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Off Duty
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Books on All Sorts of Things That Make a Holiday

“The Idyl of the Split Bamboo”
By Dr. George Parker Holden

NE of the most interesting and won-
derful things in life is that each of us

can glorify his hobby, making some .

one certain thing a sort of passion and

handing on our enthusiasm about it to the

next fellow.

I know a man who has made a collection
of shoes—a stupid enough idea at the start.
"He began with a pair of pretty, well-made
moccasins, but now fascinating satin and
leather and jeweled shoes from Persia,
Arabia, and the remotest islands of the
Orient are represented in this strange col-
lection. His hobby takes that man into
the far corners of the earth, and to hear him
expound on shoes is to listen to an artist,
an historian and a great geographer.

Much the same spirit pervades this vol-
ume by Dr. Holden. The doctor claims
that ‘“the making of a split-bamboo rod is
readily within the accomplishment of any-
one who can handle a few of the simpler
carpenter’s tools.” His book inspires you
to go ahead, at any rate, and try it.

You begin to smell the woods in the
“Idyl” on the very first page where the
author tells us what kind of bamboo to
choose for these beautiful home-made rods.
You see it growing in the silvery groves of
Cochin China. You follow it on its long
voyage to America until it lands in one of
the many stores of fishing-tackle dealers
mentioned by Dr. Holden. From there
you take your bamboo butts under your arm
and hurry home to begin work according
to the alluring and explicit directions set
forth. Then, finally, one day you find your-
self standing, hushed, beside some woodland
pool, arguing it out with a speckled beauty.
And in your hand is a delicate, shining rod
of split bamboo that you have made
yourself.

Angling leads to camping, and so, as the
book works on toward its final pages and the
rod is safely completed, Dr. Holden gives
us much valuable information and many
good tips as to camp sites, camp outfits,

- camp tricks (such as keeping a fire going in
the open in rainy weather, a fine thing for
anyone to know.)

I can not help wondering as I put this
book down, how many of us have a hobby
about which we know enough and love dearly
enough to inspire us to write a fine, stout
book of nearly three hundred pages.

It would be interesting to find out how
many of us are moved by Dr. Holden’s
enthusiasm, how many readers of TuE EIKS
MacaziNE will plan to make their own rods
before the next trout season and how the
work will progress. What about a ““Split-
Bamboo Club?” Will somebody start it?

“Tales of Fishes”
By Zane Grey

GENERALLY, I want Zane Grey to
give me a picture of the Arizona
desert and present my city-bred nose
with a whiff of pungent sage. Yet here
is Zane Grey begging us to listen to him
as a fisherman, and a very extraordinary
fisherman he appears to be, at that.

By Claire Wallace Flynn

This reviewer is the last person in the
world who should be judging the experiences
of an angler. A man goes fishing for trout
in a mountain stream or for deep-sea fighters
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he surrounding waters are called the
‘Igzlxlgi?cf He fishes and he fishes and, at tl’le
end, he either catches his fish or he doesn’t.
Thié has seemed 2a sm_lple recipe for a
fisherman’s yarn, and still, how a,stound-
ingly different a real fisherman’s yarn
can be! . o
You find out, when reading a boqk like
this one, that there is much more in the
whole business than just fish. The.re e?.re—
in this case—days and nights of delight and
sheer beauty on the Caribbean and among
the islands of the California coast. You
discover that fascinating companions seem
to flock around a good sportsman and that
when a real writer turns fisherman and
recounts his adventures with little touches
of art and suspense, why—the trick is
i done.
be%‘;,ﬁf:u]é{'ey is president of the Long Key
Fishing Club, and Honorary Vice-President
of the Tuna Club of Avalon. Obviously, he
did not acquire these tiiles without hauhn_g
in something worth while at the end of his
line.
ou ever seen any old maps, ht}n-
drgizvc?f if,ears old, and noticed the dolphins
on them, always so exuberant and so out
of propostion? And didn’t you, along
with a lot’of us, think that they had prac-
tically disappeared from the sea with the
passing of the Spanish galleons and the
pirates?

But no! Zane Grey has caught them, and
with twentieth-century tackle—dolphins,
greenish gold and speckled with brilliant
blue—exactly the same breed that Captain
Morgan’s men caught, in all probability,
from the deck of that delightful buccaneer’s

*famous ship as it prowled on its devastating

errands among the West Indies.

And there are stories of swordfish. One,
(the fish not the story) weighing four hun-
dred pounds, twelve feet in length, and all
other statistics in proportion, who was
practically “licked’”” after hours of bat-
tle, but who got away at the very last
second.

Mr. Grey had to rest his blistered hands
three days after that encounter. Many
a fish is caught in this book—sailfish, tuna,
swordfish, tarpon! Each gave the fisher-
man 2 tussle before he was landed, teaching
him many wise things about the inhabi-
tants of the deep. And, in the taking of
these sporting adversaries, Zane Grey and
his companions ran into many a sea adven-
ture and many a quaint human incident.
A splendid book for any one who owns a rod
and a reel.

“Log Cabins and Cottages. How to
Build and Furnish Them”
, By William Wicks

ACERTAIN little book drifted into this

department some time ago. It was
a good deal the shape of a hymn book and
pretty thin, so that from the outside it
really didn’t promise any kind of good read-
ingatall. Weopenedit. Some type telling
the joys of camping, the super joys of build-
ing a log cabin, the extraordinary possibili-
ties that lie in log cottages. Some pen-and-
ink sketches and diagrams.

Yawns! A dutiful perusal and the con-
clusion to say a few kind words for the book
some day in these pages. Then the scorch-
ing weather set in. The city seethed. As-
phalt melted to one’s heels in crossing the
streets. The imagination flew with wings
to cool woods, to mountain lakes and quiet,
green places where there was peace and
bodily joy. In fact, the imagination flew
to a little log cabin in a clearing, with a
prancing brook, like a sparkling dotted line,
right before its door.

Down came the thin brown volume again
—and all was lost! I am completely sold
out to alog cabin. I beg of you, if you have
some sort of a house of dreams hidden away
in your heart, don’t wait until y2u can build
amansion. Just get this book by William S.
Wicks and go to it with logs.

A very little ground, some good timber,
and then, if the directions in this book are
carefully followed, you can boss the job of
building yourself, and get excellent results.

The very look of these cabins recalls
pioneer days and brave living; the very
promise of one of them, or a dream of one,
would make a winter of planning and saving
seem very much worth while. These little
houses in the woods somehow seem to spell
a complete and beautiful vacation, a holi-
day beyond compare. More than that,
almost any one of these little log houses
possesses a distinct look of “home.”

(Continued on page 70)
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Elks Eleven o’Clock Toast

HIS is the Elks hallowed hour of
precious recollections, consecrated
by the great throbbing “HEART”
of Elkdom to the loving. memory of our
absent comrades and brothers, who have
crossed the invisible boundary line which

separates Time from Eternity, and received

an Elks greeting from the Supreme Exalted
Ruler of the Ages. ‘

Their book of life with its record of failures
and achievements, of joys and heartaches, of
shattered ideals and ambitions but partly
realized, is séaled forever, for their work is
“finished and ‘they have entered into all the
glorified mysteries of Life’s greatest adven-
ture. And so to-night and every night, at
this sanctified hour, every Elk who is an Elk,
from the barren ice-capped sentinels of the
frozen  North in all the infinite majesty of
their eternal vigil, to the Southland’s sun-
kissed hills and verdant valleys, pregnant
with the living germs of nature’s choicest
offerings. : .

From the Golden Gate in the West, which
opens into the enchanted land of sunshine
and flowers, rich in its mythical legends, in
song and story, to the treacherous sands of
New England’s ragged shores where the
spirit of Elkdom was first conceived in the
““hearts” and exemplified in the lives of those
hardy pioneers, the Pilgrim Fathers, whose
conception of the great scheme of life, their

By Charles Edward Osgood

Boston Lodge No. 10

untiring zeal and Christian fellowship, their
almost ehildlike devotion to Flag and Coun-
try and their exalted loyalty to God, typify
the very essence of our own beautiful creed,
—The Four Cornerstones of the Elks Earthly
Temple. - S
And on this secure foundation there is

- building a mighty structure, the Loyal Elks

of America, the master workman, which
shall radiate Charity, Justice, Brotherly
Love, and Fidelity, throughout the civilized
world, the forerunners of the fulfillment of
the ‘prophecy of the Angels of Bethlehem,

- “Peace on Earth, Good Will to Men.” The

Consumation of every Elk’s hope and dream
and prayer, when life Will bé one marvelous
panorama of enchanting beauty.

And so to-night as the echo of the bells
mingles with the sweet music of the chimes
in’ ushering in this hour of sacred memories
wherever an Elk may be, his heart is attuned
with ours, as we drift together on memory’s
wings through the days and years that used
to be, and offer our: tribute of love to our
absent brothers. No, not “Absent,” for
methinks the Gates of Heaven have opened
wide to-night and they are with us right here
in spirit, our invisible guests, for the very
air seems purified and sanctified by their
unseen presence as-they leave with us their
parting message and benediction, *‘Carry on,
brothers; carry on.” '

If the way seems long and dreary
And your courage is getting low,
If your very soul seems weary,
As along life’s trail you go—

You will meet with some poor pilgrim plod-
ding on the road, :

Struggling on ’twixt Hope and Fear, ’

Give him a lift, help share his load,

And your own may disappear.

