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Grand Lodge Officers and Committees
1933-1934

Grand Ezalted Ruler— Committce on Credentials—
Walter F. Meier, Seattle, Wash., No. 92, 1412 Northern William D. Hancher (Chairman), Washington, I’a., No. 776.
Life Tower, Seattle, Wash. Frank L. McGovern, Corning, N. Y., No. 1071.
George C. Hunt, Huron, S. D., No. 444,
Grand Esteemcd Leading Knight— M. Rlley Wyatt, San Antonio., Texas, No. 216.

David Sholtz (Daytona Beach, Fla., No. 1141), Talla- Harry S. Joseph, Salt Lake City, Utah, No. 83.
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Lodge Activities Committce—
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! Grand Estcemed Loyal Enight— John R. Coen (Chairman), Sterling, Colo., No. 1336. i
Y IJ James M. Fitzgerald, Omaha, Nebr., No. 39. Charles . IHart (Mount Vernon, N. Y., No. 842), 50 East ==L
s n 42nd Street, New York, N. Y. H
é ﬂ Grand Estcemecd Lecturing Enight— Edward {& McCormick, Toledo, Ohlio, No. 33, 1403 Jeffer- il
son Ave.

Herman C. Karow, Kalispell, Mont., No. 723.

&G

§i Emmett T. Anderson, Tacoma, Wash., No. 174, 738 Com-
l merce St.
H Grand Secretary— George E. Strong, Washington, D. C., No. 15, Metropolitan

Bank Bujlding.

J. Edgar Masters (Charleroi, Pa., No. 494), Elks National
Memorial Headquarters Bullding, 2730 Lake View
Ave., Chicago, l?l.

O

Auditing Committec-—
) Albert Sidney Cain (Chairman), New Orieans, La., No. 30.
Grand Treasurcr— Walter P. Shaner, Lynchburg, Va., No. 321.
Jumesst Fét'D““y' Providence, R. I., No. 14, 135 Cranston Michael J. Kelliher, Brockton, Mass., No. 164.
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State Association Committce— |=|
Grand Tiler— " b S Ly
Leland O’Callaghan, Loulsville, Ky., No. 8. 1Y Baouth Ta Balte St Chisags pyine: 1M, No. 536), “8

. Willlam T. Phbillips, New York, N. Y., No. 1, 108 West
Grand Inner Guard— 43rd St.

. ré
" E. L. Safford, Santa Fe, New Mexico, No. 460, R. W. Jones, Pocatello, 1daho, No. 674. i- )
Fred B. Mellmann, Oakland, Cal., No. 171, H )

Grand Esquire— Leon McCord, Montgomery, Ala., No. 596. Il

B. F. Dickmann, St. Louls, Mo., No. 9. Antlers Council—

C. Fenton Nichols (Chairman), San Franeisco, Cal., No. 3,
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B Grand Chaplain— 405 Montgomery Street.

N Rev. John Dysart (Jamestown, N. Y., No. 263), Council Chauncey” Yockey, Milwaukee, Wis., No. 46. it
)'

g Bluffs, Iowa. : John W. Cantiliion, Red Bank, N. J., No. 233. Il

Board of Grand Trustees— National Memorial and Publication Commission—

A, Charles Stewart (Chairman), Frostburg, Md. John K., Tener (Chairman), (Charlerol, Pa., No. 494)
7 West Union Street. ) & Md., No. 470, Oliver Bulilding, Pittsburgh, Pa. ’

.

Lloyd Maxwell (Vice Chairman), (Marshall . Joseph T. Fanning (Secretary-Treasurer and Executive )
No. 312), 316 South Mlchlgaz: Agre., éhlcag:)‘yl}ll.lown' strecttor\):, (InYol:knalgolgg, Ind., No. 13), 30 East 42nd .@ A
James S. Richardson (Secretary), Cinclnnati, Oh reet, New » N. X.
N. E. Cor. 9th and Elm Sfreets. » Oblo, No. 5, Rush L. Holland (Colorado Springs, Colo., No. 309), .

fitan Bank Building, Washington, D. C.
James T. IHallinan (Approving Member), uee . Metropo - o 4 ’
N. Y., No. 87§), gioom 1213, 122) I‘gs?st 4‘12131(1130&:153, Fred Harper, Lynchburg, Va., No. 321.

