concluded Alonzo, tri
umphantly. He was sure of his facts. He
had looked them up, only the day before, in
the school histoiy.
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The iiight before they filled the water-cask
and placed some round logs under the keel
of the Wanderer. It would be high tide at
four A. jM., and the wind, at sunset, had
been blowing from the west—a propitious
wind.

They met at daylight in the fish-house.
Nemiah arrived with a side of bacon which
he had stolen, in a last moment of reckless
courage, from the family woodshed where it
had been hung to cure. Alonzo had brought
nothing, but he had in his pocket the water
proof wallet containing the poem, "The
Beautiful Island."

The tide had turned and was running out.
The waters of the inlet washed gently
against the platform of the fish-house.
With hardly a word to each other they
hauled and pushed the Wanderer through
the door and launched her into the stream.
There was a moment of intense anxiety while
they waited to see if she would leak. But
Alonzo had done his work well. She was as
dr\' as a bone, and floated jauntily against
the wooden piles. It almost seemed as if
she was shivering with joy to be in her ele
ment again.

There was a streak of gold in the east, and
a crimson Hush in the sky overhead. Glanc
ing along the shore, they saw the willows,
and beyond them the giant elms, making a
green haze in the lightening dusk. It was
going to be a beautiful day. A strong breeze
from the west scalloped the surface of the
water. Across the strip of sandy beach
which formed the opposite side of the inlet
stretched the infinite blue sea. ... And some
where in that sea was an Island

"Come on. N'miah!"
They jumped into the dor>- and stepped

the mast. The old spritsail, patched like a
crazy-quilt, but serviceable, filled and bel
lied-out. It was Nemiah. the stanch and
phlegmatic, who took the tiller. Alonzo did
not question his friend's assumption of au
thority. Indeed, the moment they left the
wharf, it was Xemiah who became the
leader of the expedition.

Alas, that expedition was doomed to al
most immediate misfortune. Two hundred
yards below the fish-house the river turned,
practically at a right angle, and swept out,

under the black stare of rocky cliffs, across
the bar. That bar was a trial even to old
fishermen, and the boys had waited an hour
too long. The outrushing current, meeting
the continual advance of waves from the
sea, formed a treacherous and choppy surf
into which sailed the Wanderer full tilt, with
results that might easily have been fatal.

A LOXZO, tending the sheet-rope from his
seat on the middle thwart, heard Ne-

miah's shout to "case off." But Alonzo
hauled in the rope instead. A capricious
puff of wind—it was blowing every which
way in the narrows—caught thesailand jibed
it over. The starboard gunwalewent under.
At the same moment an enormous wave lifted
directly ahead. Alonzo had a glimpse of
Nemiah's white face as he sat crouched in
the stern. Then the wave struck them. . . .

Alonzo felt himself buried by a mountain
of ice-cold water, but he hung on to the
sheet-rope. After an age—it seemed—he
came up gasping and looked wildly about
for Nemiah. He saw the latter cKnging to
the side of the swamped dory. Then an
other wave broke over them. . . .

It was by mere chance that they weren't
both drowned. On the high shore above the
inlet lived, during the summer months, an
eccentric character from Boston, a writing-
man who, for no rhyme or reason, had built
himself a cottageon the rocks. (Muchto the
mystification of the natives, who could not
understand why any one should live in
Manasquot who hadn't been bom there.)
This character was in the habit of rising at
daybreak and taking walks along the shore.

On this particular morning he had wit
nessed the sailing of the Wanderer and had
seen her come to grief at the bar. Pie
climbed down the cliff, threw off his coat
and plunged in to rescue the crcw. The
water on the bar was not deep, though it
was over his head in places. But after a
struggle he got both boys ashore, and leaving
the Wanderer to her fate, he marched them
home, wet and shivering, but more fright
ened than hurt. Alonzo cried when he saw
his^ mother's face. Nemiah maintained a
stoic indifTerence. Both, however, without
any previous understanding, replied eva
sively to thestormof questions rattling about
them that "they was jest a-goin' for a sail."

They were put to bed and made to drink
quantities of peppermint tea. Alonzo even

was forced to suffer a mus
tard-plaster. But as soon
as his mother left the room,
he jumped up and ran to
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the wet heap of his clothes that still lay on
the floor. He fumbled through his pockets,
found the water-proof wallet and, scuttling
back to bed, concealed it under his pillow.

The Wandererwas broken to pieces on the
rocks and her cargo of edibles lost. There
was no e\'idence, therefore, to convict the
two boys of anything more than a casual
misadventure. Their punishments were not
severe—for discipline takes time, and
neither Mrs. Parsons nor Mrs. iledfield
had the leisure to devote to it—and they
were up in a day or two. But when they
met for the first time afterward they said
nothing to each other about "The Beautiful
Island."

In fact, they did not refer to it again.

II

A OUNG men Alonzo and Nemiah were
inseparable. The formerwas tall, dark,

with black eyes and wavy black hair. He was
by far the .handsomer of the two. Nemiah
wasshorter; hishair wasstill the colorof dry
sand and his freckles had not deserted him.
He had pale blue eyes that looked steadilv,
but with little fire, at the world about him.
He worshiped Alonzo, and when the latter
announced, in his bold and breezy way, that
he intended to go to sea, Nemiah promptlv
stated that he would go with him. They
would be shipmates, and sail to the ends of
the earth together. . . .

But a girl interfered with this plan. The
girl was Hester Fairweather, the daughter
of a well-to-do farmer who lived "up back."
(The country lying inland from the sea was
known vaguely as "up back.") Nemiah
had met her at a dance in the town hall, and
had fallen quietly and rather shyly in love
with her. ^ Hester was a pretty girl, and
rather vain. She liked to entertain her

comp ny in the parlor, a square room
with a low plaster ceiling, in which were
gathered the family treasures—an organ,
with a hymn book opoi on the rack, several
pieces of furniture upholstered in green
plush, some hooked rugs, a lithograph of
Lincoln (still draped in rustv black), a
corner cabmet filled with hand-painted
chma, hair-fiowers under glass, a stuffed owl
and a framed certificate of Air. Fairweather's
membership in the local Lodge. It was to
this parlor that Nemiah came on Sunday
afternoons, having walked the five miles
from the village, to sit with Hester and ex
perience the sweet agony of trving to find
words to win her. But he could not be
separated from his friend, even in his court-

mimi
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iiig. He introduced Alonzo to Hester—and
after that it was all Alonzo.

Hester's blue eyes shone when he looked
at her. Her best "boughten" dress and her
pink sashes were entirely for him. They
would sit in the parlor, all three of them,
under the lithograph of Lincoln and the
solemn stare of the stuffed owl, and carry
on a desultory conversation, to which Hester
contributed little more than her charming
giggles and a few exclamatory remarks.
But she blushed when Alonzo spoke to her,
and it was for his admiring approval that
she played the wheez)^ organ, pumping
out hymn tunes in the brightness of the
Sunday afternoon, while Nemiah sat on
the sofa, painfully smiling and fumbling his
hands ....

'^HE latter soon saw how matters were
going. He was no fool, and what is

more, he was no coward. One moonlight
night, as he and Alonzo were walking
the road back to the village, he spoke sud
denly.

"Hester. . . . She favors yew, 'Lonzo."
"Oh, I dunno!" returned his friend

lightly.

" She does. Yew . . . fond of her, ain't ye,
'Lonzo?"

They had stopped and were facing each
other in" the moonlight.

"Cal'late I be, N'miah. But there! She
was youm fust, Hester was. . . • And any
ways, I'm a-goin' to sea."

They walked on. When they reached the
front door of the Parsons home Nemiah put
out his hand.

"'Night, 'Lonzo."
'"Night, N'miah," said the other. He

felt his hand caught in a spasmodic grip
that made his fingers tingle. The force of
that handshake surprised him. He started
to speak, but Nemiah was already walking
away through the orchard. Alonzo stood
for a moment staring after his friend; there
was in him an unaccountable disconifort, a
sense of something old and dear being
broken, of something established giving
way before strange forces. . . . Then he
thought ofHester, smiled and went into the
house.

The next morning Nemiah was gone. He
had got up at daylight; had walked the
seven miles to the station and had taken the
early train for Boston. Aweek later Alonzo
received a letter from him.
"De.vr Friend-^ONZO; .

"I have shipped as able seaman m a bark
bound for British Guiana. I am gomg to follow
the sea I couldn't stand it no longer to home.

"You tell Hester good-by for me.
" Good-by,'Lonzo. #"Yourfnend, p^.^soNS-

"P. S. I hope you and Hester will enjoy a
lone life of happiness."

, . fish-house.
Alonzo read this letter in t vvork-

His father had died, ^ trade,
ing, that winter, at the boat'b ^ ^
He Stood leaning against the
completed dory, stanng sentences
paper in his hands. I" those if^ce and
he read the story of had been
the pain of it filled his heart. ^ and now
friends for twenty-two yea ^.vho
-KT • 1 Tf- wasNemiah was gone. . . • "
had caused all the trouble. moment.

He almost hated Hester at ..fiernoon,
But the following Sunday '

after a week of mental renuncia ' Hester,
the road to the Fairweather expecting
with femmine intuition, ° dress,
him. She had put on her boug
and looked her prettiest. noblest

Alonzo had gone there with
intentions. He had mtended i^roken
before her eyes the remnants oi
friendship, to proclaim his undyi g
to Nemiah, and, in aword, to renounce lo%e
for a chivalrous ideal. But
sight of Hester,he could only blush .
mer—he who was usually so gay an . ', . "
Histallstore collar seemed tobechok g
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Hester herself brought up the subject.
"Hear N'miah's run away to sea?" she

said, looking at him closely.
"Ey-ah," said Alon^o; and was silent,

casting down his eyes.
They could hear the parlor clock ticking

loudly. Hester suddenly rose, went into the
kitchen and returned with doughnuts and
sweet cider.
^ "There! I made these special for you,
'Lonzo." ' '

"Hester—!" He got up and faced her.
She stood holding the plate of doughnuts
in one hand, the pitcher of cider in the other.

"What is it, 'Lonzo?"
"Hester, I—I cal'late—" A pause. How

blue her eyes were! "N'miah was mighty
fond of yew, Hester."

"I know it, 'Lonzo," said the girl, with a
subtle intonation of triumph. "He wanted
for me to marry him. But I—I never felt
for him same as he . . . felt for me. I liked
liii'n, 'Lonzo, but I "

She stopped, her face as pink as a peony,
^onzo groaned aloud and gathered her
into his arms. The doughnuts went spilling
over the floor.

'"Lonzo! What yew doin'—?" she
gasped; then: "W^ait, 'Lonzo! Wait . . .
till 1 set down the pitcher."

Alonzo wont home that night engaged to
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marry Hester. He felt guilty toward
Nemiah, unreasonably and inexplicably
guilty; but in his present state of mind
even that guilt was sweet. . ..

They were married in the fall, and went to
housekeeping in the IMedfield home. Of
Alonzo's immediate family only his elder
brother, a worthless fellow, and an invalid
sister were left. The sister died the following
winter and the brother, after a year or two,
drifted downeast, to become a trapper in the
Maine woods. It was rumored about the
village that Plestcr had driven him out of
the house, but that probably was not true.
He was a worthless fellow. . . -

Alonzo by this time had begun to accumu
late a family of his own. He had given up
entirely, of course, his idea of going to sea.
In addition to his boat-building trade, which
was not very brisk (there was little demand
for dories now), he had gone in for general
contracting. It was Alonzo Hedfield who
foresaw the future of Manasquot as a
summer resort, and who built the first cot
tages on the Point. They were horrible
examples of the architectural art—Alonzo
had got his plans out of the Home-Building
Section of a Sunday newspaper—but they
made him a rich man.

However, we are getting ahead of our story.
When .Monzo's oldest child, Lucius, was

X
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three years old, Nemiah Parsons suddenly
ca-me home. His mother had been left a
widow, her other children had scattered,
and Nemiah had returned to take care of
her. He came over, the first evening, to
call on Hester and Alonzo.

^HE three greeted each other with a
heartmess that was a little tooexaceer-

ated, and Hester, hastily slipping off her
apron and smoothing her hair, led the wav
mto the paror. It was much thesame sort
of room as that m her own home, except
that mthe case of the Medfield parlor the
f^urniture was upholstered in horsehair It
had not been used for a lo^g time-in fact
not smce the mvahd sister's funeral—but
Hester bustled about, lighting a lamp and
even openmg a wmdow. ... f ^

Alonzo and Hester took the sofa Ne
miah sat m a chair facing them. Out of
the corner of his eye he could see a famil
iar white object perched on a cabinet in
the corner The stuffed owl! Hester
had brought it with her into her hus
band s home. It had formed a part of her
dowry. . . .

•'Well, yew've come home. N'miah," said
Alonzo for the fourth or fifth time.

{Coutiniicd on page ^6)
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Vaqueros, Gold Mines and "Top" Riders
California and Other Points West on the Bookshelf

AT THE delightful age of five, the
average American goes in for "play-
ing Indian"; at ten, the profession

of a black-masked road agent looms as an
attractive and possible life-work; by the
time a fellow is fifteen and more or less of a
motion picture addict, he sees' himself in
riding breeches and puttees, an adoring
gang of laborers ready to fight and die for
him, a dam to build across a river, or a
great railroad tunnel to hew through the
Sierras. When he reaches twenty-five, or
thirty, he begins to take it out in reading—
about any localitj' west of the Missouri, by
preference—and he is neither abashed nor
deterred by the regrettable fact that most
of the Western stuff that lures him is far
from literature.

It is true that it is concerned for the
quarter part with e.vternals—desert heat,
chaparejos, bloody fights, claims, gleaning
.nuggets, and rodeos. But even professors
of English admit that belles lellrcs do not
completely satisfy and that they often fly
to Western tales for relaxation and honest
enjoyment.

We are much relieved to know this, for we
adore a good tale of the plains or the mines,
a talc of olden days in the frontier or a story
of to-daj'—boom oil towns or apple ranches!

Therefore, it was not work, even in the
most technical sense of the word, to read
four books of the West—here set forth. It
was great fun, and so we are not afraid to
recommend them to you.

Suzaiina

A Romance of Early California

By Harry Sinclair Drago
TF SOME people, theater-goers in particu-

lar, will look back quite a long time—
back to iqo6, in fact—they will remember a
play produced by David Belasco, called
"The Rose of the Rancho." All fountain-
tinkling, flowering, cool patios in Southern
California; all lace-flounced senoritas and
white cowled friars, dashing young men,
deep villainy, and much love. It had every
ingredient that a rousing love story and a
colorful drama demand—and, more than
that, it was magnificently entertaining and
successful!

Whether Mr. Drago ever saw "The Rose
of the Rancho" wedo not know. Assuredly,
he did not crib his plot from the Belasco
plaj', but he has the same patios, the same
twanging of guitars, the same fiestas, the
sun-burned white road linking up the great
Spanish haciendas in Southern California,
and the same deep, luscious beauty. '

He has, with every other writer, a per
fect right to this romantic American back
ground; the only wonder is that no one
since the time of "'The Rose of the Rancho"
seems so well to have caught the spirit of
those early days and scenes.

Imagine the'white, hot, well-worn Catniiio
Real—the King's highway—in the year
1835. Imagine a young don, scarcely more
than a boy, cutting down through the hiUs
with his mules and horses and his armed
peons, anxious to reach his father's house
with a store of goodsthat he is bringing from
the coast!

Then imagine the cavalcade held up, sud-

By Claire Wallace Flynn

denly, by Benito Perez, the great bandit
who had robbed and killed his way to Mexico
City and back; Perez, who, when he had
the boy and his party at bay, chose to let
them all go free for a piece of gaily colored
silk to give to Suzanna—the peon girl!

That is really what we call a good begin
ning. And there is no diminuendo in this
story.

Permit us to present:
Don Fernando Gutierrez, father of Ra

mon, who wishes his splendid son to marry
Chiquita de Sola, daughter of the owner of
the neighboring ranch. In fact, the young
people were betrothed in childhood—

Pancho Montesoro. a Mexican torero,
who loves Chiquita for her wealth and fol
lows her from the famous Capital to the
hacienda of her father—•

Ruiz, an old and trusted servant of Don
Fernando—

And Suzanna, the daughter of Ruiz, who
has that something in her dark and daring
eyes without which ladies have a dull time
in life and find themselves librarians, cafe
teria managers and secretaries to paleon
tologists!

Ramon is in love with Suzanna, class
distinction or no class distinction, but tradi
tion and the word of a grandee parent cause
considerable delay and consternation.

Why, if you will believe it. the very morn
ing of the wedding of Chiquita and Ramon
dawns with the cause of the true lovers in a
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Suzanna, by Harry Sinckir Drago.

(Macauley Co., New York)
Lost Wagons, bv Dane Coolidge.
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Grey. (Harper &Bros., NewYork)
The Cowboy, by Philip Ashton Rollins.

(Charles Scribner'sSons, New"York)

worse plight than any one could imagine.
But—again Benito Perez appears on the
scene—events fly as from a machine-gun
before the reader's eyes—a bridegroom
leaps from a chapel window—a girl is tossed
ona horse backofa proudand defiant boy
a long, wild ride, with outraged fathers
giving chase—a mission at Carmel a hur
riedmarriage—a confession—Suzanna is not
Suzanna but the real daughter of

Enough! Enough! \\e urge you to read
the book. We had not meant to tell so
much of a thoroughly delightful, unpre
tentious, and interesting novel.

Wanderer of the Wasteland
By Zane Grey

WE ADMIT to a slight prejudice, or
rather, we admit that there existed

a while ago a slight prejudice in our mind
against the stories of Zane Grey. Weknew
that there existed a group of people known
as Zane (irey ''fans " and this annoyed us.
We felt that in the case of this writer, ro

mance was laid on too thick, the desert was
too sandy and hot, the sage too aromatic
and silvery gray, the men slightly impos
sible, and the women generally unreal.

The whole thing, in these days of ethical
problems and really extraordinary gifts to
the world in the way of literature, seems
mechanical, but, when you come to think of
it, no author can write the number of abso
lutely sure-fire successes that Mr. Grey has,
and, without reason, enthrall so large a
public. So, with really an honest mental
attitude, we picked up the last novel of this
well-known Western writer, and must admit
that he has woven a good story. Here are
all the well-known scenic tricks, but also
there is tragedy despite the hard riding, the
hunger and thirst of desert men, and all the
usual occupations that beset human nature
in the Southwest. There is a spiritual ad
venture in the book.

Here is thestory ofAdam Larey, a young
manborn in the East, but come early to that
wasteland along the Rio Colorado, wherehe
became one ^vith the life that was lived along
its glaring banks. Turbulent, unhappy,
searching for unattainable things, and sensi
tive, he finally quarrels with his brother
and thinking that he has killed him, rushes
away from the little adobe town where thev
live.

He goes into the great desert to expiate
the crime that he believes he has com
mitted, and there he meets the other charac
ters who wander into that frightful waste
region—running away from themselves,
their crimes, their fellow-beings.

Of course, there is a woman in the story.
One particular one, in fact, who, with her
daughter, makes a new light in the murky
dark of Adam's life. Adam Larey, mean
while, grown to a powerful giant, and
adopting the name of Wansfell, becomes a
defender of the helpless and the righter of
countless wrongs. All this makes him a
true son of the desert and he loathes the
civilization that can breed such people and
drive them into his West. Ultimately, of
course, he finds the one giri. What a relief
it is sometimes to pick up a novel where
the hero gets the wrong girl and never
theless lives happily forever afterwards with
her!

Now, as you can see, this is not a bad
tale. Here isa man. struggling with a grave
secret—a man who feels that hehas no right
to live his own life, having taken that of
another. When love comes to him. he
knows that he has even less right to it than
ever. Finally, he seeks to make a con
fession, goes back to the very town where
he and his brother quarreled so tragically
and offers to give himself up. Not new of
course, but a reliable plot, almost author-
proof, and bound to touch a good manv
hearts in the telling.

But with all that, Mr. Grev goes astray
occasionally. Just listen to Magdalene
Virey, who seems to be as badly treated a
woman as one can well imagine, talking to
Adam:

"\\ansfcll, I'll notbewilder you bymystic
prophecies, but I tellyou solemnly, with the
clairvoyant truth that comes to a woman
who feels the presence of death, that my

{Continued on page 53)



' I "»HE idea* is quite generally entertained
I throughout the country that the 14th
X day of June, in each year, the accepted an

niversary of the birth of the American Flag, has
been set apart by some definite Act of Congress
as a national "Flag Day;" and that when it is
observed as such, with appropriate ceremonies.
It is in response to the specific appeal and sug
gestion of that federal legislation. This, how
ever, is not the case. Congress has never en
acted any law on the subject, although it heis
given the matter some consideration.

But the Order of Elks, at the session of the
Grand Lodge held in Dallas in 1908, designated
June 14th as "Flag Day." And a mandatory
resolution was adopted requiring each Subordi
nate Lodge to observe that day, annually, as a
formal ceremonial occasion, in commemoration
of the birth of the American Flag. At the same
time an impressive ritual was approved and its
use prescribed on those occasions. This Order
was thus the first, and it is believed to be yet the
only, fraternal organization to establish an an
nual ceremonial in honor of our Flag.

In view of the essentially patriotic character
of the Order of Elks, it is quite appropriate that
it should thus have assumed the lead in this
matter. And the enthusiasm with which the
Subordinate Lodges have consistently responded
to the Grand Lodge resolution bespeaks the
splendid loyalty and patriotic devotion of its
membership. Flag Day celebrations by the
Elks have become distinctive events in every
section of the country.

These ceremonies, being generally open to the
public, and embracing addresses, music and other
features of a patriotic character, are universal
in their appeal; and every year hundreds of thou
sands of our people go forth from them uplifted
and exalted, their love of country revived and
refreshed, and their spirit of loyal devotion re
newed. And the service that is thus rendered to
our beloved Country is beyond calculation; for
no one can measure the far-reaching influence
of this inspiration to truer Americanism.
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EDITORIAL
Nor should the cultural value of these occa

sions be disregarded. The ritual contains matter
with reference to the Flag and its historic associa
tions which is distinctly educational as weU as
inspiring. It naturally incites a desire ror a
better knowledge of our glorious histoiy. And
the Subordinate Lodge that overlooks the value
of these ceremonies to its community, or mini
mizes the importance of making adequate P'"®"
vision for their proper observance, will have
failed to seize a golden opportunity for service.

A number of the Lodges have adopted the
of offering prizes to the children of the public
schools for the best essays on 'The Flag or
other patriotic subject. And the reading o e
prize-winning essays is made a special feature o
the program. This is but one of the many ex
cellent ways in which the occasion may be ma e
locally attractive as well as of value to our
Country and the Order alike.

11 is appropriate to suggest that " . ®
bration be conducted merely as a public enter
tainment it will have failed of its real purpose.
It is definitely designed to awaken patrioticardor,
to impart valuable information, to encourage a
study of our country's history, to promote true
Americanism, and to- arouse a sincere and intelli
gent pride of citizenship. Entertainment is
essential to create a general public interest;
but the program should always be prepared with
the primary objects in view. And when this is
done the occasion becomes a meet and accept
able offering upon our Country's altar.

LODGE ATTENDANCE
IT WOULD be difficult to exaggerate the im-
X portance to the Subordinate Lodges, and
therefore to the whole Order, of attendance by
their members upon Lodge meetings. ^And
while the problem as to how to secure this de
sirable result is one that constantly presentsitself,
particularly to the smaller Lodges, the solution
would seem to be simple when the true cause of
the delinquency is understood.

There is probably not a single District Deputy,
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among all those who have filled that office in
recent years, who has not received from the
officers of one or more Lodges in his jurisdiction
a specific complaint that the members do not
attend the meetings as they should. This
default of the members is taken cis evidence that
they do not feel a proper interest in Lodge affairs.
This is not always a just complaint; nor is the
conclusion drawn from it always correct.

It is doubtless true in some instances that the
criticism is warranted; and that the officers,
although active, loyal and efficient, do not re
ceive that support and encouragement to which
they are entitled and which would be accorded,
in some degree, by a general attendance upon
Lodge sessions. In such cases the fault un
doubtedly lies with the membership. And the
remedy must be sought in the reawakening of
their fraternal mterest.

In the far greater number of cases, however,
it is believed that the blame should not be
attached to the members so much as to the officers
themselves. The membership of the Order of
Elks is as loyal and devoted as that of any fra-
ternity m the world. The objects and purposes
of the Order are of a character that appeal
strongly to the hearts and minds of the best
citizenship of every community. And the re
sponse to any call for active service and aid in
carrymg forward those purposes in some concrete
way IS nearly a ways prompt and generous.

But It must be admitted that the mere formal
meeting of a Lodge, at which the officers display
httle famili^anty with the ritual and no enthu
siasm for the business to be transacted; which is
conducted as a matter of burdensome duty that
must be flurried through with; which is attended
by an mitiation ceremony unimpressively per
formed; and which is marked by no feature that
differentiates it from the usual routine; presents
httle attraction to one for whom it does not
possess even the merit of novelty.

In such cases the remedy must be furnished
by the officers of the Lodge, with a peculiar
responsibility upon the Exalted Ruler. If the
officers will conduct the ceremonials of the ses
sions with impressiveness and dignity; if the busi
ness of the meeting be transacted with intelligent

consideration and yet with dispatch; if the
initiatory ritual be exemplified in a manner in
keeping with its importance and beauty; and if
special features are introduced which will provide
wholesome entertainment, amusement or in
struction. either during the meeting or imme
diately upon adjournment; then the question of
Lodge attendance will take care of itself.

If it be contended that a proper interest in the
Order and in the Lodge should be sufficient in
centive to attendance, and that it should not be
necessary to seek it by specially provided attrac
tions. the reply is obvious. Theory must give
way to actual experience. And the benefits
derived from attendance justify the special
inducements to secure it; for it means an aroused
interest in Lodge affairs where it has been lack
ing and a sustained interest where it already
exists.

It is this fact that makes the matter of Lodge
attendance one of such importance. A member
who rarely goes to a meeting, who drifts away
from the friendly personal contacts and who
is permitted thus to lose touch with the activities
of his Lodge and with the spirit and purpose of
the Order, is a prospective dimitter. He is at
least a mere passive member. But one who
attends the meetings that are properly conducted,
even though he be primarily attracted by a
mere desire to be entertained by the special
features provided, will inevitably find an inspira
tion in the incidental fraternal associations. He
will experience a renewed pleasure in the beautiful
ritual. He will acquire a keener interest in
the worth-while things the Lodge is doing when
he thus plays an active part in their accomplish
ment and realizes his personal share in them

If the new officers who have recently assumed
their duties will realize the advantages of Lodge
attendance and will recognize the peculiar respon
sibility which rests upon them to secure and
maintain it; and if they will earnestly endeavor
to meet that responsibility by conducting the
meetings in the manner herein suggested; they
will have rendered a meritorious service to the
Order worthy of the highest commendation
which will undoubtedly be accorded by their
Lodge associates and the Grand Lodge as well.
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The imposing State Cap'
itol building in Atlanta

Atlanta,
A Metropolis With

^ I ^HE eyes of the Order are turning to
I the South, towards historic old At-

lanta. In the first week of July the
annual reunion and Grand Lodge Conven
tion is to be held in the "Convention City
of Dixie," and already throughout the
length and breadth of the land prepara
tions are being made by the members to
cross the Mason and Dixon Line.

They will find that the Atlanta of to-day
is a modem city, though it has all the alluring
atmosphere of the old South still clinging to
it. Many of the quaint customs still prevail,
and, above all, the courtesy and hospitality
of the bygone generations remain to add
their charm to the Dixie city.

Situated among the foothills of the Blue
Ridge mountains, at an altitude of 1,050 feet
above sea-level, it enjoys a climate that is
unsurpassed. Statistics show that last year
more hours of sunshine were enjoyed by
Atlanta than any other city of her size in the
United States. The w^inters are mild and
mountain breezes temper the summer sun
so that the climate never reaches an extreme
cold or heat. The annual temperature is
about the same as that of Los Angeles.

Atlanta is a city of churches as well as one
of skyscrapers, and close by is the famous
Georgia Tech, one of the best technological
schools in the country. There is also Cox
College for women. About a number of
these institutions tradition clings with the
beauty and grace of ivy upon old walls.
Consider Emory University. Here is an
institution founded in 1836 and having be
hind it years of constructive service. Though
old in years and rich in tradition, Emory Uni
versity is thoroughly modem in equipment.
When it was founded back in 1836, it was
suggested that this place be called Oxford
in honor of the famous English University,
and it was so called. Later its name was
changed to the present one. One of the
surprises waiting the visitor to Emory Uni
versity is the extent and value of the mu
seums. Here is housed the Thursfield Smith
Collection of Wesleyana, representing many
years of painstaking and intelligent labor.
It comprises many rare books and books of
personal association such as John Wesley's
own hymn-book; another museum with rare
and wonderful objects is the one in which
the Egyptian and Babylonian collections
are housed. It contains mummies, coffins, a
number of fragments, including gilded
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the Convention City
the Romantic Atmosphere of the OW, South

By Robert J. Kennedy
heads, hands and feet, sandals and beads, a
large collection of bronzes, knives, razors,
daggers, axes, bells, mirrors and other arti
cles some of which bear royal inscription
and date back to 1500 B.C.

The city revels in forty-four parks ana
playgrounds, and abounds with amusement
centers. At Grant Park is located the fa
mous Cvclorama. This houses perhaps the
largest painting of a battle scene m the
world. This painting is fifty feet hJgh and
four hundred feet in circumference, and is a
graphic portrayal of the Battle
which sealed the fate of the "Citadel of the
Confederacy." Another war rebc m Grant
Park of unusual mterest is the -lexas,
that fleet locomotive of the 60s which
took the last leg in the pursuit of Andrews
Raiders. Well preserved and carefiUly
tended, this historic locomotive isan untaU-
ing point of attraction.