If life’s a failure and you hope for the end,
And you feel that you cannot suffer more,
Just'remember Calvary, my friend, -

And the load the Master'bore.

Then let us scatter seeds of sunshine rare
As we journey towards life’s goal,

They may blossom into Rainbows fair,
To cheer some dying soul,

For the spoken word we can feel and hear,
Before Life’s work is done,

Is better than eulogies o’er our bier

Or garlands, after we’re gone.

So grit your teeth and play the game,
For it’s darkest before dawn,

There’s no easy road to Honor and Fame;
Be an Elk and Carry On.

To Our Absent Brothers
Exalted in Life, in Death Triumphant.

The Or_’def“ of Antlers

A Thriving Junior Offshoot of San Francisco Lodge of Elks

unlimited capacity for getting into
trouble is told by Johan Bojer, the
Norwegian novelist, in his latest book, “The
Prisoner Who Laughed.” It is the story of
an average boy. Sanity flees at his approach,
mischief follotvs in his wake, deviltry is ever
at his side.
" What are you going to do about boys?
- They are tomorrow’s men, and they will
. be worth while or no account according to
the way they are trained.

Andreas, Johan Bojer’s boy, had no father

or big brother. He had a mother who was a
hunchback and didn’t understand him, and
an uncle who was a dimwit and didn’t un-
derstand him. ,
. He forever was becoming involved in diffi-
culties because he was misunderstood and
neglected. Most boys who go wrong do so
because of neglect. The rest because of
misunderstanding. L

Born hero worshippers, boys strive to be
like their father or their big brother. If the
father or the big brother has the right sort of
stuff in him, together with what commonly
is called “savvy,” the second edition is
pretty apt to be a clean print.

It is not sufficient always to set a good ex-
ample to a small boy—or a big one for that
matter. He instinctively is a savage, in-
clined to kick over the traces, supremely
interested in himself, unreasoning and un-
reasonable if left to his own devices. He
needs a dad or big brother; generally both.

The Elks of San Francisco have a well
defined, smoothly functioning big brother

’ I \HE story of a boy who had an almost

By Elford Eddy

movement which is going a long way toward
solution of the boy problem. ;

.. The boy problem is a constant quantity—
1t exists all the time, everywhere. The boy
not only is a problem to his elders, but to
himself as well. There is a great deal about
himself he does not understand, and he is run-
ning over with curiosity. His head is full of
questions and he turns_to dad, big brother
or other boys for his explanations. Often
the questions concern sex, the most inter-
esting subject in the world to most people.
Such questions should be answered by the
father, but too often prudishness or false
ideas lead the father to tell the boy he is teo
young to think of such things, or to give
some equally unsatisfactory or mystifying
answer. Big brother is in line if father fails,
but unless he is accustomed to assuming a
paternal attitude and is blessed with good
sense he also is apt to fail.

In such matters the average boy, who has
not been taught to take dad into his con-
fidence in everything, generally will carry
his questions to some other boy. And what
he is told often is all wrong and harmful.

The big brother movement has been de-
veloped by San Francisco Lodge No. 3, B.
P. O. Elks, until today there are more than
500 San Francisco boys between the ages
of 16 and 21 years who belong to a junior
order, the Antlers. There are two lodges in
California, and it is the hope of the founder
that the movement will spread to every
state. The Elks of San Francisco are the
big brothers of the Antlers of San Francisco.

One of the most successful men in the

United States in the handling of bad boys,
Fred C. Nelles, head of the California reform-
atories, is a bachelor. The head of the big
brother movement among the Elks of San
Francisco, Esteemed Leading Knight C.
Fenton Nichols, is not a bachelor, but he is
not a father, either. He organized the Order
of Antlers in February, 1922, but he was
doing ““boy work’’ long before that, and he
had been chairman of the Big Brother Com-
mittee since 1920.

Throughout the country there are many
agencies which concern themselves with the
bad boy, who, after due process of law, re- -
joices in the classification of juvenile delin-
quent. But the boy who does not fall afoul
the law, does not steal, riot or cause any
serious disturbance of the peace, is entitled
to his place in the sun, and it was to reach
this boy and recruit future Elks that the
Order of Antlers was formed.

Before bringing the Antlers into being,
Nichols worked and wrestled with the de-
linquent boy problem. He and the members
of his committee are still struggling to
straighten out a number of such youngsters,
boys who have known the inside of the De-
tention Home and are familiar with Juvenile
Court procedure. L

Nichols’s interest in boys is lifelong.
That interest was whetted when as a student
in Stanford University he delved into sociol-
ogy and learned that when everything is all
wrong there’s a reason for it. But his in-
terest is deeper than that; it goes to psycho-
logical levels. Since he was four years of
age Nichols has not known what it is to have
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a father. He had a stepfather, not the sort
one generally finds in books and only too
often in the flesh, but one who stood by him
and saw him through college. The boy,
however, always was sensible of a want—the
natural affection between father and son.
It was this sense of something missed which
impelled him in after years to take a fatherly
interest_in all boys, as he had none of his
own upon whom. he might concentrate. -

Because he understands boys instinctively
and because his method of getting acquainted
is as simple as a boy’s own—*‘T said hello to
Jimmie Brown and he said hello to me”—
Nichols’ success .has been extraordinary:
He is a big brother literally. He learns what
his boy likes best, and then proceeds to do
that, whether it is hike, fish, camp, play ball
or whatnot. He gains the confidence and
draws out the story of the boy without the
youngster realizing it, and the rest is com-
paratively easy.

A boy who had been spilled into Nichols’
hands out of the Juvenile Court hopper sud-
de.nlyA awakened, after a long acquaintance
with his big brother, to what it was all
about. It dawned on Tom one day that
Nichols’-interest in him was not becausé
he was an equal, or clever, or a fine fellow or
unusual, but because he was growing crooked
and his big brother was trying to straighten
him out. .

Once he had the main idea it was easy to
bring this youngster around. A few days
later, Tom, out of breath and excited, en-
‘tﬁged Ni(gaoﬁ: o%ce, and then the lawyer

covere: e background of - ’
difficulties. & : the bqy :

‘““Say, Mr. Nichols, will you talk to m
folks like you talk to me?” d Y

Nichols was at a loss whether to laugh or
cry. Of what scandalous thing had the
parents been guilty? :

Recent Actions

'Ij ITS meetings held in Boston im-
mediately prior to and “during the

v, ~. Grand Lodge Convention, the Board
of Grand Trustees took action in certain
‘questions of general interest, and this action,
reprinted from the minutes of the Board
follows herewith: '

Princeton, Ill., Lodge No. 1461

“The question of changing Princeton. IIl.'
Lodge No. 1461 from thegl N%rthern Dis’,tric't;
to the Western District of Illinois, was
discussed by the Board, and the Board, after
. ascertaining that this was the logical loca-

tion for Princeton Lodge geographically
upon motion of Brother Scott, seconded b);

Brother Gordon, the request for the change
was granted.” ) o

Redistricting New Jersey

*“The matter of redistrictin the State
New Jersqy was discussed by t%e Boa:d ar?ci
upon motion of Brother Scott, seconde,d by
Brot;her .Bmsrnenue and the Board con-
curring, it was voted to grant the request of
the Grand Lodge‘ Committee of the New
Jersey State Association for the redistricting
of the State in so far ag it pertains to chang-
ing Dover and Boonton Lodges from the
Central. District to the Northwest District
and Elizabeth Lodge from the Northwest
District to the Central District.”

Redistricting State of Oklahoma
“Brother B. B. Barefoot, P

Ruler of Chickasha, Okla,, Lod?.: Sﬁ“ﬁi‘é

appeared before the Board and petitioned

the Board to place Duncan, Okla., Lodge

““Pa and ma been fighting every time they
see each other for a week,” Tom elucidated.
“Pa drinks most all the time and ma, she
gives -him fits, and pa, he doesn’t like that,
and they generally ends up by heavin’ things
at one another. You straightened me out
and I'd like you to talk to pa and ma.”
_.Nichols wanted to laugh and cry both, but
the boy was so earnest he suppressed smiles
and tears: Tom read dcquiescence in Nich-
ols” eyes and bounded out of the room. In
a’'moment, to Nichols’ dismay, he was back,
dragging a - middle-aged, shabbily dressed
man and woman, who looked confused and
sheepish, " "I
. “These is my folks,”” Tom announced.

He ducked betwéen them and scooted
away. like a frightened rabbit. .

For the next-half hour Nichols sat in

‘judgment. - The father and mother, grate-
ful for an audience, eagerly poured forth
their stories. No wonder, the lawyer thought
as- he listened, that Tom had gone wrong.
This man and woman, these parents, had the
mentality of twelve-year-olds and were as fit
to rear children as a couple of monkeys,.it
seemed to Nichols. . .

The judgment of the court was a bit of
good advice. He doubted if it would accom-
plish much. But Tom loved these un\yorthy
authors of his life story, and for Tom’s sake
Nichols_did his best to put it over. Had
some oneé taken them in hand at the age he
assumed his big brothership over Tom, he
reflected, there might have been some hope
for them. Hb ¢ inferior in

His experiences with boys o erior in-
i:elligenc’:ap or standards convinced Nichols
that the Elks should not confine their work
to low grade youngsters but should do some-
thing also for the better class of youths.

