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Humphries unbent his dignity to the extent
of introducing the soft Italian A, and it
delighted the gallery. Even a Master of
Ceremonies must have his little joke, though
many sport writers have censured Mr.
Humphries severely for permitting this
unbecoming levity at so formal a function
as the announcing of a prizefight.

Those who insist that the old order of
things always is the best, will make com-
parisons between Joseph Humphries, M. C.,
and the late Billy Jordan, somewhat to the
disparagement of the former. This is unfair
and uncalled-for. . .

It is true that Mr. Jordan was impressive.
He wore a set of low-slung moustaches that
suggested the tusks of a walrus. His voice
was the’ voice of the bull walrus at calling
time. He had a set form for announcing
prizefights that made the ceremonial one tg
be remembered. :

ALWAYS he would wind up his intro-
ductions in this fashion:

“This is to be a forty-five round contest
for the lightweight championship of the
world and may the best manwin. Let’ergo.”

Immediately upon the conclusion of this
speech the time-keeper would sound the
gong and the fight would be on. There are
those who insist that Mr. Humphries should
borrow this set form because of its impres-
siveness. But Mr. Humpbhries, being a true
artist, disdains the use of it. He prides
himself upon his originality and his ability
to get results in his own way with his own
simple choice from the abundant English
language.

The great announcer, Mr. Humpbhries
contends, first of all must be himself. The
talent is born in him. It can not be acquired
by a study of the methods of those who
announced before him. The Billy Jordan

school of announcing may have been all right _

in its way, but Joseph Humphries, M. C.,
is no man’s imitator.

Mr. Humphries must be right. His
methods must be the best, otherwise he
could not have held the attention of his
thirty million listeners. Again, of the
thousands of fighters that Mr. Humphries
has presented to the public not one has ever
complained that Mr. Humphries slighted
him or failed to extol in impressive fashion
his manifold virtues and accomplishments.
As far as the prize ring is concerned there
is only one Master of Ceremonies and that
one is Joseph Humphries.

The life of Mr. Joseph Humphries natur-
ally has been replete with great moments.
Standing in the center of the ring at Boyle’s
Thirty Acres at Jersey City he heralded, in
the presence of ninety-two thousand people,
the “Battle of the Century” between Jack
Dempsey, the heavyweight champion of
the world, and Georges Carpentier, the
popular idol of France and the heavyweight
champion of Europe.

One might suppose that Mr. Humphries
would look back upon this as the greatest
of his great moments, this rather prolonged
burst of eloquence before the first million-
dollar house that a prizefight ever drew.
But no.

The greatest moment to date in the life
of Mr. Joseph Humphries was at an obscure
function where he pointed his finger at a
stout and grizzled gentleman and said,
“Ladies and gentlemen, Mr. John L.
Sullivan, champion of champions and the
noblest Roman of them all.”

Mr. Joseph Humphries, you see, is a
sentimentalist in regard to fistiana. He is
not awed by numbers. He is not im-
pressed by gate receipts. He felt the glory
and the grandeur that was John L. Sullivan’s.

Mr. Humphries looks forward to a still
greater moment before his career as Master
of Ceremonies to the world of sport is ended.
He dreams of it in off hours. This moment

. will come when he will be able to point in

the direction of a friend and neighbor of the
old Fourth Ward and say, “Ladiés and
gentlemen, the President of the United
States and popular idol of the Fourth Ward,
Alfred E. Smith.”

“And if I could make that presentation
just once,” said Mr. Humpbhries, “I would
be content to have it stand as my last
announcement.”

Until he discovered his vocation the man
who has commanded the attention of the
thirty million followed various occupations.
He was a messenger on the Stock Exchange
for a while, then at the age of scventcen
he developed into a full-fledged bartender.
This would indicate that young Humphries
was decidedly a precocious youth.

At a Tammany Hall function thirty-four
years ago Mr. Humphries found himself.
In an emergency that rose when the district
leader who was to have presided was over-
come by his emotions and champagne, young

-Joseph Humphries wasscalled upon to act as

Master of Ceremonies.

He fu'filled this task with such emphasis
and tact and gave such evidence of a com-
pelling force of voice and personality that
it was the talk of the function. The Master
of Ceremonies made a bigger hit than any
of the ceremonies. From that time on the
services of Mr. Humphries as an announcer
were commandeered for endless political
and social functions.

This work which he did for the pure joy
of it and the happiness it gave him in sclf-
expression soon began to interfere with his
mere trade of bartending. Mr. Humphries
never was mercenary but he began to learn
that he would have to make his art pay his
living expenses. He accepted fees for pro-
fessional announcing. He had to com-
mercialize his art, but then, who does not?
Of course there are announcers who might
be had without fees, but these are mere
dilettantes.

There is no fixed fee for this work. In
that regard it is like any other profession.
Mr. Humphries would not expect the same
honorarium for presiding at one of the
minor prizefights that he received for
presiding before the ninety thousand at
Boyle’s Thirty Acres the day that Dempsey
and Carpentier fought ‘“The Battle of the
Century.”

FOR any worthy cause Mr. Humphries
will announce for nothing at all and it
must be said to his credit that his voice is
just as resonant when he is announcing for
charity as it is when he is announcing for
the maximum fee. A true artist like Mr.
Humphries always throws his soul into his
work.

Especially at Madison Square Garden in
New York is the voice of Joseph Humphries
the voice of authority and in fact the only
voice of authority. I felt that keenly
during the National Democratic Convention
when an attempt was made to present
some of the dark horses to a hostile gallery,
hostile to every statesman but Alfred E.
Smith. I felt at the time that Mr. Joseph
Humphries might have carried even this
work off gracefully.

He would raise hi§ hand with that magni-
ficent upward sweep and begin: “In this
corner the popular idol of Oklahoma—"’

At this point the gallery would burst into
acquiescent cheers through sheer force of
habit. The voices of the statesmen seemed
to jar on them and irritate them. They
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nceded the soothing tones of the master
voice. .

Mr. Humphries once used Battling.Sﬁu,
the Singular Sencgalese, and his own nimble
wit to quell a real riot at Madison Square
Garden. The Judges had just given a deci-
sion that scemed to infuriate about ninety-
nine per cent. of the customers. Mr.
Humphrics climbed into the ring to appease
them. The occupants of the gallery began
throwing bottles into the arena. Two
persons werc knocked unconscious and the
police were very busy.

For once the place was not stilled by !:he
wave of the admonitory hand of Humphries.
Scrious  trouble impended.  Humphries
quickly glanced around and saw Siki.

He beckoned to the negro, who climbed
into the ring grinning, a grotesque figure.
The tumult subsided a little. )

“Battling Siki,” announced Mr. Humph-
rics. “The WHITE HOPE of Scncgal.”
The gallery started to laugh and the situa-
tion was saved.