There are many country clubs with spa-
cious grounds that add attractiveness to the
city and the climate enables golfers to enjoy
the ancient Scotch game all the year round.
Golfing enthusiasts of the Order can all
bring along their clubs, for the Imks of the
Various countryclubs will be thrown open to
them on the occasion of theirvisit. Inaddi-
tiontoits clubs, Atlanta has agreat municipal
course for the public use. The East Lake
course is credited withbeing the finest in the
South. The Druid Hills Golf X^wb has a
remarkablvbeautifulcourse, as has the Capi
tal City Country Club. The variety of the
tees, the fairways, the greens gives keen m-
terest to the game. The Ingleside Country
Club, with exceptionally fine courses ofnine
holes each, is always an interesting place to
visit. The municipal course is named m
honor of former Mayor Key.

There are many quaint spots in and
aroundthe city. There is the home of

Uncle Bcmus and "'Snap Bean Farm," a
shrine to which lovers of the folk-lore made
immortal bv Joel Chandler Harris travel
each year to'pay tribute to his genius. Here,
too, in Atlanta. Frank L. Stanton sings his
sweet songs of Georgia.

In the heart of the city beautiful buildings
reach up into the sky and small housessquat
on the outskirts. Theaters mingle with
temples of trade, and hotels—good hotels—

invite on every hand with their hospitality—
and Atlanta has its own great Bright Way.
It's like New York's Great White Way and
yetit isn't. It isn't justlike anyofthegreat
electric sign displays in any of the big cities
for it has an atmosphere aU its own. It is
part of the Southern Capital.

The City Hall is the civic center of the city
at noon-time. It's a remarkably busy center,
too, for it is the hourwhen everybody seems
able to get away from his own business to do
business of his own at the City Hall. There
are bankers and farmers, lawyers and sales
men; in fact, men and women from all walks
of life coming and going, rushing into and out
of the Hall and its various departments.
Noon here is no lunch hour for the depart
ment heads and their assistants.

To-day the beauty and the utility of
Georgia marbleare so well recognized that it
is used almost universally. This fine marble
exists in almost unlimited quantities.

Mark Twain has paid eloquent tribute to
the Georgia melon, but what pen can do
justice to the Georgia peach? One of At
lanta's greatest thoroughfares is known as
Peachtree Street. If one should wish to see
the source of Atlanta's water supply, it is a
nm of only seven miles to the Chatta-
hoochee River—the crossing of which by the-
forces of General Sherman scaled the doom
of Atlanta."

The Confederate Soldiers' Home is an
other point of interest, and near this home
is the "Bobby Burns Cottage" a replica of
the home of the famous Scotch poet, where
mementoes of an interesting nature repose,
and where visitors are welcomed.

Then there is another institution in
Atlanta which is famous the world over.
It got a lot of international fame during the
World War. It is the Federal Prison.
That's the place where all the unfortunates
are sent who defy the laws of the countr>-
and come a cropper against Uncle Sam.

The State Capitol of Georgia is well worth
a visit. Here is a museum containing many
things of interest, and here are also many
paintings of Georgia's distinguished sons.

To be sure, the Legislature won't be in
session in July, but the Capitol where the
lawmakers meet and the Governor of Georgia
presides will be open to the visitors, and the
Governor will be there in person to receive
the hosts. And the visitors can make them
selves at home, sit in the Senators' seats and



June, 1923

stand up on the Speaker's rostrum and have
all the fun they can imagine playing at law-
making. And the visitors wiU also find a lot
of Brother Elks among the Senators and the
Assemblymen and State oflicials.

The Elks who went West to the Los
Angeles Reunion, stopped en route at Yel
lowstone Park and the Grand Canon.
Those coming from the West for the Atlanta
Reunion will have the same opportunity on
this trip. But Atlanta has a bit of the Grand
Canon in her own immediate make-up, for
looming up to the cast of the Capitol is old
Stone Mountain, the greatest monolith on

the globe. W'ith the sun at your back, on a
clear afternoon, you can see its graj' bulk
etched in detail against the blue sky. A
great mass of rock—a mountain of solid
granite—it extends to a height of 700 feet
above the surrounding country'. It is
approximately 1,600 feet above the level of
the sea. It measures seven miles around the
base and is a relic of the ages, older by far
thaji the tomb of King Tut. Man has been
peckjig at its inexhaustible store of granite
for more than two generations, quarrying
out the stone for buildings and pavements
for the streets of Atlanta, and for the same
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purpose in other cities; but the famous mono
lith has been barely scratched. Here and
there a little vegetation springs into view,
but for the most part it is bald rock.

In Atlanta there wiU be much for the vis
itors to see, much to leara and to enjoy.
Since Sherman started his blazing march to
the sea, old wounds have been healed and
new memories have softened the horrors of
those days. The welcome to the new army
from the North will be deep and sincere.
They will be metwith open arms, with flags
fluttering from all conspicuous comers, with
bands of music and shouts of acclaim.

The Club-house in the Caribbean
San Juan Lodge No, 972, Porto Rico^ Pearl of the Antilles

A FTER twenty-odd years of American
occupation, Porto Rico has taken on
many of the appearances of an

American community. Life is no longer
lived in the old Spanish style,
and although the "manana"
habit is still somewhat in evi
dence, especially in the older
generation, it is almost as
though an American township
were lifted bodily and
set down in the most beautiful
isle in the Caribbean. Quite
naturally, in the wake of the
American occupation, there
came a Lodge of the Benevo
lent and Protective Order of
Elks. Through many trials
and setbacks, its very exist
ence threatened at one time,
San Juan Lodge No. 072 has
gradually grown and pros
pered until to-day it has a
membership of more than
three hundred Americans,
continental and native born.
With a vision of increasing
usefulness, it is planning to
erect a Home worthy of the
name of Elk, and enlarge its
activities so that it may be
come more and more a power
in the communit}^

It is the privilege of San
Juan Lodge to carry on a work
of great importance and of
patriotic significance. Such
an opportunity is open to but
few other Lodges. After four
hundred years of Spanish rule,
the American idea and outlook
can not be picked up in a day.
Old times and old methods are
not easily forgotten, but the i-
youth of Porto Rico are show
ing an amazing aptitude at learning the
principles and practisesof American Democ
racy, and it is the privilege of San Juan
Lodge by its example to foster the dissemi
nation of Americanism, which with the ex
emplification of the Golden Rule are the
guiding principles of our Order.

Flag Day, Independence Day, the birth
days of our great men, are celebrated with
proper dignity and ceremony and prominent
speakers are provided. The members are
enjoined to invite theirfriends to be present
and enjoy the good felloe-ship and partici
pate in the patriotic exercises.

To continental .\incricans the Fourth of-

By J. D. Woodward
District Deputy Grand Exalted Ruler

July is the greatest day of the year, but to
the American of native birth Flag Day is
perhaps of equal significance; the impressive
ceremonies on that day not only serve to

.

San Juan Elks are surrounded by
palms and the bluest water in the world

enlighten them as to the history of the Flag,
but furnish them an opportunity to give
expression to their growing love of the
Flag.

During the past year, the social sessions
of the Lodge have been on a larger scale
than ever before, going hand in hand with a
campaign for new members. The purpose of
these sessions, which are held after prac
tically all regular meetings, is not solelj' to
foregather in order to enjoy and spread
good fellowship an\ong ourselves, but also to

attract the eligible members of the commu
nityandenlist their interest intheLodge and
its activities, and ultimately to enroll them
as co-workers. Splendid success has at

tended this plan, and the
membership of the Lodge is
showing a healthy increase, as
a result.

Perhaps the most interest-
mg feature of Elk activities in
PortoRico is the participation
by the Lodge in the distribu
tion of gifts and remem
brances to the poor on Three
Kings Da3^ This day is cele
brated on January 6. Christ
mas, in Porto Rico, is almost
unrecognized except by
the children of continental
Americans. The big day for
the children of Porto Rico is
Three Kings Day, when the
Three Kings of the New
Testament visit the homes
and leave the toys and other
g^ts that gladden the hearts
of the kiddies. On this da\'
San Juan Lodge participates
to the fullest extent possible
in the distribution of gifts to
the children and baskets of
food among the poor who
would not otherwise be re
membered. This annual cus
tom has become traditional
with the Lodge and pro
vides a measure of happiness
and pleasure m proportion
to the gladness and sunshine
brought into the homes of the
poor.

San Juan Lodge has wel
comed and enjoyed Elk visit
ors from all parts. Onlv

f c r. ^ I'-'st Exalted RulJrof South Orange (N. J.) Lodge, accompa-
by members from three other Lodges

visited No 972. Their stirring addreLs
intensified the enthusiasm and broadened
the outlook of the local Elks who were
privileged to hear them.

San Juan Lodge extends a hearty greeting
and the hand of feUowship to its sister
Lodges on the mabiland, and invites all
Elks who contemplate a visit to Porto
Rico, the Pearl of the .A.ntilles, to visit it
upon arrival. All visiting members muv
count upon a traditionallv hearty and en
thusiastic welcome, as Elks and good
fellows.



The Elks Magazine

Money as a Moral Force
Is It the Root of All Evil, or Is It a Powerful Agent

Working for Mans Emancipation?
By Richard Le Gallienne

Decorations by Ouicio ond Laurence Rosu

talist of the neighborhood. Murdererscome
off lightly inliterature compared with niisers,
and avarice is, of course, among the Seven
Deadly Sins—as it should be. But the mis
use of a good thing is 3iothing agjimst the
thing itself. INIoney is a good thing, and
we all know it; and' know, too, if we would
only be honest, that money is not the root
of all es'il, but that the lack of money comes
much nearer to deserving that sweeping
denunciation.

The root of all evil is not wealth, but
poverty; and, while all sensible men ac
knowledge and abhor the vices ofcapitalism,
the more far-sighted even among its foesare
beginning to see that not its overthrow but
its common-sense regulation is all the ''revo
lution" that society needs or is going to
have. Great wealth in the hands of power
ful creative personalities is not necessarily
a bad thing. On the contrary, as history
has continuously proved, such individual
fortunes are of great benefit to the com
munity, for only through the personal initia
tive of such rich men can great enterprises
be carried out, and great institutions be
established. The so-called "abolition of

OF MONEY as an immoral force we
have heard more than enough. It
might almost be said that we have

lieard nothing else about it. Everyone is
glad to make it, but few have the courage
to say a word in its defense. Books of quo
tations devote pages to its condemnation,
chiefly from the writings of poets and philos
ophers. who perhaps are scarcely the best
authorities on the subject. Those who
possess it in large quantities-^which poets
and philosophers seldom have done—men
tion it as little as possible, being either
afraid or ashamed to do so. Of all our social
hypocrisies this is one of the most bare
faced. Occasionally we hear of some sancti
monious millionaire admonishing struggling
and penniless youth that "money does not
bring happiness." Never was such a down
right lie—except that other most familiar
dictum on tlie subject: ''Money is the root
of all evil."

Shakespeare is one of the most persistent
denouncers of "This yellow slave "; yet that
did not prevent that shrewd bard from
feathering a comfortable nest at Stratford,
and ending by being something like the capi-

wealth" is a chimera of-childish dreamers,
imperfectly acquainted with, or wilfullv
blind to, the facts of human nature, and
what we shall probably see in the near
future is not any victory for communistic
or socialistic ideas, but the final exposure
of their fallacies. To this end such a thor
oughgoing revolution as has taken place in
Russia is rather to be welcomed than feared;
for its inevitable collapse must go far toward
effectually discrediting theories which, while
untried, merely disturb, and deflect society
from its natural organic evolution. What
we need is not the destruction, or prohibi
tion, of great fortunes, but that they shall
continue to exist, not at the expense of, but
for the benefit of, the community at large,
and that, outside them, there shall be a
more general average of wealth, so that
none shall be "poor" or lack those oppor
tunities for a fully-developed life according
to his needs, which the possession of sufli-
cient monev alone secures. This may sound
like a dream, also, but it is a dream within
the bounds of common sense, and one
which the time is ripe to fulfil, if we will but
pursue it with energetic patience, and de-
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termined practical methods, instead of
feverish "revolutionary" idealism. It is a
matter for sober-headed citizens, rather
than for poets and orators, and it is a work
which Elks, permeating as they do all classes
of society, are particularly adapted to
forward.

tJOWEVER, we are only passingly con-
cerned here with those lordlj' accumu

lations of money whose power for good
or evil goes without saying. The danger
which has always attached to them is ad
mitted, but the immense moral force they
are capable of exerting in the right hands
has had too little acknowledgment. All
rich men are far from being robbers and
villains. No few of them, as every country
and city of the world attest, have emploj-ed
their "ill-gotten gains" to ends which
the same money in cooperative or govern
mental hands might never have been at
tained, or attained more tardilv. For
governments move slowly and cooperative
bodies also, and both are prosaic in their
constitution, and are necessarily untouched
by those personal enthusiasms which often
inspire the individual rich man to do some
piece of work, or lend a hand to some strug
gling cause, which is apt to seem outside
the proper activities of national bureaus.
Men of science, with an idea of universal
importance, but in need of "backing" to
put it through, meet with but little sym
pathy from official boards. It is the rich
man, perhaps with a "weakness" for such
studies himself, to whom they must look
and to whom, time out of mind, they have
not looked in vain. Inventors, discoverers
chemists, physicians, surgeons, fighters
against disease, and workers for social
betterment of every kind must look for their
active endorsement to rich individuals who
sympathize with their aims. The art and
literature and learning of the world owe
much to such men. The names of Maecenas
and Carnegie have not won their significance
for nothing. Virgil and Horace and many
another great writer who has benefited man
kind, might have been lost to us had it not
been for the aid of royal and plutocratic
patrons. Great libraries and great art gal
leries, great hospitals, great schools of
science and invention, all bear witness to
the moral force of massed money; and it
may not seem without significance that the
very word "money" in its earliest form
"moneta" was the name of a goddess, the
goddess Juno, in whose temple in Rome the
first mint was established. It is not im
pious, I hope, to add here that the church
itself would fare ill without money.

The story goes that when Cortez landed
in Mexico, and interviewed the Mexican
ambassadors, he said to them: "I and my
fellows have a certain disease of the heart
and gold helpeth us." Doubtless, it was
meant as a good joke on the innocent bar
barians, and one can see the haughty
Spaniards smiling darkly together in the
enjoyment of it. But it was a great deal
more than a joke. It was a universal truth
like so many other universal truths, stated
humorously. For who is there that, one
time or another, has not suffered from that
disease of the heart, that "consumption of
the purse," which only gold can help?

True as it is that money sometimes works
evil, it is even more true that evil equally
positive and more frequent results from the
lack of it. The lack of money is the first
great creator of criminals. Probably the
largest percentage of crimes are directly or
indirectly concerned with money. Let us
omit from this category the money-crimes
of those criminals, who, like poets, are

born, not made; those cold-blooded mur
derers, for example, who carefully scheme
the deaths of wealthy relations or friends
in order to inherit their possessions, or col
lect their insurance; or professional thugs
who deliberately do away with men known
to be carrying large sums about their un
protected persons; and all such lurid forms
of crime in which money plays its part
indeed, but of which it is not the primary
cause, the actors in such dramas, as I have
said, being criminals by nature. Such
crimes are comparatively few. The crimes
I refer to, far more numerous and general,
arc committed by men and women who
are not criminal by nature, but are made so
—by lack of money. These poverty-made
criminals become so, nine cases out of ten,
because they have not enough money for
their needs, often their bare necessities.
They steal because, maybe, they are starv
ing, or their children are starving. So it
was, it will be remembered, with the hero
of Hugo's great novel—V^jean, in "Les
Miserables." To punish such a theft as a
crime is, of course, the only real crime in
the transaction. To take a case far re
moved, indeed, from that—the case of
Edgar Allan Poe. Who does not know the
story of his young wife dying up there in
the Bronx, for lack of that proper nutriment
and medical attention, which that ill-starred
genius — the most criminally underpaid
writer in all those annals of literature which
Carlyle compared to the Newgate Calendar
—was unable to provide her with? Who
would have blamed Poe had he robbed a
bank, or held up a coach, to supply her
needs? Unfortunately, he had not the neces
sary skill to do either. So she died, and left
him with a broken heart, and a life that
thereafter sped on to ruin. Think of your
pious millionaire telling either Val Jean or
Poe that money " does not bring happiness!"
In Poe's case, at all events, it would prob
ably have saved his wife to him, and thus
saved too for the benefit of American litera
ture one of its greatest masters.

And how much fine work in literature
and all the arts has been lost to us,

because the poet, the painter or the musi
cian, lacked the money to buy that time
and those conditions necessary for the de
velopment of himself and his work. A
M^cenas is not always to be had. Only
the fortunate few have encountered him.
The others have to makeshift as best they
can, and turn aside from that work which
no one else can do, to earn a livelihood by
work which can be done better by any
one else, and in the process of which their
genius withers and dies. And it was such a
little money that was needed, after all!

But we can leave out the case of poets
too, and all artists, for that matter; for,
whatever they suffer, they have the solace,
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bitter-sweet though it be, of their gifts.
They take refuge, even while starving, in
that world of the imagination of which none
may rob them. They have their dreams—
it is not an idle phrase—which, literally,
money can not buy. Your every-day man
and woman, however,, have no such refuge
or consolation. Dreams, indeed, they have
—for all men have their dreams—but they
are not dreams in which, like the poet and
the artist, they can lose themselves as in an
enchanted garden, forgetting the real world
as the opium-eater forgets it, hiding away
from_ his sorrows in the rainbow. They
are, instead, little cherished projects which
money, only a little more money, alone can
fulfil; - projects, maybe, for making their
homes more ^livable, bringing a fuller and
more beautiful life to their wives and
children. A little house in the country,
perhaps, away from the deadening wear and
tear of the city, a little house witha garden,
where theymay all find together a margin of
peace and innocent pleasure, after the
gnndmg, soulless, work of the day. It is
not a great deal for a worker to ask, but for
most it hasto remain, as we say, "a dream,"
without a little aid from that great goddess
"Moneta."

THEY want to do better for their
children, to give them a better start in

life than they had themselves, a better ed
ucation, more gracious surroundings to grow
up in. They crave for their daughters the
opportunities for finer womanhood. They
would hke to send their sons to college.
For this they are willing to work without
rest or pleasure for themselves; but, for
most, though they work themselves to the
bone, the money they earn by it suffices for
no more than to keep the family soul and
body together. Indeed the body is usually
all they can provide for; the soul has to be
left to look after itself. The little extra
money, the slightly higher salary, never
comes. Thus the daughters and sons must
be submerged, as they themselves in the
J-eary struggle for mere phvsical existence.
Ihe dream must be put aside, and as the
years go by, these disappointed lives be
come warped andembittered, purpose fades,
character disintegrates. Their lives be
come not lives at all. They may even be
driven to desperate ways to make their
dream come true. Many a man has forged
a check with no more criminal motive.

O the little more, and how much it is!
.•\nd the little less—and what worlds away!
There is a certain bird that never sings

to such disappointed folk. It is a bird
which those who have to struggle with life
would rather hear singing than the most
melodious nightingale. The wood-thrush
and the cat-bird have no music to compare
with It. There is no mention of it in books
on ornithology. But there is none like it
either for song or plumage. It is perhaps
best known to those who seldom catch sight
or s^^nd of It It is called-The Bird-in-
the-Hand! That Bird-in-the-Hand is the
opportunity which only monev can give
How much would go right in life that goes
quite wrong if only that bird would appear
at the psychological moment. It is that
bird which presides over that
. . . tide in the affairs of men
Which, taken at the flood, leads on to fortune.

But too often the tide is there, and the
bird absent, and nothing to be done but
watch the ebb remorselessly withdrawing
from our grasp those hopes and dreams that
were all but within our reach. Business

{Continued on page 72)
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JERSEY CITY (N. J.) Lodge, No. 211,
celebrated its thirty-second anniversary
with an "Old Home Week." For seven
days, the New Jersey Elks and a host

of prominent visitors from all parts of the
country, were entertained by a series of
diversified programs which surpassed any
thing of a similar nature ever given by this
lodge. The first day was devoted to the
installation of officers. Over 1,000 members
attended the ceremonies. On the second
day, the Lodge-room was transformed into
an amphitheater, a regulation ring erected,
and a program of first-class boxing and
wrestling bouts given to a crowded bouse.
A feature of the third day was an "Amateur
Acting Contest," in which thirty-three mem
bers competed for cash prizes. " Old Timers'
Night," with a bill of nine Broadway vaude
ville acts, and "Ladies' Night," followed by
a brilliant ball, enlivened the next two days.
Saturdaj''s program included a "Roasters'
Convention," music and the showing of an
amusing film of local Lodge interest, which
had been especially made ,for the occasion.
The closing exercises on Sunday were pre
ceded by a banquet to United States Sena
tor Pat Harrison from Mississippi who is
a member of Gulfport (Miss.) Lodge,
No. 978. The Governor of New Jersey,
Hon. George F. Silzer, United States
Senator Edward I. Edwards and many
other prominent men were among the
2,500 guests. After the banquet, the
entire assemblage went to the State Thea
ter, where impressive addresses were de
livered and a program of classical music
was rendered. "Old Home Week" was
presented without cost of any kind to the
members, the Lodge defraying the entire
expense. The event was highly successful
in every way and was a means of sowing
new seeds of goodfellowship among the
members.

Grand Exalted Ruler Masters
Honor Guest at Anniversary Banquet

Steubenville (Ohio) Lodge. No. 231, re
cently celebrated its Thirty-fifth Anniver
sary with an elaborate banquet and enter
tainment at which Grand Exalted Ruler
J. Edgar Masters was the guest of honor.
Over 250 members of the Lodge were present
and delegations from many neighboring

Lodges also took part in the celebration.
Addresses were delivered by Mr. Masters,
A. Bart Horton, of Cincinnati, President of
the Ohio State Elks Association; Hon. John
G. Price and Judge Carl Smith. A vaude
ville entertainment followed the dinner and
speeches.

Bay City Lodge to Have
Highest Building in the City

Bay City (Mich.) Lodge, No. 88. has per
fected plans for building and financing a new
Club House. The building will be ten sto
ries. the highest in the city, and willbeerected
in the heart of the business section. The
first floor will be devoted to stores and the
Club and Lodge-room, etc., will be above.
The upper floorswill contain 100rooms each
with bath. Actual construction work will
begin shortly and members of the Lodge
are looking forward with enthusiasm to the
occupancy of their new quarters this coming
autumn.

Furui for Salvation Army
Raised by Kalamazoo Elks

Kalamazoo (Mich.) Lodge, No. 50, has
successfully carried through a drive for the
Salvation Army. This drive is a yearly
feature in the social and community welfare
activities of this Lodge and has been a
means of greatly strengthening and broad
ening the good work done by the Array in
the community. This year, by an intensive
campaign, the members raised a fund of
Sio,ooo.

Daytona Lodge to Enlarge Home,
"children'sDay"Caresfor a Thousand

Daytona (Fla.) Lodge, No. 1141, has pur
chased property adjoining its present Home
for the purpose of building an addition that
will take care of its growing membership.
This lodge being situated in a famous tourist
city, is constantly entertaining a great many
visiting Elks. For instance, at a recent
meeting of the Lodge, sixty visitors from
twenty-seven different States were present.
\\'hen the enlargement of the Club House
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has been completed, there will be ample
room to entertain many more visitors and to
afford the Lodge a means of adequately
taking care of its increasing membershi{x
Daytona Lodge has identified itself with
the progressive spirit of the community
and is a leader in welfare work. On the
occasion of its recent "Children s Day,
which is an annual event, nearly a thousand
youngsters were entertained by the Lodge.

Detroit Lodge Free of All Debt,
Will Enlarge Present Home

Detroit (ilich.) Lodge, No. 34. has en
tirely paid off all its bonds and mortgages,
andnow has a property valued at $i,2d0.c>oc
absolutely free of all debt. The a^ctual cost
of this property at the time the Home was
built about five years ago, including its ur-
nishings, was about 8850,000. A ®
enlarge the present building by thead i ion
of from one to two hundred sleepmg-roorns
is under consideration. Actual work will
be begun as soon as building costs become
more stabilized.

Netv Mayor of Chicago
AMember of the Order of Elks

When Hon. William E. Dever was re
cently elected Mayor of Chicago, ill-, an
other name was added to the roll of mem ers
of the Order of Elks who are filling impor
tant public offices throughout the
The new Mayor is a member of Cnic g
(III.) Lodge, No. 4, as are most of the mem
bers of his cabinet.

Dispensations Granted
To Organize New Lodges

The necessary formalities havirig been
completed, Grand Exalted Ruler Masters
has granted dispensations for the following
new Lodges:

Cape Girardeau, Mo., No.
Madison, N. J., No. 1465.
Webster, Mass., No. 1466.

Ground Broken for Netv Home
By Huntington Park Lodge

Huntington Park (Calif.) Lodge, No. i4t5.
has broken ground for its new $150,000
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Club House. The building as planned will
be one of the most beautiful and complete
homes in the AVcst. The Lodge points with
pride to its notable growth since it was in
stituted on June 4, 1921. Beginning with a
charter list of 42, the membership is now
over 700, with every indication of greater
-expansion in the present Lodge year.

Five Days of liouseivarming
For Macon^s Neiv Club House

A five-day housewanning marked the
opening of the new Club House built by
Macon (Mo.) Lodge, No. 999. The first was
"All Elks' Day" and practically every mem
ber was on hand to inspect the new building
and to witness the initiation of a large class
of candidates. The following day the build
ing was thrown open to the public. Delight
ful entertainment was provided by the Elks
Orchestra. The third day a reception to the
ladies was given, followed in the evening by
a Grand Ball in which the members and their
friends took part. A day was devoted to the
pupils of the local schools, who were invited
to inspect the building. "Fanners' After
noon" was a feature of the last day of the
housewarming. No. 999 already holds a
leading place in community activities and
the new Home is destined to* become an
important civic center.

Roanokc Lodge Extends
Welcome to Atlanta Visitors

Roanoke (Va.) Lodge, No. 197, extends a
cordial invitation to all Elks traveling to or
from the Atlanta Grand Lodge Convention
to stop over a while with them. The Elks
National Home is but 28 miles from Roanoke
and many Elks are planning to visit the
Home in connection with their trip to At
lanta.

Michigan State Elks Association
Meeting Postponed One Week

The meeting of the Jlichigan State Elks
Association will take place on June 27-29
instead of June 20-21, as previously an
nounced in The Elks Magazine. The change
in date will allow Petoskey (Mich.) Lodge,
No. 629, a week longer to complete the elab
orate welcome plans which have been in
preparation for some time. This will be
the second time within ten years that this
Lodge has been host to the State Association
and the advance program of social events
and special entertainments assures the dele
gates a livel}- and interesting meeting.

Omaha Holds ^ring Frolic;
City's Boys to Benejit

The Elks' Spring Frolic given by Omaha
(Neb.) Lodge, No. 39, at the Auditorium for
the benefit of the Omaha Boys' Picnic and
other welfare activities was attended by
large crowds on each of the nine nights.
The entertainment included a program of
exceptionally fine acts by the best profes
sional talent, an unexcelled band, free
dancing and many other features.

Elks from Far and Near
Attend Summit Lodge Dedication

Elks from Lodges in Newark, Irvington,
South Orange, East Orange, Elizabeth,
Rahway, Morristown, Dover and other
near-by places, to the number of several
hundred, attended the formal opening and
dedication of the new Home of Summit
(N. J.) Lodge, No. 1246. \ delegation of
members from New Haven (Conn.) Lodge,

No. 25, made a special trip to witness the
ceremonies. The Ir\'ington delegation in
cluded the Lodge band and the Degree Team
which assisted in the initiation of a class of
fourteen. After the initiation, refreshments
were served and later the visitors inspected
the building. The first floor has been rented
for mcrcantUe purposes and the Lodge occu
pies the entire second floor. The Lodge-
room proper seats several hundred and con
tains a stage. The basement contains several
bowling alleys. The new home is a model
of its kind for completeness and comfort.

Lodge at Princeton (III.) Instituted,
Mendota Elks Attend

The institution of Princeton (III.) Lodge,
No. 1461, wassuccessful in every way. Dis
trict Deputy Grand Exalted Ruler -Alfred
J. Holtz of Rockford (111.) Lodge, No. 64,
officiated. Mendota (III.) Lodge, No. 1212.
chartered a special train and attended the
ceremonies 160 strong and its oflicers not
only conducted the initiator>' work, but were
on hand early in the afternoon to assist in
the preparations for the institution. The
membership of Princeton Lodge now num-
b_^ers 100. Perry D. Trimble is the first
Exalted Ruler,and L. W.Johnson,Sccretar>'.

Bronze Elk Memorial
To Face Mohawk Trail

One of the interesting features at the
Convention of the Massachusetts State Elks
Association which is to be held at Green
field, June 17-19, will be the dedication of a
bronze Elk in meniorj' of the Elks of the
Bay State who served as soldiers, sailors and
marines in the World War. The heroic
figure now being cast by the Gorham Com
pany is 10 feet in height from the hoofs
to the tips of the ears, the antlers making an
additional height of several feet; the weight
will be approximately 1400 pounds. It will
rest on a huge chestnut granite boulder
about three feet high. The boulder will be
in the rough and will weigh in the vicinity
of 2400 pounds. On the boulder will be a
bronze tablet bearing an appropriate in
scription. The figure will be placed on the

hitcomb Summit facing the famous
Mohawk Trail. Delegations from all the
^lassachusetts Lodges will be present for the
dedication exercises and many from other
Lodges in New England, New York and
adjoining States will, in all probability, wit
ness the ceremonies. Governor Cox of
Massachusetts, Vicc-President Coolidge and
United States Senator Walsh, of Massachu
setts, arc expected to deliver addresses.
James R. Nicholson, Past Grand Exalted
Ruler; Charles F. J. McCue, Chairman of
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the Board of Grand Trustees, and John P.
Brennan, President of the Massa^usetts
State Elks Association, and many other
notable men will be present.

Bellefonte Lodge to Combine
"Kiddies' Day" and Flag Day

"Kiddies' Day," an annual event on the
calendar ofBellefonte (Pa.) Lodge, No. 1094,
will be combined this year with Flag Day!
A special program has been adopted includ
ing music and addresses by prominent men.
Members of No. 1094 believe that the ob
servance of "'Kiddies' Day" in this way will
give the boys and girls of the community
a greater opportunity to learn the deeper
meaning of patriotism and revcrence for
our Flag.