- This thought was the basis of the organiza-
tion of a junior antlered herd two years-ago.

of the Board of

No. 1446 from the Southeast to the
Northwest District and Blackwell, Okla.,
Lodge No. 1347 from the Northwest to the
Southwest District, the reason for the change
being that it is the proper location for these
Lodges geographically. Brother- Barefoot
explained to the Board this change is agree-
able to all parties interested. Upon motion
of Brother Scott, seconded by  Brother
Gordon, the Board voted to grant the request
of Brother Barefoot.” .

Juneau, Alaska, Resolution = . .

“Regarding Juneau, Alaska, resolution;
Secretary Boismenue presented the following
report on the Orphanage Home question and
on motion of Brother Scott, seconded by
Brother Halpin and the Board concurring,
it was voted to receive the report of Brother
Boismenue, same to be presented at Grand
Lodge, Thursday, July 10, 1924.

“Brother Boismenue’s report: -

“To the Officers and Members of the
Grand Lodge of the Benevolent and Pro-
tective Order of Elks:

“A year ago at Atlanta, Ga., a resolution
was presented to the Grand Lodge by
Juneau, Alaska, Lodge No. 420,- for the
establishment of a Home for Orphan
Children.

“It was agreéd by the Grand_Exalted
Ruler and the Committee on Judiciary that
the subject was of so much importance that
it be referred to the Board of Grand Trustees
to report on at this meeting.

- The Good of the Order Committee had

The Elks Magazine

The Order of Antlers was instituted with
thirty-three members. An initiation fee of
$2.50 was charged and dues were fixed at
half a dollar a month. The membership was
thrown open to any youth of good character
between 16 and 21 years of age.

Within three months the Order of Antlers
had tripled its membership. It was attract-
ing San Francisco boys who promised to de-
velop into first rate Elks. The very name
of the organization attracted these young
chaps, for the Antlers were an offshoot of the
Elks, just as real antlers are the offshoot of an
elk, supported by it. Six fine young fellows
already have graduated to the parent or-
der. .

The Antlers’ officers are .the president,
first, second, and. third vice-presidents,
guide, chaplain, guard, sentinel, treasurer,
financial secretary and recording seccretary.
Each of the secretaries receives a salary’ of
$10 a month. :

There are several standing committees:,
The investigating committee, which can-;

vasses each candidate; sickness and distress
committee; publicity committee; publica-
tion committee, which is responsible for 7/e
Aunller, the lodge publication, issued monthly
with an average of eighteen pages and de-
livered free to members; social committee;
athletics committee and sub-committees,
and the like.

Being the juvenile order of the Elks, every
boy who becomes an Antler naturally has
ambitions to wear the Elk emblem as soon
as he is old enough. To this end they strive
to improve themselves, to make themselves
fit to be received by their big brothers as one
of their number upon attaining majority.
This constitutes a wonderful urge toward
better citizenship, better sonship and better-
ment in character generally. There is a

(Continued on page 72)

Grand Trustees

already reported at that meeting that they
found no demand for a Home for the Orphan
Children of Elks, and further gave it as their
opinion that the subordinate Lodges took
care of the situation without publicity.
Nevertheless, your Board of Grand Trustees
thought it advisable to send a questionnaire
to each Lodge in the Order to ascertain if
possible the sentiment of the Membership
at large.

“The principal question asked was—
Does the membership of your Lodge
consider the establishment of a Home for
Orphan children necessary and proper at
this time? ’

“We beg leave to report that we have

received repliés from Lodges of which 26
replied ‘Yes’ and 805 ‘No’. }
- ‘“Therefore we finally report that we do
not deem the project advisable and recom-
mend that no action be taken at this time.”
(The Grand Lodge concurred in this rec-
ommendation,)

Election of Officers :

- At its meeting on July 1oth, the Board
held its annual election. Officers and
members for 1924-25 are as follows:

John Halpin, Chairman and Approving
ﬁember, 709 Railway Exch. Bldg., Kansas City,

0.

R. A. Gordon, Vice-Chairman, 77 North Pryor
St., Atlanta, Ga.

Louis Boismenue, Secretary, 21 N. Main
Street, East St. Louis, I1l.

Robert A. Scott, Home Member, Linton,
Indiana.

Edward W. Cotter, Pilgard Building, Hartford,
Conn.

—
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additional improvements which it plans to make
during the coming year, it will have one of the
best equipped places of its kind in the State.

Big Charity Ball in October
Plan of Portland, Ore., Lodge

In order to raise a charity fund to enable it
to assist the needy of the city this winter,
Portland, Ore., Lodge No. 142 is planning to
stage one of the biggest charity balls ever held in
Portland. The ball will be given in'the Audi-
torium some time in October. Everybody in the
city will be invited to attend and the proceeds
will be devoted solely to charitable work.

Denver, Colo., Lodge Pregzres for
Formal Opening of New Home

The new Home of Denver, Colo., Lodge No.
17 has just been completed and will be soon
occupied by the members. The Lodge is making
plans for the formal opening early in September
to which all members and their families will be
invited. An elaborate program of entertain-
ments and festivities will mark the day.

Playground Opened by Norristown, Pa.,
Loége Popular with %hildren

The new playground recently opened by
Norristown, Pa., Lodge No. 714 has been a
decided success this summer. The daily atten-
dance has been large and the various amusements
have been continuously taxed to the utmost.
The playground, situated at Swede and Beech
streets, is fully equipped for the purpose for
which it was established. The grounds have
been fenced in with a six-foot wire fence and
all the necessary apparatus has been installed.
The grounds are kept open from 10 2. m. to
8 p. m., and some one is always on hand to direct
the play of the youngsters. -

District Deputy James T. Hallinan
Institutes Beacon, N. Y., Lodge

District Deputy Grand Exalted Ruler James
T. Hallinan recently instituted Beacon, N. Y.,
Lodge No. 1493. Many distinguished members
of the Order were present on the occasion and
representatives from many Lodges throughout
the district took part in the exercises. A large
banquet and a great parade, in which many
ba.ndg were in line, were features of the exercises,
The initiation of the candidates was conducted
by the Exalted Ruler and officers of Newburgh,
N. Y, Lodge No. 247. Samuel D. Affron is the
first Exalted Ruler of Beacon Lodge and William
A. Forrestal the Secretary.

New Orleans, La., Lodge Soon to
Open New Section of Home

The extensive alterations and additions bei
made on the Home of New Orleans, La.,sl?odu;i
No. 30 have been practically completed and
preparations are under way for celebrating the
formal opening of the new section. A feature of
the improvements is the new auditorium and
stage. No.other_organi’zation in the city’ will be
so well equipped in this respect. Their size opens
possibilities for future entertainments that have

been impossible heretofore. The new section

will also include a swimminge- ol and gymna-
sium—both beautifully connsgtrlzx(::te; [-land colfx'-

plete in every modern appliance. These addi-’

tions and alterations will ve the m,
New Orleans Lodge one glf the fin
the country.

embership of
est Homes in

Handsome Car Presented Past Grand
Exalted Ruler McFarland by Bés::n '

of ithe high esteem :
hold M. Mc[c‘mr-ll1 in which members of No. 1o

and. The presentation took
place in Copley Square in front of the Copley

purple, gold and white, was resented by Exal
Ruler Daniel J. Kane of Bo[s)ton Lbdgé)c’)’n"t;l;ht:fdf
of the members, Mf, McFarland' responded

with much feeling, expressing his deep apprecia-
tion of the gifih:fd p‘;pthe wonderful spirit shown
by Boston Lodge throughout the convention.
The car had been used by Mr. McFarland during
convention week through the courtesy of the
Marmon Company and W. D. White, a member
of Boston Lodge. On the last day of the conven-
tion it was purchased by Boston Lodge and given
‘to Mr. McFarland.

Provo, Utah, Lodge Host to Conven-
tion of Utah State Elks Association

P. J. Evans of Logan, Utah, Lodge No. 1453
was elected President of the Utah State Elks
Association for the ensuing year at its annual
convention held recently dt Provo. J. A.
Boshard of Provo Lodge No. 849 was chosen’
Treasurer and D. T. Lane of Salt Lake City
Lodge No. 83, Secretary. .- - ’ S
*-Provo Lodge, with'its fiewly dedicated Home,
played host to the large number of delegates and
visitors which attended the convention. The
city itself joined hands with the Lodge in
welcoming the guests and was gaily decorated
with flags and the colors of the Order. There
was a rodeo, wrestling matches, a baseball game,
and many other sporting events. On the final
day of the convention one of the largest parades
in the history of the Association marched
through the city. Many valuable prizes were
provided for the Lodges in line and there was
keen competition for the awards. The conven-
tion closed with a Grand Ball held in the new

. Home of Provo Lodge.

The 1925 convention of the Association will
be held at Eureka.

Past Exalted Ruler George F. Hamil-
ton Victim of Ohio Tornado

The death of George F. Hamilton, Past
Exalted Ruler of Steubenville, Ohio, Lodge No.
231 and former District Deputy Grand Exalted
Ruler, came as a great shock to his fellow mem-
bers and to his many friends throughout the
Order. Mr. Hamilton had gone to Cedar Point
to promote the better road movement in that
section and was on his return home when the
great tornado, that recently swept over Lorain
and much of northern Ohio, broke in all its fury
and hurled a telegraph pole across his automobile,
injuring him so seriously that it was necessary to
amputate his leg below the knee. The shock was
too great for his strength and he passed away
shortly after the operation.

