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out of my very grasp as I ran to save it.
The paint box went with it.

And then the fog shut down. I had been
too preoccupied to notice or expect this.
I began to fear for my life. The idea
began to knock for admission to my con-
sciousness. The sense of danger had come
in succeeding waves of graded clarity. Iran
to the cliff and tried to find the mark of high
water. I could not see it at first, and then
I made it out far above my head.

An hour later, I was clinging under the cliff
up to my knees in water. I had stopped
shouting. My voice, like the .chirp of an
insect, had been drowned in the crash of the
breakers. A little while longer, I thought,
and I, too, might follow the corpse of
Dirmoir, floating unheeded up the shore to
be found the next day. I could see nothing
to do but wait, and at the last moment
swim. A numbing fear choked me as I
thought continually of the dead man who
floated on ahead of me on those waves which
reached ever higher for me also. The fog
was so thick that I could see, now, only a
few yards away.

CHAPTER X

AT AN early hour in Paris, the Baron de
Chenouille was walking at a leisurely
pace along the Boulevard St.-Germain. It
was at the corner of the Boulevard St.
Michel, as he made his way through the
throng, that he was jostled somewhat rudely
by a little man who hurried on ahead of him
with an air of vast importance and pre-
occupation. The baron drew aside with a
start of well-bred surprise, and then con-
tinued his promenade. His coat was
buttoned up to the chin and gave no evidence
of his dress underneath; nor was it possible
to guess what his errand might be abroad
at that hour, or indeed if he pursued any
particular errand or affair.

The little man who had jostled the baron
hurried on with a quick pattering stride, a
determined swing of the shoulders, and a
set expression in the poise of his head, and
was soon lost to the baron’s sight. He was
none other than Inspector Prontout, newly
returned from his trip to the Island of
Foscaldo.

Inspector Prontout crossed the Pont
St.-Michel. Leaving the Quai des Orfévres
and the river on the left as he swung along
the Boulevard du Palais the seriousness
in the Inspector’s bearing deepened into
august solemnity. He stepped within the
portals of the Prefecture and swept the
place with a glance.

His private clerk was already in his office.
The clerk was a huge rounded man with a
plump face. As his chief entered, he rose
to the full extent of his person and bowed.
The Inspector nodded curtly, went at once
~ to his desk and sat down.

The Inspector unlocked the desk and
picked up a bundle of papers, endorsed as
follows:

For the death of Marie Lafitte
—alias Jocelyn Carbue
——aglias Marie Deschellet
—alias Fanny du Verage;
Gabas et al.

He unfolded the papers, scattered them
about and frowned. Then he pulled out a
lower drawer of the desk and took out a
package, from which he unrolled a small
lace-bordered handkeréhief stained with
blood and earth. This he laid also upon the
desk before him. He picked up an ivery
paper-cutter and proceeded to toy lightly
with these objects before him, pushing first

the handkerchief and then some of the
papers into different positions and con-
templating them with a fixed scowl.

“David,” he commanded, abruptly,
“Send for Agent Dirmoir.”

The secretary rose hugely, without a word,
and with the manner of one overcome with
the solemnity of his task laid upon the
littered desk before his chief a copy of a
newspaper and pointed with a heavy finger
to a paragraph under a provincial date line.
Then he drew back like some slow method-
ical trained elephant, wiped his face with a
handkerchief, and said, “Mon Dieu!”

TH_E Inspector threw upon him a glance
of quick inquiry, seized the paper irri-
tably and read the paragraph, muttering a
word or two aloud, “—unidentified man—
found drowned on coast opposite Island of
Foscaldo—scar upon both cheeks—” He
glanced at the date of the item and then up
at his secretary. ‘“Have you wired to
ascertain?”’ L

“_To the nearest office on the mainland,
Monsieur, and sent that country deputy
whom you and Dirmoir—"

“Yes, yes.”

“__as fast as possible to the coast yester-
day, to identify.”

“Good.”

Inspector Prontout waited, his eyes upon
his secretary’s face. . .

