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Office of the

Grand Exalted Ruler -

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

Official Circular Number Eight

Elks National Memorial
Headquarters Building,

2750 Lake View Avenue,

To the Officers and Membérs of the - Chicago, Ill., March 15, 1933
Benevolent and Protective Order of Elks:

M Y BROTHERS:

I am sure I voice the sentiments of all my Brothers when I say to our newly elected officers:
Hearty congratulations and best wishes!

Let us show that we are with them by attending the installation ceremonies to be held at the first meeting in April.
Start the Lodge year right by pledging your support to these Brothers who have assumed the burden of directing the activi-
ties of your Lodge. We must have faithful followers as well as loyal leaders if our beloved Order is to maintain its place
in the front rank of American fraternities.

Because of the change in the plan of representation, many inquiries have been received with reference to membership in
the Grand Lodge, the rights and duties of the subordinate Lodge representative, and the expense allowance for the repre-
sentative. All of the membership are interested in these subjects and I have concluded to deal with them in this official
communication. ‘

All Past Exalted Rulers who are in good standing in their respective Lodges are members of the Grand Lodge and entitled
to all the rights and privileges thereof. To be a Past Exalted Ruler one must complete the term of Exalted Ruler for which
he was elected. Failure of a Lodge to elect a Past Exalted Ruler as its representative or alternate representative does not
affect his standing as a member of the Grand Lodge. Members of a delinquent Lodge are disqualified from participating
in a Grand Lodge session.

By an amendment to the Constitution submitted by the Birmingham convention and ratified by the membership in a
referendum last October, the Exalted Ruler of a subordinate Lodge holding office at the time of the Grand Lodge session is
ex officio the representative of his Lodge. He is a member of the Grand Lodge for that session and entitled to all the rights
and privileges of the Grand Lodge while serving as the representative of his Lodge. But he does not become a permanent
member of the Grand Lodge until he has finished his term as Exalted Ruler, and then only as long as he remains in good
standing in his subordinate Lodge.

It is the duty of the Exalted Ruler of each subordinate Lodge to attend the session of the Grand Lodge at Milwaukee
this year, which opens July 17 and closes July 20, and to make a full report to his Lodge upon his return. The Lodge shall
pay him his actual necessary expenses of transportation and an allowance of Ten Dollars for each day necessarily engaged in
traveling, and Fifteen Dollars for each day actually spent in attendance. A subordinate Lodge has no authority to deny
its representative the right to attend Grand Lodge.

Some subordinate Lodges have been making extravagant appropriations for the expenses of the representative and some
have refused to make any appropriation. Both are wrong. The amount allowed by statute to the representative is the
same as the amount allowed to Grand Lodge officers and Committeemen and to District Deputies and is ample to cover all
necessary expenses. Often a representative voluntarily accepts less than the statutory allowance because of the financial
condition of his Lodge.

This year many Lodges are planning to send to the Grand Lodge both the Exalted Ruler and the junior Past Exalted
Ruler, who would have been elected representative if the amendment to the Constitution had not prevented it. Where this
can be done without placing too heavy a burden on the Lodge treasury, it is recommended. Where the Lodge is within
twenty-four hours’ travel of Milwaukee, it should cost little more than $roo for each representative.

The new officers will show their appreciation of the honor conferred upon them by their Brothers by familiarizing them-
selves with the Grand Lodge Statutes and the Ritual at once. No true Elk will accept an office in his Lodge who is not willing
to do this. An officer who has not memorized his part of the Ritual within thirty days after his installation should be removed
and an interested member who will perform his full duty should be elected in his place. A Lodge that tolerates a loafer in
an office will reap the harvest of its neglect.

I am grateful for the loyal service of most of the subordinate Lodge officers who have served with me this year, and I
bespeak for their Lodges their continued interest and support.

Sincerely and fraternally,

; ; Grand Exalted Ruler.


























































































34

The Elks Magazine

The Show Goes On

where Old Bess was screaming her joy at his
approach. Calvert watched only a moment.
Then he went forward to meet Leonard
Purcell.