Mr.. Hamilton was long a loyal and active
Z)vogker i[ia the inIEIerests of his ({Jod%e and tl;de
rder at large. His passing is deeply mourn

by all who knew him. P

Building Plans of Various
Lodges Approv

The following purchases of property and

‘building plans have been approved by the Grand

Exalted Ruler and the Board of Grand Trustees:

Sacramento, Calif., Lodge No. 6. Erection of
a new Home at a cost of $650,000 with furnish-
ings of $50,000. Their site is valued at $1 50,000.

Green Bay, Wis., Lodge No. 259. Purchase
of a building site of $13,500. :

Ossining, N. Y., Lodge No. 1486. Purchase
of a Home at a cost of $16,000 with furnishings
of $1,000.

St. Cloud, Minn., Lodge Mourns Loss
of Past Exalted Ruler Donald Stewart

Members of St. Cloud, Minn., Lodge No. 516
and his many friends throughout the Order
mourn the loss of Donald Stewart, a Past
Exalted Ruler of the Lodge. Mr. Stewart was
also commander of the Wallace Chute Post of
the American Legion and a prominent attorney
of the city.

Portland, Ore., Lodge‘at Work on
Plans for National Convention

The National Convention Committee of
Portland, Ore., Lodge No. 142 is already at work
on. dplans for the entertainment of the Grand
Lodge Convention which is scheduled to meet in
that city on Monday July 13, 1925. The.Com-
mittee on Finance has already been pledged a

: public.

The Elks Magazine

large sum, and an efficient organization is being
built up to execute the elaborate program of
events planned for the thousands of delegates
and visitors.

Quincy, Mass., Lodge Dedicates
Beautiful New Home

Members of Quincy, Mass., Lodge No. 943
are now enjoying the facilities of their beautiful
new Home which was recently dedicated _by
District Deputy Grand Exalted Ruler Frederick
T. Strachan. A large banquet, a feature of the
dedication’ exercises, was attended by many
distinguished members of the Order. On tke
day following the formal dedication, the building
was thrown open for inspection to the general
The new Home stands on Hancock
Street just north of Quincy Square.
erected at a cost of 81350,600.

Preparations Made for Convention
of California State Elks Association

The annual convention of the California
State Elks Association will be held at Catalina
Island September 17-20. Long Beach Lodge
No. 888 will act as host to the visiting members,
and its preparations give promise of a lavish
entertainment. More interest is being mani-
fested in this year’s gathering than was ever
shown before. “Already the reservations at the
hotel greatly exceed the number that ever
attended any former convention and _bespeak
the largest and most successful convention that
has ever been held by the Association.

Mount Vernon, N. Y., Lodge to Give
Kiddies Outing in September

Mount Vernon, N. Y., Lodge No. 842 has
made plans to give the children of its com-
munity an outing on September 6. An entire
day in the woods and by the sea, a long drive in
automobiles, a big picnic with sandwiches and
ice-cream, will be features of the outing.

Mount Vernon Lodge is also planning to hold
its annual clambake on September 7, when one
of the largest crowds ever taking part in this
event is expécted.

Skagway, Alaska, Lodge Plays Part
In Dedication of Mt. Harding

At the annual Midnight Sun Picnic of the
Alpine Club, a mountain across the bay from
Skagway, Alaska, was named and dedicated Mt.
Harding in honor of our late President, Warren
G. Harding, the first President to visit the
wonderland of the North. W. A. Preis, Exalted
Ruler of Skagway Lodge No. 431, spoke on
President Harding as an Elk, as part of the
dedication program.

La Junta, Colo., Lodge Now
Entirely Free from Debt

Members of La Junta, Colo., Lodge No. 701
are congratulating themselves that their Lodge
is now absolutely free from debt. The last
payment on the property purchased by the
Lodge in 1911 was made recently, thus placing
the Lodge in excellent financial condition. The
Home of La Junta Lodge contains five business
rooms on the ground floor, while the second is
devoted to the Lodge-room and club-rooms and
one of the largest dance-floors in the State. The
membership of the Lodge, which is rapidly
nearing the 1,000 mark, is planning to celebrate
its freedom from debt by a special entertainment,
early in the fall.

Merﬁbers o Plattebill_e, Wis., Lodge
Enjoy Mid-Summer Frolics

The first annual Mid-summer Frolic of Platte-

“ville, Wis., Lodge No. 1466 was held recently at

O'Neill's"Grove, and ‘members from Lodges in
Dubugue, Iowa, Galena, Ill., Beloit, Wis., and
other points joined in the festivities. There was
a tug-of-war, a ball game, a fat man’s race and a
relay race, to say nothing of excellent music
throughout the day. .
Platteville Lodge was recently presented with
a hindsome mounted elk’s head, which hag been
hung over the fiféplace inthe lounge-room of the

It was . .






















































58

««Ask Battles”’

(Continued from page 57)

“T don’t know. I’'m sure,” she replied.

“Ask him.” ordered Hassett. .

“Maybe,” she suggested quietly, it would be
better if you asked him.” .

““Battles,” said Peter Hassett, ‘‘are you in
love?”

“Yes, sir,” said Battles calmly

“T’ll be damned!” commented Peter Hassett,
then scribbled a note to his confidential secretary:

“If you don’t look out you'll be good company
for me yet. You’re growing young.” :

Battles flung himself into his work. R

“Pick out what you want—then go get it,”
Peter Hassett’s grandfather had once said,
according to Peter. Battles was out to get it.

But there were big things brewing in the
Hassett & Co.’s uppermost circles.

First Battles callped in McAllister Holcome and
asked him to go to the nearest plant for informa-
tion which he pretended he needed. Next he
sent the Princess Pat to the bank to get certain
documents. With the decks thus cleared he
summoned Hooker, the white-haired head
bookkeeper, and asked: .

“Has Mr. Holcome ever had access to the
books of the main company or any of the
subsidiaries? ”’

“No, sir.”

“Not in a single instance—not even to the
stock books?”’ i

« NO, sir.”

“Have you ever furnished him any figures
which have not passed through my hands?”

“Never, sir.” Then in tones of unconcealed
anxiety he asked:

“Do you sus})ect—”

““I'll ask you,” replied Battles, with unfamilar
sharpness, “whether you have any reason to
suspect that he has attempted to secure figures
or information through any of your assistants—
and without my knowledge or authority?”

“No. I haven’t had the slighest reason for
such a suspicion.”

“ ELL,” returned Battles, “for Mr. Hassett
I’'m saying again that all figures for Mr.
Holcome come through me. I’m personally re-
sponsible to Mr. Hassett for the privacy of our
records, Even if Mr. Holcome should present an
order p rting to come from the President it
is not to be honored until I"have been notified.
And, by the way, it will be best for you not to
hand any figures, books or records to Miss Dane.
She occasionally helps Mr. Holcome as well as
myself and if she should ask for any records you
will understand that I have not sent her. ~Of
course I don’t need to say that she would not
seek any information on her own initiative.”

“I understand,” replied Hooker, nodding his
grizzled head until it seemied in danger of coming
loose. “No figures will go out of my cage except
on your orders.”

“There is just one thing more,” resumed
Battles, “which I will ask you to understand
without further explanation. If any figures
should come back to you for confirmation or
explanation—well they’re my figures and not to
be‘s(t:leanned.". v

ertainly, sir. Your figures are always cor-
rect. They always have bg and they a);i not
to be questioned.”

“Exa.ctiy,”' returned Battles. “Thank you.
231%‘:1 please give me thfe complete figures on the

diary companies for i ili
tax stat.ement:.’P use In compiling the

When the guardian of the records departed
and was safely in the seclusion of his private cage
he‘fligll:lte;ed: q

i € a snowy day in August when any one
slips anything over thit boyE{l? he do%n’{ fall
for the Cleopatra stuff.”

A few days later, in a way intended to be
quite casual, Mr. Hassett asked Battles if the
ﬁgufes for the tax statement were ready.

“They’re all on my desk,” he answered. “But
I haven’t yet focused them on the work sheet.
Perhaps you’d like me to turn them over to you.”

“I was thinking,” remarked the President,
““that perhaps I'd have Holcome handle this,
Your work has been uncommonly heavy of late
and he has plenty of time. Besides, it's well
enough to have more than one man in an or-
ganization in training to handle income tax
matters.”

“T1l be glad enough,” returned Battles, “to
have it off my hands. It’s about the most
responsible and delicate matter that any man
can handle for an individual or a corporation.
Besides, if you’ll let me say so, my ideas about
how a tax return should be made out have not
changed from the first. I'm quite hopelessly

-fogyish about that.

01(‘1‘%“ I notice,” came back Old Peter, “that
you're picking up some decidedly new-fangled
ideas in other directions, Battles. How about
shaking a mean ankle. Tried it yet?”

“QOl yes. I wasn’t bad on the fox trot before
I bought my car.”