Another Elk is Added to
The Roll Call of Governors

Another Elk Governor has been added to
the roll call by the appointment of Hon.
Horace Towner of Iowa'as Governor of
Porto Rico. Governor Towner is a member
of Creston (Iowa) Lodge, No. 605. He was
elected to Congress last November for his
seventh consecutive term. As thairman of
the Committee on Insular Affairs in the
National Congress, he became a recognized
authority on all matters pertaining to our
island possessions. He was also a member
of the Committee on Education in Congress,
and in that position took a keen personal
interest in the cooperative arrangements be
tween the Federal Government and the
National Elks War Relief Commission in
connection with the vocational training of
disabled veterans.

Special Charity Work Performed
By a "Do Good" Committee

In addition to the Social and Community
Welfare Committee. Aberdeen (S. D.)Lodge,

^ "Do Good" Committee^Nnich hcis been the means of effecting many
real charities. The "Do Good" fund iskept
separate from the other charity funds and is
used to cover a widefield of special activities
not included in the work of the Lodge's
Committee on Social and Community Wel
fare. The "Do Good" Committee was
established in 1906 and the scope and im
portance of its work have been steadily
increasing year by year.

New Wisconsin Lodge
Instituted at Platteville

Platteville (\\ is.) Lodge, No. 1460, was
instituted by District Deputy Grand Ex
alted Ruler H. A. Kiefer, \\^ausau Wis
who wasassisted by Past Exalted RulW F f
Beyer, of Dubuque (Iowa) Lodge, No. 207.
Platteville Lodge starts with a membership
of fifty-Shx. The officers for 1923-24 are:
Exalted Ruler. David Gardner, Tr.; Secre
tary, E. J. Sawbridge.

Elks Will Dedicate Memorial to Man
Who Willed His All to City

Past Exalted Ruler Edwin C. Henning
•will beMasterof Ceremonies and Past Grand
Exalted Ruler Bruce A. Campbell will de
liver the principal address at the Flag Day
exercises which Evansville (Ind.) Lodge,
No. 116, will hold on June 14. A feature
of the services will be the dedication of a
beautiful flag-pole Memorial which will be
erected in Gavvin Park, to the memory of
Joseph Copello. an Italian by birth. Mr.
Copello bequeathed his entire life's savings,
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S6,ooo, to the city with the wish that it be
used to beautify Garvin Park, where he
spent many happy hours. Concrete, stone
and bronze are to be used in the base of the
Sleraorial. A flag-staff, lOO feet high, will
rise out of a square monument on which will
be four bronze tablets, each carrying out a
patriotic theme. There will be eight stone
benches on the inside ol llie circular base.
livansvilic Lodj^c has agreed to furnish a

l^ag for the staff as long as !t stands.

New York Boys Entertained
by Elks of Washington (D. C.) Lodge

The members of Washington (D. C.)
Lodge, Xo. 15, recently received a visit from
forty-five students of the Speyer Junior
High School of New York. The stalwart
young Americans who had their first peek at
the Order of Elks, were accompanied by five
tcachers. They were met at the Depot by a
committee and taken to the Club House
where Judge Robert E. Mattingly delivered
an address on "Americanism." At the con
clusion of the speech, each of the New York
lads was presented with a silk American
flag. After a tour through the building, the
members of the Lodge escorted the boys to
their home-bound train. The youngsters
were deeply impressed by their visit and
went away expressing a genuine feeling of
admiration for the Order.

Newark Lodge Breaks Ground
For Costly ISew Club House

While 1,500 fellow-members and visitors
from all parts of the country looked on and
applauded, members of the Building Com
mittee and officers of Newark (N. J.) Lodge,
No. 21, broke ground for their new 81,500,-
000 Home, to be erected on the old Memo
rial building site at Broad and Camp Streets.
Preceding the ceremony, more than 600
members of Newark Lodge paraded with
their band to the site. After Exalted Ruler
Samuel Roessler turned the first sod. the 600
assembled members each dug a shovelful
with miniature spades. The new Club House
will be the result of a careful study on the
part of the Building Committee of the most
modern buildings in the East and Middle
West. The plan and scope of the building
will provide every club convenience. There
will be lounges, libraries, card-rooms, read
ing-rooms, restaurants, kitchens, private
dining-rooms, ladies' rest-rooms, bowling
alleys, barber shop, billiard-rooms, Boy
Scout and band-rooms and one of the largest
Lodge-rooms in the country. The building
will be thirteen stories high. The comer-
stone will probably be laid early in the au
tumn and the building ready for occupancy
in July, 1924.

Atlanta Lodge Band Gives
Weekly Public Concerts

One of the most interesting of public ser
vices rendered by Atlanta (Ga.) Lodge, No.
78, has been the institution of a series of
public band concerts on .Sunday afternoons,
given at various points in and around the city.
On one occasion a concert was given at the
base of Stone Mountain, the remarkable
granite boulder, over seven hundred feet in
height, upon which the mammoth Confed
erate Memorial is soon to be carved by the
sculptor. Gutzon Borglum. There is a per
pendicular cliff on one side of the mountain
which forms a perfect sounding-board for
throwing out music created at the base of the
cliff, so that a program can be heard by
thousands of persons within a radius of more
than a mile from the mountain. This con

cert was heard by a very large number of
people and created intense interest.

All Past Exalted Rulers
Present at Banquet

Every one of the twenty Past Exalted
Rulers of Vancouver (Wash.) Lodge. No.
823, was present ul a banquet given by the
members in honor of lho.se wh<» lu'il servi-'d

ns Ex.-iltcfl Rulers of tlie T.udKC sitice its
institution. The Lodge claims this 100 per
cent, attendance is a record that has not
been equalled by any other Lodge of the
same age.

WiscoJisin Elks' Bowling
Association Distributes Prizes

Four hundred and ninety prizes, aggre
gating 82,427, "were contained on the official
prize-list of the Eleventh Annual Tourna
ment of the Wisconsin Bowling Association.
This was the second tournament to be held
in Appleton and one of the most successful
in the history ofthe Association, both^in the
number of entries and high scores. No par
ticular city made a get-away with the cash,
as the prizes were well divided among
Milwaukee, Green Bay, Racine, Kenosha,
Sheboygan, Oshkosh, and Appleton. Two
hundred and thirty-five teams took part in
the classic, breaking all previous tournament
records for eleven years. Manitowoc and
Milwaukee have both made strong bids for
the 1924 tournament.

Well Organized Campaign
For the Cripples of New Jersey

The New Jersey State Elks Association
organized a two weeks' drive to obtain a
record of all the cripples in the State. About
7,000 printed forms were directed to the
Subordinate Lodges and distributed by
them among the members who secured the
names, addresses, ages, and all information
relating to every cripple in the various juris
dictions. The result of the campaign \yas
highly successful and when the information
has been examined and tabulated, the New
Jersey Elks will know definitely all about
the cripples in the State and be able to
talk intelligently to the numerous agencies
which have already volunteered assistance.
Colonel Bryant, Commissioner of Labor, has
offered the use of all his clinics now being
used in rehabilitation work. Practicall}'
every orthopedic hospital and the ortho
pedic surgeons in the State have volunteered
their services. In a number of municipali
ties, the Board of Education willcooperate in
providing special classes, special teachers
and transportation for the crippled. Rider
College of Trenton, N. J., has opened the
institution's business course to fifty cripples
and a Newark (N. J.) Technical School has
ofl'ered to care for from fifty to one hundred
of the Elks' wards. The Vocational Training
Committee of the State Association, working
closely with the many "Krippled Kiddies"
Committees of the Subordinate Lodges in
this way, has laid out a program calling not
only for medicalattentionbut foreducational
and vocational training as well for cripples
of all ages in the State.

Annual A. A. U. Contests
Held Under Elk Auspices

The Annual Amateur Athletic Union
contests open to the .crack indoor gymnasts
of the various Clubs in the South, were again
conducted this j'ear under the auspices of
New Orleans (La.) Lodge, No. 30. The
first night's contests were for novices and
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the second night was a free-for-all. The
contests attracted a large number of compet
itors and were "big-league" events in the
history of amateur athletics. The various
clubs had made great preparations and their
crack men were entered in the several con-
tests and classcs. In sponsoring these con-
tesls, New Orlcmis Lodge has Riven a real
impetus to clean, wholesome sport in the
South.

JFlchlta Falls Elks Start Work
On New Club House

Wichita Falls (Texas) Lodge, No. 1105,
will build a new Home in the business dis
trict of the city. The plans call for an up-to-
date three-story Club House capable of tak
ingcareof 2,000 members. The entire build
ingwill beusedby the Elks. The costof the
new building when completely furnished
will be about $250,000.

Bloomsburg Elks Remodel
Famous Mansion

Elksof Bloomsburg (Pa.) Lodge, No. 436,
have purchased the famous Tustin Mansion
and the work of remodellingand refurnishmg
this imposing building for Lodge purposes
is going ahead rapidly. When ready for
occupancy the new Club House wdl be one
of the most complete homes in Central
Pennsylvania. The first and second floors
will be largely given over to social rooms.
There will be a dormitory of twelve rooms,
two magnificent dining-rooms and the ap
pointment and equipment throughout will
be of the ver>' best. The membership ol the
Lodge now touches the 500 mark._ It is
expected that the increase of facilities and
the broadening of activities which will corne
with the opening of the new building \m11
bring about a substantial increase in mem
bership.

Winners the Metropolitan
Bowling Tournament

The winners of the Elks' Metropolitan
Bowling Tournament were Queens Borougn
(N. Y.) Lodge, No. 878, team average
925.28; New York Lodge, No. 1, team aver
age 908.27; Union Hill (N. J-),
team average 908.19. The Annual ^ ,
of the Metropolitan League was held at uic
Home of Queens Borough Lodge.

Speakers' Bureau Gives
Valuable Service in Wisconsin

The Wisconsin State Elks'
been rend(?ting valuable service to
Lodges through the agency of the ,
crcated Speakers' Bureau. Many ®
are availing themselves of the advan g
of the Bureau in providing of
through this service have found a me
guaranteeing more satisfactory )
and better entertainments. The nam
desirable speakers in every communry
listed by the Bureau and these names arc
submitted when talent is required.

Flagstc^ Elks Now Have
Clid} Jiouse of Their Own

Agreat step forward for Flagstaff
Lodge, No. 499, has been the recent pu
chase of a large private residence which 1
being rapidly remodeled by the Arizona
Elks into a splendid Club House. Hereto
fore members of the Lodge held their meet
ings in a rented Lodge-room and had no
home of their own. The lower floor ana
basement of the Club House will be devoted
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to the club rooms, Lodge-room, and dance
hall. The sccond and third floors will be
divided into living-rooms for the members.

No. 1 TFill Observe Flag Day
With Impressive Program

UmiHUul preparations arc under wiiy to
make tiio l-'lag Day c-xcrciscs of Kcw York
Lodge. No. I. une of llic most impressive
patriulic galhcriii^s hukl iu llit: city ou June
14. The larRc Auditorium of the Collc'KO of
the Cit>' of New York has been engaged for
the evening and the public and representa
tives of many civic and religious organiza
tions will be invited to attend the ceremonies.
Governor John M. Parker of Louisiana, a
member of New Orleans Lodge (La.), No.
30, will deliver the principal address of the
evening. Hon. Murray Hulbert, President
of the Board of Aldermen of New York City
and Past Exalted Ruler of New York Lodge,
will preside as Chairman of the local Flag
Day Committee.

North Shore Elks Gather
at Highland Park

One hundred Elks of Waukegan (111.)
Lodge, No. 702, and their band journeyed to
Highland Park (111.) Lodge. No. 1362. and
attended the installation of the new ofiicers.
In addition to the big Waukegan delegation,
there were delegations present from Kenosha.
Blue Island and Oak Park. Harvey (111.)
Lodge. No. 1342, also was represented. Six
hundred enjoyed a supper which was fol
lowed by music and a special entertainment.
The evening was one of the finest ever held
by the Elks on the North Shore.

Massachusetts Slate Elks Association
Entertains Disabled Veterans

Massachusetts wounded war veterans again
were the happy recipients of a genuine good
time when the State Association was host
to 600 of the vets at the openings of both
National and American League ball games
in Boston. Through the courtesy of
"Christie" Mathewson, President of the
Boston Braves, and Harry Frazee, President
of the Boston Red Sox, the boys experienced
the first baseball thrills of the season. The
veterans were taken in automobiles from
hospitals in West Roxbury and Chelsea to
the ball-parks. Elk officials assumed charge
of the various parties and distributed candy
and tobacco.

Unusual Street Decorations to Greet
Grand Lodge Convention

The most elaborate decorations ever
placed along Atlanta's thoroughfares are

planned for the Grand Lodge Convention
in July. The contract for street and lamp
post decorations has already been awarded
by the Convention Committee and a move
ment has been launched to secure the utmost
cooperation from all merchants and business
houses in the downtown district. To insure
the very iiucst display from private building
owners. Atlanta Lodge will give two sets of
prizes, tolLilling ?i,ooo, to companies show-^
ing the moat unique and elTcctivc decora
tions, both on their buildings and in their
shop windows. The competition will be so
arranged that large and small companies
will have an equal chance of carrying oft the
prize. Originality of conception and efTec-
tiveness of display will be the chief points
considered by the judges.

Camden Elks March to Philadelphia
To JFitness Installation

Elks of Camden (N. J.) Lodge, No. 293,
made a special trip to Philadelphia to witness
the installation of the ofiicers of No. 2. The
officers, band, patrol, Marching Club and
other members marched from their Home
to the Metropolitan Opera House in Phila
delphia, where the ceremony wasconducted.

BoyScout Camp
To Open Third Season

The Boy Scouts Summer Camp for the
boys of Hennepin County, Minn., whichhas
cost $28,000 to construct and equip, will
open its third season immediately after the
closing of the publicschools in June. Minne
apolis Lodge, No. 44, raised the above sum
for the training ground, which is known
as Camp Tonkawa, and is actively behind
the Boy Scouts program.

Prospect of New Building Stimulates
Oklahoma City Elks

The new Club House of Oklahoma City
(Okla.) Lodge, No. 417, for which ground
was recently broken, has created much en
thusiasm among the members. At the pres
ent rate of growth, the Lodge expects its
membership to be at least a thousand by
the end of the present Lodge year.

Lodges of Muscle Shoals District
Entertain State Association

The first meeting of the recentlyorganized
Alabama State Elks Association was held at
Florence with theLodges oftheMuscle Shoals
district, Florence Lodge. No. 820, and Shef
field Lodge, No. :375. acting ashosts. Many
important problems relating to the good of
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the Order and the Association were discussed
and the officers for the ensuing year were
elected and the various committees ap
pointed. An interesting program was en
joyed by the delegates. There were many
social features, an inspection of the great
Government nitrate plants, the Wilson Dam
m process of erection, and the olcetric power
plant. costingSi7^,ooo,ooo. and representing
the greatest development of its kinfl, A
parade, in which all the civic, military and
fraternal bodies of the two cities took part,
marked the opening of the Convention.

Ellensburg Lodge Will Occupy
New Home This Winter

The contract has been awarded for the
new S75.000 Club House which Ellensburg
(Wash.) Lodge, No. 1102, is building, and
the Lodge expects to move into the new-
quarters early in the winter. The building
will be a two-stor>- brick and steel structure
70 X 120 feet. The first floor will have an
auditorium, ladies' room, small dining-room,
kitchen and furnace-room. The auditorium
or dance hall, 45 x 95 feet, will fill a need in
the community and become a very fruitful
source of income to the members. On the
upper floor will be the Lodge-room, 52 x 59
feet, reception hall, social and billiard room,
buffet, etc. The Lodge, with a growing
membership now over 500, has felt the need
of this new Home for some time.

Florida State Elks Association
Elects Neiv Officers

The annual meeting of the Florida State
Elks Association took place at Daytona with
a gratifying attendance of delegates. David
Sholtz, of Daytona, was elected President.
C. M. Henderson, of Lakeland, was reelected
Secretary, and W. T, Mooty, of Miami,
Treasurer. The visitors found enjoyment
in golf, ocean bathing and motoring.
Luncheons, dancing and a parade were other
features of entertainment. The business of
the Association was successfully attended to
and a real cooperative spirit resulted from
the session. The retiring President. C. C.
Kirby, of Jacksonville, was presented at the
close of the meeting with a handsome ma
hogany clock as a mark of esteem for his
splendid service. Miami Lodge, No. 948,
will be host next year to the Convention.

Cambridge Lodge Presents Flag
To Spanish War Veterans

Members of Cambridge (Mass.) Lodge,
No. 839, recently assembled at Saunders
Theater in that city and presented to the
Leslie F. Hunting Camp, Spanish War

{Continued on page 66)
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Anna McClure SholVs New Mystery Story

The Garden of Terror

The Story So Far

MERTON CALVERT, ayoung engineer,
has spent the week-endin the mountains
with his friend Carroll Jayne. Driving

in to the dty in his friend's car he stops
for a few minutes at the entrance to a country
lane and is presently amazed to see two men
and a woman, evidently house servants, ^erge
and go tearing down the road with every indica
tion of fleeing from something in abject terror.
Calvert turns into the lane to investigate.

He finds a large substantial house in the midst
of vast lawns. It has a strange quality of terror.
Entering, he finds the kitchens deserted but
the scattered silver in the pantries is untouched.
Beneath the last of the family portraits in the
entrance hall is seated a darkly vivid, imperious
girl, the*original of the picture above her, wear
ing a noticeable dress of violet and Egyptian-red
which somehow does not seem to "belong" and
intensifies Calvert's creeping sense of horror.
Glancing up he sees a masked man, gazing
steadily at him from the second gallery. He
turns and quietiy leaves the house and goes out
onto the terrace. There he encounters Eulalie
Falcon, crouching on a bench, also under a
mysterious spell of terror. Her father, Wendell
Falcon, is an eccentric man of violent passions,
reputed to be enormously rich. Calvert ex
plains his presence and she begs him to return
with her to the house.

gOTH the woman and the masked man have
disapTCared and investigating further they

find Wendell Falcon dead in the armchair in his
study withno^n of a wound and the telrahone
receiver dangling by his hand. While Calvert
is calling for the doctor a police ofiicer enters in
response to Falcon's call to headquarters—"A
man's threatening me—send help—quick!" The
doctor arrives and pronounces Wendell Falcon
dead from fright. Calvert accepts Eulalie's

invitation to stay with them until the mystery
is cleared up, and the ser\-ants having by this
time returned, he goes do^vTi to the lane, ac
companied by the footman, to get his car. On
the way Calvert leams that Eulalie's half-sister
Tiag recentiy beenkilled by a fallfrom her horse
and that Carroll JajTie is a friend and neighbor
of the Falcons. But the car is gone, although
the thief has left Merton's bag at the gate.

Returning to the house he .meets one of the
officers left to guard the place who shows him
the Falcon's private burial ground on the edge
of the estate. Calvert now leams that the giri
whowas killed was named Thecla and remembers
that Eulalie told him wth an odd terror that
the portrait above the woman in the Egj^ptian
dress was that of her half-sister, Thecla Falcon.
Although he is incredulous ofghostly manifesta-
tions, the memory of the woman in the wrong
clothes under her own portrait seems the un-
doubted e.\planation of the wave of terror that
has swept the household.

/^ROSSIXG the lawn Calvert sees the woman
^again looking at him from the hghted ^\Tn-
dows of the strange, beautiful room that was
Thecla's. Eulalie joins him and together they
search the roomand find the Eg>ptiandressof
the portrait—a favorite one with Thecla piss
ing. On the floor of the closet Eulalie finds
a fresh rose of a deep red-purplish color. She
explains that CarroU Ja>Tie used to grow those
roses specially for her sister wth whom he was
hopelessly in love. Calvert, who is already
fa^ated by EulaUe, is more than ever de
terminedto solve this mystery whichis troubling
her and decides to spend the mght m Theclas
room. WTiile they are talking in the hbrary
after dinner they are startled by the reappe^-
ance of the masked face peering in through the
window.

{Continuedfrom page 22)

explained shamefacedly that theirwine hadbeen always treated her as a
furnished by Hortense, the happy recipient of doctor knows how the aged hate P
a case of Bordeaux from the old land that had up-stairs; and have people say, Do ^ .
penetrated into the United States: "Of course a shawl, Auntie, dear? when the a^aming
you are breaking alllaws," Calvert said^sternly, . young soul in the old ® f • ,»
and with a secret conviction that this maid thesunshine—as mdestrucUble as theuniverse.
Hortense would, stand watching. "To-night The old physician looked in"singly acro^^the
you'll be on guard continuously; or I'll report
you."

TIJE DID not telephone and hoped to
hear nothing from him. "liie day of the

ftmeral cameand went without any fur^r dis
turbance. After the burial in the litde family
ground. Dr. Crosby asked Calyert to take a
walk with him. Again it was late ^ftemoon.
The' old physician led" him to a secluded part
of the gardens and stood there regarding the
ancient house as if it were a stubborn patient.

"Well, where are we now! Has your friend
Carroll Jayne turned up again? "

"No."
"Nor—the woman—he loves?"
"I hope to goodness he'll love her enough to

keep her out of Eulalie's sight," Calvert said
fervently. "Have you told Miss Lucy Falcon
her brother's dead? "

"It's terrible to tell tragedies through an ear-
trumpet," said the doctor, "but—1 did it. The
poor lady's broken up—went to bed, indeed,
quite exhausted. But somehow I don't think
people in their late eighties can be very tragic
over things. Life

gardens. "Thecla had a curious tact about
people. She always made them think they were
what they wanted to be."

"An adorable—a dangerous practice, bo
Miss Lucy thinks Thecla's away ona visit!"

"Yes," said the doctor gruffly. "Let's hope
she staj^s away. How much longer can you
remain here? "

"I've written my partner I am taking my
summer vacation. It was about due anyway
and he knows I am good for a month."

"Do you want to stay?"
"Do I want to live!"
"Good! Eulalie needs you! and we've got to

clear up—something."
"Do you think it's worth while keeping Teck

and Miirphy here any longer?" Calvert asked.
"No, I don't. They're too good-natured to

beofany useand that maidHortense "
"No, I don't trust tiiat giri. She has a face

as hard as nails," Calvert said.
"I don't trust her, either. Andshe's certainly

nailed Murphy. We'll pack them off tiiis ^ter-
noon, and you and I run this house," the
oldphysician said, nodding hishead knowingly.

- - -- - - - . • and Missbecomes a divine comedy "f shallget to the bottom of things; and Miss
; or if it isn't you've just "Lucy has given me a kind of power of attorneywhen you're eighty,

missed the whole point, that's all."
"Did I understand you to say that she's

never been told of Thecla's death?"
The doctor looked grave. "Nol she thinks

her niece is on a visit. Somehow that's different.
She adored Thecla—because, I believe, Thecla

untfl the solicitor gets well. Why, there is
Euldie!"

Calvert made a movement forward, but the
•physidajx detamed him. "She may want to be
al&ne,'' he sMd^ dtrawing the younger man into
tie shadow of a hedge. "At least let her be
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alone—a little. Let her have .the pleasure of
wondering where you are."

No affront was meant, Calvert saw, only the
old man's advice about a move in the game.
They watched the girl, a solitaiy figure on the
broad terrace, her black scarf wide on the wind.
She paced up and down—up and down. All at
once they saw her stop abruptly, look steadily
in a certain direction.

"WTiat's she looking at!" exclaimed Calyert.
The doctor shrugged his shoulders. "Let's go

up there," he said; "toward night shadows take
strange shapes sometimes."

She welcomed them eagerly. "Doctor, are
you going up to Aunt Lucy soon?"

"At once."
"She sent word she'd be down to dinner.

Hortense said she seemed so much brighter.
Perhaps you'd better be sure she's able to come
down."

"Very well—my dear."
He went into the house, leaving them to

gether. Atlast theyseemed actually alone; and
he paced the terrace wth her, mute, happy,
undisturbed.

"Eulalie," he spoke her name like a taus-
manic word. She paused, and in the sunset
light her face turned to his seemed at last clear
of fear and sorrow. "Eulalie, I've only known
you a few short days; but can't we trust our
selves—as Thecla trusted "

TLTE WAS sorry at once he had uttered her
sister's name—for the light went out of her

eyes. "How can you besure," she said, wnat
it is that holds you here?" .

He caught her hand, pressed it to his lips.
"How can there be any one but you. ,t a a

"But there is," she answered gravely. And
oh—Merton Calvert, I want you to be sure
you are here for—the real thing!" , .

It seemed incredible that they should be
talking of her dead sister as if she were auve;
and something in her words started up a host
of conjectures and shadowy doubts. What they
had seen they could not well agree upon; but
on the effect of what they had seen they could
meet and balance their reactions delicately
Eulalie Falcon had very few acquired arts; but
her extreme simplicity of speech and
served as that most effective of all veds—tte
transparent veil. "The real thing, -r ^ j ?
"came to me the moment I saw you.
meant to speak intimately to you ^
but we've been driven together by g

Ye°s,°Sd we might have been ^
she said with a touch of bitterness. Ha y
heard anything from Carroll Jayne?

"Not a word." , u--
"Have you seen—" she hesitated, casting ner

eyes down.
"No—nothing." .
"But I am afraid you will. It's curious, but

I dread looking at those parts of the gro
that my sister liked most."

"She was very fond of the house? ..
"Very. You see, it has been

neariy two hundred years—built about 17^5>
and Thecla thinks—thought it the emb
Falcon line." ,

"How did your ancestors come tobuil^ ^
wild region—^for it must have been very
then!" %thev

"They had the land granted them ij-d,
thought they should live on it," she r p
"This place has a farm. Nearly everytn °
eat comes from our own soil. Thecla was
tical farmer—^used to be up at da\vn to sup
tend the harvesting." .

Calvert looked the astonishment he lei .
girl of that beautiful room with its am B
subtleties of color able to farm. No wond ,
didn't care for books. What could books t
her?

"And you—will you go on withit?" .
"Yes, certainly! Thecla taught nie a 8 ,,

deal about the stock; and we can always
the produce."

She knit her straight brows together pretmy,
as if computing some problem of
This was not unusual, he thought. Well-b
and wealthy girls ran businesses; « j it
their living as energetically as anyone.
was good—she should not be unemployed
this double loss. "I should go to-morrow, "c
said, "and leave you free."

{Continued on page52)
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tobacco is fully
aged and cured—

eroAft
tobacco is carefully

cut and blended—

eroAft
tobacco is properly

packed for smoking,
the sooner you smoke
it,—the better it is.

'^uy
a tin of Tuxedo today,
smoke a pipeful,and see how
good fresh tobacco can be.

Tuxedo
is now delivered to your dealer
fresh from the factory —each
carton dated, showing the last day

upon which it can be sold. This
insures your getting Tuxedo fresh
from the factory—fresh wherever you
get it—fresh whenever you buy it.
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Newark Athletic
Club

Equipped wilh Jewetl Relrtgeralors

Distinction!
Whether it be a beautiful home,
a mammoth hotel or that age-old
institution—the club, wherever
the furnishings rise above the
more ordinary refinements, there
you will likely find Jewett Re
frigerators.

All of which explains why the
splendid Newark Athletic Club
and other leading clubs through
out the country use Jewetts
exclusively.

Jewett Solid Porcelain
Refrigerators for

Fine Homes

The Elk, who is seeking a re
frigerator of more than ordinary
quality for his home, will find
cause for frank enthusiasm in
Jewett Solid Porcelain Refrig
erators.

For, with their i%" solid por
celain interiors and their superb
construction throughout, ^ey
undoubtedly represent the height
of refrigerator craftsmanship.
Interested Elks are invited to
send for complete catalog.

A few notable

club installations

BUFFALO ATHLETIC CLUB
NEWARK ATHLETIC CLUB
DETROIT ATHLETIC CLUB
HAMILTON CLUB, CHICAGO
KANSAS CITY CLUB
NEW YORK ATHI.ETIC CLUB
COLUMBUS ATHLETIC CLUB

The Jewett Refrigerator Company
Establiahed 1849

20 Chandler Street, Buffalo, N. Y.
Branch Offices: New York, Boston, Chicago,

Cleveland, Los Angeles, Montreal

tJ^ REFRIGERATORS
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The Garden of Terror

"Free—for farming," she said with a faint
smile. "Please stay. We can't be sure that
what happened so strangely will not happen
again."

They were back again in mystery, and the
sunset clouds flaming beyond the great trees
spoke of an enchantment that should be his;
and she again looked small and white beneath
that wide arch of day's last glories; and lovely,

"Eulalie," he said, "we'll find out what this
means before we goon. Wearegoing to find the
man who threatened your father and probably
brought on his death—a^d we'll know who is
the woman in the Egyptian gown, and what is
her motive of masquerade."

Her face lit up. " Then stay here..
"Teck telephoned me to-day—poor terra

cotta Teck. He's been hunting all the pointed
chins in the country-side, and on Lost
tain. WTiich is LostMountain of those peaks.

She indicated a singular mountain rather
aloof from its brothers. .

"Why do theycall it Lost Mountain?
"Because it so easily gets lost in mist goes

off in fog as lightly as blue zephyr. Ihecia
Soved it. She uled to go talking to the moun
taineers—riding through the

"Oh, Thecla! Thecla!" he thought.
to haunt thisgirl's imagmation. I want her to
think of me and look at me."