Of coursc Mr. Humphrics has some
practical knowledge of the Quecnsberry
art with which his own art is so closely allied.
As stock messenger and bartender he en-
gaged in some purely amateur fistic argu-
ments.  Later in lifc he became manager
for the late Terry McGovern.

T ONE time Joscph Humphries was

offered a chance to make considerable
moncy out of the fight game. Jack Johnson,
prior to his meeting with Tommy Burns in
Australia, besought Joe Humphries'to become
his manager.

“I knew at the time that he would beat
Burns,” said Humphries. “It was an
opportunity to make quite a little. But I
am one of those who believe that the heavy-
weight championship must be held by the
white racc. It was for this reason that I
refused. I kaow I may be too conservative
but that is the way I am built.”

For a time Joseph Humphries announced
the batteries at bascball games. This was
until they introduced the megaphone.
Finally Humphrics was ordered to employ
this artificial aid. He felt that it was a
reflecction on his voice and his art. He
refused and resigned. -

The “loud speaker” employed by the
ordinary orator is disdained by Humphries.
He regards it as unnatural, and as far as heis
concerned, uscless.

“I, mysclf, am my own loud spcaker,”
he says in the manner of one who knows
himself and is surc of himself. One must be
very sure of himself to succeed where Joseph
Humphries has succeeded. Let him once
lose his poise, let his voice show just the
slightest symptom of a nervous tremor and
his work and his reputation would be lost
forever, drowned in a flood of cat-calls
from a merciless gallery. .

Some of the adventures into pronunciation
made by Mr. Humphrics showed his
dauntless spirit. He was especially §ntrcpld
during that period when prizefighting was
absolutely prohibited in New York State.
This brought about a revival of wrestling.
This sport has more absolutely unpronounc-
able names than the Finnish or the Welsh
languages.

When a list of the performers at one
night’s show was handed to Mr. Humphries
and he was dared to step into the ring and
start the announcements he did not flinch.
“A man can but do his best,” he said.
He went at it as only Joc Humplhrics would
and he got away with it, as they say.

Many a lumbering Lithuanian, many a
Cossack of the Don, manv a bewildered

(Continued on page 73)
















April, 1925

A Man’s Home and His Garden

As Seen In Some Exceptional Books on These Subjects

S LIFE developes for us there is one
common thought that comes—the
picture of a house and a garden of our

own. Big ones or little, imposing or pic-
turesque, mansions or log-cabins, there it
cternally is, that desire to possess a fortress
in the conflict, a shelter in the storm. Itis
an untouched and primal instinct. In most
cases all our striving and hope and love lead
straight into such a little corner of the
world, and never a man dreams of that but
he plans to make it beautiful according to
his light and, indeed, if he makes it that, it is
bound to be beautiful.
You remember what Kipling says:

“How can I turn from any fire,

Or any man’s hearthstone?

I know the wonder and desire
That went to build my own!”

It is no haphazard gesture, therefore, on
the part of writers and publishers which
gives us every year some new conception of
home building or garden making. There is
in every human heart an emotion which
answers to books that touch on these sub-
jects, so that the audience for such efforts
1s almost without number.

Just think it over for a moment. Think
of the great crop of smart aleck novels that
have been written in, say, the past couple
of years. Clever beyond a scrap of doubt,
but some of them have been cheap, some
cheap and nasty, some just blah, if you’ll
forgive the word. And what a hullabaloo
they made! We have been surrounded on all
sides by reviews and comment about them,
and a large percentage of their names are
already showing specks of dust. Pretty
soon you won'’t be able to see or remember
their titles.

Oh, they are all right in their way, god-
sends as far as easy entertainment goes, and
laughter and an acquaintance with the lives
and thoughts of some of our fellows. But
the great thing is that they should not
crowd out of our reading that marvelous
little army of books which comes marching
along year by year with but a muted sound
of trumpets. (Are trumpets ever muted?
Well, it sounded rather well!)

If you do not own a house, especially a
house in the country, and you open one of
these “house and garden” books, it sets you
thinking. Why, if there are such pleasant
places in the world, haven’t you one? How
do other chaps manage to acquire such
things®> If they can have them, why not
you? Then, go to it with might and main.
They are for the industrious and strong and
thrifty and determined.

If that isn’t inspirational reading, we'd
like to know what is! But suppose one fails!
—everyone can’t win out! Well, there has
been the experience of the dream, at least.

And, besides all this, these volumes are In
most cases corking reading. In any well-
written book on houses and home building
there are history and story and romance
sandwiched in among the pages.

A Most Delightful Book

AKE, for instance, “American Homes

of Today ” by Augusta Owen Patterson,
which was just recently been brought out by
The Macmillan Company. At first glimpse

By Claire Wallace Flynn

here is a book designed for the millionaire—
but at first glimpse only. The story of the
historic background of our present popular
forms of architecture belongs to us who
build pleasant six-room houses quite as well
as it does to the magnate with his sixty.

We can enjoy fully as well as he (perhaps
better) Mrs. Patterson’s gay and descriptive
pen when she tells us about the “Cast Iron
Renaissance” in the latter part of the nine-
teenth century, and when she bursts forth

Books Reviewed This Month
American Homes of To-day, by Augusta

Owen Patterson. (The Macmillan
Company, New York)

The House Beauliful Building Annual—
1925, Edited by Charles G. Loring.
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by H. Vandervoort Walsh. (Charles
Scribner’s Sons, New York)
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Average Man, by Jay Axelrod, Archi-
tect, St. Paul, Minnesota. (Published
by Mr. Axelrod)

Remodeled Farmhouses, by Mar{y: H.
Northend. (Little, Brown and Com-
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Gardening With Brains, by Henry T.
Finck. (Harper and Brothers, New
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The Well-Considered Garden, by Mrs.
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Design in the Liltle Garden, by Fletcher
Steele. (The Atlantic Press, Bos-
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Spanish Gardens and Palios, by Mildred

Stapley Byne and Arthur Byne.
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about the type house that “as a wedding
cake would be a pastry cook’s triumph, but
as a dwelling is an architectural nightmare.”

“‘Now what the deuce style is that?’ the
answer is probably Queen Anne.”

Thus does the book comment good na-
turedly upon the architectural dark ages out
of which, happily, we are emerging.

The magnificent photographs of estates
at first make us feel like outcast members of
the human family. These prove, however, to
have been inserted, not to madden us, but
simply to emphasize Mrs. Patterson’s
enlightening definitions of the various styles
that houses in America have followed. Not
only is her chapter on Definitions informa-
tive, but there is sheer joy in the reading.