Connie had preceded him. He saw them em-
brace, the cousinly kiss with which they
greeted each other, then Connie’s change of ex-
pression as Leonard asked a question. The
rider moved more swiftly. Connie Meade
had half turned, as if awaiting him before she
answered. Then as the equestrian and advance
agent greeted each other, she said: "

““Leonard doesn’t like what we've done.

Purcell raised a hand. . .

“There, Connie,” he exclaimed. “I'm onl,y
amazed. Why try to fix up this wreck? Le;t S
use common sense. We're _whxpped—we ve
no place to go. You’ve said that yourself,
Calvert.” .

“I’ve changed my mind,” the rider answered
bluntly. .

“DZ& that make any difference?” The ad-
vance agent had whitened with su[?’pr&ssed
anger. ‘“You’re not running the show. .

““It just happens,” answered Calverg, biting
his words, ‘“that Mother Meade has given me
certain rights. We're going on, to Colo-
rado.” .

- Leonard Purcell stared with amazement. He
asked Connie- ‘‘Is this correct?”

“Yes, she called him in yesterday and told
him ”» .

“She couldn’t have been rational. This is

ess.”

“Is it?” Calvert interrupted. “This s}mow’s
broke. It owes three weeks’ salaries. We'real-
most licked—but not quite. So we’re going to
keep on until we’re down and out or our very
mysterious enemies are satisﬁe@.” .

There was a peculiar unconscious stiltedness
about the last sentence which caused Purcell to
e him queerly. .
ey“You’?xe ma?de discoveries?” he asked in-

terestedly. Calvert was himself again now.

““No, progress. Incidentally, I had Flatiron
Keats arrested. He’s been released as thor-
oughly innocent,” he added quickly. .

“Of course. Keats has always been loyal.

“So I found out.” Calvert smiled wryly.
“But he was wearing some clothes that caused
suspicion.”

Igagerly Purcell got the details. Then Cal-
vert added, as if making a report:

“One thing more. T‘?e Spe:.xﬁ cl;eftllned 1;3
by telegraph and got a descri tion of the max
w3l,10 solgdr t.ga.t suit. He had a birthmark on his
right hand.” .

g‘l‘lJason!” exclaimed Purcell. The girl
rubbed her hands. . w

“‘Why in the world,” she exclaimed, ‘“should
he stay on our track? It doesn’t seem reason-
able. Or human!”

‘“Leonard explained that,” Calvert an-
swered. ‘“‘He stole from Mother and got him-
self out of any possible inberitance. And, of
course, he hated me.”

“Inheritance!” the girl sniffed.

“Crooked minds work peculiarly,” Calvert
argued. Then he asked Purcell: “Have you
heard we caught a man named Joe Miller?”

“Joe Miller?” Again there was an eager-
ness for details, Calvert told what he knew.
The Sheriff had sent out inquiry sheets, to say
nothing of circulars regarding Jason Purcell as
2 bandit. There had been no trace of the
stolen money. Leonard fed upon every detail.
i‘\t last he took off his hat and smoothed it to a

ustre.

“T’ll take a look at this Miller later, if you
don’t mind. One of Jason’s cronies, I suppose.
He followed this with a quick intake of breath.
“Things have happened so fast—I’m bewil-
dered. T expected to find the show wrecked and
it’s being pieced together again. Can these
Ppossibly be townspeople?” .

“Nobody else,” said Calvert. ‘‘Buffalo Bill

as lent me some money. With what I have

(Continued from page 23)

of my own savings and what the show people
have lent Mother, we may get to Denver. The-
showfolks are willing to gamble on their wages.
It’s the only hope we've got.”

“Do you know you're a wonderful man>”
Purcell asked, somewhat too politely. *You
come to us out of the blue, you've asked no
salary and gotten none. You've spent your
own money to help us, and are willing to spend
more—without a single ulterior motive.”

Bob Calvert smiled quizzically. He glanced
-over the man’s shoulders.