A BIRD flew by them, then another. The
breeze died and tlie garden began its rococo

work of evening lights and menior^s
of day. The bo.xwood beasts returned to their
nocturnal prominence and
the Durple shadows a garden globe ofgold merSr/ gTass caught the last sunset glow and
seemed like a planet floating ^ violet

"Who made the boxwood beasts. asked

^ "Ma'cnificenth' great-uncle Marmaduke \\est
in the distaff line-back in S
somewhere. They were copied from beasts m
thp Duke of Lille's garden. Uncle Marmaduke
was a friend of the Duke, and his wedding
liresent to a pretty ancestress was to make a
Sffical greenerv-the lions, the two leopards,
fhe Sherd and his wooUy green sheep, the
1.^ely peacocks. Nobody has ever disturbed
them, though some gardeners have neglectcd

What a place for little children," he said,
dTcLtScd them in. "I want Eulalie

indoors/- said. "She's too hghtly dressed
'°yutcSt'rad"fe feeling this was not the
'̂ H^"went up to change for dinner, and as usualswUchefon^aU the lights in Thecla Falcon s
room that no nook or corner might be too
Sadowy Its haunting fragrance of lemon
flower came to meet him, disturbed him, sent
him restlesslv to a window. Beyond the box-Tod beasts-rose a little octagonal te„,ple w.th

{Continued frompage 50)

ith a faint Crosby addressed himself to the ear-trumpet.
• sure that "You remember—Thecla's awa\ .
lot happen "Yes-yes, I know-she went on a visit-

but I knew she'd return for poor Wendells
y and the funeral—though they didn't always agree,
great trees Natural enough. My father and I
Sd be his; disputatious. Wc never could agree ^
ite beneath men who wanted to marry me—and so J never
and lovely, married at all," she added wilh a slight lifting

of her thin shoulders. "Now I ask you, George
t what this Crosby, where's Thecla dining to-night?
' to find the The doctor again put his hps to^ the ear-
d probably trumpet. "Lucy, Thecla is not here.
low who is "Don't be silly. I saw her in the gardens
ind what is this afternoon. I waved to her and she waved

tome. I made theeffort to dress and come down
" to see Thecla." ,11
"oor terra- "You only thought you saw her, dear Jacly.
the pointed Your longing for her did that." ,

Moun- " "Nonsense," Miss Lucy said sharply. i
)se peaks?" may be deaf, George Crosby—but I am not
ain rather blind—am I, Eulalie!" _ • »

"No, dear," she answered—smiling into tiie
• old face tenderli*. The doctor offered his arm

j„ist goes to the little lady, and she went in still scolding
/r Thecla him; and Calvert and Eulalie lingered.
the moun- "It couldn't be," Eulalie whispered as if
places" afraid her deaf aunt would hear her. Of

it "Cease course, she's imagining things, too."
want her to "Heaven knows," said Calvert.We can

only watch nowand keep our heads."
Desmond and Fleming stood by the_ sideboard

ither The ready to perform their oflice of serving^ dinner
n its'rococo when Calvert and Eulalie entered just in time
g memories to hear Miss Lucy say sharply: "Desmond,^ why
fed to their haven't you laid a place for Miss rhccla.-'

Far off in Theman turned ashy andstaredat them
,{ gold mer- eyed. Dr. Crosby came to the rescue. You

tflow and know, Desmond, Miss Lucy hasnot been told
"Yes, sir," the butler muttered and began his

ts^" asked serving. ,
"In future," Miss Lucy said to him severely,

aduke West "I want you to lay a place for Miss Thecla.
nthcentury Do you understand?" , i- i f
n beasts in Theunhappy man served thesoupin a kindot
Marmaduke panic which communicated itself to his helper
lis wedding Fleming. After dinner they both came to
to make a Eulalie in the drawing-room and gavea months

vo leopards, notice. , • ^ -nr*
sheep the "We haven't a word of complaint, Miss,

r disturbed The servants are treated better here than any-
e neglected where; but nobody wants to live in a haunted

house. I can't serve dinner as I ought with my
" he said hands tremblin' because Miss Thecla I-al^ns
' ' place isset for her; and I saw her in her coliin.
rant Eulalie "Desmond," Eulalie said, with a new air of
itlv dressed authority—the doctor and Miss Lucy were

playing cribbage and did not look up you
was not the will notleave, andyou will notset a place forniy

sister, because sheisdead. I am mistresshere.
md asusual "But it ain't the plate alone," said the butler
•la Falcon's desperately. "You know she's been here, Miss,
ght be too You know it. Isn't it enough to make anyone
. of lemon nervous to expect to seea dead woman when he
d him, sent walks in thegarden or goes upstairs? "
id the box- "You saw nothing that can't be explainer.
temple with Eulalie said. "And we'll know theex]-)lanation.wood beasts rose a hj-t^e Pon't leave me now, Desmond. Xo one serves

htln bililt nearly '̂""H^thanked her and said he'd think itover,
family who was askilled f-^lvert had a no- When they had gone Eulalie turned to Merton.
.vhite in the a ter-gbw ..you see, we've got to do something-to under-
tion for an instant that he saw a^^^t situation."
from Its low door, a hmisp "If J'ou see—it—again—will you ...still used as a study or , ^ "Just speak," challenged Eulalie. "I
_Now night came, ^ road to,our peace—after all, isn't it?''

his boxwood sheep a dropped her white lids over hereyes that
leopard^ Moon ig seemed almost too weary to look at him directly;
later. ihe window; yet was as if the effort to be mistress in her own house
„"ava'StlV glad of his being just here. "No was more than trying under these pecuhar c.r-exiravag > b„ , thought, "who hasn't been cumstances.

hill country with his beloved. "Maybe she's trying to comfort someone sheshut a^^ay really loved and was unkind to. Maybe that
ThfSnner gong sounding, he went down into draws her back," CaJvert sajd, abandoning

thJblue and afabaster drawing-room, and found himse f to the overwhe mmg evidence.
IT fiX ih^rP and Dr Crosby, who said, "Miss "It's Carroll Jayne, then.Eulalie the incisted " To utter his name seemed at once to evoke
Tmor^ent Ler the little old lady entered on him. "Mr. Carroll Jayne," the ^

iliA ^ of her maid who handed her to Dr. nounced, and in he came, shy, deprecatmg
rrn.??ir as if transferring Lowestoft. The looking rather miserable as he greeted the doctor
MnSv timed tremulous face above black gauzes and Miss Lucy. The latter patted his hand.
, ? ^ "Carroll," she said in her sweet old voice,

Thech?" y""- Thecla's home."TrquiitS fdi like a thunder-bolt. Dr. (T, be ccUhu.cd)
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The Midnight Moon Reveals the
Phantom Woman of the Garden

is all right up to the time the children are
twenty-one; then they all ought to scatter—
marrj'. work, anything but stick together.
I am glad Thecla is gone."

"I am not so sure she is," Merton CaJvert
said roughly.

The old doctor took the cigar out of his
mouth. "'What's this!"

"Well, you asked what frightened a fuU-
sized household of adults out of their wits.
You diagnose Wendell Falcon's case as
heart failure due to e.xcessiveagitation. Did
you really think such a commonplace thing
as a burglar could do that? Xow, I'll tell
you."

He told him.
The doctor was too shrewd an old gentle

man to make any off-hand comment—and
life in his later years had become a much
more surprising and wonderful phenomenon
than when he was a sophomore. He re
moved his cigar, watched the blue rings to
the ceiling. "'Well, it wouldn't surprise
me." he commented. "Thecla was such an
enchanting egoist she'd come out of her
very grave to make an impression—but
it's strange certainly. Now I've nothing
calling me away. I am practically a retired
ph\-sician except for a family or two who
won't have any one else. I'll stay and you'll
stay and court that girl Eulalie—and we'll
watch. If Thecla's around I want to see her."

"I am going to sleep in her room to-night."
"Good," said the doctor. "How arc

your nerves?"
"Excellent—as a rule."
"All right then. We'll see it out. I won't

admit you saw Thecla Falcon. But I will
admit there's something queer, very queer,
about to-day's happenings."

Merton found Eulalie standing like a slim
black shadow before the marble fireplace in
the drawing-room, on which a wood fire
was lit. for the night was chilly.

"Did you have it out with the Doctor?"
she asked.

"Yes. He doesn't believe us, of course."
"He saw her dead—attended to the last

things. How could he believe us?"
"Yet the dress is missing!"
"You are a good friend of Carroll Jayne?"

she said without preface.

"We'll see it out. I won't admit
you saw Thecla Falcon. But I will
admit there's something queer, very

about to-day's liqueer. happenings

"We've known cach other for years—
don't see each other often—but always are
friends."

"Was your visit—an annual reunion?"
"About that way."
"How did he seem?"
"Restless, abstracted! Eager—and de

pressed."
"Talk much?"
"Yes—a great deal about love."
She looked at him shyly from under her

dark lashes. "Thccla never talked much
about love, but she set every one else
babbling."

"Do you want to set me babbling?" he
demanded.

She looked musingly at him. Why after
all a woman's soul dwelt under that child
like exterior. "Does love go with death?"
she asked.

"It has two companions—life and death."
"One at least is hers," she said; and

looking at her he saw the pcarl-like face
flush, the ej'es darken, the mouth curve to
a new beauty. "Are you really determined
—to sleep in the room just over us—" she
said. When the pause became too pregnant
evidentlv for her peace.

"Yes."
She was thoughtful. "After all there's a

great deal of Thecla in that room. Perhaps
you'd better not "

Dark lashes again near the white oval of
the cheek. She was gaining fast; released
from the weight of personalities too strong
for her—quite the woman as his quick ears
caught jealousy—actual jealousy in her
reluctance to let him be absorbed by that
strange apple-green chamber with its pale
reds and luminous purples; and the rose
lying on the golden-colored bed
draperies.

"I want to go there," he
alTirmed.

Shadowy her eyes lifting their
blue to his own—some obscure
pain in them as if Thecla thwart
ing her in life was still thwart
ing her. ''Oh, well." she re
marked indifferently, "it's
perhaps the best room for obser
vation."

E
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He was not sure of that when, several hours
later, the green pale place opened its se
cretive beauty to his senses. Some one had
taken the rose away; and the pale gold
coverlet; and the fine linen sheet was turned
back, revealing a monogram too intricate to
be anything but hers. The extravagant
bath-room still held her perfumes in tall and
squat green bottles. Calvert removed a
stopper or two for purpose of identification
—mignonette, he thought—could not be
certain. Nothing heavy or gross, however;
all keenly sweet and flower-like.

Wood fire on her hearth, too. He dreamed
before it, but Eulalie's face grew faint: and
clearer and clearer the inscrutable eyes and
baffling smile of the woman in the' wrong
clothes; he wanted to see her again; chal
lenge her, rebuke her. Then he laughed to
himself—preposterous!

He made ready for bed; but the narrow
couch held no promise of sleep. Throwing
on his dressing-gown and switching off the
lights, he went to a window that opened on
the side gardens. A strange scene met his
eyes. A moon past the full had risen, and
in its spectral light the boxwood beasts
looked like monstrous shadows of prehis
toric animals. Wild clouds raced the sky
and gathered up stars not singly, but by
constellations. Then all at once he saw the
figure of a woman emerge from the side of
the huge clipped leopard.

'T^PIE moon shone full for an instant; and
a gleam of red was visible—and the

lovely pointed face. He wanted to call out
—to hurry into his clothes—summon Dr.
Crosby;but he did none of these things. The
woman held him; and he was scarcely sure
she was there because of the dark'cloak
over her shoulders which, when the moon
was under a cloud, doubly obliterated her.

He had watched her for a moment, when
he saw a man advancing; stealing up until
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he was within a few yards of the woman.
Teck?—Murphy? No! "My Csesar! Car
roll Jayne."

Again the moonlight, and a face full of
extravagant longing, directed to the woman
who gazed back as' from some mood of
enchantment; then—who but EulaKe!

He saw her flitting like a ghost among the
boxn'ood beasts, looking at Carroll Jayne;
then at the woman,who slowiypassed across
the lawn as if unable to answer his appeal.
Eulalie watched her go, did not attempt to
detain her—then she turned to Carroll.
''You are likely to be shot," Calvert heard '
her say, ''two officers are around."

"My God—Eulalie "
They both stood looking—gazing, Merton

knew, towards the old burial ground. Jeal
ousy surged over him. But Eulalie seemed
leading this man like a sleep
walker to a spot just below
Calvert's window. He did not
want her to know he had been
spying, and he drew back wait
ing for what soon came, the . j
rattle of small pebbles on the
glass of the half-closed window. -I
He answered at once. {

"Mr. Calvert," her voice
sounded weak and thin from w
the garden below—"Mr. Cal- H
vert. Will you come down? I «
need help." '.•«

"In two minutes," he ^
answered. ^

Where were the guards!
What was Jayne doing in these .•'-f
grounds at midnight? Why '
had Eulalie been afraid to . «
follow and challenge that beau- , 3
tiful woman, her sister, alive or n
dead? Should he summon Dr. •• ^
Crosby? - j

He answered none ofhis own |J
questions; but went down J
through the silent hall, a little jj
disinclined to look in the direc- \
tion of Thecla Falcon's picture. '
A huge vestibule was between
the front door and the hall with
black oak benches flanking its
walls. Asleep on these were 3^1
stretched the guardians of the
night, the two officers, and
their breathing seemed too
heavy for natural sleep. A •
bottle and two glasses were in .
the corner; and the bottle bore

label.
Merton did not stop to in-

vestigate. Eulalie needed him,
and to get quickly to her was
the next thing. Softly he went
down the steps across the black
<and white marble tiles which
seemed a continuation of the
hall, turned the corner; came i
just beneath his window. The 1
moon out again revealed the v
great garden, but not a soul
was m sight—all gone like
phantoms, Eulalie, Carroll— Idfl
and that other.

He had the place to himself ^
as thoroughly as in the after
noon; but his temper was
roused now. The mocking creature—the
leminme will-o'-the-wisp should not escape
mm; and he began to circle the grounds in '
a search which he hoped would compass
what was now the burning question. Was
Eulalie in love with Carroll Jayne and only
dwelling on his devotion to her dead sister
for purposes of concealment? Merton
began to walk quickly at the very thought.

He came at last to the lane of fateful sig

nificance—and here at last was something
tangible—a saddled horse blanketed, as
Calvert soon discovered, for a long wait.
Was its rider Carroll Jayne? He could not
stop for a vigil with Eulalie somewhere on
those grounds needing his help.

He turned and the next instant jumped
as he afterwards estimated nearly a foot.
About a hundred feet away from him stood
the woman in the Egyptian dress, lookmg
at him; the moonlight full on the clear,
proud face; and in her attitude of complete
assurance he read his late musings upon the
only kind of people who can be completely
assured. He took a step forward—and then
drew back. For the life of him he could not
cross that intervening space. How vague
all spatial estimates! Between him and
this woman it was "Passage to more than

India; a journey beyond
estimation."

She slowly disappeared
«. into the shadows.I"Thecla!"

He heard a voice of
longing! Then the sound
of hoofs in the lane—
another horse. She had
appeared again. The
man on the other dis
mounted, lowered his
hand. She was in the
saddle in an instant; and
Merton wheeling about
at the sound of steps be
hind him, beheld Carroll.
If Calvert had never be
fore seen a lover, he saw
one then.

His friend seemed to
have been released into
form by love as by the
blows of a hammer—•
curiously refined, shad
owed, made long and
white by some obscure
suffering. He looked into
the darkness of the lane,
listened. "Two horses,"

I he muttered,'' who's with
" her?"

fc " Carroll," said Merton
sharply, "what are you

P doing in these grounds at
i midnight?"
f \ Jayne came out of his

trance. "Why should I
• tell you—you can't

see her!"

IT "Don't be too
„ sure. Come to the

Ef / • house with me for
T*' a minute. I want
i to talk to you.
^ How did you get

•( here?"
f "In my car, of

course."

"Where is it?"
"I left it at the

front entrance."
"Youmighthave

told me you drove
it out of the lane;
saved me trouble."

, . "I didn't know
how It got there myself. How on earth
should I know!"

Merton briefly related the events of the
afternoon. "Carroll, for God's sake," he
wound up, "ifyou have any clue tothis', give
it to me."

Jayne looked appealingly at him. "Don't
try to track it down—I beg of vou "

"Why not!"
"I might lose her again—that is all!"
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"Come into the house," Merton said
gently; for his old pal's condition awoke all
his sympathies, and he himself had seen
enough to justify Jayne's own illusions.

They went into the front door. The
officers were still sleeping in the vestibule
and Calvert did not try to wake them.
What use to set guards against intruders
from other worlds, he thought whimsi
cally.

"I am in the late Miss Falcon's room,"
remarked Calvert as he led the way there.

WHY!" Jayne demanded, and Merton
heard the strange jealousy of his

voice merely as so much testimony to the
fact that the whole household had now
gone demented.

"You know well enough. Carroll, what
became of Eulalie?"

"She went back into the house."
"Are you sure? I'd hold you responsible

if anything happened to her."
"Quite sure. She seemed to think you

were long in coming."
"We must have just missed each other."
They were now at the threshold of the

room. Jayne paused, looked almost pitifully
at his friend. "It seems profanation to go
in there," he whispered.

Carroll pushed him in by way of answer.
"Now what the devil does all this mean,
Carroll?" he demanded when he had shut
the door.

But Jayne was looking around as if he
were a peasant introduced into the bed
chamber of a queen. "Her room-—odd.
and she out there in the night. That draw
ing—that woman smiling. I swear Leonardo
must have loved someone—like Thecla.
Only she can smile that way. I suppose
that red lacquer press has thin, scented,
filmy draperies in it; and herbottles here
how like her!"

He touched the platinum articles on the
dressing-table.

"Were you engaged to Thecla Falcon?
"No." said Carroll. "You never get

engaged to people who break your hear^
She was always hurting me—but she said
she couldn't help it."

"Carroll—" 5lerton paused. "You look
ill now. When did this obsession seizeyou?'

"What obsession?"
"Your present—state of mind."
"Calvert, I don't know what you mean.

He seated himself, lit a cigarette,^ gazed
about the room like a person inhaling the
rapture of some delicate pesfume.

" Oh, yes, youdo! You aremadly m love
yet—and you believe that she has come out
of her grave to comfort you."

"It wouldn't be strange," Jayne whis
pered. "She used to say it was absurd to
attempt a cosmic thinglike love shut up m
five feet or so of an earthly tenement; and
she would be free before she ever loved
anyone—and now she is free."

"Who is that woman who rode away on
the horse?" Calvert asked brusquely.

"Thecla."
"You're crazy!"
"It was Thecla!"
"Man—you're mad!"

" T TELL you she was sorry for those old
days when she wouldn't even hold one

slim white finger toward me—always afraid
I'd put a ring on it."

Calvert stirred the logs and the sparks
flying up the chimney spoke of the brevity
of all earthly emotions. Secretly he was
thinking of Eulalie. "There's white fire. 1
hope you are quite safe somewhere in this
house, Eulalie."

He had only Jayne's word that Eulalie
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{ConlinucdJrom page 39)

daughter Ruth will cross your wanderer's trail.
remember what I tell you . . . you are a young
man yet. She is a budding girl. You two wiO
meet, perhaps in your own wastelands. Ruth is
all of me—magnified a thousand times. More,
she is as lovely as an unfolding rose at dawn.
She will be a white, living flame ... it will be as
if I had met 5'ou long ago, when I was a girl—
and gave you what by the nature of life was
yours. . . . Wansfell, you awakened my heart,
saved my soul, taught me peace. I wonder how
you did it? You were just a man...

This seems almost more than we can bear.
Still, we do not wish to be too particular, and
there are many passages in the book wliicli
more than make up for this. Some of the de
scriptions of the desert are quite wonderful and
the book is richly handled as to people, local
color, and action. There is a certain fascination
about this novel even if it is not the first book
that we, ourselves, would ro to when let loose
in a librarj'. After all, it's only a matter of
taste!

Lost Wagons
By Dane Coolidge

Y^HEN this magazine comes out, May will
have gone—sweet, cool, flowering May.

The willow trees all silver along the creeks; and
in the New England gardens plumy lilacswillbe
having a glorious time of it. But what is May
out in Death Valley—the old-timers call it Lost
Valley?

It will be just as hot out there, just as baked,
just as arid, as though May had dropped out of
the calendar for good and all. But there are
compensations. There are gold mines there,
and Mr. Dane Coolidge has constructed in his
story of "Lost Wagons" a mushroom town
called "Gold Trails," and has made him a
character called Tucker Edwards, about whom
he has written a good novel. If we werewriting
advertisements for the publisher who brought
this novel out, we would call it a rattling storj',
but we understand that the expression has been
somewhat abused. In fact, the person who did
write some of the publicity matter for this book
says: "It will keep any reader from thinking of
his own troubles, while he is foUowing the coil
that 'Death Valley Slim' got into when he sold
his mine to a millionaire stock promoter."

This is not true.
We did not forget our troubles for a moment.

In fact, they seemed rather magnified. We
suddenly became aware, living a very city-
bound life, that we were deprived of much in
not knowing men like Tucker Edwards. He
must have been a trial with the wads of money,
good and bad, that he kept stuffing down his
boots, but he was interesting. The young
gentlemen that one sees flying around town in
taxis or even on the adventurous tops of buses
pale before the picture of this old prospector.
Tucker's conversation was geographical and
historical. Here, for instance, is a description
of one of his friends:

"Got a twenty-mule team—last one left in
the world. Thinks everyone's trying to steal it.
Why, it's them twenty mules that's keeping him
down, I've told him that a hundred times, and
they'll eat their danged heads off in a week.
He was haiding freight for that Construction
Company that was building the new road into
the Gold Trails, and the Company went broke,
owing him seven hundred dollars, and him owing
the store about the same. Well. Old Buck got
the idee that the Gold Trails Store would attach
his team for the debt, so he hooks up everything
—three wagons and his water-tank—and skips
across the Line to Lost Valley.

"I went up one morning and saw a long line of
something coming down the wash from the
North; it was two hundred eet long, and looked
like a railroad train, but it turned out to be
Old Buck."

There is also Julia Cleghorn, red-headed,
stout-hearted, keen-minded, and altogether as
nice a young person as had been caught between
book covers in many a day. Added to these
two, there is the wicked fairy of the story, in
the guise of the troublesome stock-promoter,
who does everybody—^poor "gals" whoput their

{Conlimicd on page 54)
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Vaqueros, Gold Mines and "Top" Riders
(CoiilhnicdJrom page $3)

small earnings into gold mining stock, people he
hates and grinds under his millionaire hee], and
the usual maimed and wounded human beings
o^•er whom he treads to his unrighteous eaves of
gold.

Whj' is it that one can not take these stones
too seriously? Or again, why is it that one
would ever want to take them too seriousi)'?
They were not written for serious reading.
Primarily, they are meant for good fun, and
enjoyable hours in an easj'-chair.

Perhaps the most interesting thing about
"Lost Wagons" is its author. An old graduate
of Harvard College, and an entomologist of
national fame, he specializes in the life of all
the living creatures found in the great American
Desert. Natural history is his hobby, and it
was while following the alkali trails in Arizona
in pursuit of his precious study that he came
across such characters as Tucker Edwards and
those others whom he has popped into books—
books which are merely his pastime, and so are,
perhaps, more of a pastime to read than any
which are written from a more serious " human

The Cowboy
By Philip Ashton Rollins

"LJERE we come to the real thing—a record of
those old pioneer, courageous days, the

mere mention of which' thrills an American to
the bottom of his soul. The cowboy in Mr.
Rollins' book is treated as a nationally im
portant figure, a factor in the building up of the
Western States and the person about whom ro
mance seems to have clung even since "chaps"
went out, ranges were fenced in, "dobe" huts
gave way to luxurious houses and motion pic
tures have driven the good old lantern slide
entertainments out of the camps. Mr. Rollins
has been brought into intimate relationship with
many of the people of the Far West,_real people
that he met upon the open range, ranchmenand
cowmen, and it is from notheorybut from actual
friendship and study that this rccord has been
made.

Everything that can be said about the rancher
is said here; his parentage, his migrations, his
work, his plays, his loves, and his costumes—
and the last, with the cowboy, was no casual
matter. All that he wore, from his Stetson
down to his high-heeled boots, was worn for a
reason—his handkerchief tied in the back so
that he could quickly pull it up over his mouth
when the dust was too thick.

Vigilance committees and their adventures,
the terrible, lonely days and nights for the cow
men out on the open stretches with the herds,
the roping of cow ponie.s, the great cattle drives
and the interesting crime of rustling—all these
are told dramatically, and with great verity, in
this splendid book.

"Riding sign" was one of the duties of the
cowboy. This act of traveling the track which
had been made by an eariier traveler, whether
man or four-footed animal, was guided b\' the
same principles as those that had been adopted
by the scouts against the Indians. In the chap
ter called "Trailing," Mr. RoUins recounts a
number of fascinating adventures of those who
trailed over the Western plains and caught their
quarry, whether it was a thieving Shoshone or a
bank robber. These staccato accounts of " riding
sif'n" which other men might be tempted to
take, each as a plotof a novel, arc crowded one
upon the other v.ith not an extra word of,de
scription but giving brief, breathless outlines of
flight and pursuit, and thegreat art of trailing.

We should like to quote at great length from
:\Ir. Rollins' book, but we come up against the
embarrassment of riches. He tells the s_tor>- of
these men who laid down the basic pnnciples of
the Far West, and still he emphasizes the fact
that merely Uving west of the Missouri River
does not make one a Westerner. It is, after all,
a state of mind—or a state of soul.

We can imagine no better gift for the bov
who has madea good rccord for himself at school
thisyear than Rollins' "The Cowboy., Ue can
imagine no better book for the fellow who, say,
twenty vears ago, made a good record for him
selfat school, than a copy of this admirable por
trait of a splendid American t>pe.

The Saint Lends a Hand
{Conlhuicd from page2q)

utes. Johnson wasn't in sight. We couldn't
afford to lose any time, leading the race like we
was, andI toldWalden tohop in with Eddie and
finish the race, so we could cop the rest of that
Sioo a lap prize money, in addition to the
regular purse. Walden hops in, the old boat
roars, and away they go.

.After they had gone, Johnson comes up. His
face was greenish-yellow under the grease and
dirt, like it is when you gotno more blood in it,
if you know how that looks. He was shivering
like it was winter, instead of May. " Where j-ou
been?" The old man and me asked the same
question. ,,,

"I'm not riding in that car no more! was
the answer we got. I wasn't feeling the best in
the world and I goes up and shakes my fist in
fiisface: "Going crazy? You're liableto have a
hard timegetting your mechanician's card from
the Three-A next year."

"To hell with next year!" he comes back.
"What's the matter, Johnson?" the old man

asks. ^ , ,,
"That's my business!" the Swede yells.
"Well, its our business, too. Why did you

leave that car?"
"You wait till it comes by again and you'll

see." Johnson was almost foaming at the
mouth. "I'll show you why I left, and Walden
will leave it, too, if he gets a chance!"

The Midwest flewby, slipping along 115 miles
an hour past the grandstands in front of the
pits. "Who is driving that car now?" Johnson
pointed witha handthat shook like its owner had
the ague.

"Who do you suppose, you imitation mecha
nician?" I asks; "Eddie Mitchell."

"Is he?" Johnson snarls. "You look again.
Eddie Mitchcll ain't in that car at all!"

" You're crazy as a fish," I told him; "didn't I
see him get in it, and didn't I see him get out of

Mitchell. "Look at him." I took a squint
when he comes around again and Lddie was
sitting up straight as a poker onparade. Morse
rode that way. I always told him it wore hiin
out, but he said he guessed he could stand it.

The old man was beginning to get interested.
You can bet he never missed loafing around the
pits at the big race, right where hecould getthe
smell of the castor fresh from the motors.
"Buck, I'm ready to take back some of the
things I said about Eddie," he told me.

For me, I was expecting the blowup at any
minute. And I thought it had come when
Walden yells: "Good-night, we're through!"
I looked at Mitchell. Zucatelli, who was in the
lead, busted up when his car was in the_ south
turn. It got away from him, shot up the incline
and hit the safety wall. Eddie was just going
into the turn and his speed would about carry
him into Zucatelli when he roiled back down
to the bottom of the bank. This was all hap
pening quicker than I can tell it. When Eddie
saw the wreck ahead of him shooting to the top
of the track, he turned his car in the same direc
tion. That was what made Walden yell. But
when the Italian's car hit the top safety wall and
bounced back down to the middle of the track
and slid on to the bottom Mitchell passed above
him.

"Irish luck!" Walden called it.

AT THE hundredth lap, wiih the race just
half over, we ordered Eddie in, figuring on

fixing him up so he wouldn't have to stop any
more. The minute the car stops Johnson,
Kddie's mechanician, gets out of the car,
jumps over the pit wall and disappears in the
crowd behind the pits. We dumped in gas and
oil. .shot some cold water into the radiator,
slipped on two new rears, which was all he
needed, and was ready to go—all in two min
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it after you run away while he was in at the
pit?"

"No, you didn't see him get out of it, because
he never got out of It. It wasn't him. It
was "

Just then No. 2 whizzes by again, running
like a million dollars. Johnson begins to Jabber
and point at it. "Now look! Now, who is
driving that car?"

"Same man as before—Eddie," I said.
"You're crazy as hell!" he screams. "Sainie

Claire Morse is driving thai car!"
"I asked Johnson if he knowed any more

good jokes.
"You entered Mitchell, but he hasn't been

in that car," Johnson says, calming down some.
"Be reasonable, Johnson, and tell us all about

it." The old man put his hand on Johnson's
shoulder. The Swede had gone flooey; I could
tell that. He was running on about one brain
cell, that was all. He was the one that was
crazy as hell. "Let's hear your story. You're
The Saint's regular mechanician, and you ought
to know whether he's driving that car." The
old man was talking a lot easier than I would.

"Well, I gets in the car with Mitchell—that
was what I thought. We make the first lap
behind the pace-making car. We get the start
er's flag and beat it for the turn. Morse always
leads the field when he starts in the front row,
and when we come out of the north turn into
the front stretch Mitchell has the field at his
back. I didn't think it ^vas in Mitchell to do it,
and I took a good look at him. It wasn't
Mitchell at all, it was Morse!"

"Come on, Johnson," the old man had his
hand on the Swede's shoulder^ again, "don't
expect us to believe anything like that. You
were just excited, that's all. Morse is sick at
the Methodist Hospital."