“The French Renaissance came to its
perfect bloom in the age of Louis XIV, a
gentleman who needed a space like the main
entrance hall of the Metropolitan Museum
to hold an afternoon tea in, and something
the size of Union Square when he really gave
a party.” The horror, explains Mrs. Pat-
terson, is encountered chiefly when some

ambitious housebuilder tries to cram all
Louis’ ideas of beauty and of form into a
twenty-five-foot front.

So on down through all the outstanding
characteristics of architectural types—the
Colonial, the English and French ideas in
building, the Elizabethan and Modern pic-
turesque, and the Mediterranean derivative.
In this last, California and the southwest and
Florida have come naturally by their de-
lightful house forms.

“The Forty-Niners and the early health
seekers in Florida found there remnants of
Spanish architecture implanted by the first
settlers and structurally fitting the geogra-
phy and climate of the country. . . . There
has, consequently, been a constantly in-
creasing development of the generally Med-
iterranean type of building, the low-lying
structure, built around one or more court-
yards, with flat tiled roofs, with thick stucco
walls, few windows, and deep set loggias.
This is the type of building used all along the
Mediterranean from Greece to Spain.”

It is plain to all who ride about the country
that this semi-tropical style has met with
great favor. Mrs. Patterson believes in it,
for instance, in Pasadena and Miami, but
not so much in the latitude of Boston, New
York or Chicago. Personally, I understand
why it steals people’s hearts away, north or
south. The white walls, the dazzling roofs,
the delicate ironwork around the doorway!
They suggest sunshine and flowers, distant
blue seas and quiet, droning hours. Of
course, if it is exotic for us who live in the
snow belt to have houses like these, we
should not long for them. Anything to make
the scenery more perfect. But, Lord! you
can have your hundred per cent. Nordic
Colonial farmhouse if you want it; give me
one of these elysian, little red-roofed places
and let me die happy! .

The paragraphs on porches in ‘“ American
Homes of To-day” are a delight, as are also
the many suggestions about doorways, win-
dows and other details. In fact, this book is
a plumcake for richness of material. The
illustrations are superb—in some cases far
too superb for any poor creature who longs
for a simple little Mediterranean hut.

There is, for example, mention of a certain
house at Southampton—unbelievably lovely
—a perfect piece of architectural work. One
illustration shows the ‘‘breakfast loggia.”
Well, it is just foo much! Qatmeal—bacon—
simple toast—there! Never! Perhaps,
some of the golden eggs of the famous goose,
but even those might not be fitting! At any
rate, whether you have rooms like that or
not it makes you want to fix the old place up
when you pore over this totally entrancing
book. N

If you are going to build even a most
modest house, this book will present possi-
bilities that you have never dreamed of; it
will lure you to beauty that it were a crime to
go without.

Practical Details and Plans
THE Atlantic Monthly Company issues a
“House Beautiful Building Annual”
which must be a source of greatest comfort
to anyone starting on the job of homebuild-
ing. This book “supplements, but does not
(Continued on page 66)
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I guess. That’s Taylor’s kid he's talking to
—wonder what it’s all about?> Well, here
he comes.”

There was an ‘element of suddenness, al-
most of the dramatic, about Wallace's en-
trance a minute later which I've often
thought of in connection with what hap-
pened subsequently. One moment the
doorway was vacant, empty of any interest
whatsoever. The next, it framed a picture
that none of us could ever forget even if he
wanted to.

I was at the end of the table, and caught
the full effect of it—the blocky bulk of the
man, the peculiar, unsmiling line of his
mouth in its setting of weather-beaten tan,
the squat, gimlet-eved dog motionless at his
feet. A picture at once to repel and attract,
to impress one indelibly with the air of defi-
ance that intangibly yet unmistakably in-
vested it. One felt instinctively that these
two expected opposition and had put up all
their bars against it.

FOR a good two breaths they stood there,

surveying us steadily. Then, with a
grunt that was probably meant for a salu-
tation, Wallace took the one vacant place
at the table and immediately fell upon the
saucer of wild strawberries before him. Close
beside his chair the terrier stretched out
prone, chin flat on the floor and ears pricked
watchfully.

I glanced around the table, half seeking a
cue. The Dog-Catchers’ faces were a study:
Mac’s, grave and taciturn; Joe Cleaves’, non-
ph_xssed; Bostie’s, clearly registering superi-
ority. Only in the deep lines around Father
O’Meara’s mouth was there a suggestion of
rising humorousness, a friendly twinkle in his
eyes. I'd hardly caught it when the little
priest spoke:

_ “Me name’s O’Meara,” he began, stretch-
Ing a lean paw across the table. “And
yours—?"’

“Wallace.” Though the Scotchman’s
voice was gruff, his handshake was quick
enough.

“I'm glad to know ye. Ye should meet
the rest o’ these roughnecks, sir. Beginning
with the fat, bald-headed hobo next the door,
they’re——"" and he introduced us in turn.
. You'd think that would have broken the
ice, but it didn’t. We followed up the lead
variously: fishing prospects, tackle, the day’s
plans, even the subject of poor old Bert
Evc'rett‘—nothing seemed to get under Wal-
lace’s skin, and we tried them all. In fact,
he apparently rather dodged anything con-

He struggled madly to right himself,
but it was too deep to touch bottom
with his hands. For an instant he
caught on a rock, then was whirled off

nected with trout, as though there was
something unwelcome about it. We couldn’t
make head or tail out of him, or any more of
an impression than a mosquito does on a bear
until Mac, pushing back his empty coffee
cup, said:

“That’s a likely looking Scottie you have
there, Mr. Wallace. Good head and front,
especially.”

“Aye!” (there was nomistaking theinterest
of the response this time). ‘‘Albournestock,
she is, straight from old Beetle out of Tat-
tenham bitch. There’s no better blood than
hers—eh, Meggie girl?”

At mention of her name the terrirer’s ears
twitched and she raised her head. Seeing
her master’s eyes on her she sat up, slumped
grotesquely on one side of her powerful
haunches, and stared at him intently.

“So—ye want to be introduced, eh?”
Wallace went on. ““Verra well, ye should go
and shake hands wi’ a’ the gentlemen—like
a lady, now.”

No order, no directing gesture. Just that
steady, deep voice, a little less abrupt than
in his monosyllabic responses to us. And
yet the dog went the rounds of the table,
lifting a sturdy for e-paw to each of us, with-
out a trace of fawning or hesitancy. To only
two did she vouchsafe more than this gravely
polite greeting: Father O’Meara and Mac,
both of whom won an ingratiating wiggle of
her back and tail. For Bostie she never
turned a hair.