New York, N. Y. Bruce A. Campbell, East St. Louls, 111, No. 664, First
I-Iem-g:l A. Guenther gHome Member), Newark, N. J., No. National Bank Building.
’

300 Clifton Ave. Frank L. Rain, Fairbury, Neb.,, No. 1203.
Wllllgm A\tI Abbott, San Francisco, Cal., No. 3, 58 Sutter,
Street.
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Grand Forum-—

fliam W. Mountaln (Flint, Mich., No., 222), 648 Win-
Artbur S. Tompkins (Chief Justice), (Haverst . Y. w !
No. 877), Supreme Court Cbam)ber(s, Nyncakfalqu.' ]1;1 . throp Street, Toledo, Ohlo.

John 8. McCleiland, Atlanta, Ga., No. 78, 202 Court House.
Michael F. Shannon, Los Anﬁjeles, Cal.,, No. 99, 1017-21
g.
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Elks National Foundation Trustees—
John F. Malle (Chalrman), (Springfield, Mass., No. 61),

Citizens National Bank B
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Wilbur M. Alter (Victor, Colo., No. 867), 710- 15 State Street, Boston, Mass. ]
Bldg., Denver, Colo. )» TL0-T17 Majestic Raynggg()l ?(%'j%'f.’é?en(}%fn (ff‘gh““"\'.‘"‘gi)v Xapa, &Sal, No. .

Ci P, Van Pelt, Fond du La ., N 4 am - washington, D. C. il
ayg)guse. uoe ! ¢ Wis, No. 57, Court Murrafr Hulbert (Secretary), New York, N. Y., No. 1, 551 DAL

j ° Fifth Ave. H

Commdittee on Judiolary— James G. Mclarland (Treasurer), Watertown, S. D, No. I

B. Mark Sullivan gChnlrman), ABrookline, Mass., No. 838. i

St. ass.

886), 40 Court , Boston, BEdward Rightor, New Orleans, La., No. 30, 1340 Canal

i

k Building. v
Henry C. Warner, Dixon, Ill, No. 779. Ban ! - i17.

Daofe! J. Kelly, Knoxville, Tenn., No. 160, Chnr]sfisregtl-ng%lll;:}ggiuﬂjﬂudelphIu, Pa., No. 2, Broad ;
Fred A. Wiecking, Bluffiton, Ind., No. 7086. Lawrence I1. Rupp, Allentown, Pa., No. 13 } = N7/,
James T. Kcefe, North Platte. Neb.. No. 985, e town Natlom{’lannk Building, ~o. 0, 201 Allen @

The Elks National Home at Bedford, Virginia

HE Elks National Home at Bedford, Va., is maintai q 3 .
Tus a resldence for aged and indigent members of 'Eﬁg (S;‘if,',fé“ﬁ{. of the Board of Grand Trustees. The Board of

NI

Ort(}er. %t is x(x]eltlhe‘r antlnﬁtxl-lmmg nor a hospital. Appll- ustees shall pass on all applications. Y
cations for admission to ¢ Home must be made in " For all laws governing the Elks Nati
writing, on blanks furnished by the Grand Secretary and Grand Lodge Stn%utes, Tftle I, Clmptél‘llt!)l.()lf'\,“l(-lcrgg?ed2Sgg

=
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signed by the applicant. Al applications must be ap- 69a, incluslve For information regardi

, § 3 ghig o th AN
proved by the Subordinate Lodfe of which the x(lippllcunt ?s address Henry A. Guenther, Home LMe(nlxxl))ér, goaf.hon:;t
u member, at a regular meeting, and forwarded to the Grand Trustees, Newark, N. J., No. 21, 300 Clifton Ave.
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GOOD RESOLUTIONS

NY day, in any month, is a good one upon
which to make a resolve that should be made;
the earlier the day and the earlier the month
] the better. But New Year’s Day is so distinc-
tive a calendar date from which to make calculations of
time that it has been quite generally accepted as a start-
Ing point for new enterprises and as a day upon which
new resolutions for personal conduct are adopted.