"Was I excited? Well, if I was excited you're
the king of England! I ain't rode with The
Siiint two years for nothing. You saw Zucatelli
smash, didn't you? I've been in cars that bust
up and hit the top wall and drop down. I know
how long, to a gnat's eyebrow, it takes to make
that round trip. The driver that tries to drop
down to the inside edge of the track to pass a
smear like that when he is as far back as we was
is just about due to hit it head on. If we had
been bang-up on Zucatelli we could have gone
below easy. But we shot to the top and went
by. Mitchell couldn't of figured out what to
do, but Morse could. That ain't all yet. Notice
how we drove the wheels off of everything on
the track? Won every lap prize, right from the
start. Mitchell ain't that kind of driver, and
you know The Saint is. Here's another thing:
Morse always rides the turns high going in.
Mitchell always rides 'em low going in when he
drives relief. You know that. Mitchell's way
puts a awful thrust on the bearings. Morse's
way don't. My driver look the turns high going
in!"

I give the old man a nod. "You better quit
talking, now, before you get any crazier, John
son. When I picked you to ride with Morse a
couple of years ago, I done it because I thought
you had sense."

"W^ell, you go through what I been through
and you won't have any sense either," The
Swede had the last word.

'^HE race is going on all the time the old
man and me is trying to get the wild Swede

to keep his mouth shut. We finally got him
back in the pit and set him down in a corner.'
I told the boys to keep an eye on him. He just
set there, looking at the ground. And every
once in a while he jumps up when Mitchell goes
by and yeUs; "Look at liim, you fatheads,
look at him; think that is Eddie now?"

"Now listen here, Johnson," I spoke up,
"come on with me and %ve'll call the hospital
and I'll let you talk to The Saint's nurse. If
she tells you he is at the hospital, will you shut
that trap of yours? "

He mumbled something, but when I tried to
call the hospital I couldn't get a connection.
So we walked back to the pit.

"I told you Morse was out there in No. 2!"
Johnson had started up again.

The race was more than three-fourths over
when we got back to the track. With only
about forty laps to go you can generally figure
on seeing some fireworks by the cars fighting it
out for the lead. Mitchell was running second.

(Continued on page 56)
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The Saint Lends a Hand
{Conliuned from page 55)

He had about a mile to go to catch up with the
leader, who had kicked his gray car to the front
and was holding it there. Eddie begins to give
the Midwest everything he has. . . . With
eight laps left of the- race he had closed up
so that he could just about reach out and
touch the leader. But when Eddie draws up
and starts to go past the leader the driver of
the gray Special lets out another notch and holds
him even.

And then the fireworks start! If you saw
Murphy when he set the track record of 94.48
miles an hour for the 500 you know how he had
to drive to do it. There was the same kind of
driving that day. All the rest of the cars was
hopelessly in the rear. But the gray No. 7 and
the Midwest with the 2 on its radiator and hood
panel tore around the track, front wheels to
front wheels. The crowd got upon its hind legs
to ^vatch the battle.

Five laps to go! I put my stopwatch on 'em
—they was turning laps in i :3o,a hundred miles
an hour, and at the end of the race, too. It
couldn't last forever. No cars could stand it
very long. I knowed what the dri\-er of the
gray car wasdoing—he wasjust holdingMitchell
even, making Eddie believe he couldn't go any
faster. Then when they come into the home
stretch on the last lap the gray car would step
out a little more and before Mitchell figured the
thing out he'd be crossing the tape in second
place. It's been done a hundred timesjust that
way. Right then I wished that Morse was really
in the car. I'd have give 85,000 to tell Eddie
what was upj but I couldn't. So I just stood
there and waited for what would happen. The
old man, standing alongside me, was digging
his fingers in my arm. The pit crew was froze
fast to the front wall of the pit.

"I win either way," a tire man from Cleveland
remarks. "They both got my tires on." But
I wasn't interested in tires. The cold chills was
doing a marathon up and down my backbone.
Rick, up on the suspension bridge over the tape,
was getting his checkered flag ready. The
timers had their eyes on the electrical instru
ment. Movie men and newspaper photographers
was ready with their cameras.

The two cars jumped into the homestretch
from the north turn, running radiator to radiator.
The roar of their exhausts got louder and
louder. . . . Then the grandstands went wild,
and I looked up the stretch, but ever>-body was
in my way, and I couldn't see. I knowedby the
noise of the stands that one of them had gone

ahead of the other, but I was afraid to look.
Then the two of 'em flashed by.

"Eddie wins!" the old man whispered, " Eddie
wins!" That was what I wanted to hear. The
cold chills started up and down again, only it
felt different.

Eddie made two or three extra laps to be sure
the timers hadn't short-changed him, like has
been done by mistake, and then he stopped at
the ofTicial stand, like they always do for a min
ute, and then he comes down to the pit. The
boys swarmed out on the track, as many as
could without the guards stoppin;^ 'em. They
forgot all the nasty things they Had said about
Mitchell. He'd won for the Midwest, and every
crime in the catalog would have been wiped out
by that.

"You put her over, Eddie!" I yelled, as he
got out of the car.

"What's eatin' you?" was all he said. He
put his hand to his head and starts to walk out
on the track right in front of the cars still in the
race. I grabs him and leads him back and turns
him over to the newspaper boys. Before they
could say a word he crumples up, all tired out,
I guess. We took him over to the field hospital
to let him rest a while.

I looked around for Walden and found him
sitting against the wire fence behind the pits.
"Let's go to town. Buck," was all he said.

We went right in to the hotel. After he got
cleaned up a little he said: "Let's me and you
run up to the hospital and see how Morse is
getting on."

I looked at Walden; old steady Walden, and
remarks: "What's the matter, A. E., did you
ride with him, too?"

He neverpaid any attention, but walkedover
to the car and got in. It didn't take us long to
get to the hospital. As we wasgoing in the door
Walden says, kinda casual like, as they say:
"What time was that race over, Buck?"

"Just sixteenminutes after three," I told him.
"How's The Saint doing, Miss King?" I asks

the nurse.
"He's been unconscious most of the day, but

he came around about an hour ago, and the doc
tor says he'll get along all right now."

"Just what time was it he comes to?" W^alden
wanted to know.

"I'll tellyou in just a minute," the nurse says,
going overto her chart. "It wasthree-sixteen."

"I knowed it!" Walden says, and he wabbled
like a car with a kink in its axle as he went out
the door.

The Beautiful Island
{Continued from page 37)

"Ey-ah," returned the other. His mind was
on the stuffed owl.

"Yew cal'late to stay, N'miah? " asked Hester,
smiling at him with something of her old arch
ness. Nemiah looked at her. Her hair was not
so fluffy as it had been, her eyes were not so
bright. She was less shapely, less—alive.
Three years of married life had madea difference.
Nevertheless she was Hester. He stirred un
easily and laughed to cover his embarrassment.

"Well—there! I dunno. ... It all depends."
"Yew ought to marry and settle down,

N'miah," continued Hester, boldly. Nemiah
squirmed in his chair, and the faded coquette
enjoyed his squirming. It was three years since
she had been able to make a man squirm like
that.

"Well!" put in .41onzo, awkwardly. "I
cal'late ye'll stay long as your mother lives,
anyways."

"Ey-ah," said Nemiah. He was silent a
moment, then looking straight at Hester he
blurted out: "Mebbe I 'iiill git married, afore
long."

The conversation languished and died. They
sat in the dimly-lighted parlor, under the gaze
of the stuffed owl, staring at each other, unable
to speak. It was in May. Ascentof lilacs came
in at the open window. In the street vague
figures passed. ...

Finally Nemiah rose, put on his hat and
walked out of the house. He did not e\-cn say
good-night. Hcwaschokingwithastrangeanger.

Within six weeks Nemiah Parsons was married
to Jennie Herbert, whose father, during his life
time, had been a ship-builder and a ship-owner.
Jennie was twenty-five, and plain-looking. But
she brought Nemiah a goodly "ot. It was said
in the village that she was"wuth fifty thousand,
aU nice and easy." She had had offers before
this, but they had been too obviously base m
spirit. Nemiah's was different. Nemiah's had
seemed almost impassioned. bhe married
Nemiah out of hand, and incidentaUy adored
him They moved into the Parsons home,
and'jenni<^-who must have known, in her
heart, that Nemiah's proposal had been in
tended as a sort of blow at his friend s wife-
conceived an immediate hatred for Hester
Medfield. And Hester hated Jennie.

It was one of those hatreds, however, that
smolder along under cover of the usual neigh
borly amenities. Neither woman had the cour
age to declare war openly against the other;
the ghost of the traditional friendship between
the two families was still too strong, though it
was only a ghost. ,

Nemiah remained at home for a year after his
marriage, during which time a daughter was
born to him. Then he went back to sea. People
said that he was disappointed m his child; that
he had wanted a boy, etc. But Jennie knew
that his restlessness sprang from other and
deeper causes He came home at intervals
after that, but he never stayed long. In his
absence, Jennie devoted herself to bnnging up
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her Uttle girl—who was, surprisingly enough, an
extremely pretty child—and to hating Hester
Medficld.

Hatred is like a brush-fire; a single spark \vill
serve to start it, and once started it finds its own
tinder. In the case of the Parsons and Medfields
it was the apple orchard that furnished matter
for the quarrel.

It had always been the custom of the two
families to take what apples they wanted from
the trees without making too nice a discrimina
tion. But one fall Jennie began to say that
Hester was harvesting more than her share of
apples. Hester was properly indignant, and
carried the matter to her husband. She urged
Alonzo to put up a fence.

Alonzo had never forgotten how Xcmiah had
walked out of the house that night, years before,
on his first return from the "sea. The fact that
lie had gone out without saying good-night had
rankled in Alonzo's memorj-. He agreed to put
up the fence.

ABOUT the time that he got it finished Xe-
miah came home on one of his periodical

visits. He was deeply hurt and olTcnded.
"Don't know what yew want to go and put

up a fence for, 'Lonzo," he said as they stood
facing each other across the newly-erected
barrier.

"Cal'Iate I kin build on my own land if I've
a mind to."

Xemiah's eyes were like blue steel.
"Cal'Iate you kin, 'Lonzo. But 'twa'nt yew

that thought of it. 'Twas Hester put j-e up to
it."

Alonzo denied it. He was furiously angry.
" Don't seem possible," he said, " that I and yew
was friends onct."

"Yes, we ben friends risin' thirty-five year',
'Lonzo. But don't yew let that worry ye none.
We ain't friends naow."

"Yew don't have to tell me that," shouted
Alonzo. " I made up my mind to that when your
woman begun to accuse my woman of stealin'
her apples."

"Yew never mind the apples, 'Lonico. Yew
built that there fence outcn spite, and ye know
it. .\ spite fence, yes sir! I'll git square with ye
for that, 'Lonzo. I'll stay right to home and
watch ye. ... I'll give up goin' to sea. . . . Ye're
a dangcd mean cuttcr,_and I'll git square with
ye, sohelp me God A'mighty!"

They glared at each other across the fence.
Then .Monzo turned and walked_ back toward
his own house. For the second time in his lifi;
he felt guilty toward Xemiah, but the sense of
guilt only increased his anger. He was a proud
and stubborn man. He already hated his neigh
bor with a deep and cold-bloodcd hatred that
wa-= stronger than any passion.

As for Nemiah, he made good his promise.
He gave up the sea and stayed home, patiently
waiting for his revenge. It came ten years later.
His daughter Sylvia, or S>lvie, as she was
called, hacl blossomed into a beautiful young
woman. It was something of a miracle, for she
had sprung from the plainest of plain stock; but
it was a fact. She was beautiful.

Alonzo's son Lucius fell in love with her, and
she with him. This in spite of the feeling be
tween the two families. One Spring night the
two young people eloped to Kennebunk in a
Ford, were secretly married, and returned,
frightened but defiant, to their respective homes.

Nemiah heard the news from his daughter's
lips. For a moment he could not believe it.
He simply stared at her.

" Ye're married? To Lucius Medfield? "
"Yes, I be, father."
'"Well—there! I never thought ye'd do a

thing like that, Sylvie. I never thought "
"I'm sorr)', father," said Sylvie, beginning to

cry.

\ cunning expression came mto Ncmiah's
face. He said gently:

"Yew go up to bed, Sylvie. Yew go up to
bed. ... I want to think 'baout this."

Sj'lvie went up to bed. Nemiah sat in the
living-room, a grim smile on his lips. He
seemed to be waiting for something. . . . .-\fter a
time there came a knock at the door. He got
up and opened it, admitting Lucius Medfield.

"Mr. Parsons," began the boy courageously;
then his voice faltered: "Where's Sylvie?"

"Gone to bed."
"Mr. Par.=!ons, we—Sylvie and I "
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"T know". She told me. Yew young scamp!''
Lucius stood miserably silent. After a mo

ment Nemiah asked: "What did they say—
over to your haouse?"'

" My father, he raised hell. . . . He—he's driv
me outen the haouse, Mr. Parsons. I can't live
to home no more."

" Driv ye out, did he? The mean old cutter.
. . . 'Well, by God, my boy, I'll tell ye what >'e
kin do! Yew kin live here."

"Live—here—with yew?" gasped Lucius, in
amazement. Then his face lighted up. He
grasped the olderman's hand. " !Mr. Parsons—!"

"There! That's all right," growled the other.
"I ain't a-doin' of it for j'ew, I'm a-doin' of it
for . . . for Sylvie, Yew kin move your truck
into the haouse to-morrow. Now yew'go 'long
up-stairs. She—your wife's a-waitin' for ye."

When the boy had gone Nemiah walked to a
window that looked toward the Mcdfield house.
There wasa light shiningin the front room and
he' could see a shadow moving to and fro. . . ,
The shadow of his enemy.

He shook his fist at it and laughed,
"Cal'late I've got even with ye for that fence,

'Lonzo," he muttered, with extraordinary'
venom.

He hardly slept all night, thinking of the
shrewdness of his revenge. He had robbed
Alonzo jMedfield ofhisson! Hehadpaidoff the
old scorc with interest.... What was it that they
had quarreled about? Oh, yes, the fence. , . .
Well, never mind. He was even now, and more
than even. He had got square. ...

.Alonzo iledfield and Nemiah Parsons did not
speak to each other for thirty years.

It offered him a certain sanctuarj'. He had set
up a wood-stove there and worked, throughout
the winter, in spite of his rheumatism and his
asthma, at building a dory. What he would do
with it when he got it finished he didn't know.
Carrie had assumed that he would sell it to one
of the summer visitors who liked to go deep-sea
fishing, but .\lonzo had rather peevishly re
jected this assumption. He was "jest a-buildin'

The fact is that it took Iiim back; it satisfied
some longing in his breast. He loved the grace
ful lines of it, the rake of the bow, the curve of
the gunwales running toward the narrow stern.
He took pains with it; he crooned over it and
talked to it as a mother talks to her child. . . .
He had built it of the finest stock, he had rubbed
it down \vith sandpaper, he had painted and
varnished it. . . . It was his youth and his vague
aspiration, it was his cradle and his cofiin,
too. . . .

Whilehe was working over it, .-Monzo used to
fall to dreaming. . . . Queer visions from the
past came before his eyes. He remembered the
boy who had been his friend. That boy was
not the old man he hated. . . . That boy existed
still, and could not be shut out of the fish-house.
He belonged there. . . . Alonzo could see him
grinning out of corners, turning a freckled face
from the shadow's behind the stove. . • •
_That winter—the winter of .Monzo's seven

tieth year—his enemy, Nemiah Parsons, had a
slight stroke, or "shock," as it was termed in
the village. Alonzo heard the news with curious
dismay, almost with alarm. The "shock" had
not been a severe one; Nemiah was up and
about in twoweeks, but he walkedwith an apple-

^tick and had a new grayness in his facc.
Alonzo used to see himhobbling past the house
on^ his way to the store.

He wunt last long naow, N'miah \vunt,
thought Alonzo, and his old heart would sink

unaccountable reason.
OnceNemiah looked into the window and saw

Alonza standing there. He stopped involun-
tanly—they stared at each other; then Nemiah
walked on. . , .

But Alonzo had read the truth on his face.
Nemiah was going to die before long. And he,
Alonzo Medfield, was going to die, too. They
would both pass and be for^tten The vil
lage would remember them awh'le as two old
men who had hated each other, then the village
would forget. ... In a few years, ina few months
no one would remember

All things passed. Nothing was permanent,
neither good norevil, neitherlovenor hatred. . • •

naow, N'miah wunt!What was It that they had quarreled about?
Oh, yes The fence. But before that there
had been something.

begun with Hester. . • •tried to think back to the time of his courtship,
to remember the girl he had married, p
couldn t remember. He could see the pai;lor
where he had done his wooing, he could see the
hthograph of Lincoln and the eyes of the stuflcd
nlc looked rugs and the brightness of the Sunday afternoon. . . . But he could
not see Hester. . . .

She, too, had passed.Nothing was permanent, nothing fixed. • •• ,
IVV oW. Good God, how old he wfl ..; . Yet he was younger than the elms on the

' they were dying. ... , ^He had never gone to sea. 'What a fool hehad been to spend his whole life in one village!
T • now.His daughter Carrie came into the room. She

had a glassin her hand.
Here's your medicine."Don t want no medicine. Don't do nie no

good!

said—"
He glared at her. She held the glass to his

hps and he drank it, helplessly, like a chjld.
Then his eyes fiUed with tears. He brushed her
aside and stamped up-stairs to bed. He felt
crushed and humiliated

^ 'ong time he lay awake, staring intothe darkness. He trembled, he was frightened.
liere was.nothing ahead of him, nothing. And

It was dark. ...

XHEY were old men, and neighbors—for Nc-
miah had never gone back to sea but they

did not speak. For thirty years they hated
each other with an intense hatred. The fence
in the orchard rotted and fell down. Someof its
posts were used for firewood. ... It made no
difference. ... .

Jennie andHester both died, one withm a few
months of the other, and were buried in ad
joining lots in the viUage graveyard. It made
no difference. The two old men went on hating
each other. Their hatred was one of the tradi
tions of the \aUage, a fixture, a belongmg, it
e.visted without reason,like a fact of nature. . , .

>\lonzo was almost seventy. He hved alone
with one daughter, Carrie, an old maid w;ho took
care of him as a matter of duty. It s my
Christian duty," she would say, w'lth a sign,
when people sympathized with her lot. Carrie
was not a cheerful person. She had acquired an
air of martyrdom which she aired on aU oc
casions, and in ministering to her s needs
she contrived to make life miserable for him.
She commanded and bullied him; he resented
it, but he had to put up with it. It is often the
case. .

He had given up contracting fifteen years
before; had retired, at fifty-five, a compara
tively wealthy man. Since that time Manasquot
had changed disturbingly. In his younger days
he had been keen for the change, had welcomed
it and provoked it. But now that he was old
it bewildered him. Every summer now, there
were crowds of people, thousands of them, wJio
swooped down on the old village bke anmvading
army and did not vanish till the wild geese flew.
Their strange facesand their strange voices were
all about him. They made him lonely. ...

And even in the winter it was diflcrent. A
new generation had grown up, and another m
addition to that. The types of houses were
changing (.for the worse). -V new plague was
on the land. The gypsy-moth and the brown-
tail moth had destroyed the apple-trees in the
orchard, and had killed manyof the great elms.
Jed Maxwell's Ii%'ery stable had been con\'erted
into a noisy garage. The line of local black
smiths had died out; there wasno one to shoe a
horse, evenif one had a horse to be shod, .-vuto-
mobiles, canned food, daily newspapers, movmg
pictures, jazzdances in the beach pasino. . . .

It made him lonely. It made him old.
The only place where he felt at peace was in

the fish-house. It, too, had outlived its time,
but it still stood intact upon its wooden piles.
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It was dark and still. He could hear, in spite
of the tightly-closed windows, a sound, an infinite
slow rumbling sound, familiar and yet somehow
strange. . . .

The sea!

IV

|XE day, in the late spring, Alonzo was work
ing in the fish-house. He had almost com

pleted the dory he was building; he was busy
scraping the mast. . . . Suddenly he heard a
tapping on the board walk that led into the
building. He put down the tool in his hand and
turned.

In the open door of the fish-house stood Ne-
niiah Parsons. He had on a knitted skuU-cap.
His beard was white and long. His shoulders
wi-re bent. His hands, folded on top of his
apple-wood stick, trembled. But his eyes were
the eyes of the boy who had played in this same
fish-house a half- century and more ago.

•'That yew, 'Lonzo?"
"It is,"

"Workin", air ye, 'Lonzo?*'
"I be."
They had not spoken for thirty year?, and

now they had spoken. There was a long silence.
•"Lonzo," said Xcniiah, "I'm an old fool, and

yc're another. . . . Kin I come in?"
Alonzo stared at him, groping in vain for his

haired of this man. It had vanished, it had
diet!. It was gone.

"Come in and set, N'miah."
The latter hobbled into the fish-house. Again

they looked at each other.
"Buildin' a dory, air ye, 'Lonzo?"
"I be."
"Cal'late to go a-fishin' this summer?"
" Dunno but I shall."
Xemiah ran his hand over the smooth surface

of the dory's planking. Hi-5 touch was like a
caress.

•'She looks to be a stanch 'un, 'Lonzo."
"Best I ever built, N'miah. . . . Best I ever

built. Ain't a flaw in her anywheres. . . . AU
hard pine . . . and mahogany deckin'."

".-\in"t nobody kin beat yew buildin' a dor>',
'Lonzo."

"Well—there," said .Monzo, confusedly. "Set
daown, N'miah. Set daown. There's a chair
by the stove."

Xemiah sat down, still clasping his stick.
" 'Lonzo . . ." he began, in an uncertain tone;

then: "Gettin' 'long in years, the two of us.
Yes, sir. ... I hed a shock this spring, 'Lonzo."

"So I beared. But there! Yew don't look a
mite the wuss for it.... Yew look rugged's ever,
N'miah."

This was a lie, and both knew it, but somehow
it was pleasant. It had sweetness. . . . Xemiah
went on in his quavering voice.

"I get lonesome, settin' up to the haouse. I
git to thinkin' o' things."

"Same with me, X'miah," acknowledged
.^lonzo, and added, with a relief that was like
joy; "Carrie's a good woman, but she plagues
me, N'miah. . . . She plai;ucs me. . .."

"Sylvie's a good woman, too," murmured
Xemiah. " But she— Trouble is, 'Lonzo, they
don^t treat u;— They don't know . . . how 'tis
... when ye'rc old."

" There. Ye're right, N'miah. . . . They don't
know how 'tis "

Another long silence.
"Cal'late yew don't rec'llect the limes we

u-;ed to hev together? Daown here in the fish-
house—?" asked Xemiah timidly.

"Cal'late I do."
"Rec'lect the day we got turned over on

the bar, 'Lonzo? What was we a-doin' of, that
da\-? Some devilment we was up to. ... I
fergit."

He looked cautiously at the other. Alonzo
suddenly gave a chuckle.

"Cal'late you ain't fcrgot, N'miah. There!
Yew wait Yew set still 1 got somcthin'—''

Alonzo walked slowly across the fish-house.
From a wooden cupboard, stocked with cans of
paint, he took an old water-proof wallet. Then,
shufHi.ng back to the stove, he opened the wallet
and produced a j-ellow newspaper clipping.
This he handed to Xemiah.

The latter took it without a word, fumbled
for his spectacles, got them on his nose and held
the clipping up to the light. The hgiit wasfrom
a window that looked on the sea. . . .

(Coulinucd on page 60)
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WTien he had finished reading, he turned back
to Alonzo; there was a tremor in his beard.

"The Beautiful Island. . . . Fools, wa'n'twe?"
"Fools, yes," said Alonzo, replacing the

clipping in the wallet. "But there! Boys hes
the right to be fools if they've a mind to. . . .
Boys, and old cutters. . . ."

They exchanged glances.
"And old cutters," repeated Nemiah slowly.
The thing was in their eyes. It lay betwe^

them as certainly as if they had spoken it aloud.
They began to smile at each other, exactly as
they usedto smile when they were boys and an
adventurous idea had occurred to them.

The old excitement was in the air. .-Vll the
realities of their lives were lost, weresubmerpd
in the past. It was Just as it had been when
realitv was still a thing of the future.

The thought that passedbetween them wasa
•wonderful thought, too wonderful, too strange
and beautiful to be put into words. They could
never put it into words. . . . But they could
do it. , f 1

Finally Nemiah spoke. "I'd take comfort...
to help ye with the dory, 'Lonzo."

"I'd enjoy for to hev ye, N'miah.'
" I git lonesome, settin' up to_ the haouse. ._. •.

I kin slip daown here when Sylvie ain'ta-lookm .
I kin come and goas I've a mind to," headded,
with the defiance of the old and feeble.

The words of a forgotten oath returned to
Alonzo's tremulous lips.

" Yew cross your heart and swear by^uod
A'mighty ye won't tell, N'miah Parsons!

Nemiah laughed in a cracked old voice and
crossed his heart.

"I swear bv God,'Ixinzo."
He got up and stood beside the other, and as

if moved by the same impulse theyboth turned
toward the window that looked on the sea. . . .
They stood silent, hardly breathmg. . . .

It was a wonderful thought.

THE two old men worked together after that.
-*• They worked insecret, sneaking away to toe
fish-house at odd moments and labonng with a
determination stronger than their strength.
And they were cunning about it, tw. iney
hid their acti\'ities from the whole village. iNo
one knew that they had made up their long
standing quarrel. As a matter of fact t ley
hadn't. It had simply dropped out of sight, it
had withered and died. It was no more.. . .
This facttheycould nothave explained to them
selves, much less to any one else. Sothey kept
it a secret. ,

The dory was ready in a week. Then, as m
the (lays long ago, theybegan to stock ,

Nemiah came in chuckling one night. He naa
stolen a dozen doughnuts out of Sylvie s jar.
Alonzo, not to be outdone, the next day stole
a can of beans and half a loaf of brown
They might have bought their provisions at the
store far more easily and with less risk. But
such a procedure never occurred tothem. • . .

Then one morning Alonzo rose before day
light. He dressed and crept silently do\TO the
stairs. How his old heart beat! But Carrie
slept, and did not hear him. .

He groped his way out of the house m the
early morning dusk. The dew was heavy onthe
grass as he crossed the orchard to Nemiah s
house. Nemiahmet himat the wood-shed door.
.-Uon//) took his hand, and they went down the
path toward the fish-house together.

They had rigged a block and tackle for the
launching of the dory. By this means they got
their craft through the door and into the river*

It was high-tide, and the wind was blowing
from the west.

"My first v'y'ge, N'miah," said .A.lonzo.
Nemiah did not reply. He climbed unsteadily

into the dor}', stood up and tossed overboard his
apple-wood stick. He did this without com
ment, naturally, as one casting off a needless
encumbrance. . . . Then he sat down in the
stem and took the tiller.

Alonzo stepped the mast. The new sail, as
white as a gull's wing, filled out and drew taut.
They sailed down the inlet, and this time,
guided by Nemiah's skilful hand, passed safely
over the treacherous bar.

There was a streak of gold in the east. The
sun rose, and the sky was filled with flame.

They sailed on, heading into the sunrise. The
land grew blurred behind them, grew dim and
faded out.

Still they did not speak.
Hours passed. The day passed, and it was

night, .\lonzo sat drowsing on the middle
thwart, his head on his chest. Nemiah could
hear him muttering something in his sleep,
something about "a joyous sound." . . .

Nemiah himself dozed, and in his dream saw
land rising out of the sea before him, a land all
bright and gleaming. ... He half-roused and
stared at it with old, blind eyes. . . .

Was it the moon? Such a moon as he had
seen rising out of the waters of the world a
hundred times before? Or was it an Island in
the sea—?

He wanted to call out to his friend. His
friend—Alonzo! But there was a great weari
ness upon him, and a great peace. . . .

How bright the Island was! They would
reach it directly. The wind favored them and
the sea was calm. All was well, and the land
was a shining land.

They sailed on.

A WEEK later the following paragraph ap-
peared in one of the Boston newspapers:

"Boston, June 1: The fishing schooner Cabot, in
from a trip to the Grand Banks, brought to this city
to-day the bodies of two old men picked up from an
open dory about a hundred miles east of Manasquot,
Maine. The captain of the schooner reports that he
sighted the dory late one afternoon, and as it ap
peared to be drifting helplessly, lowered a boat to
investigate. He found the bodies of two old men,
dead, in the bottom of the dory. Across the stern of
the dory was painted the name Wanderer.

"Nothing was found on the bodies to indicate their
identity, hut in the coat pocket of one of them was
discovered a wallet contain ng a newspaper clipping
dated May, 1865. The clipping was that of a poem
entitled 'The Beautiful Island.'

"The poem follows:

THE BEAUTIFUL ISLAND

"There is an Lsland in the sea
Where peace and joy abound;

No fairer spot the sun beholds
In all its beauteous round.

"There flowers bloom and strange birds sing
And golden is the strand.

There is no pain, nor toil, nor death
In that eternal land.

"Once in a ship I passed thee by,
O Jewel of the sea!

And sounds of joyous "augliter came
Across the night to me.

'Another time, in other bark,
I'll seek thy golden shore;

And far from mortal strife and tears
Reside for evermore."

Outfit contains one Lvon & Hcaly Professional Bass Drum; •
oneLyoiific Hcaly Professional Snare Drum; UudsviR Pedal; |
Snare Drum Stand; Pedal Cymbal and Holder; Chinese
Crash Cymbal and Holder; Tone Block; Pair of fine Sticks. .

BIGGEST value in a complete outfit ovcrofTcrcdl Ittak^ ,
only practicc to make you a Drummer —START NOWl
You can practicc with Player Piiino or Phonograph and
pro;?res3 rapidly; soon give HOME DANCES: and m a
couple of months be ready to fitep Into the school or
regular orchestra — and cam money evenings if you
care lo. Send for details or remit first payment and we
will Hhlp outfit on trial! For sale by your M usic Merchant. .
LVON Sl HEALY, 70-96 Jackson Blvd., Chicago ,

Every AdvertUement in The Elks Magtzine U Guaranteed.

jjMONG the splendid fiction you may expect in early issues
will be short stories hy Achmed Abdullah, Octavus Roy

Cohen, Forrest Crissey, Sam Hellman, Lawrence Perry and
Rita Weiman. Watchfor announcements soon of a new group
of distinguished writers who are about to be mimbered on the
honor roll of our contributors.
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^hygooddancers are popular
Dancing grows more popular every day and
really good dancers are more welcome than
fine card players or excellent musicians

WHEX the hostess makes up her list
of guests she is careful to first invite
those ^vhom she knows are good

dancers. She knows that no matter how
the ages of the guests may vary, the major
ity will want to dance, and unless she has
an even number of fine dancers the greatest
pleasure of the evening will be spoiled for
some.