It w;‘al.ls t_hg last of April when Battles, who had
been alert for developments, caught the first sign
of the harvest following the tax-statement in-
cident. The preceding afternoon Peter Hassett
and McAllister Holcome had left the office
early and in high spirits for the Country Club.
Peter had looked almost boyish, his face flushed
with the anticipation of giving his pet youngster
the trimming of his life on the links.

“Nothing like being young!” he had flung
back at Battles as he slapﬁed Holcome on the
choulder and handed his bag of clubs to the
chauffeur. “Some day you’ll be nutty about
pasture pool and we’ll have to tie you to your
chair to get any work out of you.

The next morning, which was the day of the
regular directors’ meeting, Battles was jolted at
the face which looked up at him as he entered
the president’s roo&n. Peter Hassett looked

jievably old and anxious. .
unkev\‘;;;:’s {he matter?” asked Battles. “Did
the worm turn and beat you or did Colonel Bogey
keep you Putti.ng at the nineteenth hole all
a.ftemoon?’ead f th al eager and circum

But inst of the usual eag 1 -
stantial account of the Battle of the Links, Peter
Hassett almost snarled: .

“T went up against the stiffest game of my
life, Battles—and I guess I'm through.

Battles looked for a moment as i he wanted
to sympathize with the old man, but he thought
better of it. .

Immediately after the adjournment of the
regular meeting of the directors Peter Hassett
sent for Battles, He looked older than when he
had entered the office in the morning. "

“Got some news for you, Battles, he re-
marked with an almost pathetic attempt at
jocoseness, ‘‘Hassett, Incorporated, has a new
vice-president—Holcome.” His eyes avoided
meeting those of his confidential secretary and
his facial muscles twitched perceptibly. “But
that’s not all. We’ve got a new Acting Pl:esnder,lt,
too. No? Well; we have—and you're it! 1 m
going to take a trip. Don’t know how long I'll
be away. I've ex;:hcuted a potw;at of zittlto‘r,x:;
which gives you authority to act forme ne
capadt?‘ly—pgiovately and officially, Just to
be sure that it’s binding I’ve had the Board
ratify it—to put it into the records. Perhaps
that wasn’t necessary but I did it. I’ve takena
notion’that I want a change. So I’m headed for
Japan and the Orient. Going to stay as long as
T want to and return when I get ready. You'll
fill my place and draw my salary—every cent of
it—wthile I'm gone.” «

“That isn’t necessary,” began Battles; “you
have always—"

“Don’t say a word—it’s settled. It goes,”
interrupted Peter Hassett almost petulantly.

“Very well, sir,” replied Battles.

“Cuf out that butler talk,” snapped Peter
with a forced laugh. ‘“You’re acting ’Pre51dent
of Hassett, Incorporated, and you don’t have tg
“Sir’ anybody. And I’ tell you what, Battles.
Theré was a moment in which Peter Hassett
appeared to be having trouble with his throat,
then, as he recovered his voice control he con-
tinued: “I’ve come to the conclusion that you’re
about as loyal as they make ’em. Loyalty is the
biggest virtue there is—in business or out of it—
to my notion. A man who sticks by his principal
through hell and high water is—well he can have
about anything I’ve got outside of my wife and
children.” That’s the way I feel about it—and
I want you to know it.”

It was all clear now to the shrewd, alert Battles.
Holcome had carried to the golf links, the day
before, a club which was invisible to caddies and
acquaintances on the green—and he had used it
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with telling results. Battles wondered how much
cash or how many shares in the company, in
addition to a vice-presidency and a fat salary,
Holcome had bludgeoned out of Peter Hassett
by picturing the unpleasant possibilities of their
income tax situation. Of course Holcome had
handled the job smoothly—trust him for that!
What Battles couldn’t understand was how Hol-
come escaped being hit over the head with a
driver. There was nothing which set off the
T N T in Peter Hassett’s nature quite as
quickly or surely as an attempt to hold him up.
Yes; the old man must have been thoroughly
terrorized to listen to Holcome’s proposal with-
out exploding.

AN’D Battles hadn’t lived with Peter Hassett

all these years without understanding the old
man!s attachment to himself and how he would
revolt at the injustice of shoving Holcome the
new-comer into a vice-presidency over his own
head. That alone was enough to explain why
Peter had insisted upon the step with respect to
the Acting Presidency. Battles, however,- did
not_deceive himself as to other motives which
might have influenced this move—probably did
influence it. Peter Hassctt, he well knew, was
far too shrewd and hard-headed to overlook the
possibilities of human nature ‘““as is.”” If the
man who had been his right arm for a score of
years didn’t blow up at the injustice of promot-
ing Holcome over his head and expose the tax
manipulation he would hardly be human. The
way to offset this would be to give a larger salary
and greater power to the man who had been
“passed” by the new and younger candidate for
honors. Also, Battles could not doubt, a further
consideration had been a strong factor with the
terrorized Peter in dictating his own peculiar
promotion—that of protecting himself and his
business against further raids from the efficient
and predatory ‘‘youngster.” The acting-
presidency move on the chess board was about
the only way by which there was any hope of
checkmating Holcome.

These would certainly be the lines of reasoning
followed by Peter Hassett in arriving at the
decisions indicated by his official acts. There was
no sting to Battles in the recognition of the
one consideration uncomplimentary to himself
which had undoubtedly had its weight with Peter
Hassett in his present state of mind; Battles felt
sure that he had never held a firmer foothold in
the confidence and regard of old Peter than at the
moment.

“I believe,” he told himself, “that he regards
me as the only life raft in sight.”

Battles moved into President Hassett’s room.
If the business had interested him before, it
fascinated him now. He knew every detail of it
and it was this intimate knowledge which
equipped him to make instant decisions, to force
his arguments through by sheer weight of facts.

“Ask Battles,” had been President Hassett’s
byword. Now the entire organization adopted
it. His butlerish attitude vanished like magic
under the assumption of further authority—and
in its place there came a cool, polite dignity, a
reserve which moved his business visitors to
comment upon lis poise and quiet forceful-
ness.

Between himself and Holcome there was no
obvious constraint. Battles welcomed the new
vice-president into his office as cordially, if not
as effusively, as had Old Peter Hassett. But the
effect on young Holcome was disastrous. His
fire had disappeared and the flow of suggestions
which he had to make were so inconsequential
that they could easily have been made by almost
any of the office boys or stenographers.

In his quiet moments Battles sat and stared
at the swinging door which led to his old office,
where he could hear the steady click-click of
Pat’s industrious typewriter. Then, when the
longing to see her, to be near her, came like the
seventh wave he would press one of the buttons
on his desk and she would sit beside him while
he dictated. When correspondence was light,
John Henry Battles took to answering advertise-
ments in the magazines, just to have some excuse
to dictate.

This. he thought, was a bright and original
idea, until, one day, the smiling Princess de-
posited several catalogues on his desk and he
suddenly realized that he had answered two
perfume and one corset advertisements.

Late one aftcrnoon in the cool shaded quiet

(Continued on page 60)
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«Ask Battles”

(Continucd from page 58)

of Peter Hassctt’s officc Battles began to talk
and the Princess Pat laid aside her pencil.

“I just want.to tell you,” said Battles, “that
until you came here I regarded every one
around impersonally. T had been so interested
in my work—so busy that I hadn’t had time to
play. Somehow, having you here has changed
my outlook. I don’t want our relationship to
end here in dictation—and office details. Why
can’t I see you more frequently—outside?”

A dull rose color mounted to the Princess
Pat’s cheeks and her violet eyes half closed as if
she were trying to get the proper perspective on
some far-away picture.

“I'd really enjoy seeing you more frequently,”
she said quietly, “but it—it is not always con-
venient. You see mother and I—"

“Ts it because you—you——"

“Oh, not at all!”

“What did you think I was going to say?”

The rose color became pink now.

“I thought,” said the Princess Pat, “you
were going to say that it was because I didn’t—
enjoy—having you.”

“No,” said Battles, “I was going to suggest
that maybe it was because you preferred to
spend your time with—with some one else.””

The Princess sighed deeply.

“Please,” she pleaded, suddenly alert and
very much in earnest—‘“please tell me, Mr.
Battles, what you think of—of Mr. Holcome.”

John Henry Battles would have made a good
poker player. His face remained like unto a
house with the shades down.

“Mr. Holcome is our vice-president,” he
replied evenly. “Personally I do not know him
intimately.”

“Do you trust him?” Two deep violet eyes
met his squarely. Within a few inches—within
easy reach were two dear hands—soft—effi-
cient.

For just the fraction of a second Battles felt
an irresistible impulse to seize them, crush them
in his own, kiss them and shout:

“No, Idon’t. He's too smart. He’s too wise—
too sporty.”

The deliberation with which Battles struggled
for a-diplomatic answer to this surprising ques-
tion resulted in another astonishing outbreak
from Patricia:

“That will do; the witness is excused from
answering. I quite forgot that it’s a violation of
their code for men to tell on one another.” And
with this she disappeared into her own room.

HOLCOME had the rail at the three-quarters

and was going strong for the finish. Battles
lagged. The few rare, ever-to-be-remembered
appointments, which he succeeded in getting
with the Princess Pat only filled him with more
misgivings.

Yes; Holcome was having an easy race of it.
Battles plunged into his work, but at night, at
home, all the loneliness and longing which a man
feels in the swift-moving dream of being in love,
almost overpowered him.