The latter paused a moment in his
utterance, made a dramatic gesture, and
said, “Yes, Monsieur I'Inspecteur. Mon
Dieu, it is Dirmoir!”

With the reception of the fact now as a
certainty the little detective’s brow cleared.
His eyes gleamed. ‘“So!” he observed.
Then his face flushed. In a moment, he
smiled like one who has received good news.
Indeed had he taken the time to analyze
his emotions at the moment he would have
said that Fate in thus mysteriously and
unexpectedly baffling him in his trailing of
Gabas had paid him a high compliment.
Dirmoir, his assistant, was shrewd, brave,
trained. Dirmoir had lost his life. Very
good. It was to him, Inspector Prontout,
that Justice now looked to be avenged!
With the smile still on his wrinkled face,
and with a faraway look in his eyes he
uttered the command in a low voice, ‘“Send
for Agent Jamat.”

A moment later in response to the secre-
tary’s summons a man dressed in the uni-
form of a sergeant of gendarmes appeared
before Inspector Prontout. He was of
stocky build and his hair and beard were
entirely black.

The Inspector brushed aside the printed
sheet which contained the news item about
Dirmoir and picked up from the desk a
folded paper, and spoke with slow, distinct
utterance, his eyes upon Jamat.

“This warrant for the arrest—of one
named—has been issued. It has not yet
been served—in the interest of Justice.”

“Yes, Monsieur I'Inspecteur.”

“It is necessary at once that the warrant
be executed. Take with you a force suffici-
ent. You will know where—first—to look.”

The man Jamat accepted the paper,
bowed, and marching in a wide curve about
the secretary who happened at the moment
to be standing near the door, withdrew
from the Inspector’s presence.

Meanwhile, one must return to the Baron
de Chenouille who, having pursued his early
morning saunter as far as to cross the
Boulevard, continued on a little distance
and then turned to the left at the corner
of the rue Saint Jacques. He turned at
last down into an alley, and having gone
some little distance from the corner entered,
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seemingly at random, a dilapidated doorway,
after a hesitating pause accompanied by a
wry and slightly amused scrutiny.

The baron climbed two flights of creaking
stairs and thrust his head into a small dark
hole of a room that might more properly
be termed a closet. The room was lighted
by a single window so small and so high up
that in spite of the bright daylight outside
the interior remained in a dim twilight.

On a mattress on the floor in*one corner,
a sprawled figure lay asleep; but at the
turning of the door handle the sleeper woke
and sat up. The baron remained in the
hall, sniffing at the fetid air of the place,
and withdrew his head. The figure on the
mattress continued to stare out of the
gloom upon the crack of the open door.

“André,” said the voice of Gabas, “it
is you.” :

“It is,” replied the baron, nonchalantly,
“I have dared to come. But I was not
followed.” He stepped inside now, sat
down upon a stool near the door and pro-
ceeded to light a cigarette and blow mouth-
fuls of smoke into rings which were scarcely
discernible in the gloomy darkness of the
chamber. .

“You have been paid your share,”
observed Gabas after a short silence.

Tl-fe haron continued to smoke and say
nothing for a moment or two longer. At
last with a smothered ejaculation which
might be interpreted as a well-bred disdain
for a mere question of money he demanded
sharply:

“Gabas! Where is she?”’

The other remained motionless.
he inquired.

The two men were in the dark, yet an
expression of the situation existed strangely
in the tones of their voices.

“Who, who do you mean?” Gabas re-
peated.

“Gabas,”’ pursued the baron, still smoking
nonchalantly and balancing himself upon
the stool and looking about in -an attitude
suggestive of the well-dressed man who finds
himself in an incongruous place, “You and
I have been acquainted for a long time. Is
it not so? You know who I mean. The
girl you picked out of the Seine four years
ago. I haven’t seen her for twelve months.
I want to adopt her, to make her my ward.
Think of what that means to her, friend
Gabas, if it is possible for you to think at
all of another. It may be that I have the
heart of a saint, sometimes.”’