Sq many of our members will begin the New Year by
making such good resolutions that this word of approval
and encouragement would seem to be timely and justified,
even if it be a paraphrastic repetition of like comments
in the past, '

The fellow who specifically determines to abandon a
harmful habit, to give up a hurtful indulgence, or to
correct a fault, and who sincerely intends to maintain a
nNéw course of conduct that will be improving for himself
and helpful to others, deserves a pat on the back, He
sh'ould not be made the butt of wisecracks of questionable

- Wit and in unquestionably bad taste. The mere fact that

the good resolution is made is of itself evidence that
éncouragement is needed; and that every suggestion of
weakness and prediction of failure should be avoided.
) There is a definite value that flows from the resolve
itself. It indicates a mental attitude that is commend-
abl.e and marks a step forward on the right road. The
ultimate success or failure of the purpose relates only to
the extent to which that value is enlarged.

A wit who was once reminded that the road to hell is
paved with good intentions, wisely replied that he would
rather contribute such paving material than never to do
any road work at all.

So here is a fraternal clasp of the hand to every brother
Who makes a good resolution on New Year’s Day. He

1S a good Elk for doing so. The longer he keeps it, the
better Elk he will become.

THE ARMISTICE DAY PROGRAM

HE thousands of Elks, and the millions of non-
members, who listened in upon the broadcast
of the program incident to the initiation of the

. N.R.A. Class on Armistice Day, must have

been impressed with its excellence, as well as its patriotic

and fraternal significance.

~
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The musical numbers, by the University Singers and
the Columbia Symphony Orchestra, were appropriate and
beautifully rendered. The address of the Grand Exalted
Ruler was characteristically thoughtful and eloquent.
Postmaster General Farley was most happy in his ex-
pressions, giving further evidence of his loyalty and en-
thusiasm as an Elk. And the fine rendition of the Eleven
O’clock Toast by Past Grand Exalted Ruler Fanning was
a fitting conclusion of the fraternal program.

Quite naturally the outstanding feature of the occa-
sion was the message from the President of the United
States, read by the Postmaster General at his request.
Elks everywhere felt a thrill of fraternal pride in his
special greeting to his own Lodge, Poughkeepsie, New
York, and in his congratulation of his son James upon
his initiation as a member of Cambridge, Mass., Lodge.
It was quite like having the President pay a fraternal
visit to each Lodge.

The fact that approximately ten thousand members
were added to the rolls in the N.R. A. Class bespeaks
the success of that particular feature of the occasion.
But no mere figures can measure the value of the broad-
cast to the Order. Its influence will long continue and
will undoubtedly reflect itself in the result of the Sixty-
fifth Anniversary Class to be initiated in February.

The membership generally will carry in grateful ap-
preciation the service of the participants and the gener-
ous courtesy of the Columbia Broadcasting Company
whose facilities were made available for the nationwide
broadcast.

THE HUMBLE TASKS

ELEN KELLER is one of the most unique per-
=q"|| sonalities of all history. Blind, deaf and mute,
| as a child, she has achieved a high place among

the accomplished women of her time, despite
her seemingly insurmountable handicaps. The story of
her training and development is a true wonder-tale. Nat-
urally her philosophy of life is of more than ordinary
interest and inspirational value.

On one occasion she indicated that philosophy in these
words: “I long to accomplish great and noble tasks;
but it is my chief duty and joy to accomplish humble
tasks as though they were great and noble.” Leaving out
of account her modestly implied disclaimer of achieve-
ment, the real lesson embodied in the quotation is obvious.
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Perhaps most of us have felt the same longing to do
great things and to do them gloriously. But too few
have recognized the chief duty of performing the less
theatric tasks as if they were great and noble. And fewer
still have experienced a real joy in their performance.

Yet life is very largely made up of the humble tasks;
and the spirit with which we undertake them has much
to do with our own happiness and the happiness of those
about us,

The opportunities for deeds which the world accounts
great and glorious do not come to many. But all of us
may give dignity and nobility to our less glamorous. tasks
by the willingness, earnestness and sincerity with which
we perform them.

All of us cannot be Exalted Rulers and take the lead
in fraternal affairs which may meet popular acclaim. But
we can all be loyal, earnest Elks, ready to respond to the
calls upon us for the more humble fraternal services.
And we can, by a joyful performance of them, make a
truly noble contribution to the final achievement.