“Mother Meade’s in the doorway of her
wagon,” he suggested. “She’s probably wait-
ing for you.” The advance agent bowed away,
Connie watched after him, her features clouded.
She stamped a foot.

“I could kill Leonard when he gets sar-
castic!” she snapped.

“Was that sarcasm?” the equestrian
laughed. She surveyed him with an upward
roll of her eyes and walked away. At last the

rider went forward to assist his fellow work-
men. :

HE was tired, with less than seven hours’
sleep in thirty-six. All of the time had not been
spent upon the actual rehabilitation of the cir-
cus. Bob Calvert, with this robbery, had found
himself even more tightly entangled with this
little circus than he had dreamed,

Until day before yesterday he had clung to

an alibi of revenge, heightened by the mis-.

fortunes of a small show and his interest in
making a real rider out of an amateur.

. Now, rightly or wrongly, he saw everything
1n a new perspective. That was why he had
spent much of the previous night with the
Sheriff, checking over a thousand and one sus-
picions. That was why he had insisted upon
the_ uncommon expense for those days of a
positive identification by wire of both the buyer
and seller of that suit from the second hand
store merchant in Plum Creek.

This done, Calvert had turned to the writing
of a dozen letters to friends in the East whom
he could trust, to showmen and an old circus
gambler in Atlanta,

After a time he deliberately walked past the
treasury wagon. The door was closed. Mother
Meade’s upraised voice could be heard faintly
from within. He could make out no words—
but there seemed to be repetition; what
Leonard said in answer was equally inarticu-
late. Once, however, Mother Meade raised her
tones to the old hysterical scream:

“You can do as you please! Go or stay—
stay or go, it’s all the same to me!”

Calvert’s eyes narrowed. He did not want
Leonard Purcell to go. Anxiously, within the
next hour, he passed and repassed the wagon
at every opportunity. He gained nothing
more, At last, half across the lot, Calvertsaw
the door open. Purcell came forth, followed
by Mother Meade

“Bob Calvert!” she cried out, “you come
here!”

He obeyed her. As if she also had been sum-
moned, Connie Meade hurried from where she
had been sewing canvas. Then with a look
at Purcell she halted, waiting.

The man was ghastly pale. He strove to
summon his old insouciance and failed. Mother
Meade glowered from the doorway.

“I’ve just told Leonard that I want him
back with the show where he can do some
good. Here we were in trouble, and what
could he do to help?”

It was a command, not an announcement.
Purcell turned to the others with a shrug of the
shoulders:

“T've tried to tell Mother that I’m of no
earthly use here.”

*“Then why don’t you get away?” the old
woman exclaimed. ““I don’t want you.” X

‘“Mother!” the girl insisted. * Be sensible.”

“Sensible! I'm being sensible. I'm going
to run my own business from now on. I’'m not
going to take anybody’s advice.” Suddenly
she grimaced and looked toward Calvert.
“Bob’ll run the show all right. That's all I
want. T’ll look after myself.” .

Purcell seemed to have regained some of his
composure. His shoulders shrugged. He
turned his palms upward.

“Go ahead,” he exclaimed.

*“And nobody’s going to handle the money
but me!”

‘What money is there to handle?” inquired
Leonard, quietly caustic. It loosed a torrential
reply, .

“My boy there’s got money! He showed it
to me. He’s going to get us out of this mess
were all in.  Did you ever see him ride?” she
Inquired quickly of her nephew.

“No. And I never saw where his money
comes from.” .

“Leonard!” The girl snapped it in flashing
anger. Calvert stood silent; only the grayness
of his lips, the set of his eyes revealed the inner
struggle for composure. Purcell tossed off the
implication. N

*Oh, Mother says such things,” he Pal,',ned-

. *No reason why you should be as bad,” the
girl answered. Her foster-cousin eyed her
steadily .

“Perhaps Mother would be happier if we
went away from here entirely,” he said
smoothly. "It was almost casual, but it was a
command. The girl’s lips twitched. She half
turned.-

“It’s your own business what you want to
do, Leonard. As for myself, I’m not going to
desert Mother.”