“Who?”

THE -apache Gabas listened to him and
gave a loud snort of derision. “Heart
of a pig, André,’’ he remarked coolly.

The baron’s black eyes burned into the
gloom, but he chose to disregard the insult.
“I have made my .plans,”” he retorted
quietly, and, almost as though he were
thinking aloud, he continued to mutter
reflectively, “Now, where is she? In the
Convent de la—No! Ah, has—but no.”
He ceased muttering, his voice trailing off
into silence.

It could not be told whether Gabas's
lips parted in a grin—or something as near
a grin as his expressionless face was capable
of—and came together again. There was
a momentary flash in the dim light of the
white of his teeth.

“You think best to oppose me?’’ ventured
the baron with an amused assumption of
superiority.

At this Gabas rose noiselessly and swiftly
to his feet, looking down at the other but
saying nothing.

“But I know too much,” his visitor
continued insistently, “too much which I
could, if necessary, tell to the police.”
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ning. Many delegates and-visitors to the Con-
vention and prominent townspeople, as well as
the members of Valparaiso Lodge, sat down to
the claborate dinner. Mr. Scott acted as Toast-
master, and Mr. Campbell and Mr. Robinson
addressed the diners. At the conclusion of the
program the members and their guests returned
to the new Home of the Lodge where several
orchestras furnished music.

The new Home of Valparaiso Lodge is one of
the most beautiful and perfectly appointed in
the Middle West. The building is three stories
high, with a basement, and has a frontage of
66 feet on Lincolnway, which carries the traffic
of the great Lincoln Highway, and of 132 feet on
Lafayette Street. It is of fireproof construction
throughout, being built entirely of reinforced
concrete, steel, brick and tile. The floors are of
reinforced concrete with a seven-eighths-inch
wood covering, except in the kitchens, corridors,
stairs and game-room, where a terrazzo covering
is used. The exterior, of severely plain design,
presents a dignified appearance. A large copper
marquise, prominently set off by electric lights,
extends over the Lafayette Street entrance.
Double windows are used almost entirely in the
building,

The Iimsement is devoted to bowling alleys,
shower and locker-rooms, heating apparatus and
machinery rooms.

The main entrance to the Lodge rooms, with
spacious hall and stairways, is on the first floor
on the side facing Lafayette Street. The re-
maining space is given over to six stores.

The second floor is devoted to club purposes.
Here are the social and lounging rooms, office,
café, billiard-rooms and kitchen. ’

On the third floor, in addition to the Lodge
room, anterooms and paraphernalia room, is a
large assembly-room used by the Lodge for
dances and entertainments.
this room there is a commodious ladies’ parlor.
In the rear is a men’s recreation-room, and a
spacious kitchen and serving quarters for ban-
quets in the auditorium.

THE dedication services of the new $300,000
Home of Moline, Ill., Lodge No. 556 were
made the occasion of four days of celebration and
entertainment by the members and representa-
tives of many Lodges throughout the State.
The formal dedication was the first event on
an elaborate program. This was conducted by

Givi
lVll'lg
F THE various holidays which are celebrated
annually throughout the United States, two
are of outstanding and definite national sig-
nificance. These are, of ‘course, Independence
Day and Thanksgiving. Of the two, Thanks-
giving is much the older, for the intrepid little
band of Pilgrims which carved themselves a
foothold on what was then a hostile continent,
celebrated their first devout Thanksgiving a
century and a half before the great Declaration
that made of us a free and independent people
was wntten.

Three hundred years ago! And what a
glorious development those years have witnessed!
Picture it: The little Pilgrim settlement where
the colonists suffered almost unbelievable hard-
ships and privations for the bare privileges which
are ours in such lavish measure and- without
effort to-day. Their days were spent in bitter
toil, from sun-up unto dark. The simplest
comforts that we know to-day were denied them.
Their lives were constantly menaced by lack of
provisions, by privation, and by the hordes of
hostile savages by whom they were surrounded.
And yet, when it pleased the Almighty, that
glowing autumn three hundred years ago, to send
them a bounteous harvest, they rejoiced and
gave thanks for their manifold blessings.