“] want the Princess,” he told the elec-
trically spotted city night from his window.
“ And I might as well ask for the moon.”

b %d then—one night of all nights!—he had
ot

They had slipped silently through the long
stretches of boulevards and reached the outskirts
of the city. Almost at the edge of the road a
lazy night-lake lapped listlessly at the shore, the
water like ink, while from a distant pier came the
irregular flashes of a harbor light.

Silence enveloped them both and then, sud-
denly, Battles found that nestled in his hand was
a small soft one—the long, strong fingers gently
pressing his.

It was not a moment for speech, so Battles,
with God-given instinct rather than experience,
turned slowly, until the olive-tinted face with
its beautifully regular features was close—so
close—then he kissed her.

Just the faint breath of a light sigh crossed her
lips as his drew away. He fancied that in the
breaking of that contact he had felt her cheek

linger softly and caressingly against his for a
moment.

But in an instant it was over.

“I wonder,” thought Battles all the way back,
““if Mack Holcome ever kissed her—like that.”

Had the question been one of business, Battles
would not have rested short of its answer.

Driving back through the boulevards he had
it on the tip of his tongue a dozen times to say,
in a light, unconcerned manner:

“Well, I suppose I'm as far behind Mack in
kissing styles as I am in everything else.”

But he didn’t. Instead:

“I know just riding bores you—but I just
don’t seem to fit in those Jazz Palaces. Besides,
I hate to share you with a crowd when I get a
chance to be with you.”

She looked up at him quickly and for just a
moment her hand rested lightly on his arm.
Battles swore fervently because a curve in the
road forced him to move the wheel. The hand
was gone. .

“Do you think I really miss those places cn a
night like this?” she asked.

“Well,” said Battles, “that’s hard for me to
say. Iknow you like to dance—because you are
a good dancer. And I can only judge by——"

“Because Mr. Holcome likes cabaretting,”
she finished for him.

“Yes,” said Battles.

“But, still,”” she continued sweetly—far too
sweetly—* this is nice for a—diversion.”

Battles snorted. He could feel that she was
laughing softly at him.

“T know what you are thinking,” she volun-
teered. “You are wondering if I like to sew and
cook and read—and stay home.”

“Yes,” suggested Battles hopefully.

“Well, what do you think, Mr. Battles?"

«QOh! Lord!” groaned Battles hopelessly, “I
don’t know,” and again he surmised that she was
laughing at him.

The concentratisn which Battles focused upon
the income statement prepared by Holcome of
Hassett, Incorporated, was a proof that it is
possible for the human mind to function nor-
mally along certain lines when the emotions are in
the same disor.derly state which follows an ex-
plosion in a shingle mill. Battles put in several
days of absorbing calculation in connection with
these schedules, occasionally calling upon the
grizzled Hooker for information. And this
understanding old Maine Yankee never leit
Battles’ desk without a shrewd smile twitching
at his lips.

The Princess Pat obviously and openly avoided
him—but on rare occasions she shot him a glance
which, strangely enough, he found himself
unable to interpret.

As the distance between them widened, that
between herself and Holcome became less and
less. In Battles’ solitary drives in the coupe the
roaring sport car would rush past him like a
simoon; at the theatre he had only to lift his
eyes to the choicest box to locate Patricia in new
plumage and her industrious suitor at her side.
He was, as Battles had heard one of the office

irls remark, ‘““the fastest worker who had ever
Elill-: the Hassett track.”

There was only one brief interval in which the
favored Holcome appeared to be slipping. This
was during the official visit of the field man
for the Income Tax Unit. In this period the
young vice-president was not his gay debonair
self. In his brief and infrequent calls at his
office he was nervous and ill at ease. And his
attentions to Patricia lost their continuity and
aggressiveness. :

The fact that the inspector appeared to be
quite chummy with Battles and accepted
luncheon and dinner engagements from the
Acting President undeniably had a disquieting
effect on Holcome. He told himself that they
were altogether too thick. The quiet young
man with the ready smile apparently found his
task a pleasant one—not to be hurried unduly.
He had told Battles that he was sent to check
against the return for the second year back—
the last one which Battles had personally pre-
pared. And Battles had called in Hooker and
given instructions that the official caller be
given complete access to all books, records and
documents. Both he and Battles appeared to
regard the investigation as a mere formality—
a very pleasant one, since it brought them
together.

“Young Redfield Martin seems to be a mighty
interesting young chap,” Battles told Patricia
“J like him. He talks well about almost any-
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««Ask Battles”’

(Continued from page 61)

If Batiles suffered bécause he believed that
Patricia was lost to him, he suffered no less keenly
over the position in which Peter Hassett now
found himself. This was because-he was Battles.
The note of personal attachment to Peter
Hassett, which amounted to something like hero
worship, was the reaction*of Battles’ own char-
acter. He asked himself a hundred times if
Holcome’s lying telegram would be believed
without question. And was it possible that
Peter Hassett would show a .yellow streak by
failing to appear at'the hearing. ‘Well; could he
be greatly blamed if he did? He had suddenly
discovered that he was old; that Vouth had
trapped him and-that-he faced -terrible possi=
bilities at the end of his life. As.Battles wrestled
with these questions; Patricia gave “him little
or no chance to lack into her eyes-for an answer
to at least one of his problems.. C

IN THE private car which had been chartered

for the trip because of “the “hiass of books
and documents to be taken and the size of the
party, Battles came face to face with Patricia.

“I prevailed on her last night,”’ explained
Holcome. “We may need a stenographer, one
with brains, before we get through.” Besides;
she copied the figures from the work-sheet in
making out the return and checked them back
afterwards. Thought it best to have everybody
who had anything to do with the matter along.
While you seemed to- regard it as unnecessary
for Mr. Hassett to know anything about -the
matter when the notice first came, I assumed
that you would think better of it later, so I
wired him,

“No need to have him bothered with this
,’  was Battles’ good-natured reply.
“There’s nothing to worry about—you should
know that better than anyone, for you handled
the work. As to Miss Dane, it’s all Tight for her
to come along. Probably I should have thought
of it myself.”

“We ought to go over those books right now,”
said Holcome in a troubled tone.

“Why?”’ asked Battles.

. “Well, we’ve got to have some sort of explana-
tion ready, haven’t we?”

“Do our figures need explaining? You are
the one who knows best.”

“Helll T don’t know anything,” said Holcome
angrily. “Do as you damn please about it.”

Battles smiled.

The fact that Patricia was brought into the
party at the last moment, and through Holcome,
was an unpleasant omen to Battles, Didn’t it
ytxtply :hat the rtl:{latiolnsdbe:lweeﬁ the two were so
Intimate, so acknowledged, that the girl was
taking her stand at the side of her man inghl;s hour
of trouble?

Not bg.'i;my outward sign, however, did Battles
betray his emotion or the strain of suspense
which quickened his heartbeats when the
quartette from Hassett, Inc., finally found
themselves seated in the mahogany furnished
office of the Deputy Commissioner on the fol-
lowing day. .

_Battles occupied a chair near one of the four
windows through which, framed in the rich green
foliage _which makes Washington unlike any
other city, he coul_d see the statue of Lafayette.
Hooker, characteristically enough, found inter-
est in the charts and diagrams which adorned
the walls. Holcome, pale and nervous and
obviously ill at ease, allowed his gaze to rove
gg% d?g;lnt stt:dpomft, t\l’la.t'ying this effect by a
CO}iShmd the ﬂoo{ o e green carpet which

e Princess Pat found solace in an intent
scrutiny of the blue sky, although she occasion-
ally permitted her thoughtful, aimost sorrowful
Baze to rest now and then on the confident.
al%ost i;‘wu}yhfz:lce g Battles, ’

nce she sighed. Holcome look
suspiciously. Battles remained imﬁolll)‘i?les.harply’

The arrival of the Deputy Ccommissioner and
the chief of the corporation section caused a
tightening of nerves, but the effect of their quiet
businesslike and almost cordial attitude restored
Holcome to a semblance of his old confident
bearing.

“We'll wait just a moment or two,” announced
the Deputy Commissioner after the party was
scated at the long table. “I expect that you

find Washington almost unbearably hot,” he
continued. “I’m sure nothing but necessity
would keep me here a day in midsummer.” ’
Turning to Patricia he asked: . -
“Is this your first experience in Washington,

- Miss—eh—Dane?”’

“Oh! no,” came the quick, smiling answer. “1

was here for a year—as social secretary t> the .

wife of a new senator from——" . 4 .
But her sentence remained unfinished, for
Peter Hassett—looking tragically worn and old,
suddenly appeared in the doorway leading from
the reception-room. He nodded.in a vague, un-
thinking ‘way to the group collectively and then
said to the Deputy Commissioner: ‘“I’m sorry
to be late, but I came on from.the .Coast and
my -train was delayed. Really intended to sce

you before the hearing began, but——"’

At this .the face .of Holcome went white.
Hassett apparently had lost his nerve and in-
tended to squeal. That was an old man’s trick,
anyhow! .Why hadn’t the old fool come on in
time so that they could have talked together?
But with no chance to give him a mental shot in
the arm, here he was with a face that was a

- confession of crime and despair. If he ever got

out of this, Holcome told himself, it would teach
him never fo depend on an old man for anything
that took nerve or poise.