Invitations to dancing parties enable the
good dancer to meet the right kind of people
•—to meet influential men and women in
a social w-ay and so have opportunities of
forming friendships that will be very val
uable as a business asset. In fact, many
men, who today are making salaries of
from $10,000 to $25,000 a year, got their
opportunity more through their personality
and social acquaintanceship than their
business ability.

Then, too, dancing enables one to over
come timidity and embarrassment. Ti e
experience of meeting all classes of people
in the ballroom on a social plane develops
poise and personality. It also creates a self-
assurance which is valuable in many ways.
Scientists agree that dancing is a healthful
exercise which not only stimulates the brain,
but makes one more efficient mentally and
physically.

A New, Easy Way to Learn
In One Evening

Arthur Murray, known as America's
foremost authority on social dancing, and
who was selected as personal instructor to
Mrs. George Vanderbilt, Miss Cornelia
Vanderbilt and many other prominent
people, has made good dancers out of more
than 100.000 people through his learn-at-
home methods. His instructions and dia
grams are so easy to master that you can't
have the shghtest difficulty in learning the
Fox Trot, One Step, Waltz, Tango, or any
of the newest dances. Once you have the
Murray Foundation to your dancing you
won't have the slightest difficulty in keep
ing perfect time, to lead and follow ac
curately with the best dancer in your set.
In fact, after you learn the Murray way you

Teaching Dancing Is an
Ideal Profession

There is a fine opporluiiily for professional
Icachcrs 0/ social dancing. Many earn

from $5.noo to $15,000 a year.

The National Institute of Social Dancing has
been formed to prepare teachers to fill the
enormous demand for high grade instructors in
the art and grace of ballroom dancing. Members
are first instructed in a complete course of dan
cing, also how to teach children and adults.
Upon completion of the course a diploma is
granted. The National Institute tcachcs its
mernbers how they may becomc successful
teachers of social dancing. The Institute
furnishes a monthly service of new steps and
nioney-makmg ideas—ideas which have enabled
our members to earn Sso to $200 a week.

Without obligation to yourself, write to the
National Institute of Social Dancing. Arthur
Murray, Director, for BOOKLET No. 73-
This booklet tells the full det.-vils.

won't have any trouble mastering the steps
of any new dance after you have seen the
first few steps.

^lore than ten thousand people a month
are now learning to become expert dancers
through this new, simple, and quickly
mastered method of Arthur Murray and it
is certain that what they have done you
can do. Mr. Murray has siicccssfitlly
laiig/il over 100,000 by his Jiciv way!

Prove That .You CAN Learn at

Arthur Murray's Own Risk

While private instruction in Arthur
Murray's studio would cost Sio an hour,
you pay less than loc
a lesson. He is so sure
that you won't have
the slightest dilTiculty in
quickly becoming a pop
ular dancer through his
learn-at-home methods
that he is perfectly will
ing to send you his
special sixteen lesson in
troductory course for five
daya' free trial. Through
these sixteen lessons you
will learn the correct
dancing position—How
toGainConfldence—How
to Follow Successfully—
Ihe Art of Making Your
Feet Look Attractive—
The Correct Walk in the
Fox Trot—The Basic
Principles in Waltzing—
The Secret of Leading—
Tu- jjjThe

Trot—The Forward Waltz Step—How to
Leave One Partner to Dance with Another

How to Learn and Also Teach Your Child
to Dance — What the Advanced Dancer
Should Know—How to Develop Your Sense
of Rhythm—Etiquetteof the Ballroom—the
most popularTango, Fox Trot steps, etc.

Just think! Without leaving your own
home right in the privacy of your own
room, without either music or partner, in
fact, without the help of anyone, you can
quickly master the steps of any dance in
one evening. The lessons have been so
simplified that even a child can learn di
rectly from them. An entire family can
quickly become wonderful dancers from the
one set of diagrams and instructions.

Send No Money—Remember,
Your Satisfaction is Guaranteed

\ou need not risk one cent in order to
prove to 3'our own satisfaction that you
can quickly become a popular dancer through
Arthur Murray's methods.

Simply fill in and mail the coupon—or
a letter or postcard will do—and the i6-
lesson course will be promptly mailed to
you. Then, when your own postman hands
you the lessons in plain cover, deposit with
him only Si.oo plus a few cents postage, as
full payment. Keep, the course for five

See How
Easily You
Can Learn to
Dance—This New Way
First Part

1. Begin with left foot nnd step directly
forward, weight on left foot.

2. Step diagonally forward to right,
placing weight on right foot isee illus
tration).

3. Draw left foot up to right foot, weight
on left.
That's all. Simply follow the numbers

in the footprints. Master this part before
goini; further.

full da\-s. Practice all
the steps, learn every
thing these sixteen

I lessons can teach you,
and prove to your

complete satisfaction that you have found
the quickest, easiest and most delightful
way to learn to dance. Then, within five
days, if you so desire, you may return the
full course and your dollar will be promptly
refunded w-ith no questions asked. You
are the sole judge as to whether you do or
do not want the course. But if you decide
to keep the course, as you surely' will, it
becomes your personal property without
further payments of any kind. In other
words, the full i6-lesson course is onl\- Si.oo.

This oft'er is made for a very limited time
only and may soon be withdrawn, so j-ou
must act very proniptl\- if you expect to
accept it.

ARTHUR MURRAY
Studio T73 290 Broadway

New York

ARTHUR MURRAY, Studio 773
290 Broadway, Now York

To prove that I can icam to tiiUiOL' ai home in one evening
you may si'ud tlii: sixtcen-lcssou course in plain cover!
\VI;en tiiu postman hands it ti) iiic I will deposit only Si 00
v.-ith him (plus a few cunta postage) in full payment. If
within five days I <lecidc to return the course I may do 30
and you will rofiintl my dollar promptly and without <|uos-
tion. Bui if I decide to keep the course I may do sj witliout
any further payments.

Name

Address

City State. ...

Would you like to teach Dancing?
I'rice ounide I'. S. Si.io cash with order.
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WL.DOUG^S
NAME AND PORTRAIT is the best known shoe
Trade Mark in the world. It stands for the high^t A y^; k
standard of quality, style and workmanship at the j >
lowest possible cost. i ^
W. L. jD0£7CZ.45shoesareactuallvdemanded year after V |
year by more people than any other shoe in the world ,
BECAUSE W. L. Douglas for forty-six years has been ,
making surpassingly good shoes. The smart styles are
the leaders everywhere. When you are looking for the * u-'-/ '
best shoes for your money examine W. L. Douglas $7.00 \ 9
and $8.00 shoes. They are exceptionally good value for \ r
the price. WEAR W. U D0U6US SHOES AND SAVE MONEY. W

^5.^6.n^8.k.^9. SHOES Sc WOMENm SHOES Sc WOMEN
NO MATTER WHERE YOU LIVE

shoe dcalerscan supplyyou with W.L.
Douglas shoes. If not convenient to
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W L DOUGLAS
PECCINC SHOES
AT7YtARS0fACE

caliaconeof our HA stores in the large
cities, ask your shoe dealer for W. L.
Duugl-as shoes- iProtcction oftaJnst
unreasonable profits is guaranteed
by the name and price stamped on
the sole of every pair before the shoes
leave the factory. Refuse substitutes.
The prlccs are the same everywhere.

IF NOT FOR SALE IN YOUR
VICINITY WRITE FOR CATALOG.

TO MERCHANTS: If no dealer in your totcn handlea W. L- DouglM
shoes, uirtCe today Jar exctusivo rigliUs to hana o ,hia qutck-aeUing,
Quicic turn-over line.

^$450 (i|
&$5.00 U/

BOYS'SHOES

PreJidMt ^
W. L Douslas Shoe Co.

UBSrarkStntt, Brockton, Mm
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"Draw One in the Dark"
(Coiiliviiedfrom page Jj)

The worshiper of the Sphinx thought that
over. "Is—really, you know—is the scene abso
lutely necessary'?"' He coughed. "I've a touch
of cold—" He rubbed his chest.

"It's his feet he should be rubbing," mur
mured the Kid in my ear

"Very well, your Highness," said Tom, not
caring how much of his disgust was visible. " I'll
get some one to double for you. All you'll have
to do is run across the deck and jump on the rail
and stand as if you really loved the girl enough
to take a chancc for her. Then Til stop the
cameras^ get somebody that isn't sulTering with
a cold somewhere to take your place and make
the dive—a long shot so the double's features
won't give it away. He can rcscue the girl—still
in long shots—and some day next week I can
get the necessary close-ups of you and Jliss
Morris, struggling, in a bath-tub or some shallow
inland creek."

Tom glanccd over the assembled opened ears
and mouths. "I'd like to get it to-day while the
sun—" His eye fell on the Kid. Can you
swim? "

" Sure."
"Want to double for the Prince?"
"Sure," the Kid grinned, "if he doesn't

object."
Fifteen minutes later he appeared on deck in

the Prince's costumc, a little black false mus
tache on his lip contrasting comically with his
light hair.

"Oil your hair and part it in the middle." Tom
told him. •' When it's oiled and wet it will photo
graph as dark as the Prince's."

"Listen, folks," Tom told us a minute later.
"I'm going to shoot this all at one clip with two
cameras. Pete will grind from the deck here and
Sid Hickins from the raft down there. I can
break up the scene and fill in the Prince's stuff
later. So you make the jump, Miss Morris, and
you, Kid, follow her right over to the rail and
dive in. Give me about thirty feet of struggling
and rescuing; you know. Kid, trying to reach her
and you. Miss Morris, splashing around, gasping
and going under a couple of times. Then when
you get her, Kid, start for the shore with her.
I'll megaphone you when you're out of focus and
the rowboat will pick you both up and bring you
back. Understand? All right. Take your
places. Ready, Sid? Ready, Pete? Don't take
loo long to reach ^fiss Morris, Kid. Ready,
everybody? Camera!''

TTP AND over went Morris. second later
the Kid was standing straight anci tense on

the rail. I'd thought Morris's dive was as
pretty as any I'd ever seen, but that was be
fore the Kid took off. He didn't jump—he just
lifted himself off the rail, floated far out in a
swan dive, his outstretched arms and hands
slowly coming forward to meet over his head
juft the instant he touched the water. The
little side-roll he gave himself took him under
without a splash.

"Holy Mackercl—a beauty!" yelled Tom.
"Did you get it, Pete?''

"I'vVery inch of it," I told him.
Up bobbed the Kid's head. In long, strong

strokes he cut througli the swells toward Morris.
They splashed around terrifically for a minute
before starting toward shore.

"Cut!" yelled Tom.
But when the rowboat pulled out to take them

in, the Kid helped ilorris in and then started
swimming alongside it. Onlj- it wasn't swim
ming. It was all the water stunts and clowning
I'd ever seen and a lot more I'd never dreamed
could be done. The Kid was a human por
poise.

I was telling some of the boys about it early
that night at T-Kone's-—the Kid had saved me
the long trip to Hollywood by volunteering to
take mj' camera out and turn in my film for me—
when Big Bill Wysell dropped in.

" water-dog, eh?" he repeated. " What's his
name? I forget."

•'Walker."
"Walker?"'
"That's the name he signed on the check Jane

gave him—that first night; he's on the payroll
under that name, so it must be his."

"Um." Hill crawled into his shell. It wasn't
till I saw him Cjuietly leaving the place that I
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remembered about the K guy jumping off the
bridge in San Antone.

Some hunch made me run out and phone the
studio. The outfit hadn't reached it yet.
Leaving word for the Kid to ring me as soon as
he came in, I drifted back to T-Bone's.

"Where's the Kid?" Jane asked when she
came on duty at seven-thirty.

"He should have been here twenty minutes
ago," I said. "Listen, have you still got the
check he signed that first night?"

"No. I gave it to him when he paid for the
dinner."

"I suppose he tore it up."
Jane flushed. "No. I-Ie said he was going to

liave it framed to hang in the parlor after—after
we got married." It must have been something
in my expression that made her ask, sharp,
"Why? Is the Kid in trouble?"

"He wasn't the last time I saw him. He—"
It was no use. I told her about Big Bill and
everything as soothingly as I could.

"pIGHT o'clock—half-past—nine o'clock. Still
no sign of the Kid. I had Louis Spinola ring

up the studio. The word he got was that the
Kid came in about six and left fifteen or twenty
minutes later. By nine-thirty Jane was show
ing her nervousness. By ten the customer's
order.'? had to be repeated a couple of times for
her. At eleven there hadn't been any color in
her face for half an hour.

"Don't be silly, Jane," I told her. "Ever>'-
thing's all right."

"Is it?" she asked. "You know my little
sister—worked at the switchboard at the C
Hotel?" I nodded. "They let her out this
afternoon, without giving her any reason at all."

"Well?"
"Big Bill's cousin is the house detective

there."
A few minutes before twelve, coming in from

the kitchen, Jane stumbled and dropped a tray
of clean dishes.

"Thirteen pieces tiiey broke into," she whis
pered, white around the mouth, "and everj' cup
on the tray cracked. Listen, Pete, will you ring
up Headquarters and "

She stopped dead, her eyes glued on the door.
Lurching through it, his face twisted and twitch
ing, stumbling and feeling around like a blind
man, came the Kid.

"Kid!" Jane was out from behind the
counter and had him in her arms before any of us
moved. "What happened you?"

"They gave me the works—at Headquarters,"
mumbled the Kid. " Janie, dear, would you get a
cold towel for my eyes? I've been looking into a
hundred watt lamp for three hours."

"For what?" Jane asked, as a couple of the
boys leaped for the towel pile near the ice-water
tank.

" They said the writing on the check I signed
looks like the K guy's writing."

"Who said so?"
"Big Bill."
Nobody had ever heard Jane swear. But

there wasn't one of us who wouldn't have felt
better at hearing her curse then than at having
to see the expression that came over her face and
the look that flamed in her gray eyes. But not a
word did she say until she felt the Kid's head
relax and nestle on her breast.

"Sadie," she called the other waitress over to
her._ "You take my place behind the counter.
Xyouis"—to Spinola—"get the engine started in
your taxi. Pete, you'll stay here with Sadie till
closing time, won't you?"

" Sure. What are you going to do? "
"I'm going to take the Kid home with me to

0iy mother."
Silent Sam Simmons closed the door after

them- " If we aren't here when Big Bill comesin
we can't answerany questions, can we? "

So it was that none of the regulars except
myself was at the counterwhen Wysell dropped
in.

Whereas Jane?" he asked Sadie.
"Home," she answered, selecting a deep-

cracked cup for him. " She's sick."
"What's the matter with her?"
"Heart trouble," Sadie said. "Yes, we have

no pie. Will you take a sinker?"
The next morning, Saturdaj', the papers

announced that important clues in the hands of
the local police would undoubtedly lead to the
arrest within forty-eight hours of the elusive

{Conthmed on page 64)
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Acadern-^ of Arts and Letters, Nezv York City
McKim, Mead & White, Architects

Detail Entrance,
Academ"^ of Arts and Letters

"It remains to saythat the Academy is not
buildingJor today, not even for this genera'
lien; it is a foundation which is intended to
reach on intothenextcentury and to be a cen
ter ifinspiration toartistsand poets in

Hamlin Garland,
York Times, Feb. jS,

^^The Fifty Immortals"^uild
IndianaLimestoneHome

In any building devoted to the housing ofrecords that are
irreplaceable, the first thought should be to build of a
material that will insure strength, stability and immunity
from fire.

Realizing this fact, "The Fifty Immortals," a union ot
representatives ofthefive arts—painting, sculpture, music,
architecture and literature, showed splendid foresight in
the selection of Indiana Limestone for their new home,
"erected with the avowed purpose ofpreserving the liter
ary and esthetic records of the nation."

Such a building will be a lasting inspiration to its
owners, for Indiana Limestone is a natural stone that mel
lows and grows more beautiful with the passing ofTime.

Booklets will be mailed on request

Indiana Quarrymen's Association, Box 759, Bedford, Ind.
Service Bureaus in New Yorkand Chicago
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Sfioom'C'^
NOT PORTABLE

iou con bu^- itU llio material for u coinjilriif hume
direct from the manufacturer and save four prof
its on the lumber, millicorh, hardware and labor.
Pricc quoted includes all lumber cut to fit, windows,
doors, woodwork, glass, painta, liardware, nails, latli.
roofing and coinpltte drawings and instructions.
Highest crado lumber for a 1 interior woodwork, sid
ing antj outside finish. Many other designs.
Send today for Tree Aladdin Catalog No. 2637

The ALADDIN Co.,
Wilmington, Norlh Carolina: Portland, Oregon; Torenio, Ontario
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Keeps Your Pants Up

and Your Shirt Down

Wn\ bo botliored with the annoyance
and di.scomfort of milling xip vour
trousers every few minutes? Let a

pair of improved Sla-On Trouser Sun-
porter.s keep yoiir trousers up and hold your
shirt down.

bind or chafe. Promotefnod health. Easy to use. Rustproof,
lola M-ith a bull doR grip wiiicii can't

narm the sheerest silk. The.se Sta-Ou
Irouser Supporters eliminate suspenders
anu light belts and give sliirt Wiiist oiTcct.

10-Day Free Trial Offer
Try a pair of Sta-On Trouser Supporters

at our risk. If at the end of 10 days you
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nickel-plated or .S3.00 for tiie gold-plated.
If not satisfactory, return tlie Sta-Ons.

Agents Wanted.

The Linral Company, Dept. B, St. Louis, Mo.
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"Draw One in the Dark"
[Conliniicdfrom page 63)

gent who had been making life for the bankers
just one loss after another. I was thinkJjig
about Jane and the Kid and what they would
do if they had read the announcement when I
entered the studio. The girl at the switchboard
stopped me.

"Some woman phoned about twenty-five
minutes ago for you. She left word that the
Kid wouldn't be out to the studio to-day," she
said. " The boss wants to see you," she added.

In the office with the boss was the Prince,
gazing out the window, twirling the cord of
his monocle.

" Good morning, Pete," the boss nodded. "The
Prince wants to ask a favor of you."

"It's this way, old chap " the Prince stam
mered, embarrassed, "I couldn't avoid hearing
the j-oung woman at the telephone board some
moments ago when she repeated the message
that came for you concerning the Kid's illness.
Rotten luck; what? Extremely likable little
fellow. I hope it's nothing serious." A frown
of anxiety appeared between his eyes.

"Oh, I don't imagine so," I said, wondering
what was on his mind.

The exposure—his long immersion in the
water—and he but recently recovered from
fiu"—he broke off. "I feel a keen sense of
responsibility; can't shake it off; he was sub
stituting for me, do you see?" He started
fumbling in his pocket. "You know him better
than any of us. Do you think he might accept
from me at least his doctor and nurse fees?"
He drew a wallet from his pocket.

"Sure," I said, beginning to realize that
regular human emotions fluttered somewhere
in his Egj'ptian bosom.

Crossing to the boss's desk the Prince ex
tracted from the waUet a few small folded papers
and some large bills. Laying the papers on
the desk he counted out two hundred and fifty
dollars and held it toward me.

"You're too generous," I said, looking point
edly at the two ten-dollar bills which were all
that was left of his cash.

He shrugged his shoulders. "That's quiet
all right. M>' secretary—silly beggar—settled
and closed all my accounts before cashing the
usual check from Lord Moncton. _He's trying
to arrange that now, over the wire. I insist
uponyour taking these fewdollars for the Kid,
Stevens. I'll make out somehow, I'm sure."

"You don't need to worry," the boss smiled.
"I can advance you all you need,"

"Deuced decent of you, old chap. I fancy
it won't be necessary."

"What was the size of the check Lord What's-
his-name sent? I might be able to cash it for
you and save you further trouble."

The Prince unfolded one of the papers on
the desk, stamped with the British Embassy
seal. "Twenty-five hundred dollars."

"Oh, that's all right," the boss said. "En-
florse it and I'll send a boy right down to my
bank with it."

"Oh, I say, phase don't trouble
"Xo trouble at all, your Highness."

T .•\NGUIDLY the Prince started writing his
catalome of names on the back of the check.

"The old fossil should have telegraphed it
instead of putting me under obligations——'' ^

The boss interrupted with a laugh. There s
no obligation, Pnnce. The amount of this
check is just aboutwhat I'll owe youafteryour
week in Tia Juana. That's all the protection
I need," , ,

From the expression on the Prmcc s empty
face you couldn't tell, as he stared at the boss,
whetherhe wasgoing to be insulted or not when
the boss's words should finally sink in.

'•'By Jove," he said after a moment, ' I
didn't think of that. Our contract, of course.
Weirdly practical, you Americans; wliat?"

I had that "weirdly practical" laugh to go
along with thegood news aboutthe two hundred
and fifty when I rang up Jane's house during
the lunch hour. I'd salved my conscience for
taking the money by convincing myself that the
Prince would never miss it and really^ \vouldn t
care whether it was spent for the Kid's doc
tor or lawyer bills. Jane's sister answered the

" "^6h, yes, Mr. Stevens," she said. "Jane left

word for you in case you called. She „
Friscothis morningon business for—you kno

"How is he to-day?" _
"Kidding my mother into hj-sterics. „
"Tell him I'll be out to-morrow wtn

Then I spilled the welcome tidings. ,
"He says," Jane's sister told me when

finished, "he says when j^ou come out
he'll tell you a lot of things nobodyexcept J
and himself knows,"

But Sunday I had the feeling that sorne
was following me from the hotel, so ^
housewas about the only place in Los Angee
didn't visit.

T ATE Monday afternoon, just as a few of us
were going into the projection-room to 0

at the water scenes we'd taken Friday, J
appeared. She looked tired; black discourao •

"Come on in with me," I said. "I ve go
look at some film. What's new?"

"Just this, Pete. There isn't a thing to keep
them from railroading the Kid and colicc h
the reward for the K guy." v

"Oh, now," I tried to encourage her, "
Kid isn't that crook " 1• v >

"He isn't. How could you ever even
Pete? He's a vaudeville and circus '
But the vaudeville troupe he was with
since he got out of the .Army till he caught
flu a couple of months ago—the only men
can really identify and alibi him—they sai
from Frisco for Australia last Saturday.

The rapid clicking of the projection mac
was the only sound in the room. . ,

"And next month we were going to be marrie .
That's luck, ain't it, Pete?"' ,

Tr>'ing to raise her spirits I told her about t
scene in the boss's oflice, the weirdly practica
remarkand the two-fiftygift. While talking 1 go
an idea. "Listen; let's retain a good la%\'ye
with that jack; and go straight to Chief Rogers.
He's square and fair and "

"And in the hospitalwaiting for an opcratio .
Nobody can get to him."

In silence we looked at the film. It w-as bi
Hickins's take—the film he'd exposed from tn
raft. But first there were a few feet of close-up
of the Prince which Tom K'ush had had nim
take before going on the raft.

"That's the Prince," I told Jane, "trj'ing o
register Occidental surprise and horror not un
mixed with love." ^ ,

Jane leaned forward in her scat. ' That
the Prince?" . ^ f

As she looked the film jumped to the shot 01
the Kid standing on the rail of the ship. ,

"There's the Kid," I whispered. "Watcn
his dive." ,

From Sid's angle, shooting upward from the
water, the leap looked to be twenty-five feet
instead of twelve or fourteen, and consequently
twice as pretty and swift. Then came the f°^"
age showing him cutting through the swells,
clean and strong, reaching Miss l^Iorris and
starting with her toward shore. But instead of
that being all, there flashed on the scrcen a fainy
close-up shot of the Kid. He was lying on his
back in the water, his head stuck up far enough
so his wet hair was plastered tight to his scalp,
his eyes staring up with a silly vacant expres
sion, his mouth hanging open, and his hands,
folded across his chest, holding a piece of sea
weed, like a lily. ,

"I thought you said the Prince couldn t
swim," said Jane. _ -

"The Prince.' That's the Kid," I grinned. A
turned to holWr back to Sid, "Where did that
come from?"

"I had a few feet of film left on the end of my
roll," he answered, "and when the Kid passed
me swimming and fooling on his way to the ship
I wound the roll out on him."

"I see." Turning around again I found
gone—so quietly I hadn't heard her leave the
dark room.

She wasn't anywhere in sight. ^ ,
"She went out," the gateman told me, "and

got into the taxi with the tall fellow who drove
out here \vith her."

"What sort of a looking chap was he?" think
ing of Big BiU.

"Tall, I tell you, and thin. He kept smoking
all the time and him and the driver talked all the
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time she was inside; that is the driver done
most of the talking. He was a chunky, Italian-
looking fellow with a crooked nose." - '

"Silent Sam Simmons and Louis Spinola," I
guessed. "Which way did they go?"

"Toward town—hell-bent."
There was nothing for me to do but get on a

trolley, go to the hotel, wash up and start toward
T-Bone's. It was just half-past seven when I
turned the corner. Behind me I heard some one
running, fast. It was L'ttle Flash Fanchon.

"Come on, Pete," he called as he passed me.
"You can help."

I got into T-Bone's two jumps behind him.
"Jane!" Flash shouted.
She came out of the kitchen with a cup of

hot milk on a saucer.
"Beat it," Flash leaned over the counter

and whispered. "They've took the Kid—went
out to your house and got him—they've booked
him for the K guy—and now they're coming
after you—to find out how much you know."

Jane just stood, paralyzed.
"Come on!" urged Flash.
With her finger, absently, Jane began tracing

slowly a long cracli in the cup of hot milk. "Big
Bill took the Kid—out of my house—because I
wouldn't marr>- him," she said in a dead voice.
"He told me he'd give me something to think
about—something to—" Suddenly she no
ticed what she was doing. Up went her head
and her voice.

"'You'll never have any luck as long as you
keep cracked china around you,' he told me."

Wham! went the cup on the floor in twenty
pieces, the milk spattering over everything,
Bang—crash—the saucer and a plate from the
counter followed it.

"Jane "
"Get out! All of you! Out! I'm going to

talk. I'm going to tell them all I know. But
I'm going to break up my bad luck first."

A sweep of her arm cleared the counter of
dishes. She reached under for two big handfuls.

"Come on, fellows," I said, seeing she was
crazy witli rage, not knowing what she was
doing. "Let's keep the crowd out."

For already a mob had begim to collect. Out
we went, shoving them back from the door.

Inside, one by one, and two by two, Jane was
smashing every piece of cracked crockery she
could find,

Bulling through the crowd came Ben Barrow,
the police Lieutenant, and with him Swede
Yaeger, Bill AVysell's buddy on the.detective
squad.

"Stop that!" Ben hollered at Jane as he
struggled to get free of the crowd.

"Oh, it's you, Lieutenant Barrow," cried
Jane, coming out from behind the counter with
an armful of plates. "Come to take me to
Headquarters to talk. I don't need to go to
Headquarters. I can talk right here. I'll begin
by sajdng you used good judgment in bringing
Swede Yaeger with you to take a woman to jail.
His wife is still Avearing the black eye he gave
her last week."

"Cut that!" yelled Ben, fighting through the
mob that was giving Swede the laugh, " Shut up
and drop them plates!"

"That line comes easy to you, doesn't it,
Lieutenant; your wife keeps you in practise
saying it, according to Bill Wysell."

Ben broke through and reached the door. A
plate splintered at his feet.

"Stand back!" commanded Jane. "You
want me to talk. I'm going to tell you all I
know. I'm going to tell about the check you
spht with the Greek bootlegger in your pre-
cmct "

"Go get Wysell!" bawled Ben to Swede,
trying to drown Jane out.

"Yes, go get W^ysell," echoed Jane while the
crowd roared. "I want him to hear me tell
about the jail sentence he framed on Silent Sam
Simmons because he thought he could steal
that little Mexican dancer from him if Sam
wasn't around."

Ben took a step forward.
"Keep back, Ben. I haven't begun to talk

yet."
For the fourth or fifth time I noticed Jane

peer out over the heads of the crowd, looking
up and down the street. Suddenly I realized
that she was expecting something—was waiting
for some one or something; that she was delay
ing being taken to Headquarters for a reason

iCoriliiiiied on page 66)
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Elks' Bands, Attention!
Get in Line for These Fine Prizes

Offered by C. G. Conn Ltd.
In order to stimulate further interest in the band competition at the convention
of the Grand Lodge in Atlanta, July 9 to 12, C. G. Conn Ltd., as the world's
largest manufacturers of high grade band and orchestra instruments, offers the
following prizes:

Beautiful Silver Cup to best band;
Beautiful Silver Cup to band representing the greatest number of
man-miles (multiply number in band by number of miles traveled
to convention);
Beautiful Gold Comet for the best comet solo;
Beautiful Gold Trombone for the best trombone solo;
Beautiful Saxophone for best saxophone solo.

The recipients of these prizes must be legitimate members of the band and the
lodge which they represent.

ON TO ATLANTA!
Make it the most memorable of all Grand Lodge Reunions,

Note: C. G. Conn Ltd. has helped to organize and equipped hun
dreds of bands for £lks and other lodges. Our service is offered to
those contemplating the organization of a band, saxophone band,
or orchestra, without obligation. Write for complete information.

C. G. CONN LTD. 697 Conn Bldgf. Elkhart, Indiana

WORLD'S
LARGEST MANUFACTURERS
OF HIGH GRADE BAND AND
ORCHESTRA INSTRUMENTS

Who Paid for It?
In an authoritative magazine ive read:

"A certain house eight years ago did an annual business of $3,000,000 and the cost of selling
the goods amounted to 8 per cent. Good advertising has sincc then increased their annual
business to $15,000,000 and the cost of selling, including advertising expenditures, has fallen
to 5 per cent. The salesman are earning much more money, and the advertising has enabled
them to do it. because while their commissions are smaller their sales are made easier and are
more than trebled in volume."

day is the unsuccessful competitor—the
business that drags along for years, eating
up rent and salaries, and traveling expenses,
trying to get orders that some one else can
get and execute better and cheaper.