“If you put it that wa ”

Bob Calvert laughed. . )

“Be a good fellow, Leonard! You can’t
leave us. We can send Ortie Whipple ahead—
he’s anxious to do anything to get away from
that knife-throwing act.  We need you
here!”

Leonard Purcell smiled.

“Besides,” he said pleasantly. “One must
protect one's rights.” .

*“Exactly my idea,” answered the equestrian.
Two dayslater, with Mother Meade's wagon
leading the way, the little show moved slowly
out of North Platte City. Half the town was
there to see them go. A great-shouldered man
in a vividly painted buggy, waved his hat as
teamsters, performers, and the little executive
personnel called their good-byes. It was heart-
eéning to them, setting forth upon a journey of
difficuldes, with but scant finances, Little
knowledge of the country ahead, difliculties,
perhaps dangers before them, to know that
Buffalo Bill had gone to the trouble of a per-
sonal farewell,

One by one the wagons trailed out upon the
prairie, each with its bubbling cloud of dust
behind. Bob Calvert swung Duke out of the
line, and to Cody’s buggy. He extended a
brown hand. .

“I can’t ever pay you back for your kind-
ness,” he said. “ButTll get that five hundred
back to you or bust.”

Buffalo Bill pulled at his goatee. He

inned

grinned.

“Well, if you don’t,” he said, “I can al-
Ways use your note for wall-paper.”

After a}':ime, the town wag f:ll)r behind. The
heat which had lasted for weeks, beat down
upon the little cavalcade relentlessly. Calvert
mopped his forehead, and with a quick twitch
of his rein, slowed Duke’s pace. He .turned. A
trotting horse was coming from behind.

“May I ride with you?” asked Leonard
Purcell unctuously.

Calvert’s lips twisted whimsically. .

“I was about to request the same favor,” he
replied.

’,






:it. was. difficult.’
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. (Continued from page 35)
and restored it to its former position in the
pocketbook. Halfway back to camp, he met
the old woman, alone, still searching.

“Never mind, Mother,” he called. “I
found your pocketbook.”

He gave it into her clawing hands, and in-
sisted that she ride back to camp on Duke.
. There was a satisfied look in his eyes as he
followed. He knew now what became of the
money which reached Mother Meade’s piti-
fully eager hands. And he felt he also knew
the reasons for mysterious riots, bridge-
burnings, assaults and a hey-rube at North
Platte. Someone wanted that third interest
in the big show owned by Mullins and Hart.

CHAPTER XV

BY NIGHT the rain had subsided. There
was an effort at jollity around the campfire.
Connie strummed chords on a banjo, borrowed
from ‘“Grandma” Sours. Teamsters, on a

" piece of dry canvas, played cards by the light

of the fire. Purcell slept. On the steps of her
wagon, enigmatical as always, sat Mother
Meade, her hair straggling over her arms as she

.sat, chin in hands, staring at the.fite. ~As for
" Beb Calvert, he'strove to maintain an .appear-

ance of - interest in.everything about.him, but

: ‘Conjectures. streamed- thr_épgh hisbram

-He knew now that the show’s difficulties .were
‘mot a.matter of revenge.. Everything pointed
.t acquisition—to force Mother Meade into a
_corner,” where she must ‘sell an equity in_a -

high-paying.. investment. - This. was :not - the
ordinary: kind of loan; Joshua Meade had,

borrowed on.the.earning power of his invest- -

ment as well as the physical property.

The rider glanced at Purcell—and realized
that suspicion had been born because it was
desired. It could be anyone. There were few

secrets on this little circus; what one knew,
everybody knew.

Calvert moved farther from the fire, and for
a moment watched Connie, as she sang to the
strumming of the banjo. He wished for the
miracle that could make her heart sing, in-
stead of her lips. But time was growing
short. .