It was funny and yet it took hold of you,
the way she did it. We didn’t know whether
to laugh or frown, and ended by doing
neither. We felt, somehow, as though we
were on trial for our humanity, or honesty, or
something. By the time Meggie had com-
pleted the circuit and was back at Wallace’s
side Bostie was about the only one of the
seven who wasn’'t wondering (and a little
anxious) whether he had passed muster in
her estimation. Maybe you've seen dogs
like that, whose respect you'd rather have
than that of a good many people. )

We sized up Wallace’s equipment a bit
after breakfast without his noticing it; easy
enough out there on the veranda, with every-
body getting his stuff together for the day’s
fishing. There was no mistaking the quality
of it—a stiffish Bennard rod, ideal for dry-fly
work in the hand of as powerful a man as he;
the last word in an English reel and line;
breast-hizh waders and brogues that showed
evidence of plenty of service. As for his creel
and net, they were unquestionably of a size
and style chosen by a trout crank who is ac-
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customed to go after big trout, and probably
get them.

The one thing we couldn’t get a linc on was
his flies. A few old battered ones were
hooked askew in the band of his hat, but
they looked as though they hadn’t been used
for years. e rather expected him to rig up
there at the house the way the rest of us were
doing, which would at least have disclosed
his favorite pattern, but he didn’t. He
didn’t even put his rod together—just laid it,
unjointed, on the floor of his roadster,
packed his creel and duffle in the baggage
compartment in the rear, and drove off down -
the road with the black terrier planted sol-
idly on the seat beside him. At the bridge,
out of sight around the bend, we heard the
rattle of the boards ceasc midway and then,
in a few minutes, resume as he completed the
crossing. Evidently his appointment with
the Taylor kid, whatever its purpose, had
been kept.

That was the beginning of our acquain-
tance with Old Bert Everett’s friend Wallace
and, as far as the developments of the next
few days promised, that was all we'd ever
find out about him. If we¢'d known then
what we discovered later—but there’s no
sense spcculating about that,

E SCATTERED along the stream that
Y'Y first morning, by prearrangement di-
viding up the good water within a couple of
miles of The Four Maples so that we wouldn’t
interfere with each other’s fishing. All spring
the creek had been unusually high and many
of the heavier rifts were still too dangerous
for wading. The trout were in them—you
couldn’t look out across their tumbling rush
for five minutes without seeing rises—but
we didn’t care to risk a spill by getting out
toward the middle the way we’d have to if
we wanted fish. It’s no joke to lose your
footing when you're crotch-deep in a six-mile.
current whirling along over slippery boulders,
as more than one coroner can testify, High
waders have a disconcerting way of up-
ending a man in such circumstances and
drowning him. We were quite content to
work the safer stretches and let the big rap-
ids wait until conditions improved.
It was due directly to this discretion that
none of us saw Wallace at work, for down:
stream, whither he had gone, the creek, aug:
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Grand Esquire

Benevolent and Protective Order of Elks
of the United States of America

X

Broad Street at Vine
Philadelphia, Pa.
ExAiTED RULER AND MEMBERS: April 1st, 1925

Westward Hol

Oh what prbmises a trip to the Great Northwest holds forth, for in order to reach
that country where Nature has not as yet been too greatly marred by the hand of -
industry, every avenue lead ng thereto means a treat in store for the traveler.

. Therefore, the coming Grand Lodge Reunion holds forth much to the members of
this American gentlemen’s fraternity, as this year’s meeting will be held in the great
convention city of Portland. The many points of interest en route next July will
indeed be most entertaining and educational, and the feeling throughout the Great
Northwest is that it is their convention, and all the Lodges in that territory are uniting
with Portland, which assures the hospitality for which that part of the country has
established such a reputation.

_Last year’s unusual demonstration in parade and public appearance has resulted in
an increase in membership throughout the entire country, for the non-membership
portion of your population must be impressed by such a demonstration, and filled with a
desire to be a part of an organization dedicated to Americanism, helpfulness and char-
acter building.

The many committees are working day and night so that each activity may be a
great big success, and the various prizes that will be offered can not help but add to the
keenness of interest. Your Lodge can not call forth more favorable attention or admira-
tion than to be represented in drill and band competition, and in the line of parade by a
generous representation of your membership, floats and band.

The greatest Lodge in the Order you know .is Your Lodge. The greatest thing
you can do for your Lodge is to Let the Rest of the Country Know It, and the partici-
%a.tlorl} in this year’s Grand Lodge Reunion is The Best Manner in Which to Make This

act Known. '

Our Grand Exalted Ruler, John G. Price, is putting forth every effort to record a
marked advancement in our fraternity, and therefore, I bespeak your wholehearted co-
operation in connection with the Grand Lodge Reunion next July, so that his efforts
may be crowned in a flash of glory that will cause him to feel at least partly repaid for
the time and effort he has given to our fraternity.

Of this be assured, from now until July, twenty-four hours of every day, I await
your commands. Any questions will be promptly answered, and I would ask that all
communications addressed to your Lodge receive immediate attention.

As every Lodge development is due to the support of her live wires, let every one of
us become a live ‘wire. Our slogan is Westward Ho! Our destination is the Great
Northwest with our activities centered in the convention city of Portland. Our results

atgre?.ter pride in our fraternity, and an increase in membership by reason of the demon-
stration. '
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Appreciatively yours,

CHARLES H. GRAKELOW
Grand Esquire
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- There Was a King in Oregon

The Story of "White Eagle,” Unofficial Ruler of the Old Northuwest

: RIVER has so many memories, the
A driftwood of so many thousands of

=% years, that it may well tell off a
century as mortals would a day. And if you
but grant that rivers do remember—swhich
isn’t much of a concession once you yield it—
then it. must surely follow that the River of
the West, the broad and powerful Columbia,
recalls in every detail the building and
settlement of Fort Vancouver, a century ago
this very year; the gay songs of the Canadian

" voyageurs, the canoes laden with beaver

pelts, the bartering savages, and Dr. John

. McLoughlin himself. Assuredly his river

would not have forgotten the benevolent
despot of Old Oregon—for Fort Vancouver,
the Oregon country, and the reign of Dr.
McLoughlin, once were one.

Vancouver, Washington, where the cen-
tenary of McLoughlin’s settlement will be
celebrated this summer, is sister city to
Portlgmd, Oregon—some miles away across
the river. In a sense, both Vancouver and
Portland .owe somewhat of their origin to
that dignified and scholarly trader who held
the country when it was young, and whose
fairness and equanimity remain in history
as models for all who would govern wisely
and well. How honorably interwoven with
the history of Oregon and of Washington,
and of all that vast northwestern territory
once called the Oregon country, is the record
of Dr. John MtLoughlin, subject of Great
Britain and citizen of humanity.