“Now, gentlemen, we might as well proceed on
the matter for which you were called to Washing-
ton. In the preliminary audit of the consolidated
return for your company for the year ended
December 31, 1920, it appears necessary to
request that you furnish additional information
in connection with your claim of invested
capital.”

The habit of years asserted itself and in
a dull mechanical way—apparently quite as
much to himself as to the Chairman of the
hearing, Peter interrupted with:

“Ask Battles.”

All eyes were turned on Battles—all but two,
at least—when Patricia suddenly exclaimed:

“Look! He’silll He's—”

Battles and the girl were at the side of Peter
Hassett, who had suddenly dropped forward
upon the table.

“The rest of you remain here,” directed
Battles, “until Miss Dane and I look after him
for a moment. He’ll be all right shortly.”

The Chairman was quick to catch the infer-
ence in Battles’ glance and words and said:

“Yes; we’ll remain here. No doubt it’s simply
a touch of Washington heat after a long, ex-
hausting trip.” Then, at the doorway, he sum-
moned ushers who were directed to take the
stricken man to the first-aid room,

‘When Battles returned, followed in a moment
by Patricia, he'began abruptly:

“If we may resume, sir, I'll try to answer your
question. You are apparently under the im-
pression that the return indicates a manipula-
tion of the figures with respect to the subsidiary
companies. They have been manipulated.”

Tge face of Holcome turned from white to
ashen and he seemed about toexclaim, but finally
checked himself and did his best to compose his
lips into a cynical smile.

“Do I understand you—"’ began the Chair-
man.

“Exactly!” interrupted Battles, “I said that
the figures have been manipulated. But no
fraud has been committed. In fact the govern-
ment owes Hassett, Incorporated, a refund of
several thousand dollars—about eight or ten.”

“That,” remarked the Chairman of the
hearing, “is rather a remarkable statement.
In fact”—and he laughed in a tone in which the
note of cynicism was unforced—*‘this promises
to be quite a novel experience. But perhaps I
ought to warn you—"

‘““No need to do that, sir; I fully understand
that this is a formal and official hearing and that
what I say may be used against me. The basic
figures for subsidiary companies were manipu-
lated. I know—for I did that work myself.”

As he dropped this bomb he glanced at the
faces of Holcome and Patricia. Both were vivid
with amazement. But the countenance of the
girl showed an uncontrolled expression of horror,
while that of Holcome took on an intense look
of relief. )

“However,” Battles resumed quietly, looking
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straight into the astonished eyes of the Deputy
Commissioner, “my part of the manipulation was
not in the direction you would naturally think.
It was calculated greatly to increase the taxes
instead of lowering them. To be exact, without
any further manipulation anywhere along the
line, the result of working out my basic figures
would have been to increase the total tax some
three hundred and fifty thousand dollars above
the correct amount. In other words, I boosted
the basic figures.

“My motive? I had reason to believe that I

. was not to. compute the tax return, as I had

done since the first report, but that this task
was to be turned over to another. Also, I had
convincing reasons for suspecting that the person

. delegated to prepare the statement intended to

attempt to frame a fraudulent statement so
that he might use it as a club over the head of

- Mr. Hassett. He has used it, in fact, very

effectively. There is ample evidence of that.
I couldn’t stand by and sce Peter Hassectt
jockeyed into the position, technically at least,
of being party to a fraudulent return. Also, I
wanted to rid him and the company, for all time,
of thé most sinister influence which had ever
touched them. So I took the only way which
seemed open to protect Mr. Hassett and trap
the crook who had gained his confidence.

' “Fortunately a chance remark which I over-
heard gave me rather a definite idea of the

. amount of tax which he intended to ‘save’ and

the manner in which he proposed to make this
manipulation, All these statements are capable

- of corroboration. In fact every book or record

having any direct ‘bearing on the accuracy of

- the Hassett company’s tax statement is here.

So also is Mr. Hooker, who has been the chief
accountant of the company for forty years. His
Earilne%i]??l assistants are at the hotel, ready to be
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'HIS,” commented the Deputy Commis-
sioner, “is certainly an amazing statement.
“Can you explain how the person who had the
responsibility of computing the tax came to
accept your manipulated figures without ques-
tion?”

“If you’d let me, sir,” interrupted Silas
Hooker, with a peculiar light in his faded old
eyes, “I'd like to answer that question. When-
ever anyone has wanted to know anything in
the way of company figures Mr. Hassctt has
always said, ‘Ask Battles'—yes, sir, alwaysl
Ever since Mr. Battles became his confidential
man, years ago. And everyone in the head
offices knows that Mr. Battles’ word is the same
as Mr. Hassett’s. He speaks for Mr. Hassett—
we understand that! Before Mr. Holcome came
with the company it was a rule that no one, in
or out of the company, was to get figures of im-
portance excepting from Mr. Battles. I pre-
pared all the other basic figures and handed them
to Mr. Battles.”

“And I passed them on to Mr. Holcome as in
the usual course,” rejoined Battles. ‘‘Here is the
tax statement as it should have been and here
are all the basic figures. The books and records
from which they were taken are ready for ex-
amination and checking. They will show that
the government has not been defrauded, but, on
the contrary, that a substantial refund is due the
corporation.

‘‘Before, however, I arbitrarily increased the
valuation of our closing inventory by twenty
per cent, which, as you know, would increase
the income for the year by the same amount.
As I said before, I had reason to suspect that
the tax return would be manipulated, and from
certain remarks which had come to me I antici-
pated that the manipulation would be in the
inventory. Of course without access to the
books themselves, I realized that the person
Freparing the return would not dare to manipu-
ate the invested capital, because he would be
unable to make it correspond with the returns
for the preceding years. I did not pass on to him
the original inventory, nor the details, nor the
total. We have those inventories here, however,
as originally taken, and which are, of course,
subject to your inspection.

“You will find that in making up the tax
return which was submitted, the closing in-
ventory was arbiirarily reduced, with an effect
to reduce income and correspondingly reduce
taxes. I would prefer not to comment further
upon that reduction, at least as to the motives
(Continued on page 64)
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whacked him with a heavy leather bat. Then
he decided the course of future events in one
wild leap and wheeling in his tracks, pounded at
full speed down the stretch—headed the wrong
way of the track! Hugging the rail he dashed
blindly and wholeheartedly for the first turn.

Coming into the back stretch the racing field
were nearing him at every jump and almost
certain death loomed at the point of their
meeting.

Whatever may be said. for or against Alex-
ander, it can never be held against him that he
lacked discretion. A futile tug on-the reins
assured him that Pete had no intention of de-
v!ati_ng from his course and the youngster,
picking a soft spot on the far side of the fence,
catapulted gracefully over the rail.

His rider’s dereliction, far from disconcerting
Pete, seemed but to lend him added speed.
The tatterdemalion group of “boys™ whose
mounts were leading the field looked up at the
turn of the back stretch and beheld, horror-
stricken, a gigantic, red-eyed mule bearing down
on them, hugging the rail and tearing off thirty
feet to a stride. . .

They argued not, neither did they hesitate.
_Wlth one accord the field telescoped as though
it had run into a solid wall, and then spread
fanwise as the frantically pulling jockeys jerked
their mounts from the rail and broke for the
outside of the track. Pete went through them,
past them and almost over them without slack-
Ing a second or shortening a stride. Only when
he had passed the very nearly apoplectic grand-
stand throngs on his mile journey did he ease
his sprint and suffer old Tony, heart-brokenly
crying, to snatch his bridle rein and slip a
blanket across his thighs.

The reproach in the old negro’s voice and the
tumult of acclaim that greeted one of his
lather-covered . rivals, brought Pete the first
realization that something had gone wrong.
Whether or not he ever knew that he had not
won cannot pe told. But a strange feeling that
he had not lived up to expectations did disturb
his deep breathing apparatus. ’

Sadly old Tony led him back beside the track
for the half-mile walk to his stable. The saddle
still perched behind his withers. He had none
of the hono!-s qf a race horse coming to him now.
The erstwhile jockey squatted on his back, tears
wnmg in crooked rivulets down his dust-gray

e.

.““Daggone you, Alexander, why’n’t ou k
his haid straight? Ain’t I done tltraach a)llou he:g
to ride?” wailed the old man. “Now Ah’m
broke, you broke, eveybuddy on ’at fahm’s
brolfe, and we 'lose a chance to make a killin’.”
He Jerked angrily at the bridle rein and favored
Pete with a killing glare. *You daggone low-
down, no’count thing, you, you—?" his limited
vocabulary failed to supply the depth of denun-
ciation. He faced about and shook a bony
finger in the downcast eves. “You MULE,” he
shouted. . ’

Tl}e depth of disgust in the voice made
}I:.ctes ears buzz as he laid them back against
wllsse hf)zg;re‘y}\lth z}ln angry snort he swung side-

e rail :
sceIne of i disgrac,e f;azmg, out on the track, the
t was at the three-quarter pole, the place
vt.\lrlhere Golden Star was to start inlf]is race agla)linst
che stop watch. Tony stopped berating his
' arger to watch the colt. “Rub some o’ them

_ea;s outen yoh eyes and look at the way a
Jjoc eydgets his hawse off,” he commanded

exander. Prancing up the track from the

Birthright

(Continued from page 63)

stands came Golden Star, fretting at the bit as
the boy on his back held him in tightly. With
him came a four-year-old from the farm’s
racing stable to act as pace-maker for the first
five furlongs. Another old campaigner and
co-star of the stable was to carry him along for
the last half of the long journey.