June had passed. July had been bitten into
deeply. It would be well into August when the
show reached Denver, and September before
the real mining camps across the Great Divide
could be attained. Winter does not wait long
in the mountains.

To reach Denver would be an achievement
in itself. Dry again, hopeful once more, the
cavalcade started anew the next morning.
Blue skies had vanished; there was a chill in the
air; clouds hung low, drifting wraith-like over
distant hills and buttes. The long day went by
and others following. The show pulled into
Ogallala with its scattered population. Never-
theless, the circus was welcomed. Ortie
Whipple had been there as advance agent;
evidently he had met everyone in town.
That afternoon, when the straggling audience
spotted the seats. of the big top, performers
were called by name,- and their acts known
before they entered the ring...

.. There " was’. no. word “from* North Platte.
Evidently, there ‘was nothing to report—the
money, stofeg from, the" treasury wagon was

- still missing as ‘well as thgse who had taken it.

" Edrly, the next morning the show pulled out,

‘grateful for the few-dollars it had gained by

stopping.. -At least, they paid for provisions
necessary for the journey of nearly forty miles
to what was once the roaring camp of Jules-
burg. Now it was all but deserted. Where
there had been two thousand persons, there
were not now three hundred, and few of these
could afford the money to attend a circus.
Calvert dug deep into his money-belt here.
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There must be heavy supplies for a vicious
journey.

They turned southwest now, on the old
trail to Denver. The travail began.

Day followed day in unbreaking monotony,
except for the difficulties which incessantly
bestrode the show. The country had changed
to hummocked, baked land, like the roli of an
angry ocean. IFar away, the faint, saw-
ridged line of the Rocky Mountains appeared
before them, like an unattainable object. Day
after day, they grew no nearer. The show
plodded on.

Impending storms dwindled to showers.
Dust rose in gritting whirlwinds. Workmen
turned irritable. Mother Meade screamed at
the slightest infraction of her ever-changing
never-sensible rules. Connie was silent, and
strangely drawn. Bob Calvert rode the route
of the straggling line of wagons, trying to
cheer up a man here, a tired horseman there,
proud of their loyalty. He even found ad-
miration for Leonard Purcell. Least fitted
of any for this grueling journey, the man made
no protest. One day Calvert found him
swaying, asleep in his saddle. The equestrian
touched his shoulder, lest he fall from his horse.
The man gasped and straightened. Calvert
turned quickly away. It was as if he had
looked into the eyes of the man who had shot
him in Deadwood; tired features had taken on
a look of dissipation, of age. Suddenly Calvert
chided himself. The resemblance had been so
vivid, that imagination, it seemed, had sup-
plied all else. He had even thought he had
caught the scent of whiskey. ’

“Probably because I need a drink myself,”
the equestrian muttered. Suddenly he touched
Duke with his spurs. An outrider had cheered.

The mountains seemed to have jumped
nearer. Far away was a glitter of a gilded
church-steeple. Denver!

(To be continued)

All the Brothers Were Keoghs

“So they kidnapped Bob,” Dinty saw it all.
It was part of the game. The racket. They had
Bob on ice some place, would keep him there
afew days. ‘“Must have got him with guns,”
some far part of Dinty’s mind was thinking.
““Bob wouldn’t have gone otherwise.” Aloud
he said: “And they’ll keep him locked up till

_they collect the forfeit money and damages.”

‘“And insurance against non-appearance,”
added Partyka, cracking his thumbs. He
didn’t look at the others. The four of them
could see how it all worked. Could see the
papers on the streets before the lights were
out in the Garden, telling how Laughing Bob
Keogh had run out. Bob. Dinty couldn’t
bear to look at his father, at Hefty Keogh,
who had fought them all. All Broadway, all
the country, saying Bob Keogh had run out—
Bob Keogh, as game a kid as ever lived, make
no mistake about that. Something got
Dinty in the throat. “I was always the one
that got the family in disgrace,” he was
thinking, ‘“but Bob, he’s different. Nobody
can take any cracks at Bob.”