_The two great fur companies had recon-
ciled their long dispute by the merging of the
North-West Company in the Hudson’s Bay
Company—and greatly to the advantage of
law and order in the wild lands that were the
provinces of the fur trade. It js a seeming
paradox that from the ranks of the turbulent
Nor’westers, and not from the relatively
virtuous “Company of the Adventurers of
England,” should have been recruited that
strong personality which was to establish
the white man’s justice in Old Oregon. For
Dr. McLoughlin, of Scotch and Irish blood
and of Canadian birth, was in the service of
the North-West Company when' the merger
was mac’le—and he it was, as an officer of the
Hudson’s Bay Company, who was ordered to
lower Columbia River and the -rale of

Oregon. On the roster his grade was that of
chief factor, but his unoﬁicig;l ra.n'vlv;' waZs”th:t :

of “governor,” with duties quite in keeping.

E WAS a striking figure, the Dr.
H McLoughlin of those dgal;rrs, who suc-
ceeded to the restored forts of the As-
torians, abandoned to the British interests.
at the outbreak of the war of 1812. For

that matter he was such a fi
of the chapter. S oo ond

K . The new chief factor was in
the prime of life, nearing his fortieth year; a
stalwart man, six feet four inches in height,
strong and resolute of feature, and crowned
with snow-white hair. From this last, as
{‘rom.hls bearing, the Indians named him
White Eagle,” the title of a chieftain.
They feared and venerated him, those
Savages—yes, and if the record is to be
trusted, they held him in affection, too.
And why not?> From the first he dealt
falr]x with them. He took an Indian woman’
to wife—the widow of Alexander Mackay,

By Ben' Hur Lampman

who died in the massacre of the Tonquin’s
crew. And Mackay’s bairns, he fathered
them as well, and as dearly as though they
were his own.- Church.there was none, and
the company .was thestate, yet Dr. Mec-

An Invitation to Portland

From George L. Baker
Mayor of the City

IT WAS back in 1912 that Portland
had the distincl honor lo enlerlain
thousands of representatives of the Benev-
olent and Proleclive Order of Elks and to
this day the cilizens of Portland recall
with pleasure the splendid body of men
who were our guests during the conven-

tion period.

H}e)ehave been told by many Elks that
the Portland 1912 convention was one of -
the grealest thal had ever been held by
the order, and if the Elks who atlended
that reunion were pleased, we of Portland
were doubly salisfied for having succeeded
in a-most pleasant lask. »

It is for this reason that the cilizens of
Portland, noted as they are for their hos-

ilality, are c«:zferalmg with the mem-
gers of Portland Lodge in making ar-
rangemenis for the forthcoming Elks
reanion lo be held July 13 lo 18, 1925.

Both as Mayor of the Cily of Portland
and as Chairman of the Reception Com-
millee of the Elks 1925 Grand Lodge
Convention Commission, I wish lo invite
all Elks to allend this annual reunion,
to partake once again of our hospilalily
and lo enjoy thal boundless scenery for
which the entire Northwest is noled.

Although we are localed far distan!
from the population cenlers of the East,
nevertheless we have so much io offer that
the trek across the conlinent will be well
worth while. o

There is no place on God’s green earth
where one can view such wondrous
mounlains, such clear and sparkling
rivers, nor such large bodies of timber as
are found in our greal Northwest.

Few are the cilies thal have such nai-
ural parks as can be found in Portland
and other Northwest cilies. And il would
be difficull indeed to find a system of
paved highways leading through such

" scenic roules as the Columbia River high-
way and the M{. Hood loop road, road-
ways over’ which you will be invited: lo
travel when you visit us next July.

" Portland wanis you lo come, and if you
will favor us with a visil, we assure you
that the cily is yours and ils citizens will
be al your service ready and eager o do
anything’ and everything thal will con-
trigule {o your happiness and comfort.

Therefore, lo the members of the

Benevolent and Prolective Order of Elks,

I extend a most hearly invilation to ar-

range lo visit our Ciy and Slale next

July when the Grand Lodge of the

Benevolent and Prolective Order of Elks

convenes in annual reunion for the
61st time.

Loughlin launched his twenty years’ rule by
declaririg that all his companions—and a
rough lot they were, for. the most part—
must, if they mated with Indian women,

cherish them thereafter as wives, as surely

as though priest or parson had heard their

vows. :
Such was the man who, in 1823, quitted
the post at Astoria to found a new capital for
the fur trade, near the present. site of 'Van-
couver, Washington. The stockade of Fort
Vancouver was the massive timbers, and-the
dimensions of the fort were 750 by 300 feet.
Within were the factor’s residence, the
powder magazine, sundry structures, and the
two cannon that mounted guard. Aroupd
the fort sprang up the scttlement, the cabins
of the huntérs and trappers, and the first
industrial enterprises of the Pacific north-
west. The rich lands were placed urider the
plow, a mill was constructed, and, chanee

“found in a pocket, were the apple sceds that

grew into an orchard. Cattle were intfo-
duced, and dairy farms begun, and out from
Fort Vancouver slowly spread the visual
evidence of one man’s dream of dominion.
‘A very kindly dream it was. B

If you think, for all this, they led -of
necessity a rough and uncouth life at Fort
Vancouver, you are in ecrror. A scholz_u‘
himself, those who served under McLoughlin
were often men of culture and education, and
their few books were much conned and
frequently discussed in the great hall of the
factor’s residence. True, word of the world
came to them but infrequently, and many
months after the event, but to the officers of
the isolated post all was fresh—and they
were far from being ill-informed of mattersin
the lands they had quitted. Art, science,
politics, philosophy, theology were
threshed out in the log mansion by the
Columbia, in a cloud of pipe smoke, those
long winter ‘evenings when the wind walked,
and rain fell, and the wide fireplace was
ruddy with leaping flame. Dr. Jobn Mc-
Loughlin, with his long blue coat, brass-
buttoned, and his mane of white hair, would
have culture in the wilderness even as he
demanded morality.

AND if therc was learning there was g°?d‘
.cheer, as well. What feasts were held in
the fort on such a day as Christmas! For
the fields were bountiful in that clement
land; there were cattle to furnish great
joints of beef and ruddy cheeses, the
Columbia swarmed with salmon and stur-
geon, the creeks with trout, and forest and
field were plentiful with game. Wild goose,
crane, swan, and ducks; blue grouse. ruffed
grouse and helmet quail; deer and elk—the
hunters had but to shoot and bring them in.
So they made merry on holidays, and feasted
without stint—and often for days together.
There were wines and ciders, too, though the
chief factor frowned on drunkenness, and as
for himsclf drank but sparingly, and at
infrequent intervals, of wine or cider. Of
tobacco they had a plentiful store at all
times, of which Dr. McLoughlin permitted
himself an occasional pipe or a pinch of
snuff, but such was his distrust of habit that
he never carried the weed, choosing rather
to accept a pipeful from a friend. Whisky or
brandy there was none, nor would he S}lﬁer
spirits to be used in trade with the Indians.