Pete drew back from the rail and turned to
face them. Almost in front was the starting gate
and across the track the starter in his coop
Golden Star swung gracefully about and walked
up to the barrier on the rail. His companion
ranged close beside and with a snap of the
assistant starter’s whip, the narrow band flew
upward and the horses broke.

A shrill cry from Tony, the thunder of hoofs,
a curse from the starter, and a glistening figure
shot over the fence and lunged down the outside
of the track in the wake of the evenly running
team on the rail. Clinging to its back in des-
perate self-defense, slack-armed, scared to
death, huddled Alexander.

At the tip of the grandstand, Golden Star had
opened a lead of a length on his pacemaker and

- was running easily on the inside. Unknown to

either of the jockeys, thirteen hundred pounds
of outraged mule was thundering down on them,
bent on victory, out to win or break a leg, striv-
ing for vindication and nursing the totaled
wrongs and injured pride of a race-horse heartin
a misfit frame,

The grandstand, the paddock and the stables,
that had started to laugh, stopped to wonder,
then to applaud. Bets on how long the mule
could stand the dizzy pace were laid and taken.
Pete could have quit now and been a hero. But
he had other ideas.

At the five-cighths pole stood the sprinter who
would carry the racing chestnut across the line.
An excited group of hands milled about the rail,
lashed by the stinging tongue of a little grey-
haired man who ordered them to stop “that
damned mule.” As the trio of speeding racers
cut the intervening distance down to a bare
thirty feet, the fresh horse broke and the jockey
on the other pacemaker pulled up to gallop
slowly on the outside. But as he slackened speed
to pull over, a gleaming nostril poked past his
saddle girth and a massive mule caromed from
his horse’s side and continued in full-strided
pursuit of the three-year-old. A scattered,
chattering crew of negroes hustled them off the
track and in a daze the jockey watched the
prozress of the race.

They were at the turn off the back stretch.
The fresh sprinter, aided by his early lead, still
showed in front. Lapped on his flank on the
outside was Golden Star and hugging the inner
rail and a jump back was the mule. Around the
turn they flew without change and as they swung
into the head of the stretch the boy on Golden
Star let out a wrap of leather from his wrists
and the chestnut took the lead. Still on the
inside, Pete was carried wide by his great weight,
but straightened out quickly and bumped
between the sprinter and the curving rail and
clung to the chestnut’s side.

Alexander caught a glimpse of Tony as they
flashed past the turn and gaped in amazement.
A wild-eyed, frantic, old man, beating a dusty
hat against the white-limed rail. Pleading,
exhorting, his voice rising in a falsetto shriek
above the din as he danced in the forefront of a
sea of grinning black faces. “You Alexander,”
he howled, “Ride ’at mule—co-0-me on, you
Pete.” All around that tortuous oval Alexander
had lived in fear of the wrath to come, but when
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he saw that forgiveness, even honor, might result
from victory, he set down to his work with all
of the art that he had learned.

Jerking his bat from beneath his knece, he'
thumped it in a rolling sweep above the mule’s'
ribs and haunches. Timing the down stroke of
the leather goad with the exact moment of
impact with the turf, he shot the great body
forward in ever increasing leaps until the stiff,
Eointed ears were nodding at the white boy’s
nee. :

It was the first intimation the colt’s rider had
of a third contestant and he turned a surprised
face to identify the persistent challenger. Only
his years of experience kept him from falling off
when he saw the mule with Alexander on his
back, lapped at his own mount’s saddle girth—
and gaining. For an instant Golden Star -
wavered as his rider weaved in his saddle. And
in that instant the mule came through on the
rail, his thighs welted by the stinging bat that
flung down on them at the end of Alexander’s
arm,

He was in the lead—a head, then .a halfa
length and the finish line less than fifty yards
away. Golden Star felt the prowess of his rival,
sensed the spirit of the contest that carried
back to the yearling days and beyond, and
settled down gamely running on his own cour-
agekand with little help from the jockey on his

ack.

Bit by bit he cut down the mule’s lead. But
the rush had come too late. Stride for stride
they passed the wire, but the nose that was first
to catch the judge’s eye was the bony, loose-
lipped muzzle of a mule.

Gradually the horse slackened speed and came
to a stop at the middle of the first turn. Not so
Pete. His racing blood was up and race he did.
Again it was old Tony, tears streaming down his
face and words of love and foregivencss streaming
from his lips, that halted him.

Back to the stands they marched. The
wizened black man with the stride of an Em-
peror, leading his victorious charge, Alexander
grinning on his back and Pete, the mule-horse,
thoroughbred heart thumping against hybrid
ribs in a mad tattoo, head up, eyes agleam.

“See 'at time,” shouted Tony, waving toward
the board near the stand. Alexander looked.

“Time, 2.09,” it read. .

““Great Gawd, we done flew,” he gasped in
mingled awe and exaltation.

And then came the dctuge. The fair grounds
rocked with cheers and laughter. The Mast.er,
his anger melting into a smile of sportsmanlike
pleasure at a great performance, walked out on
the track and patted Pete’s muzzle. Then he
turned to Golden Star, head bloody but unbowed
and still the hope of all Kentucky for the
Latonia Championship.

“Well, old, timer,” was his greeting, *you ran
a great race, but it took your big brother to
beat you, so it’s all in the family.”

The chestnut pulled himself crect. It was the
old pose of the yearling sales. Proudly he
looked over at Pete, through him, and beyond.
No sign of defeat dulled the spirit of his eye.
He was a thoroughbred.

And Pete knew it. Easily, almost lazily, he
too drew himself to .attention. Up-headed,
straight-legged. eyes afire.

And then across the course, the stands, tke
stables, blared the most ungodly, unregal
sound that ever struck the car of man—tke
battle cry of a “Kentucky canary,” raucous,
strident—but triumphant.

Grand Lodge Committee on Good of the Order

HE

g ELks Macazine for August inadvert-

Z’,, :ré\:)tl:ed f:pm the record of the Grand
L vention mention of the Report
olf the Grand Lodge Committee on Goog of
the Order. The report was made Thursday
morning, July 1o, by the Chairman, Hon
William H. Crum, of Springficld, TIl. ' Lodgé
gﬁ;)w: _?8. Its outstanding features twere as

At the 1923 session of the Grand Lodge held

in Atlanta, the California State Elks Association
presented a memorial, asking that the Grand
Lodge observe “Founders Day,” to be made
compulsory upon all subordinate Lodges for
some day in the month of February each year,
The Committee, after hearing arguments, held
that the petition should not be allowed, stating
that subordinate Lodges should observe
‘Founders Day” at their own option. The large
lodges, the Committee recommended, could

observe it as a special service, while the smaller
ones might combine it with Past Exalted Rulers’
Night, thus securing a larger attendance.

The Committee also recommended that the
new history of America being sponsored by the
American Legion receive the hearty endorscment
of the Grand Lodge. The report closed with
commendation of the splendid co-operation
given the Committee by Grand Exalted T uler
McFarland.
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September, 1924 5

A Timely Message to Lodges
Interested in Raising Funds

(with special reference to money

for Christmas Charities)

l ARGE as our organization is, we cannot serve all who

will need to retain us. at this season. REFERENCES:

Last year it was necessary for the B, C. McGuire Com- Bank of the Manhattan Co.
pany to decline contracts from some twenty lodges. New York City

It is not one day too early to consider how the charity funds Corn Exchange Bank
you hope to raise before Christmas or New Year’s Day are New York City
to be obtained. - Chatham & Phenix

. National Bank

Whatever the method, plans should be getting under 1\‘;’” York City

way very soon.
. ) Colonial Trust Company
And if you wish to benefit by the services of the organ- - Philadelphia, Pa.

ization which was so successful for many of the leading Franklin Trust Company

lodges last year, a talk with one of our experts is essen- Philadelphia, Pa.
tial now. :
Lowell Trust Company
* * * Lowell, -Mass.
And 600 fraternal orders all over the
The B. C. McGuire Company is an organization of United States

150 trained experts. It has behind it an experience of
ten years as philanthropic specialists— ten years of service
to lodges and charitable organizations (during these ten years it has raised for Elks’ charity
and building alone, hundreds of thousands of dollars)—ten years of intensive study of prac-
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Out of this ten years' experience has grown the McGuire Plan—by far the most successful
method of fund-raising ever developed.

- The McGuire Plan has many advantages which cannot be gone into in this limited space.
Suffice it to say that by this plan:

The lodge makes no investment whatever—the B. C. McGuire Company bears every cent of
the expense and assumes the financial responsibility.
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The lodge gets a full net return—and the relation of the lodge’s profit to the gross amount
collected is definitely known in advance.

There is no committee work—what the committee generallydoesis done byMcGuire Organization.
The resulls can be predicted with more certainty than with any other method
The McGuire Plan has never failed to accomplish what it set out to do.

* o *

For the reasons stated we urge that you get in touch with us now. There is of course no
obligation implied by an interview. Kindly address your letter for the personal attention of
Mr. Charles E. Rock, President.

B. C. McGUIRE COMPANY

245 West 55th Street, Néw York
“PHILANTHROPIC SPECIALISTS”
Assets over $1,000,000
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