It is cruel, perhaps, but true that the sooner
such concerns disappear, the better it is for
the public. The advertising of their more
aggressive and better-organized competitors
brings the end quicker. And it is the money
saved by putting a stop to hordes of these
petty, wasteful non-successes, which pays
for the advertising and cuts down the cost
of the goods you buy.

Who paid for the advertising?

Not the consumer, for the price of the goods
was less than it had been without adver
tising.

Not the manufacturer, because his total
selling cost was 3 per cent. less.

Not the salesmen, because they made more
money.

Who did pay, then? The same inex
haustible source upon which we draw for
the cost of all progress—Old Man Waste.

The most expensive institution we have to-

rPublished by The Elks Magazine, in co-operation with!
IThe American Association of Advertising Agencies.]



Your Boy Can Play
a Bucscher Saxophone.
He \vill learn the scale in
an lioiii"'s practice and bo
playing popular music in
a few weelvs. He can
take his place in a band
or orchestra in 00 days, if
lip ?o de-sires.
The Buescher Saxophone
is so perfected and sim
plified that it is the easi
est of all musical instru
ments to learn and one of
the most beautiful.
A Bucscher Saxophone
will help keep your boy
at home, teach him Coim
prove his time, bring him
in contact with better,
cleaner associates and de
velop his dormant talent.

FREE TRIAL
Easy Payments

you may try any

Saxophone (87)
or other Band or Orchestral Instrument in your own
home for six diiys. without obllRation. If perfectly
satLsned, pay for It on easy payments.

Saxophone Book FREE
It tells which Saxophone takes violin, cello aod baas parts
and many other thinca you would like to know. Also
IHustrates first lesson. Send coupon for your free copy.

Buescher Band Instrument Co.
MaLcTs 0/ Ereryihtng in Band and Orchestra Instruments

2787 Buescher Block : Elkhart, Indiana

Buescher Band Instrument Co. I
2787 Buescher Block. Elkhart. Ind. •

Gentlemen: !
I am Interested in the Instrument checked below: '

Saxophone. . .Comet. . .Trombone. . .Trumpet. ... '
(Mention any other instrument Interested in) •

N'atne I

Street Address I

TottTj State I

HAW
BE
AN ^
ARTIST

CHfCK

DRAWN BY ^
14-YEAR-OLD-BOY

Thf above cartoon was dni^vii by Master Bob Bren-
nan of the Wa.shineton School of Art. Bob writes
that he is selliiiit his work and that he is CTrtoonist
on a small paper in Evan.=.ville. Ind. He is but one
of our many students am! sradiiates who are mak
ing money as cartoonists, illustrators and designers.

Learn By Mail at Home!
By our new method of tciicliing drawing by mail you
can learn in your own home, in a short time. Get
into this fascinating work yourself. Artists earn S50
to Si00 or more i>t-r week! The study is fascinating.
Only a few minutes a dayl Have your own studio
or secure liigh-.^alaried position. Or work in spare
time. Many sliident.'i earn while they are learning.

Free! Handsome Illustrated Book Todi;
And a completi; outfit free to all students. Includes
everything ref|iiired to produce hundreds of dollars'
worth of picturt-H. Write today. Special terms to a
limited numijcT of new students. Mail postal or
ictterforl>e!tiitifulfri;e booklet- " How to Become An
Artist." filled with dr;iwings ;mcl full particulars of our
extraordinary offer. Do it now—before yoti forget.

WASHINGTON SCHOOL OF ART, Inc.
Room 2120, Marden Building . . Washington, D. C.

Standard Underwoods
S • Vear Guarantee

Standard VlaibleWri^

^onra

Sf It for, ^ dajio at oar risk. XlamJ.
oaer otek e^iAiuntee. Rend cow for _ an

free book. tlwt>arffa]n offer.

ST It for, to dajio at oar rU. Stand'
oner OBck gtanniee. Rend cow for an

free book. tlwt>arffa]n offer. Kty^oara
TVPEWRfTER EMPORIUM A-103 Shipman Bulldina
SHIPMAN-WARD MFC. CO. Chlean, lliinoli

Every Advertisement in The Elks Magazine is Guaranteed.

The Elks Magazine

^^Draw One in the Dark
{Continuedfrom page 6j)

that did'nt appear. She was talking too ration
ally, too bitterly straight to the point to be as
wild as I'd thought her.

"Listen, Swede," she called after Yaeger,
but looking on past him up the street, "tell
Big Bill to bring his cousin along—the one that
made my sister loseher job because she wouldn't
tell me what a grand husband Wysell would
make. Get him "

"Jane!" Big Bill himself plunged through
the crowd. "What are you trj'ing to do?"

"Big Bill!" A shower of plates crashed to
the floor. "Come in and get your supper. You
must be tired out after having to subdue an old
woman and a little fellow like the one I'm going
to marrj'—all in one day."

"Now, listen, Jane "
Insistent and vicious, a motor horn squawktm

around the corner. Pressing through the crowed,
reckless, came Louis Spinola in his taxi. As she
saw him, Jane's face went, white. She leaned
against the counter, straifiing her eyes toward
I^uis. , , ,,

Pulling up hiscabas nearthe curbas he could
get, "Gangway!" he shouted, jumping down
and bucking the crowd awayfrom thedoor ofhis
car. Yanking thehandle, heflung open thedoor.

Out stepped Prince Ptolemy Ptarmigan of
Cairo, Egypt, and right alongside him Silent
Sam Simmons. The point of the bulge in
Sam's coat pocket never wandered more than
an inch from His Royal Highness's short-ribs
as they hurried through the lane the on-lookers
made for them. Right past Ben and Bill they
brushed, into the restaurant.

"Here he is, Jane," said Sam, coldas ice.
Jane looked searchingly at the dapper httle

chap's putty-colored face. Then she heaved
a big sigh. „ , „ ,

"Come and get him. Lieutenant, she called
Barrow. "Here's your Kguy. Andremember,
you got him from me."

"The K guy!" Barrow's eyes were popping.
"That's the Eg>'ptian Prince—

".-Vre you going to argue, or do I take him to
Headquarters myself."

"Listen, Jane " , ^ ,
"Look out!" I yelled. For a second, bams

gun had wavered. In that second the Pnnce
had jumped toward the kitchen door, _

Jane whirled around. The soup bowl in her
hand streaked through the air. Thud. Ihe
Prince went down hke a log.

"Open his collar," Jane said, when Ben and
Big Bill had closed the doors to keep out the
howling mob. "Now will you believe me.

Three inches below his collar, the putty color
ended in skin as white as any man s. I roUed
back his sleeve. The Pnnce s arm was stained
only as far up as the elbow. •„ • •

While Ben was feeling thebump rapidly rising
on the back of the fakir's head, Jane poured
a little salad oU on a napkinand began rubbing
the hair over his temple. In a minute she
showed us a black smudge on the napkin.
"Hair dye," she said. .

The Princeshuddered, groaned and opened his
eyes. Wysell helped him tohis feet.

"Who hit me?" the descendant of Tut-ankh-
amen inquired.

"She did."
The Prince looked at Jane, rubbed his head

and held out his wrists for the hand-cufTs Barrow
was holding. In pure Brooklynese he moaned,
"I'll say she packs a hefty punch."

An hour later the Kid and Jane were holding
court and receiving congratulations at one end
of the counter at T-Bone's.

"How did you work it out?" I finally asked
Jane. "What started you? "

She laughed. "The picture of the Kid
floating in the water, his hair, plastered to his
head, looking black. I thought it was the
Prince. If the Kid and the Prince looked enough
alike with a mustache and black hair to fool me,
why wouldn't they look alike with no mustache
and sandy hair?

"In a flash I remembered a lot of things—the
K guy being chased out of New Orleans, San
Antone and El Paso. That sounded as though
he was tr>-ing to slip over into Mexico and finding
it hard to do so. I remembered howuninterested
in playing-in the picture he was until the boss
mentioned Mexico. Right away he saw the
easiest way imaginable to cross the border—as
a starred member of the company in a private
Pullman—and accepted the job.

"Then I remembered something that nearly
ruined my hunch. I knew the K guy was a
crack swimmer. Yet the Prince had taken the
ridicule and sarcasm of Mr. Kush rather than
get himself wet. It was unnatural, so unnatural
it gave me the answer itself. I saw that if his
hair was d3'ed and his skin stained, he didn't
dare thrash around much in Salt water. His
color would run. Then it was I ran out and
asked Sam and Louis to locate the Prince and
bring him here."

"But listen," I said, "you must have had some
thing more definite than a putty-colored hunch
to make you turn the Prince over to the police."

"Of course, I had. You told me about it—
the British Embassy check; the check for twenty-
five hundred dollars—which he probably
planned to disappear with his first night on
Me.xican soil. That check play was enough to
convince me the Prince was the crook. It
sounded like the K guy. Knowing the police
were losing their eyesight looking for him and his
K trade-mark, still, before escaping for good, he
just couldn't resist passing one more K check."

" K check? " I repeated, puzzled. Then I saw
her mistake. "Gee, that's funny. It wasn't
a K check he gave the boss. Moncton is
spelled \vith a 'c.'"

Jane slowly smiled, "You've got to admit it
sounds like a 'k.' But I'm glad I didn't know-
it before. Anyway, no matter how it's spelled,
that check is enough to show the Bankers that
the reward belongs to me."

"Pardon—to us," piped up the Kid.
"Ah, Mr. Walker," Jane turned to him, smil

ing affectedly, "did I hear you inviting the boys
to a cup of coffee on the two hundred and fifty
dollars the Prince gave—us?"

"'Tis a good idea," laughed the Kid, reaching
into his pocket. Then with a wink at the gang,
imitating Big Bill's voice, he said, "And listen,
don't give me no cracked cup."

"Try and find one," Jane laughed.

Under the Spreading Antlers
{Continued from page 4q)

Veterans, a Massachusetts State banner. The
presentation was made by John J. Brennan,
President of the StateAssociation. During the
three-day Stiite convention of the Spanish War
Veterans, Cambridge Lodge turned over its en
tire building, including its beautiful ball room,
bowling alleys, etc., to the veterans,

Fla"Day Services at Roosevelt's Grave.
Governor of Louisiana to Speak

What wiU be, perhaps, the iirst Flag Day
Services ever conducted byan ElkLodge at the
grave of a distinguished American, wiu take
place when the June 14th ceremonies of Glen
Cove (N. Y.) Lodge, No. 1458, which have been
arranged by Exalted Ruler Max Rosenwald, are
held in Young's Memorial Cemetery at Oyster

Bay, Long Island, the resting place of Theodore
Roosevelt, Governor'John M. Parker of Louisi
ana, a member of New Orleans (La.) Lodge, No.
30, will deliver the Flag Day Address. Gov
ernor Parker was a close friend and political asso
ciate of the late President. The members of
Glen Cove Lodge and many representatives from
other neighboring Lodges, the American Legion
Posts of the district and the Boy Scouts will
march in a body from Glen Cove to the Memorial
Cemeterj' and attend the ser\-ices. .A.n interest
ing part of the day's program will be the an
nouncement of the awards in the school chil
dren's Flag Day Essay Contest, conducted under
the auspices of Glen Cove Lodge. The presenta
tion of a gold medal as the first prize, and a silver
one as the second, will be made by Governor
Parker to the winners.
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Globe(A7-iz.) Lodge Presents J. F.Mayer
for Grand Esteemed Lecturing Knight

Globe (Ariz.) Lodge, No. 489, announces the
candidacy of J. F. Mayer for the office of Grand
Esteemed Lecturing Knight. Mr. Mayer be
came a member of Globe Lodge on March 6,
igoC. He was a delegate to the conventions
of the .\rizona State Elks' Association held in
Tucson, Phoenix and Bisbee, and was elected
Trustee of his Lodge in 1912. The following
year he was clectcd Exalted Ruler. In 1915
he was elected Secretary of No. 4S9 and served
continuously in that capacity, being re-elccted
again this March. In 1922 Mr. Mayer was ap
pointed to the post of District Deput}' Grand
K.valted Ruler for Southern Arizona. In sub
mitting the candidacy of Mr. Slayer, Globe
Lodge calls attention to these activities of his
in the Order, and cites, in addition, his successful
business career and the fact that for a number
of years he held the office of City Clerk of Globe.

Danville Lodge Celebrates
"Uncle Joe" Cannon*s Birthday

"I can't hold back the tears that come into
my eyes to-day," said "Uncle Joe" Cannon,
in addressing the 50,000 people who gathered in
his home town of Danville, 111., to pay tribute
to him on his eighty-seventh birthday. Men
and women in the vast crowd wiped away tears
of their own as they listened to Danville's
"Grand Old Man" thank them for their hom
age. Indeed the day was marked with a cele
bration unusual in American history, in that few
men have received such tribute after retire
ment from public life. Danville Lodge, No.
342, of which "Uncle Joe" has long been a
member, was the leader in planning and exe
cuting the program for this great public testi
monial. The city was made gay with flags
and bunting. From evcrj* shop window and
telephone pole the familiar face of "Uncle
Joe," with the famous cigar at the famous
angle, looked down upon the crowds. A parade
through the streets with 50,000 persons, in
cluding the membership of Danville Lodge,
F.Iks from many parts of the country and nearly
3,000 school children; the presentation of a silver
and gold loving cup, three feet high, from the
townspeople and the members of his Lodge,
and a gigantic birthday cake were among the
day's features. Hon. James J. Davis, Secre
tary of Labor, and a member of Pittsburgh
(Pa.) Lodge, No. ir, delivered, as the personal
representative of President Harding, one of the
chief addresses at the outdoor exercises held in
Lincoln Park in the afternoon. United States
Senator James E. Watson, from Indiana, and a
member of Rushville (Ind.) Lodge, No. 1307,
also paid a tribute to "Uncle Joe's" high courage
and his unchanging lo3''altj'' to the great prin
ciples of America. Grand Exalted Ruler J.
Edgar Masters, Governor Len Small, of Illi
nois, and a member of Kankakee (111.) Lodge, No.
627, and many other prominent members of the
Order were beside "Uncle Joe" on the platform.
The closing feature of the celebration was the
birthday dinner given by Danville Lodge to
"Uncle Joe" at the Plaza Hotel. Grand
Exalted Ruler Masters spoke of "Uncle Joe's"
record of a half century of public service, a rec
ord probably unparalleled in the history of
republican government, and extended a birth
day greeting on behalf of the whole Order.
"Uncle Joe" responded with words that voiced
his deep appreciation and his satisfaction that
once more he was back again in his home town
among his fellows—this time to stay. Past
Grand Exalted Rulers Astley Apperly and Bruce
A. _ Campbell; Grand Esteemed Lecturing
Knight Fred O. Nuetzel, and many other mem
bers of the Order from different parts of the
country attended the celebration and banquet.

Splendid Work of New Orleans Lodge
in Behalf of Confederate Veterans.

Not oiily did New Orleans (La.) Lodge, No.
30, raise an entertainment fund of 840,000
for the Reunion and Convention of the Con
federate veterans, but it also took the lead in
the matter of hospitality by throwing open its
Club-house to the aged soldiers for the entire
period of the Convention. In addition. New
Orleans Lodge cooperated with the Daughters

(Co)!l{nucd on page 70)

BEECH-NUT
Confections

4

Beech-Nut
Chewing Gum

•

Beech-Nut Mints
Wintergreen

Clove

Spearmint
•

Beech-Nut
Fruit Drops

Lime

Lemon

Orange

WHETHER it's out on the golf
course in the glorious June

weather, or between tennis sets or
baseball innings—the foresighted cit
izen who can reach into his pocket
at the psychological minute and pass
out a package or two of these fresh,
flavorous Beech-Nut Confections is
a popular fellow in any group.

Pure and refreshing and delicious to
the last morsel! Look for them at the

Elks Club cigar stand. Most Elks
Clubs do have Beech-Nut Confections
on hand—trust the Elks to keep up
to the minute on the best there is
going!

If your own Club does not stock
Beech-Nut Confections it soon will—
after a request or two from an in
fluential Elk! Ask for Beech-Nut

Mints—Fruit Drops.

BEECH-NUT PACKING COMPANY

Canajoharie New York

"Foods and Confections of Finest Flavor"

fiElks and theirfamilies are invited
to inspect the Home of Beech-Nut
at Canajoharie, N. Y., when they
find themselves in the historic
Mohawk. Valley.

kJi happm when motormgI
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A stiff neck, lame back or
shoulder from constant driving! A
bruised finger in making adjust
ments! An unfortunate experience
with the can opener! The bite or
sting of an insect I A scratch .from
barbed wire!

First aid with Absorbine, Jr. af
fords more than the convenience ofa
combined antiseptic and liniment.
The dual property of Absorbine,Jr.
is invaluablewlien a break of theskin
is accompanied by congestion or in
flammation of the tissues.

The soothing and healing lini
mentacts at once with the cleansing,
prophylactic antiseptic, making each
characteristic more efficient.

Though so concentrated that only
a few drops are required at an appli
cation, Absorbine, Jr. is of a clean,
pleasant odor. Itswide range ofuses
has earned for it a never-empty place
in many thousands of medicine
cabinets.

Carry Absorbine, Jr. in a pocket
of the car for the emergencies that
threaten to spoil the trip or outing.

oAt most dnigpsts', $1.2^, or postpaid.
Liberal trial bottle 10c., postpaid.

W* F« YOUNG, Inc., 410Lyman St.» Springfield, Mass*

Absorbine.J
THE ANTISEPTIC. CtNIMENT



Strengthen Your
Investment Position
Bonds secured by direct mortgage
upon the properties of large, long
established and well managed pub
lic utility companies are now offered
by us at prices to yield from

5.10% to 6.50%
Wide range of Maturities

Bonds of this character should

serve to strengthen your invest
ment position, both from the stand
point of safety and income return.

Write for Circular No. 9^1
"SuggetlionsfoT the

^iicriminatirxg Inceilor"

Spencer Trask & Co.
NEW YORK
35 Broad St.

Ai.BA:<rir
74 Chapel Si.

BOSTON
50 Congresa St.

CHICAGO
208 So. LaSalle St.

Members Now York Stock Exf-hango
Members Chicago Stock Esciianec

Oiiinln

TAX to 8% in Florida-Why?
There arc five uood rcnsons why you can obtain 7 % to
8';. by investinc in Milk-r Kirst Morti;aRe Bonda, secured
by income-producing airiicturos in thriving cities in Flor
ida- When you have icad our circular entitled "Wiiy
Morida Investments Pay 7'A'/c to S%" you will under
stand the reason for the unusually liberal rate which you
can obtain, with perfect safety of principal and inttn-st.
People all over the United States have been buyinB Miller
Bonds for years and Bt'ttinij up to 8'. .j continuously, with
never a dollar's loss or a day's delay in rcceivinK money
due them. Mail the coupon today for the circular, which
explains both the reaaona for such a safety record and
for the liberal rate-

G.L.Miller
BOND Sr IVfORXGAGE

Company
Florida's Oldest First Mortgage Bond House

808 Miller Bldg. Miarni, Florida

MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY

I^G. L. Miller Bond &Mortgage Company,•n
I 806Miller Building, Miami, Fla. |
IPlense send me your circular. "Why Florida Invest- •

nienis Pay to 8%," and descriptive circular II of currcnt otturings. |
I Name |
I Address |
I City andState

TO INVESTORS

The accompanying article by Paul Tom-
linsort, well known as a financial writer
throughout the United Stales, is the
second of a series of definitely informative
articleson financial topicswhich will appear
in The Elks Magazine. These arti
cles are intended to be helpful and educa
tional to our readers. They will deal
with various classes of bonds, such as mu
nicipal, public utility, equipment, etc., and
olso with other types of securities. We
bcliove you will find them very helpful and
constrtictivc. Do not fail to read them.

The Elks Magazine

The Elements of Investing
There Are Simple Rules That Insure Safety

By Paul Tomlinson
^ I "^HERE are threeelements of inve.^ling and

I every person who wishes to enter the in
vestment field and make a succcss of his

venture would do well to bear them in mind.
This does not mean to imply that stocks and
bonds which may have lacked some one of these
elements have not on occasion proved profitable
purchases. This very fact, however, this ex
ception which proves the rule, has frequently
had an unfortunate effect because it has en
couraged others to ignore sound procedure and
incur risks which they have had no right to
incur. The results have in many cases proved
disastrous. In the long run it is almost always,
not only unwise, but unprofitable to ignore
basic principles. It is true, further, that any
stock or bond which does not possess them all
must be considered speculative in proportion to
the importance of the missing element, and the
purchaser of such a security should not only
proceed with caution, but stand ready to face
the risks involved.

In our opinion the three things to make sure
of in every investment are safety of principal,
certainty of interest or dividend paj'ments,
and marketability. They are listed here in
what is generally recognized as the proper order
of importance, and we propose to discuss, and
attempt to explain, each one of them as well as
space permits.

It almost seems as if it should be taken for
granted that the principal of an investment
should be safe, and yet how many people,
every day, are putting their hard earned savings
into bonds and stocks which offer no such assur
ance. Perhaps these people do not know they
are risking their principal, some one may say.
.All right, but they should know, for it is always
possible to investigate first, and if there is any
doubt whatsoever they are not obliged to buy.

Safety of principal involves a number of
considerations. In the case of a bond it means
that the property pledged to secure the payment
of its face value should be ample for this pur
pose, and if one wants to be doubly sure let
him assure himself that this would still be the
case in the event of a forced sale being neces
sary.

In the case of a stock, which is of course un
secured, the equity per share should be at least
equal to its face value. This means that, in
case the issuing company should be dissolved,
there would be enough money left over, after
all the bonds and other debts were paid off,
to give each shareholder an amount equal to
the par value of the stock—§io, $50, Sioo, or
whatever the figure maybe.

The kind of management a corporation has
exerts a considerable influence upon the safety
of its stock and bond issues. The best company
in the world can quickly be wrecked by ineffi
cient or dishonest management, and no doubt
the blame for most business failures can be laid
at the door of inefficiency. Sometimes, too,
the success of certain enterprises is due almost
entirely to the ability of one man. An invest
ment in such a company is really an invest
ment in an individual, a risky proceeding, for he_

will not be in charge forever and perhaps there
may be considerable doubt as to whether an
equally able successor can be found.

The nature of a company's business is another
thing which naturally has an important bearing
upon the value of its securities. A company
whose product is in active and constant demand
certainly holds out greater inducements to the
investor than one whose product merely fills
a passing need or caters to a whim of fashion.

A company's capitalization should be investi
gated by the prospective investor. There
should not be more bonds and stock issued than
the property and businesswarrant, and it follows
as a matter of course that the more bonds there
are the more money there is required for in
terest charges and for meeting the maturity
payments; the more shares of stock there are
the smaller the equity per share, and the lower
the earnings per share.

If a man is satisfied that the principal of his
investment is safe, the next matter for him
to inquire into is the certainty and regularity
of interest or dividend payments. A stock or
bond which yields nothing is like owning a piece
of unimproved real estate. Taxes must be
paid on the real estate and there is also loss of
interest on the money invested. Interest is
also lost on securities which yield no income, and
as the main purjjose of putting money into
securities is to derive an income, it seems no
more than wise to give this phase of investing
intelligent attention. Suppose a man puts
$1000 into a non-dividend-paying stock; if he
holds the stock a year he has lost S60 in interest
and if he wants to .sell he must get S1060 for his
shares to come out even on the venture. Too
many people ignore the loss of income on non-
income-producing investments, and it should
not be.

'T'HE best way—and the most approved
method—of deciding upon future interest

and dividend payments is by looking into the
company's past performances. Men who play
the races usually consult the horses' past per
formances and the same plan can be followed
with even greater success in selecting securities.
It is no more than reasonable. Suppose a com
pany has paid its interest charges regularly
and made dividend distributions every year for
thirty years. Does it not seem logical to sup
pose that it will continue to do so? Ten years
is generally considered a sufficient period on
which to base an opinion. If a company has
done well for ten years the chances would cer
tainly seem to be in favor of its continuing;
indications are strong that there is a stable de
mand for its product, that it is well managed
and run, and efficiently _organized. Most
people know thatone of thethings demanded of a
bond before it is classed as "legal" for savings
banks and trust funds is that it shall have earned
its interest requirements by a safe margin over
a period of years.

Earnings, of course, are the principal test of a
stock's value. Shares of stock are not fixed
obligations of the issuing company, but merely
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ffow to Select
SafeBonds*

A coupon is uppcndecl below for tho conv&-
nicjicc of L'very intei-esled investor in sending
for our booklet, •'TIo\7 to Select Safe Donds." It tells
lio«-you can make your investments ikiv an attractive
yield (ruiislng .13 lilijh iis 7) wltli absolute safetv.

COUPON BRINGS YOUR COPY
In every banking olrclo the name of Gcorpo M. Forman
.t Coiiiiiiiiiy lias iihvavs been assoelatod with sound
Investineiits. Tiil< lioiise lins been In business for 38
years ivlthoiit iD-ss to a customer. Mall coupon for your
copy of tliLs Interestini; book.

GEORGE M. FORMAN & COMPANY
Dept. 456. 10s West IVIonroo Street, Chicago, III.

George M. Forman & Company* D«pt. 456
105 vvcst IVIonroo Street, Chicago, III.
Gentlemen:—Please send me at once your booklet,
"How To .Select Safe IJonds."

Autosuggestion
The New Way to Healing

and Self - Help
How to use AUTOSUGGES-

TIOX to heal and help yourself.
How to use SUGGESTION

with children for healing, cure
of bad habits, improvement in
studies, obedience, etc.

All told in the booklet "HOW
TO GO INTO THE SILENCE,"
by Paul Ellsworth and Elizabeth
Towne.

One woman, who had suffered
27 years from a serious bodily de
rangement, who cured herself by
the use of this booklet, wrote:

from a veritable curse that
migkt have held me to the end of my days."

1 We will send you this booklet tellingror lUC. youhowtotiseAUTOSUGGESTION^
And we will include FREE a month's trial subscrip
tion to NAUTILUS Magazine of New Thought, edited
by Elizabeth Towne and William E Towne. Thrill
ing personal experience articles, showing how others
are regaining vigorous health and attaining prosperity
by the use of autosuggestion, feature each issue. Send
10 cents tod.-iy and wc will include "How to Get What
You Want." The Elizabeth Towne Co., Inc.,
Dept. F-101, Holyoke, Mass.

EHraboth Towne
Kd.lw oj Naiitaua

'I am free

Filters 4 Gallons
1 in o niinuto.s

Faateat Portable Filler in the World
FOR GRAPE JUICE.

CIDER. ETC., ETC.
HOME SIZE inters quart o: water a
miniiic. No. l.'iA SH.OO.
liAHGE SIZE fillers callon of water a
minute. No. 13B SI.I.OI). 'V\rlto for freo

'''vA&U-FILTER SALES CO., inc.
Dept. 13 70 Fifth Ave. New York

PRICES TO ELKS. Postcard
EXTRAORDINARY

- - — v^^acaiotf. Hundreds of Gift and
Souvenir Novelties—half price. Home and Pcfoods you NEED. New Dippy Dip and Qui

'unch board. PUN games and Stunts for all!
gathenngs. Acey $2.50 Ink pencil-pen ii.2S; Ai
PV^B»i«on Knife. |i,2S (Is Steriing l2.so>: $8 Mm
O War Picture 17x22, 8 colors, $1. QUALITY only.

nunrantec the truth aboic.—.-1 • C- Smilh.
ACEY SMITH. Wholesale Druggist

Box E1374 (Eatab. J89S) Detroit

JOBBING S-

V ^ F-Q/t AMATEUO OR paOFESSIONAU USE
^ PAm /IIJC aSCREAM AHOWORTTJ, ttONE MOBE

LOT

wrrwlpK £ SONS -m°9 witwabk mJiiotHC nw ipai

TAILORING SALESMENTaaSo'\^®'
Une, aults, overco.ata, S2!)..'5()—one price, all woo
thlnKs^araiitoctl. Proilta liiadvariuo,
ycst old roUabIc lioiiso.

EzpcTi^zcd OT not, wrlic us itfimcdiaiclif.
W. D. SMITH fic CO., SitablUhtd IS95. Dept. 55, ChleACO

entitle the owner to a share in the profits-
Profits are determined by earnings, a con
siderable portion of which in every well-run
concern are reinvested in the business, used for
extensions, betterments of all kinds which in
crease the plants' output, add to their efficient^
and thereby add to the earning power, which in
turn helps the stockholders. Corporate sur-
)luse5 are accumulated by putting earnings
jack into the business; these surpluses do not

consist of cash, but of machinery, buildings and
land; and when loose talk is heard of taxing these
surpluses it would be well to stop and think
about it for a moment. In nearly every case it
would seriously handicap the corporation in
question; in numerous instances companies
would be crippled, even paralyzed perhaps;
in many cases it would mean ruin. A cor
poration with a surplus of $10,000,000 may
liave only $450,000 in cash, and if a ten per cent.
ta.K on surplus were levied it would mean borrow
ing money to pay it, or necessitate selling some
of its properties. Those who propose such
taxes would do well to expend a little time in
stud>dng the subject of coloration finance.
A surplus is really a protection to the people
who have put their money into the business,
and that is the first and most important reason
for its existence. It is money saved out of
earnings invested in the enterprise just as money
received from the sale of stocks and bonds has
been invested in the business.