To have seen this wilderness monarch at
the full tide of his power, and its attendant
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entertainments every night, there will be
dancing and many other attractive features.
The profits derived from the Festival will be
used during the new Lodge year for social
functions of every kind.

Albany, N. Y., Lodge Glee Club
Has Active Season

The Elks Glee Club of Albany, N. Y., Lodge
No. 49 has been doing excellent work recently.
In addition to raising funds for charitable
projects, the members of the Club visited the
Albany County Almshouse and the Old Ladies’
Home where concerts were given. The organ-
ization also staged a minstrel show at Castleton
for the benefit of the Sacred Heart church which
was highly successful.

Detroit, Mich., Lodge Will Have
Indoor Circus, April 11-18

The annual indoor circus of Detroit, Mich.,
Lodge No. 34 will be held from April 11-18
according to revised plans announced by the
committee having the event in charge. It was
first planned to hold the circus in February, but
certain features which will be a part of the
affair necessitated a postponement. Arrange-
ments now being completed indicate that this
year’s circus will be one of the biggest novelties
ever staged by the Lodge.

Well-Known Comedian Given
Honorary Life Membership

Thomas K. Heath, of the famous theatrical
team of “McIntyre & Heath”, who has been a
member of Baltimore, Md., Lodge No. 7 for
more than 42 years, was recently given an
Honorary Life Membership in the Order by his
fellow members. The honor was conferred at a
special reception tendered the well-known
comedian at the Home of Baltimore Lodge.
Mr. Heath was presented with a handsome
engraved gold card case and Mr. McIntyre, a
member of Brooklyn, N. Y., Lodge No. 22, who
was also present, was given a pair of platinum
cuff links.

Pennsylvania State Elks Association
- Prepares for Convention

Plans for the entertainment of the nineteenth
annual convention of the Pennsylvania State
Elks Association to be held in Bethlehem August
24-28 are progressing rapidly. Various com-
mittees are working faithfully, outlining special
arrangements for the entertainment of the many
thousands of visitors who are expected to be
present at the convention. :

Building Plans of Various
Lodges Approve

The following purchases of proper and
building plans have been apprgvelzl tgy the
Grand Exalted Ruler and the Board of Grand
Trustees:

Willimantic, Conn., Lodge No. 13r1. Erection
of a new Home. The site is now owned by the
Lodge and the building is to be 44 x 89 fect, two
stories, of fire-proof construction; bowling alleys,
billiard room, kitchen and showers will be
located in the basement; lounging room, office
and ladies’ room on the first floor: Lodgé room
and ante rooms on the second floor. The
?rlilcgtﬁgi‘i‘:lti]nw‘l] {llave a seating capacity of 8oo.

wi S,
wiih fpm{ihigngs of %35(:.0:::gpmmmately 31006000
onia, Mich., Lodge No. 548. Buildi
ztxl(lidxtmn to the present Honfg, the addtijt‘if)i 22 ?)1;
rec stories, with a store on the ground floor.
Bowling alleys, cloak rooms, and club reoms will
be on the second floor. On the third floor will
ble t]_1c banquet hall, kitchen, rest rooms and
cloak rooms. The addition will cost $82,000
with furnishings of $10,000. ’
o \XO?£§:Cket’ R. T, Lodge No. 850. Purchase
¥ ¢ story frame building at a cost of

50,000 and erection of a Hall on the same
DrOperty at a cost of $25,000. The building
» which has ten living rooms on the third floor
lt\\'el\'c living rooms on the second fldor, four
gr_gtcﬂrooms: dining rooms and kitchen on the

mGal?\?r’ \{31[ be altered to fit the requirements.

P, N. Mex., Lodge No. 1440. Erection

of 2 new Home. The Lodge already owns the
building site, 250 x 142 feet. The building,
which will consist of two stories and basement,
will be of native brick and will contain a hotel
feature of twenty rooms, club features for the
members, dance floor, and lower floor which will
be used by the Boy Scouts, Women’s Club, etc.
The cost is estimated at approximately $30,000
with furnishings costing $10,000.

Help Us Make Our Mailing List

Correct

THE mailing list of TeE ELks
MAGAZINE is being revised.
A copy of the mailing list, with a
slencil imprint, giving the name and
address of every member of each Lodge
lo whom THE Eiks MAGAZINE is
mailed, is being senl lo every secrelary
of subordinale Lodges for the purpose
of having these lisls com ared with the
roster of the Lodge. The object is fo
have such corrections made as will
insure @ mailing list as nearly perfecl
as possible, in order lo assure the
delivery of the Magazine lo every member
of the Lodge. i

Each secrelary is requesled fo_for-
ward immedialely to THE Eiks
MacAzINE, 50 East 42nd Sireel, New
York, N. Y., all corrections and ad-
ditions necessary lo make ‘the mailing
list for his Lodge complele and accurate.

Every member of the Order is entitled
to receive THE ELkS MAGAZINE.
you are nol receiving your copy, or if
it is not correclly addressed, nolify the
secretary of your Lodge al once.

Monmouth, I1l., Lodge No. 397. Remodeling

" their present Home consisting of a three story

and basement brick building. The Club and

Lodge rooms, halls and entrance will be re-

modeled to make a modern Home, and the cost

is estimated at about $23,000 with furnishings
of from $3,000 to $5,000.

Joseph M. Norcross, Charter Member
of other Lodge, Passes Away

Joseph M. Norcross, who at the time of his
death was the oldest living member of the Order
in good standing, passed away recently at his
home in Springfield, Mass., at the age of 84. He
was initiated as a mgmber of the Order at its
preliminary organization on February 2, 1868,
and was duly obligated as a charter member on
February 16 of the same year. He dimitted to
Philadelphia, Pa., Lodge No. 2 on March 12,
1871, and was 2 member of that Lodge when he
died.

Joseph Norrie, as he was known professionally,
was one of the best of the old-time minstrel men
and singers, and he continued to follow his pro-
fession up toa year before his death. His passing
is the cause of deep sorrow among his many
friends and life-long associates.