We who enjoy, the advantages of the splendid |

structure for which they laid the foundation, are
so accustomed to accept what they would have

regarded as the most wildly incredible luxuries, .
that we are apt to overlook the plain and homely

duty. that devolves upon 'us, of ‘showing our
a{)preciation to the Great Author of
blessings. - . S
Thanksgiving is more than telling yourself or
your neighbor that you are thankful; and we

In connection with

our-:

Grand Esquire William J. Sinek, Past Exalted
Ruler of Chicago, Tll., Lodge No. 4, who was
assisted by Exalted Ruler Lloyd E. Kennedy of
Moline Lodge and the following members o_f the
Order: Exalted Ruler Richard S. Barnett, Chicago
Lodgei: George W. Hasselman, Secretary of
La Salle, Ill.,, Lodge No. 584, and Secretary of
the Illinois State Elks Association; C. N. Isaac-
son, Past District Deputy Grand Exalted Ruler
of Illinois, West, a Past Exalted Ruler of Rock
Island, Ill., Lodge No. 980; and L. R. Blackman,
Past Exalted Ruler of Moline Lodge. The dedi-
catory oration was delivered by Justice Floyd
E. Thompson of the Supreme Court of Illinois,
also a Past Exalted Ruler of Moline Lodge.

Several hundred members and candidates
sat down to the banquet which followed that
evening. Among the speakers were Past Exalted
Ruler Axel H. Kohler, first Exalted Ruler of the
Lodge, Mr. Sinck, Mr. Barnett and Mr. Hassel-
man,

The following evening members, visitors and
a large class of candidates, headed by the band
of Rock Island, IIl., Lodge No. 980, marched to
the new Elks’ Auditorium, where an impressive
initiation was conducted.

The next evening was “Stunt Night,” and on
the following day the festivities were brought toa
close with the Grand Ball at the new Auditorium.

The new Home is a beautiful building, con-
spicuous not only by its size but by the sym-
metry and simplicity of its Colonial design. It
is built of fireproof materials throughout.

The Colonial design of the exterior was fur-
ther developed in the interior of the building
and the dignified yet homelike appearance of
the various rooms gives evidence of the thought
spent in bringing together a harmonious design.

The main entrance is located on Slxt:h Avenue
where the approach is made up a wide set of
steps to a paved terrace at the entrance to the
club lobby. This lobby connects directly with
the lounging and social rooms and contains the
office of the building. .

The stairs for the club features lead from this
lobby to the grill-room and the gymnasium in
the basement and to the billiard-room, writing-
room, library, secretary’s office, and Lodge room
on the second floor.

The wide theatre entrance, located on the

. west side of the building on Seventeenth Street,

admits the public directly to the large reception
hall which connects with a community-room and
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the assembly-room, which is arranged for enter-
tainments, banquets and dances.

The folding chairs with which this room is
equipped furnish a seating capacity for gso
persons on the main floor, and the balcony has
210 upholstered opera chairs. Thus a total
seating of 1,160 is provided. A full-sized stage
with proscenium arch 35 feet wide and a stage
height of 46 feet to the gridiron beams makes it
possible to put on large productions.

For dancing there is ample room for 6co
couples without crowding, and for serving ban-
quets a capacity of 1,000 can be arranged by seat-
ing the speakers’ table on the stage. Direct
access from the kitchen through a serving-room
provides the service for the banquets.

The cost of the lot on which the new Home
stands was $50,000, the building $200,000 and the
furnishings $50.0co, giving the Lodge a total
investment of $300,000 in a building of which
Moline can well feel proud.

THE splendid new three-story Home of Lan-

caster, N. Y., Lodge No. 1478 was recently
dedicated in the presence of visiting Elks from
Buffalo, Niagara Falls, Lockport and many other
near-by cities.

The first day of the celebration was given over
to a public inspection of the new building, a
regular meeting and the initiation of a dedica-
tion class, and a grand ball.