The humblest tasks thus performed become clothed
with importance. They cease to be humble. They ac-
quire a true dignity and nobility, in which the greatest
may feel pride and gladness. :

OUR FAITH

HIS is no assumption of the réle of prophet. It
is simply a pronouncement of an abiding faith.
(@ No specific day is predicted for the fulfillment
of that faith; but we feel assured it is not be-
vond the limit of a true patriotic patience.
We earnestly believe that these things will be wit-
nessed by us in America, within a time that, in all the
circumstances, will be reasonable:

" All willing workers gainfully employed.
Agriculture on a properly profitable basis.
Racketeering eliminated as a serious social
menace.

A more substantial general prosperity than ever
before.

America with an international prestige enhanced
and assured.

A higher standard of living more intelligently
enjoyed than ever before.

True fraternity as a more effective force in our
national life.

All this will not just happen. It must be brought
about by the industry, the intelligence, the patience, the
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courage, and the patriotism of our people. Confidence
in these qualities of American citizenship is the basis of
our faith.

SHORTER WORK HOURS

NDER the National Recovery Administration
numerous codes have been adopted, governing
the conditions under which the various classifi-
cations of business are to be conducted. In all
of them a distinctive feature is the fewer number of
hours per week during which labor may be employed.

The specific temporary purpose of this is to create a
necessity for the immediate employment of additional
labor and thus to reduce the number of the unemployed.
But it is also in keeping with the trend that has been
quite consistent for a number of years, toward an ever
lessening schedule of work hours. And it is very likely
that this policy will eventuate in a more or less permanent
and generally accepted basis of employment.

No one will question the wisdom of insuring for those
who work for wages a fair remuneration for their labor
and a reasonable time during which they can do some-
thing else. Just what limitations should be adopted in
given cases must remain a subject of debate; and with
this we are not here concerned.

But, from an economic and social standpoint alike,
perhaps the most important question involved in the an-
ticipated readjustment of labor schedules is—How are the
additional off-duty-hours to be spent? Whether or not
the shorter work hours will prove of real benefit to labor
will depend upon the answer to this question.

If the spare time, thus secured, is to be spent in hurt-
ful dissipation or in unwise indulgence; or if it is to be
passed in mere indolent idleness; then it would seem
better if it had not been provided.

But if that time be spent in wholesome recreation,
which revives and restores the jaded mind and body; or
if it be used for the acquisition of a better education, and
a wider culture; or if it be availed of for closer and more
improving associations with family and friends; or if it
be spent in a variant form of labor in one’s own interest,
without impairment of capacity to meet the demands of
the daily job; then the wisdom of the adoption of the
shortened labor period will have been demonstrated.

In the encouragement of labor to most effectively em-
ploy these additional hours of leisure, and in the pro-
vision of opportunities to spend them most advantage-
ously, benevolent organizations will find a new and fruit-
ful field of endeavor.
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be named the Maine Elks Home
Children. . . ;
Present at the meeting inaugurating the
crippled children work were: - State President
William P. Toulouse; Vice-Presidents Albert
C. Jones and Arthur-C. Labbe; Secretary-
Treasurer . Edward R. Twomey;
Ruler .Paul F. Fitzpatrick and Past Exalted
Ruler Simon Glazer of Gardiner Lodge, No.
1293; and Exalted Ruler A. A. Matthieu.
and Past Exalted Ruler Gordon Gallert of
Waterville Lodge, No. 905. T
Edward R. Twomey, State Secretary-
Treasurer

‘New Antler Lodge Instituted .- .
in Burbank, California

Over three hundred people recently wit-
nessed the -installation of the first officers
of the Antler. Lodge of Burbank, Calif., in-
stituted that evening at the Lodge Home of
the brother organization,- Burbank - Lodge,
No. 1497. The officers were installed, after
initiation ceremonies, by the Antlers- of
Alhambra, Calif.,, with Past Exalted Antler
John Disbrow acting as installing officer.