Madison, S. D. Lodge Shows Rapid
Growth Since Institution

A steady healthy growth has characterized
Madison, S. D., Lodge No. 1442 which has been
in existence a little less than three years,  The
Lodge, which is next to the youngest in the
State, was instituted with a membership of 247
1t now has close to 600 names on its roster. '

One of its foremost accomplishments has been
the acquisition of a new $50,000 Home. Al
though not of recent construction, the building
has been made ideal for Lodge purposes. The
interior has been refitted and furnished. The
entire upper floor including a large Lodge room
Jounge, ladies’ room and recreation rooms ié.
devoted exclusively to the Lodge. The builciing
serves as a community center and many civic
gatherings as well as social functions are being
hcl‘gni‘n it. th hi

ong other achievements are the organiza-
tion of an Elks band of 28 pieces and garrarllzzlxc
quartet. The band was formed shortly after the
Lodge was instituted and has been used in

The Elks Magazine

exemplifying the ritual at cvery initiation.
The band also furnishes free public concerts at
frequent intervals and both it and the quartet
readily lend their services to gatherings and
celebrations of a public nature.

Charity has becn constantly practiced by No.
1442. Since organization the Lodge has ex-
pended approximately $3.000 for charitable
purposes. It has maintained an annual com-
munity Christmas tree and has given away
presents to the children besides preparing Christ-
mas baskets and distributing them among the
needy. An Elks Scholarship Fund of $2,500
has been formed by the Lodge and donated to the
Eastern State Teachers College, located in
Madison, for the purpose of assisting students
who are short of money to continue and complete
their education.

New York State Elks Association to
Meet at Niagara Falls

The Thirteenth Annual Convention of the
New York State Elks Association will be held
at the city of Niagara I‘alls, June 1-3. The
selection was made and the dates decided at a
recent meeting of the Board of Trustees and
Advisory Committee held in New York City.
Invitations to meet in this delightful city were
presented by Philip Clancy, Past President of
the Association, and expressed the combined
desires of the municipality, Niagara Falls, N. Y.,
Lodge No. ;46, the various clubs and civic bodies
to entertain the Association. The beautiful
Hotel Niagara which will be complete before the
date of the meeting, will be the headquarters
of the Convention.

Grand Exalted Ruler Price
Visits New England Lodges

The Grand Exalted Ruler i
through New England was e\-cnsv“.}:ff: nr:mr{:;g
by a splendid enthusiasm on the part of the
Lodges visited, and he was everywhere impressed
by the health and prosperity of the Order in that
section of the country. Here is a brief summary
of his visitations which included Lodges in
i\‘I]a.ssczllchusctts, Connecticut, Maine and Rhode

sland:

Sunday, February 15:

The Grand E:\'alted Ruler was the guest at a
reception given in his honor in the new Home of
Somerville, Mass., Lodge No. g17. TFollowing
this he attended a special meeting at 10.00 P.M.
of Brookline, Mass., Lodge No. 886,

AMonday, February 16:

On this date the annual banquet and ball of
the Massachusetts State Elks Association in
honor of the Grand Exalted Ruler was given
at the Copley-Plaza Hotel in Boston. Many
distinguished m?mhcrs of the Order were present
and representatives of the State and City joined
in the welcome accorded Mr. Price. One of the
incidents of the evening was the presentation of
the handsome cup presented by Past Grand
Exalted Ruler James R. Nicholson to Woburn, -
f“.“?s't’ Lodge I\Lo' 908, awarded for its successful
initiatory work In competiti '
Massachusetts Lodges. petition with 8 other

Tucsday, February 17:

The Grand I;?xaltcd Ruler was the honor guest
at a banquet given by Portland, N e., Lodge No.
188. This was one of the finest meetings held in
the State for some years and was attended by
members from all parts of Maine. Addresses
were made by Mr. Price; John . Malley, Chair-
man of the Grand Lodge Committee on Judici-
ary; Grand Secretary Fred C. Robinson; Grand
Chaplain, Rev. Dr. John Dysart, and Past
Grand Exalted Ruler James R. Nicholson.

Wednesday, February 18:

The Grand Exalted Ruler returned to Massa-
chusctts to attend the banquet and ball at
Haverhill given by Lodges of the errimac
Valley consisting of Haverhill Lodge No. 165,
Lawrence Lodge No. 65, Lowell Lodge No. 87
and Newburyport Lodge No. gog ’f‘he intro-
ductory remarks were made by Andrew J. Casey,
Assistant Corporation Counsel of the City of
Boston, Past Ixalted Ruler of Newburyport
Lodge and member of the Grand Lodge Com-
mittee on Credentials. The toastmaster of the

(Continued on puge 73)
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merely warning you, however, that when you
accept from me that twenty thousand dollars
you have signed your death warrant.”

“Yes . . . I understand.”

“I wonder if you do? To make it quite clear:
There will be no moment of your thirteen months
of life during which you will not be under
surveillance. Should your nerve wilt—should
you try to escape—you will be killed. When
the end of the thirteenth month shall arrive, it
will not matter particularly whether or not you
kill yourself. Failing to do so, a very efficient
gentleman will relieve you of the trouble. I do
not wish to appear boastful, but I believe that
you will find if vou inquire at the proper places,
that no one has ever yet double-crossed Andrew
North. And now—" his tone became more
gentle-and once again the steely expression fled
his face, “pardon me if I have been brutal. I
don’t usually talk this way: I merely wanted to
make it clear to you what you were going into.
‘That is my policy in a deal of this sort. I am
rather proud of my reputation as a square-
shooter. I'm coming clean with you. That is
so you cannot whine your way to me later and
say that you didn’t understand or that you have
changed your mind. It will be too late then to
change.” .

“I understand fully. And if I decide to go
ahead?”

“I will stake you temporarily. Tomorrow
you will file your application with a standard old-
line company for one hundred thousand dollars
worth of life insurance. s soon as the policy is
issued you will be married—I will have attended
to the renting of an apartment.” ‘

“May I ask the name of the—the woman—
who is to become my wife?”

“Beverly Ames.”

. The name struck on Alan’s ears with a shock:
it had a poetic resonance; a softness, a gentleness
which was not at all in keeping with the picture
he had drawn. He had expected a name as
harsh as he knew the woman would be—as
blatant and common as this creature who was
controlled by the czar of the city’s underworlq:
this director of hurglars and murderers; this
blond, inhuman, bloodless Andrew North who
never smiled and never frowned.

. “Beverly Ames » Then he added
inanely. “A pretty name.”

lltTorth shrugged.” “What matter?”

“None—of course.”

To continue: T will give you the money to
pay the first year's premium. Immediately as
the policy is issued, you will marry and go to your
apartment. For thirteen months you may do
exactly as you wish You will be constantly
under observation so that, as I explained, escape
will be impossible. If for any particular reason
you wish to go somewhere, you can apply to me
for permission. Someone will go with you—
someone competent to see that you do not
violate your agreement—"’

“Pardon me, Mr. North,” and there was a
quiet dignity in Alan’s manner. “I am a
gentleman.”