'^PIE third element to consider is market
ability. In the last analysis a bond or stock

is worth what it can be sold for, and price is
determined by the law of supply and demand.
A family portrait, or a house, or a piece of jewelry
may have sentimental value which make them
desirable, but sentiment has no place in the
business of investing. In determining the
desirability of a bond or stock, marketability—
ability to sell on short notice—plays a consider
able part. In the first place an easily saleable
investment assures the owner of ready cash at
any time, and ready cash might conceivably
be a tremendous asset in time of stress. Sec
ondly, it is easy to borrow money on a readily
marketable security; sometimes it is extremely
difficult to have a non-saleable investment
accepted as collateral, and in any event tlie loan
value of the former is greatly in excess of the
latter. The best way to assure oneself that
one's investment possesses the element of
marketability is to buy only those securities
wiiich are listed and actively dealt in on a
recognized exchange. In any case a prospec
tive bu>'er should always investigate the sale
value of a security before he purchases it.
Many a peddler of doubtful investments has
been confounded by the question, "Where is the
market for this security?" It is a question
feared by the promoter of fake stocks, but one
that should always be asked and answered
satisfactorily before an agreement to purchase
is made. Shares of a new company have re
cently been sold and each purchaser required
to sign an agreement not to sell for two years;
it is ridiculous for anyone to even consider
buying a stock on such conditions. We repeat
that ail investment is worth only what it can be
sold for, and even if a security seems to answer
requirements as to safety of principal and assured
income, and does not have the element of market-
abihty, the prospective purchaser may well
hesitate.

All tliis may seem elementary to many readers
of The Elks Magazine. It is. W^e have found
in our experience, however, that it is the ele
mentary ^ing, the tiling which seems obvious,
which is too often passed over and ignored by
those who know better if they only stop for a
moment and think. And when it comes to in
vesting money people will adopt practices
which they would not consider for a moment in
any other line of activity. In addition, lots of
people are extremely credulous in tlie matter of
investments, and will believe any glowing state
ment a perfectly strange salesman may make to
them. No one buys an automol:)ile without first
satisfying himself that it will come up to speci
fications, and a man need not be a mechanic to
have this point settled. There are mechanics
whose word he can rely upon, and they are at
his service. In the investment business there
are bankers whose word can be trusted and the
man who is not qualified to decide for himself

(Coiilinucd on page 70)
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Tastv
Wintergreen-
that appealing
enticing flavor
—a taste that
lingers on and
on—its use is

a sensihhy
habJ^

Qtticts the nerves

BEEMA
Pepsin Gum

American Chicle Co*

DIAMONDS-WATCHES

Loftis
/ r Perfection

Diamond Ring
Blue'white.oer-
fect cut Dia
mond. Rins '

1\14-K Solid

ON CREDIT

Sylvia*

Loftis
Solltair* Dia
mond Cluater
Ring. Blue white,
perfect cut Din-
mondi, net Id pIaH-

Rinff Is 14-K
Solid Gold

$ioo
Gold.

Wh f

Rectangular Wri
WAtoli. IB • K
WhU« Gold.
17 Jewels

Genuine Diamonds
GUARANTEED

import Diamonds direct from
European markets and sell direct to

you by mail. Our Diamonds are maff-
nifioent blue white, perfect cut gems.

'Our Immensft BUYING TOWER U o rrcnt
aCLVlnstoyou. Why ray more than LOFTIS aaka?

SEWO FOR
IlluslnvtUmp. Sclcctoa many artlclea as you wi«h and

. avo all chart?ed to ono occount. Sent prepaid for your
Fraa t*»minatloii._Cataloir nxi>lnlna everything. Libort*

BondaAccapUd. CREDIT TERMS on all artlcle.q; Onc llfth
doWB.balance diTldedlnto equal payment!)within eliht month:i.

ITHE OLD RELIABLE ORIG-
llNAL CREDIT JEWELERS
F DEPT. A-50S
. 108 N. State St., Chicago, III.

StorM In Leading CItiea

oweU
14.K.

^ doWB,balance diTldedlnto equ]

lOFTIS;
•• BROS.&CO.;rsS

Solid Gold—Exact Size
You should havu one of these solid goM mitiiaturo
emblems on evori" coat- \'our beat friends will be
made through introduction. There's no better inizo-
duction than the emblem of your order. These
solid gold screw back emblems (exact size) Rui)i>licd
you at J.65 each or two forSi-oo.

Ladles also appreciate tkftn as gijts.
The Ncvelart Company, Jamaica, New York City

ELKS

EMBLEM NECKTIES
For Agents and Convention Worhors

Our now creiitlon—yoiii- big moiicv maker. Silk
I'optln, odluial colors, embroidered In silk with
Lodge Kmhlem.s. W'o hiivo ttiein all—t;:igle
Elks, Masons. Womlman, Moose. Odd Fellows'
etc. Special dealgiLs mudo to order. Blgce.st
moncy-getter at every c'(mvcntion.

$3.2S dozen or gross lots
Sample 50 cents

Half cjiaU with order. Send TODAY
HARRY R LEINKRAM. 8 East 23rd St, N.y!

Nrc^if'car MntmrariuTrr .iirii-f-

forVc
I E^.tablltth

ommnnity.
jtiff opportunity unlimited. KiLnor men wo

Biic Candy buokfct Write for ]>on*tput It o(T I
W. HILLYER M^SOALEy Dr.iwcr 141. EAST ORANG«» I

»i * vur8>m«

furniah ©verr-
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All Hail the Pipe!
These are days for the old dudeen—pipe of

pipes, bowl of pleasure and contentment.
And these are Locktite days. For Locktite To

bacco Pouch completes the round
of smoke happiness. Locktite is
that good- looking pouch with
ingenious, tight closing "pull

Genuine suede leather,
goatskin, $1.50; velvet

calf, buck, pig
skin or pin seal,

$3. If deal
er cannot

supply we
will send
on receipt
of price.

Made and Fully Guaranteed by
The F. S. Mills Co., Inc., Cloversville, N. Y.

Rubber Lined

'RiHemorQ's
Sho e Polish e s

Our Guaranty
All merchandise advertised in The
Elks Magazine is absolutely guaran
teed. Your money will be promptly re
funded by the manufacturer or by us
if proof is shown tliat the merchandise
advertised in our columns is not as rep
resented.

SfilOKEKFREE!
Have a Long, Sweet
Smoke With Pete!

Men, here's o treat on Pete! Kentucky Hoine-
epunl America's most particular sraokcrs
knowltl The pure real genuine stuff. Bred
and nir cured as onlv Nature candoitmold
Kentucky. Mellowl 'raatyl

1*11 Send You a Big Generous Helping
of Old GREEN RIVER-FREE!

Two samples " TWO —Grannlflted
and Lonff Cut. Pipe delijfht yon
never had before. McrHon mild,
medium or strong. No oblij?nt!on -
but I'll tell you how to cut your
Bmokeeostintwo. Write now.
PeteMober1y.B8«92(I.Owensbgro.Ky.

Old Green River
Smoking Tobacco

20,000 ACCIDENTS biindfouied
PREVENT ACCIDENTS

by usinR the Rain^hield Wiper (nat. applied for). THE
KIND THAT IS DIFFERENT.
_ NO OIL • NO DOOR - NO WAX
One wipe iasH 2 i hours, fiuaran tcet! for One Year.

THE use TEST-PROVES THEY'RE BEST _ _ ,
Compare at otir (.•xpense. Send no money. No C. O. D. 8.
Send your name ami addrcs.5 (wiilj lodKC niimber'j; a postal
will do. Wo will 0i.-nd. prepaid, one Rainsliicld Wiper, use
ten days, tlien you tie the jiidRe. ICilher send One Dollar,
or the Raiiisiiic'ld Wiper liack. You'll owe us nothing.
Selling AccntH wanted- Write for plan.

SUNNY CLOW, OSCAWANA ON HUDSON, N, Y.

30sKFree Trial
from 44 StylOB^colors

and sizes, fomona Ronser bicyclcn.
OollVcrcd froo on aoprorAl, express prBpAid. ot
factory Prieoa. You i;4n eosUv Savq <10 to iZb,

lOMonSistoFay
Mmi ilecojit. Hrjs ciin cam amnll paymeou.

Tires
Si Welts for oar mar»elooa pricen oas Carrns.

09^1.30^CbiCA^O inocmaioe

Erery Ad*er»isemenl in The Elks Magaiine is Guaranleed

The Elks Magazine

The Elements of Investing
(Continuedfrom page 6p)

can take his questions to them and have them
answered.

Investing money in stocks and bonds is not a
mystery about which only the initiated can
know. There are merely a few general prin
ciples to foUow, and beyond that facts are the
only things which count. .^\11 companies whose
securities are worthy of consideration pubhsh
figures which show their standing, financial
condition and earnings. These figures the pru
dent investor studies before he parts with any
of his hard earned cash, and with them before
him he can frequently decide for himselfwhether
or not the security he is considering meets the
requirements that should in all cases be insisted
upon. He can obtain the figures from his
banker, and if he cannot read and interpret a
financial statement himself, his banker can.

Often it happens that a company^ whose se
curities are offered for sale does not issue state
ments or income accounts which are essential
to a properratingand judging of these securities
as investments. Without such figures it is
obviously knpossible to tell wlietlier the security
in question is safe as to principal and whether
interest and dividend pa>'men(:s are assured.
And in case there is any doubt about the standing
of a stock or bond as an investment the safe rule
to follow is to let it alone. There are literally
thousands of good investments to be had at all
times so there is no reason or excuse for bother
ing with the doubtful ones. The fact that there
are so many good investments also makes it
unnecessary for any purchaser to be in a hurry
about bu>-ing any particular one, for, like taxi-
cabs in New York City, there will always be
another along in just a moment, so that all fear
of missing something may be banished.

It is a curious thing that mam^ men who are
the most careful and particular buyers in their
o\\Ti businesses, seem to think it unnecessari* to
give any real tliought or attention to the busi
ness of investing the money they have worked so
hard, and planned so carefully, to make. We
knowa man, an engineer,whois one of the closest
and most meticulous buyers in the world, when
it is a question of supplies and equipment for his
engineering projects. As a result his practice of
his profession is extremely profitable, for he is a
good engineer as well as a shrewd bu)-er. Once
he has madethe money, however, he seems to be
a veritable "easy mark" for sellers of poor
securities and promoters of unsuccessful enter
prises. The result is he never has any money.
How well off financially this man would be if he
would pay some little attention to the three
elements of investing mentioned here!

ON THE other hand, we know another man
who has never earned a large salary, and has

had to live onhissalary and save out of it if he
wished to save. He did wish to save, and in ad
dition he has been careful and conser\'ative in his
choice of investments. He has recognized that
there are certain elements of investing to reckon
with, and as a result he is possessed of a tidy
fortune, andisindependent. If the engineer had
used the same good judgment he would now be
rich far beyond the dreams of most men.
. There is nothing difficult about it all. Sound
investing is in the last analysis a question of
good judgment, and is it anything more than
good judgment to investonlyin stocks and bonds
sate as to principal, which are sure to pay in
terest or dividends, and which can be turned
into cash in ease the need arises?

Under the Spreading Antlers
{Conlhtucdfrom page 6^)

the Grand Lodge ofAcers and other prominent
Visitors were the guests of Philadelphia I^dge
and f>ri ♦v- f-ti - 1 n tntir ot tliR

of the Confederacy andgave them theuse of the
aub Anne.t where refreshments were scr^xd
to the wearers of the Gray durin^ the Conven- and on the followfnc day made a tour of the
tion days. The Lodge received, shorUy after historic Quaker Cit? The uniformed units of
the Convention, ^ Dinkins, the Lodge, with a la'rce turn-out of the Lodge
Chairman of the U. C._V. Reunion Committee, membership acted honorary' escort for the

Lcilities of the Club to the Daughters of the master of ceremonies.
Confederacy, and the entertainment of every ,
one who called will long be a pleasant inemory Stephen S. Wise
in our hearts." The Lodge also received, a SpeakBefore MerideU Lodge
letter from Mrs. James Monroe Pa^aud, Chajr- ^ 3.^
man of the Entertamment Committee of the arranged a ^ f program for theUnited Daughters of the Confederacy, thanking obser^ancj 5 P1 '" nfv Rabbi Stephen S.

mpmbers for their splendid work m making Wrjc- 01 Flag Day. -y^., xw York
S SSStion asuccet. "Without the col Free'sJS" address of Se

veniences which you provided, the generous day. rS W' • ^heassistance which you gave, and the very marked is known. • ^ -fimircs OTi thp

interest in the success of the _undertakinginterest in the succcsa
which you daily manifested, the entire plan could
never have reached thescope which it did.

Philadelphia Elks Lay Corner-stone.
Grand Exalted Ruler Masters Attends

Several years of anticipation culminated
when Philadelphia (Pa.) Lodge, No- 2, in the Auditorii.r„""®^i ""•t,""!.—.r-pn to tnc puoiic.
orcsence of the Grand Exalted Ruler, the InvitaH^ v fo members of allGovernor and Lieutenant Governor of Pennsyl- patHoHr the clerg>' of the
vania, the Mayor of Philadelphia, Grand Lodge city, and°'̂ ^ '̂̂ '̂ '̂°"^i^"'laree attendance is
officers from all over the country and State and e.vnprfLi unusually large

1-ho rornrr-'^ronc tnr tli#«

delphia Lodge for the head of the Order. _Grand
E«quire Charles H. Grakc-low, who is also
Exalted Ruler of the Lodge, presided at the
dinner as toastmaster. Several Past Grand
Exalted Rulers attended the corner-stone laying
and banquet. The former heads of the OrrUr

olticers irom au uvui —- ^.,u e.vpected
City officials, laid the corncr-stone for the new
Home of the Quaker City Elks. When com- j r-i A
Dieted the building will be one of the finest fElks' Golf Course
club-houses in the United States, and will Columbus Lodse
have cost in the neighborhood of two and a half ^Vhat i. r, . r f rlks' golf course in
million dollars, exclusn^e of the site, which was the Perhaps the first g Columbus
purchased two years ago at a cost of 8750,000. (Ohio) nt rourse is considered,
Grand E.xalted Ruler Masters officiated at the • -^flee. No. 27 Thecou

Rabbf Wse is known throughout hecountry as one oftheoutstanding figures onthe
Pubhc platform He isalso the author of many

Jewish Day exorcises of

purciiaat-u L"u "b- — (Ohini T ' "Ct —^rr^u^^^iirse is considered,
Grand E.xalted Ruler Masters officiated at the by thifif I®' 37- one of the most
cornerstone laj-ing and was the guest of honor intereST,<i •° tV has a brook and
that night at the annual banquet given byPhila- othr-r ,1 f wv a generous

natural hazards weU placed
traps set with cunm"g'

of The club-Grand hon!!f- fmcture, formerly
laying part of'' ^^^fj'tiful Colonial s j^T^arby stands
Order, the Inri. 1°'̂ country estate^jj^ Columbus' '•ne locker house which was "uni- ->
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Lodge. It is a model of its kind, wth showers,
space for 350 fire-proof lockers, 50 more than
the contemplated golf membership. From the
locker house it is but a step to the first tee.
Aside from the interest the master golfer will
find in the course, the business man, whose
chief aim in playing is relaxation, will be at
tracted to it by its restful beauty. This is
especially true of the first nine holes which have
been for the most part hewn out of and built
around 35 acres of virgin timber standing thick
and stalwart in the valley, providing interest
ing and tricky parts of the course itself. An arti
ficial lake adds to the setting, and five natural
springs offer attractive oases for the tired and
thirsty golfer.

Qiiaher City Elks' Golf Team Anxious
to Meet Other Devotees of the Game

The golf teani of Philadelphia (Pa.) Lodge,
Xo. 2, would like to make a tour through New
England during June, or in July, playing the
teams of other Elk Lodges if arrangements can
be made. The Philadcipliia organization is of
recent origin and is composed of golf enthusi
asts rather than golf experts. It is hoped to
start the tour through New Jersey, Xcw York,
Connecticut and go into Boston, provided sched
ules with other Elk golfers can be arranged.
Charles W. Berg is the Philadelphia Chairman
and can be reached at the Charles \V. Berg
Laboratories, ilascher and York Streets, Phila
delphia, Pa.

Summer Home in the Snoivy Range
For Laramie Elks

Laramie (\Vyo.) Lodge, No. 5S2, is rapidly
developing its plans for the establisliment of a
Summer Camp and there is every indication
that before the season is over the members will
be spending the week-ends and holidays at a
beautiful spot in the Snowy Range region. The
site selected for the camp is near Deep Lake,
at the head waters of Mcdicine Bow, one of the
most beautiful in the whole district. Arrange
ments have already been made through the
Forest Supervisor for a lease on the ground which
lies in Medicine Bow forest reserve and the
Lodge has voted to spend about Sio,ooo in
building and fitting up tlie summer home.

Jeannette Elks Burn Final
Mortgage on Club-house

Following a banquet and the installation of
the new oftkers, members of Jeannette (Pa.)
Lodge, No. 486, burned a $14,50° mortgage,
the last indebtedness on the three-story Club
house now owned by the Lodge. The ceremony
was witnessed by many prominent Elks from
neighboring Lodges. George G. Post, President
of the Pennsylvania State Elks Association,
wasone of the speakers of the evening.

Dallas Elks Pay Fraternal Visit
To Fort Worth Lodge

The first move toward closer cooperation and
fellowship between the Elk Lodges in North
Texas was taken recently when a delegation of
nearly 200 members and officers of Dallas Lodge,
No. 71, were guests of Fort Worth Lodge, No.
124, at initiation ceremonies. All the ollicers
of Dallas Lodge, the forty-piece band, and the
quartet and drum corps made the trip in a fleet
of automobiles. They paraded the streets of
Fort Worth, led bj' the band and accompanied
by the members of No. 124. Fort Worth 1-odge
accepted an in\qtation to visit the Dallas Lodge
in the near future when a large class of candi
dates is to be initiated.

Million Dollar Home of Portland
(Ore.) Lodge Nearing Completion

Portland (Ore.) Lodge, No. 142, is making
elaborate preparations for the dedication of its
new million dollar Home, which has been in
the course of construction for some time. One of
the featuresof the ceremony will be the initiation
of a class of i,c>oo new members, includingsome
of the most influential men in the business, social
and financial circles of the city.

Buy ELK EMBLEMS
Direct by Mail from

JASONWEILER& SONS,Boston,Mass.

and Save One-Third
For over -n years we have ?old direct to customers all
over the world. As manufacturing wholesale and retail
jewelers, diamond importers and .America's leading em
blem makers \\c are able to save you one-third on regu
lar prices. Money refunded on all purchases unless
entirely satislied.

34687B Men's Solid
Cold Ring—newest,
style raised em- ,
blem. background
is richly enameled
in pro[)er colors.
as shown on the
rislit. but without
the diamond.

$8.50 34698B
34698B Diamond Mounted Solid Gold Ring.
The perfectly cut hluo white diamond is
of exceptionally fine brilliancy. Hand
somely raised emblem, back- COO CA
around enamel -d in colors . . -

313586
Solid Gold Lapel
button $1.65

34600B Solid
Green Gold
Lapel Button
with small per
fectly cut blue

dtmondJS.OO

346I6B

Platinum
front
Lapel

'Bullon,
fc<tl>

ut l>l
whit
diamon

34692B
hoftvy ftolld tcold Rini?

with plntmum front. Elk
head rai!«L*(l on blue etiAmol
dock. mounU'd with
fectlv cut blue cri
while diamond .
Sam« fttylo ting without dia*

id S78.00.

34445B . ^
Ladies Elk Pin

Solid Platinum front back
ed nilh ^"IkI (cold.
Has p»fety catch, SS.OO

34725B

Elk*s Member-
ship Card Case
.I 9\tO
mrhM \ontt. Can
bo Attached (o
WaUlemar chmn.
In Cold'dlled
Stcrlinj
Silver

34759B

Solid Go 1 d
Charm

Oreen gold
head, ruby
eyes, enam

eled clock

$5.00

Write for

this FREE

Catalog:
f all the

latest Elk
Buttons.RinKS,
Charms, etc.
This beauti

fully illustrated
book will be
mailed freo to

you on request.
Prices at a guar

anteed saving of
or money re

funded.

Mail Coupon.
for beautifully

illustrated

Elk Catalog FREE

PLAYGROUND NEWS

New York Lodge No. I
has just placed their order for
thirteen Spalding Playground Out
fits. They know playground
quality because they had "days of
real sport" with Spalding Appara
tus in the New York Playgrounds
all the way back to thirty years
ago—and some of those play
grounds are still going strong.

Spalding Apparatus — made to
take the punishment.

Committees, write us.

Recreation Engineers

CHICOPEE, MASS.

GYMNASIUMS, TOO
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M DIAMONDS
from Jasen Weiler & Sons. Boston, and save 20 To
40% on regular prices. Our long established foreign
agencies in Amsterdam. London and Paris, prove their
ability at all times, to obtain the finest grades of dia
monds at the lowest possible market pticcs. Write for
beautiiully illustratei free diamond catalog on "How
to Buy Diamonds."

This one carat diamond is of fine
brilliancy and perfectly cut.
Mounted in Ladies' style idK
solid gold setting- Order this
diamond, take it to any je <eler
and if hesaysit canbediiplicated
for less than S200.00 send it back
and your money will be retume<l
at once without a cjiilbWe. Our
price direct to tfi/tc ftA
> »14&.UO 1 carat, $145.00

Fits/t I.
Favors Ih'
EJFteri-je Can-
diiiatitiii of Diatnoxris set
in btaiili/iiUy liest'enei^
U'iiiU Oelii Ki'ij,'.' ^ieceratcd
with rich, (•lue Sapft-.iyes.
Ttiis ciguiaitoly piercod Rintc
of Solid WniCtf Gold la
mounted with a perfectly cut
blue-white Diamcincl of fine
briULancy and Saqunro cut Sap-
Dhircs, 3 oncach side, $150,00

A fcwweights and prtcei

carat - - $31.00
;'-8 carat - - 50.00
; 2 carat - - 73.00

If desired, rings will be :
name or any Express Co.,
with privilese of exami
nation. Our diamond
guarantee for lull value
for all time goes with
every purchase.

WRITE TODAY
FOR THIS
CATALOG

FREE ON

"HOW TO BUY
DIAMONDS"
This book ia beau
tifully illiistrated-
Tella how to judsa.
select and buy dia
monds, Tells liONv
they mine, cutand
market diamonds,
Thi3 hook, gliow-
ing weights, sizes.
prices and qu.niities,
Sio.oo to S30.000.00, is con
sidered an authority

Ladies' All Platinum
Diatnond Ring $200.00
Perfectly cut blue white dia
mond of flna brilliancy. Set in
all platinum. RiTiff ot the new
est dv5(ien. ricbly caryud and
pierced.

of oilier diamond 'rings:

I'o carats - $217.00
2 carats -• 290.00
3 carats - 435.00

i-nt to any'bank you may

V\ nte

yotir

today

CLIP COUPON—FILLIN AND MAIL NOW

Jason Weiler & Sons
Mig. Wholesale and Rclail Jewelers

376-B Washington Street (Elks Dept.)
Boston, Mass.

_ Please send FUER Catalogs checked x below:
• Jewelry, Watch, Silrer and Diamond t—1

ELKS EMBLEM CATALOGS Catalog LJ

tfamt

Address

Cily Stale

Stubborn Lint
Quickly Removed

with the O. K,

Vacuum

Brush

stubborn ilnt, elliig-
Inu hairs and other dust
particles so harei to get
ofT with an ordlnurv
brushing yield cuilekly
to tho suction of the O. K. Vncuutn nriisii.

Thin hand olcrtrlo clcanor u-lth motor driven
brush is Just tlio thing you need to preserve your
ne.'it ftttlre-

If not'c.arrlcd by your dealer wo wlllsoDd you
one <lircpt, mily guftrantced to irtve utmost satls-
fnrtion. Write for iilustr.ated folder giving Jnuuv
ates.

irffo/iJ!

less than

three

iiounds.

0. K. Machine
Company, Inc.

Fort Wayne
Indiana
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La usHelp Write for

You With BSSQMlbr^ Details of

Your Plans Our Service

Let Oar Playground Experts Help You
Our organization—the largest in this busi
ness—has aided many communities and
individuals in the selection of playground
apparatus for public and home use.

Many of the most complete playgrounds
in the world were planned, built and
equipped by our staff of experienced en

gineers. These experts are at your serv
ice without obligation. Their assistance
will prove a valuable aid to you in any
playground undertakings which you may
be considering.
Send for illustrated catalogue of FunFul
Plavground Apparatus. It is yours for
the asking.

HILL-STANDARD CO., Anderson, Ind.

eiiii Bill
PLAYGROUND

Tr~\
EQUIPMENT

II I

Are You Interested In the Automobile Business?
Automobile manufacturers are looking for

good distributors everj'whcre. Owing to the
return of prosperity, the demand for motor
cars is over on the increase. Consequently,

Have You Ever

Fill in This Coupon and Mail Today

agencies for popular cars arc available in
hundreds of cities and towns. Why not lake
advantage of the opporUinity that presents
itself at this time?

Sold a Big Unit?
Some of the outstanding successes in the

motor car business have been made by men who
started agencieswith no other previous experi
ence than that of selling big units, such as
pianos, machinery or real estate.

If you can .sell these you can sell motor cars.
Don't let the lack of previous c.xpericnce deter
you from going into this highly profitable and
permanent business, bul fill oiil Ihc coupon non.'.

Check the priced car you want to sell and
mail the coupon to the .Automobile Editor of
The Elks JLvcazixe. He will have the auto
mobile manufacturer designated submit you a
proposition either in writing or through per
sonal representation.

If tiie car }'ou prefer to handle is already
represented, do not let that prevent you from
naming it, as there are many territories which
are subject to division and readjustment. So
write toda}'.

Automobile Department

The Elks
MAGAZINE

50 East 42d Street New York

Check
Here

Price of Car
Desired

Nome of Cor
Preferred

in Pricc Clas^i

8500 to S800

$800 to SI200

81200 to 81600

81600 to 82500

Over S2500

Name

Addn

Territory desired

What car are you selling now (if any)

The Elks Magazine

Money as a Moral Force
{Coniinncdfrom page 45)

men are all too well acquainted with the ways of
that elusive bird; and many a promising busi
ness into which a man has put the best of his
youth and early manhood has gone down be
cause in the very crisis of its fortunes they were.
deserted by the Bird-in-the-Hand. \es! indeed—

Thus enterprises of great pith and moment
In this rcspect their currents turn away
.\nd lose the name of action.

There is a story told of a certain great pub
lisher, told by himself, who is now one of the
financial magnates of America, that, once, near
the beginning of his career, he was in despair
for lack of some two hundred dollars to bring
out the next number of a magazine which was
already full of promise, and has since become
one of the best-known and successful in the
world. Unless he could raise some such sun\ to
pay his printer, the magazine for which he had
been making so gallant an up-hill fight, often
writing whole sheets of it himself far into the
night, must stop publication. He went out into
the street, hopeless, knowing no one to ask, with
literally nowhere to turn. .An hour or two would
decidehis fate, and he walked the streets almost
in tears. I3ut, as luck would have it, while he
walked, he came across a long-forgotlen ac
quaintance, and before the hour or two had
passed, the presses were once more in rnotion.
Fortunate man! He had met the Bird-in-the-
Hand.

>J0 WONDER business men believe inmoney.
They know that "if money go before, all

ways do lie open," also—to quote the same
shrewd bard—that "money is a pod soldier,
and will on." Naturally their advice is the old
adN-ice of lago, "put monej' in thy purse, and
when that false friend of Othello seems to con
tradict himself by saying ho stealsmy purse
steals trash," he was but .'̂ peaking for the nobler
mind, to whom indeed always his pursemust be
trash compared to the loss of hisgood name, or
the love of a woman. Money was,_ of course,
trash to Othello in that moment, as it woukl be
to us all. But when it came to paying oli his
soldiers, or bujang jewels, say, for his JJesde-
mona, it would hardly be called by that name.
No, money is only "trash" to those who have
more than they need, or to such an e.vceptional
misanthrope as the old philosopher Diogenes
asking nothing of life butnot to live at all, and
finding all the pleasure he desired m sitting m
his tub, and sneering maliciously at humanity.
Only those who are above or below human
beings can afford to disparage money, for it is
the great civilizer, the great humanizer, and,
without sufficient of it for his needs, no man is
free. "Why do you want to make so much
money?" was asked a certain great financier, in
a familiar story. "To tell .the other Wlow_ to
go to h—1," was his answer. The expression
was, of course, e.vtreme, but the meaning was
right. No man is his own man.
money enough—and it may be cO o
hold his own opinions, to do his o«n j an
to go his own wa3-s, none daring 0 ^ im
afraid. Without money man becomes a slave
or a sycophant; and. in short no manhood is
left him worth the name.
demoralizer in exceptional cases. "
of mankind it is the most
forces. It works for happiness, for fuU«
finer lives, and, therefore, for ngh •

Samuel Pepys, in that mos human of al,
human documents, his Diary, ^ ^ Puritan
of King Charles II. When weary oj J untan
tyranny, the people of ^^was'̂ scnt to
their exiled King, the emba.ssy that was s(^nt to
bring him back home once more took ^uth it a
chest full of gold. The wandering king had not
seen any "real money" for many
and how delightfully human was '•ewption of
it. Says Pepys: "Pfow overjoyed the jving
was when Sir J. Greenville
money; so joyful, that he called the Princess
Royal and Duke of York to look ^ it
lay in the portmanteau before it wa <
Be sure it had no look of trash t „
bare king, whohad been so long on 1
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Send the coupon
or write a letter

/ Douileday, Page &Co.
Dept. 1226

Jy!/ Garden City, New York
, ;y
vy Please send me for free
• examination, charges pre-

paid, the ton vohmies of
'/ Joseph Conrad. I will either

return the set within a week
•f'/ or send you as a first pay-

/ ment, and $2 a month fo) nine
V ... / months.

•ry'" -^0/

Name

V
. 1ddress
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For Outdoor Use

INGtiRSOI. LS
cost little. keep

reliable time and

stand (lie bumps

better t li a n li i t li -

pricc.l waicbcs w

6U million people

li;ivc b o u c li t t li e in

in llio past 30 years.

The Yankee Raiiio-

lite is an ideal

watch for motor

ists, sportsmen

V a ea 11 o II 1 s t s I etc.

Otber 1 n i; e r s o I 1 s ,

42.00 to JlO.OO.

Yankee Radiolite5'3 <
'Jelli Time in the Dark ^