The dedication ceremonies on the next day
took place in the handsome new Lodge room
following a street parade which was witnessed
by a crowd of more than 5,000. The band and
drill team of Buffalo, N. V., Lodge No. 23 and
visiting Elks from many other Lodges joined the
Lancastrians in the parade. The marchers were
escorted by a special squad of motorcycle police.

The new Home was dedicated by Charles C.
Ryan, Past Exalted Ruler of Buffalo Lodge.
Among the distinguished ‘members who took
part _in the dedication exercises were William
L. Fitzsimmons, President of the New York
State Elks Association, who delivered the dedica-
tion address; James A. Farley, Past President of
the New York State Elks Association; Philip
Clancy, member of the Grand Lodge Committee
on State Associations; William E. Drislane,
Past Grand Trustee, and D. Curtis Gano, Past
Exalted Ruler of Rochester, N. Y., Lodge No. 24.

Situated on East Main Street, in the finest

(Continucd on page 87)

Thanks and Thanksgiving

By Col. John P. Sullivan

Chairman, Grand Lodge Committee on Social
and Community Welfare

Elks—a fraternity founded solely upon American
citizenship—should be the first to realize it. The
celebration of Thanksgiving implies, for every
true American, the spreading abroad of that
good cheer and welfare that it lies within our
power to share with those who have: not been
specially favored by fortune. There is not one
of us who does not know of some family, some
person, who has met reverses or misfortune that
might make Thanksgiving Day for them little
more than a bleak mockery. L. .

" Shall it not, therefore, be our privilege, tl_ns
year, to show our gratitude for the abundance of
our blessings by sharing.them with those to
whom we can make the very name of Thanks-
giving a real and vital symbol of what it means
to be an American and an Elk? Other organi-
zations make other holidays, such as Christmas,
the occasions for their outpourings of generosity,
just as we do. . But let us, as Elks and Americans,
make it our high prerogative to] see to it that no
one, within reach of us, shall be overlooked in'the
good cheer with which every loyal citizen desires
Thanksgiving Day to be invested. - :

‘We can work to this great end l;e_;t_er through g
our Lodges than we can as -individuals. - A

circular. urging your participation in Thanks-
giving We}l:fgz:reg Work has already :been sent out
‘to all the Lodges, and embodied in it is a splendid
plan reprinted heréwith for organized effort in
this direction. Let us be able to say, in our next
annual report, that wherever one of the great

- from

Lodges of the Elks stood, throughout the length
and breadth of all this mighty land, there was
Thanksgiving truly a day for giving thanks; there
kindly men, imbued with Charity, Brother Love,
Justice and Fidelity, “went about doing good.”

The Thanksgiving basket plan, which has been
successfully used in the past, follows:

Name a committee with chairman and vice-
chairman, as early as possible. To every mem-
ber of the Lodge send blank cards on which each
member can fill out the name and address of some
family or families of worthy poor in his own
neighborhood. For two such names the member
encloses his check for $5 (if that is the amount
your committee fixes) or as many more as he
wishes, paying in proportion. Should he merely
enclose his check and no names, the committee
distributes the baskets his money buys, at their
own discretion. None but Elks are permitted to

‘subscribe to the Thanksgiving Basket Fund.

The names are recorded as the cards and
checks come back from the members, and are
listed in city districts by routes for distribution.
These lists are made by professional routers from
the largest department stores. Then the com-
mittee, its lists complete, its fund in hand, on a
certain date, buys the supplies. It gets whole-
sale.rates.. . Many times, from charitable firms,
it buys food at cost or less than cost. - Whilé the
food in each.family basket could not be bought
for. le%'s,_‘t,han $10 at retail, the Elks buy it for
2.50 to $3.50 a basket. - : -

The committee obtains the use of some ware-
house, or other suitable place, for storing and
packing the food. On the evening before
Thanksgiving the Elks, their mothers, wives,
sisters and sweethearts, all meet at the ware-

(Continued on page 40)














































































































































