“Rot! No man remains a gentleman when
his life is at stake.”

“You’re wrong, sir. Perhaps you do not
know gentlemen very well.”

“I know human nature: that’s enough. At
any rate, I'll take no chances. And now—have
I made quite clear to you what you are facing:
that the minute you accept this proposition you
have a maximum lifetime of thirteen months?”

“Yes, sir.”

“And your decision?”’

Alan hesitated. His heart- was pounding:
absurd thing, too—when he had expected to have
been dead by this time—dead by his own hand.
Yet there was something uncanny about the
whole thing: here he was being asked to sentence
h}mself to death. Then his head went back and
his eyes met those of Andrew North squarely.

“I accept,” he said.

CHAPTER V

IT WAS with a strange and unfathomable
complexity of emotions that Alan pushed
through the swinging doors of Markstein’s and
into the street a few minutes later. In his
pocket was fifty dollars, advanced him by
Andrew North. "He stepped to the curb, waved
away a taxi which slid insinuatingly forward, and
stood there trying to think.
(Continued on page 48)

47

EST YEAR Chesterfield sales
again broke all previous rec-

~  ords. The growth of the brand

has been spectacular. All over
the country it has forged

LiGGeTT & MYERS Tosacco Co.

ahead by leaps and bounds.
Convinced by taste of finer
quality, men everywhere have
changed by thousands from
other cigarettes to Chesterfield.
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The &lks

Every Elk
will read
with Pride—

this important letter
from Mr. J. M. Hawkins
of the VAUV COMPANY

The Yavy CoMmany

CINCINNATI
OHIO

€

956 Blair Avenue,

October 31, 1924
THE ELKS MAGAZINE,

50 East 42nd Street,
New York City.

GENTLEMEN:

Our page advertisement in September ELKS MAGAZINE
featuring VAUV as an “after shaving” cream, brought in
inquiries for 10c samples at a verylow cost, ranking second
on our list. This, in face of the fact that all of our adver-
tising in other publications is directed to women, who are
known to be more susceptible to coupon offers than men,

But perhaps the most important thing this advertise-
ment did for us was to open over 250 new drug store ac-
counts. That many were directly traceable to ELKS

MAGAZINE. . Undoubtedly there were others which went
direct to the jobbers.

Another rising thing was the number of letters
received from Elks all over the country, saying they had
tried to buy VAUV but their local druggist did not carry
it. In each case they took the trouble to send us a list
of stores, and offered to prevail upon their favorite
dealer to order some. .

The B. P. O. E. certainly read their magazine. As long
as we continue to advertise VAUV to men, ELKS
MAGAZINE will have an important place on our list.

Cordially yours,
THE VAUV COMPANY,

JMH:M

Magazirie

Our ability to build a larger and
better Magazine depends upon the

patronage given our advertisers by
the 850,000 reader-owners of

are fully

The Elks Magazine

' Products ad-:

| vertised in The
Elks Magazine yuud

guaranteed

The Elks Magazine

The Character Witness
(Continued from page S5)

And still they were working on his character,
dressing it out with horn, hoof and tail and even
introducing the book of bad men he had been
reading yesterday and describing his amusement
over the crimes.

‘I bought the dude clothes, and she did not
even see me in them,” resumed Mike, staring
at the floor; he dared not listen, or look up to
meet the glare of Squire West or the audience.
The last words he heard of the examination were
““desperado,” “reptile,” ‘“monster,” all supplied
by Gower. Came a hush as the witness left the
stand, a shudder through the court-room.

“I am a hung man,” thought Sorley, so
striken he forgot who was on trial. Then—

*“Your honor I desire to take the stand; Mr.
Clerk administer the oath—acquainted with
Mr. Sorley intimately—honest—sober—a man
among men—""

Strange words these; the dazed outlaw raised
his head, rubbed it with both hands, blinked;
but there was no doubt that Judge Carnes was
on the stand. :

“I say with a fuller knowledge of his character
than those who because of some youthful prank,
suspect the basest criminality—"’

‘“Object to it,”  whispered the maddened
Grimshaw to Gower; ‘“’taint legal.”

““Object!” snarled Gower out of the corner of
his mouth; “look at Carnes’ face. I have to
practise in this circuit.” And fact it was, that
while the witness spoke with earnestness from
the heart, the venerable countenance turned full
on Gower darted the glance of an avenging devil,

“I know him to be,” continued the man, whose
word was law and gospel in that circuit, ““the
soul of honor; I recommend those, who because
of higher position could not be so befouled by a
prosecuting attorney, to follow in his steps. I
ask no better lead myself.”

A sigh through the court-room, a burst of
handclapping—**Order,” roared Squire West.
“When you vouch for this Mr. Sorley, Judge,
his evidence goes with me. Case dismissed,
thrown out of court, ought never to have been
brought in here—"’

In passing, Judge Carnes invited Sorley to his
office, where he observed: ‘'Tis a bright day,
and as I have been missing my horseback exer-
cises during. court session I will ride with you if
you are starting soon.”

‘“ At once,” said Mike, and they went to the
stable together, the Judge discoursing on the
prospects of a garden. When a quarter of an
hour later they stopped at the hotel for Mike’s
stuff, Kitty O’Donnel found them. .

“I wish to thank you so much,” she said,
reaching both hands to the Judge.

“Now,” thought Mike all in a broad smile,
“I do not mind at all the blackguarding I got,
with Kitty O’Donnel to approve of me.”

““And you—" she said to Mike, but the hand
she held out trembled, and deep down in her
eyes was the horror of the ruffian described by
Gower and Grimshaw.

WITH a queer little shock Mike left them to

go to his room. ‘Such is always my luck
with the girls,” he sighed. ‘“Now why should
Miss O’Donnel be the only one not to believe in
me, her own witness?”” The puzzle was too much
for him, and he gave it up, gazing sadly at the
dude clothes. “If Casey should see them *twould
create more scandal than my shooting out the
lights, and I have had quite enough of scandal,”
he said, and took them down to the seventy-
year-old bell boy.

Then with his roll at the cantle he rode along-
side of Judge Carnes far out on the wilderness
road. They discoursed of many things, but
never of the incident of the trial, till they came
to the place of parting.

“You were at my house last night?”’ said the
Judge, thoughtfully.

“I slipped away from the guard,” explained
Mike, “when I heard it raining, and ran into
the candy shop to learn where you lived. But
the guard saw me leave and began shooting—”

“But you found the house I know,” said the
Judge; “and were you in the shooting down-
town later?”

I was, but ducked into our entry of the night
before and upstairs; the door to the court house
was not locked, and I went on to your office—
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