Beside him Partyka stirred wearily. ‘“He
was a good kid,” he said, as though Bob was
dead. Funny, how they all acted as though
Bob was dead. His heart checked—so Bob
was, as far as fighting was concerned. Bob
Keogh, contender for the title, had run out.
A fighter has no alibi. Picture the funny boys
on the papers believing a story of Bob Keogh
being kidnapped the afternoon of the fight,
after he was weighed in. No: Bob Keogh, a
boy who had come through every elimination
hout without a referee ever lifting a hand over
him, was out; through, finished. He had gone
panicky at the last minute and had scrammed,
that’s what the sporting world would say.

. Matt Schley drew his hdnd across his eyes.
“Them dirty bums,” he sobbed. He leaned

(Continued from page 8)

down and pretended to fix a shoe-lace. *“Going
to tell the news guys now?” :

“Might as well,” Bill Partyka struck out
with a kind of tired savagery.

Dinty looked up. ‘“What did Bob weigh
in at?” he asked.

Partyka looked up at him. ‘“Hundred and
forty-seven,” he said. “For God’s sake stop
talking.”

Dinty was taking off his coat, had thrown
his hat into a corner. He thought: *“God, how
O’Brien will laugh—and it won’t be Eastlake
this time. . . .” He knew where it would be,
Already the walls of the dressing-room seemed
to be closing around him like a prison. He had
wanted decent things, a clean life, happiness, a
wife to keep him straight—there was a girl
out there in the West. She had been pretty
nice to him—she seemed to think he was that
guy Sir Galahad and Gene Tunney rolled into
one. He remembered walking with her when
the apples were ripening and their odor like
cider hung heavy on the air. . . .

“] weighed in yesterday,” he said slowly,
[ at 147.7’

They stared at him, and the room grew still
as nothing in New York had ever been still
before. Outside they could hear shouts and
telegraph instruments but that was in another
world. Matt Schley still bent over his shoe,
stared as if through a haze. Partyka ran his
tongue over his lips. “Click-click,” said the
telegraph instruments, *click-click,” like the
light clink of handcuffs.

Hefty Keogh spoke. ‘“Are you in training,
boy?”

Dinty nodded. He took off the rest of his
clothes while they watched. Matt Schley
gasped. “My God. Itis Bob.” Matt Schley
wasn’t worrying about the scar.

Old Hefty Keogh was looking at his boy.

At a machine built to fight. At Bob’s double.
His eyes met Dinty’s; his arm went around his
shoulders. He did not speak.

Partyka said: “He’s got Bob's face, his
build, his smile—”

“Everything,” said Dinty, *‘except what
Bob’s got.” He had no delusions about him-
self. Hecouldn't win. But he could save Bob’s
face, the_ honor of the Keoghs—and, incident-
ally, a piece of change for Partyka.

“Ah, we couldn’t do it—’" said Partyka.
But his eyes said: “Still—"

The thing was unbelievable, preposterous.
It could not be done. But it had to be done.

THEY all went out together. Partyka walked
close to Dinty on one side, old Heity on the
other, his arm around his boy's shoulder as 1t
uged to be when he was small. Old Hefty
did not know that O’Brien would recognize the
scar. There was a buzzing in Dinty’'s ears
that at first he did not recognize, for he seemed
to be walking in a dream. Then he knew they
were approaching the ring—that the buzzing
was the shouting of the crowd, the roar of
thousands of throats.

Looking up, he saw that Toughie Werner
was.a.lrea.dy in the ring, bowing to the crowd.
Behind him were Denver Kolby and Sol Gallio,
who knew where Bob was. Dinty could sce
them over the heads of the seconds and the
handlers. OQutwardly innocent, they smiled
and patted shoulders and waited gleefully for
the_ announcer to let the crowd know that the
main event was off—that Laughing Bob Keogh,
the favorite, the beloved of Broadway, had
given himself the air.

Dinty said: ‘“There they are, dad. ...”
~—nothing more. With the three behind him,
he vaulted through the ropes into his corner.













