Representatives from the following Antler
Lodges were present: Long Beach, Pasadena,
Los Angeles, Glendale, Inglewood and San
Fernando. Past President Horace H. Quinby,
of the California State Elks Association,
was the guest of honor. He made a short
address on the principles of the Order of
Antlers. Mr. Quinby was presented with a
beautiful stand made and given to him by
Henry Luttge. Exalted Ruler Edward E.
Radclifi of Burbank Lodge was master of
ceremonies, and introduced Judge Clifford
Thompson who in turn introduced Judge
Bert Wix of Glendale, who spoke on
Americanism. -

The newly installed Exalted Antler, Harry
A. Colvin, and Leading Antler Fred Hawke
were presented with gavels for their respec-
tive stations by Mr. Luttge. Herbert K.
Smith, Antler Advisor, and Director of the
fifty-three piece band of Inglewood Lodge,
Max Haub, Antler Advisor of Alhambra
Lodge, and Barney Fikes, Antler Advisor of
Burbank Lodge, all spoke a few words.

The institution of the Lodge of Antlers,
the twentieth in the State of California, was
a big event in the fraternal life of the City.
The fifteen young men, charter members,
who were initiated, were: Harry A. Colvin,
Fred Hawke, Victor Schreiner, Joe Stephen-
son, Marvin Dahl, Albert Maitral, Tommy
Bane, Charles Stolper, Robert Eaton, Cecil
Swartz, Wilcken Byram, Robert Dillman,
Maurice Mallory, James Johnson, and Har-
old Clapper.

Henry A. Colvin, Exalted Antler

American Legion Appreciates
Milwaukee Lodge Celebration

Milwaukee, Wis., Lodge, No. 46, has set
aside one day annually for a Public Cere-
monial and a Reception devoted to the
American Legion and the World War Veter-
ans of Milwaukee and the State at large.
Rect_!ntly more than two thousand of these
soldiers assembled at the Milwaukee Lodge
Horpe at this annual reception. Their appre-
ciation is expressed in the following letter:

“On behalf of the forty-two hundred Ameri-

can Legionnaires in Milwaukee County, I wish
to express their sincere appreciation of the
delightful Memorial Celebration which we at-
tended as your guests on Monday evening,
November 13th,
. “We believe this annual event to be unique
in fraternal circles because it furnishes not
only great inspiration and worthwhile fun but
also brings our two great organizations into a
common understanding of our ideals and pur-
poses that would be possible in no other way.
We Legionnaires consider this event the finest
of the many activities in which we participate
each year and trust that we will ever be able
to strengthen our existing friendship.

for Crippled

Exalted °

\

-“With -sincerest wishes for the greatest pos-
-~ sible succéss 'of 'your organization, especially

. . in_your. efforts_to bring about a.better under-

standing of American ideals, we are
~ - = Cordially yours, -
The Milwvaukee County Council
*° The Anlerican Legién :
By Frank L. Greenya,
: . Chairman”
P. J. Kelly, Secretary

Information Sought Concerning
Clarence W. Dittmer

Information has been requested by the
Secretary of Hastings, Neb., Lodge, No. 159,
concerning the whereabouts of Clarence W.
Dittmer, who has been missing for a year
and a half. He is six feet tall, weighs 225
pounds, and is of fair complexion,” He is a
member of Hollister, Calif., Lodge, No. 1436.
Anyone having information concerning Mr.
Dittmer is requested to immediately notify
his father, ‘Henry Dittnier, of Minden, Ne-
braska, by -wire, collect.

George V. Helmann, Secretary

Secretary Howard D. Ferris, of
Portland, Me., Lodge, Dies

The members of Portland, Me., Lodge, No.
188, are stricken with sorrow over the recent
death of Howard D. Ferris, their secretary.
Mr. Ferris had been a member of the Order
for twenty-four years, having affiliated with
the Portland Elks in 1909. He was ap-
pointed steward when the Home on Free
Street was opened and served continuously
until about two years ago, when he became
Manager of the Home and dining room. He

23

also became Secretary of Portland Lodge in
1919 and served for over ten years, resign-
ing in 1929 on account of ill health. He
again became Secretary of the Lodge a few
months ago.

One of the most popular members of the
Lodge, Mr. Ferris was widely known
throughout the State, and also among mem-
bers of the Order from coast to coast. In
his. capacity as Secretary, as Steward and
later as Manager, he extended greetings to
hundreds of visiting Elks and their families
who made it a point to call at the Lodge
Home when in that section of the State.

The funeral services were held in the Lodge
Home on Free Street in Portland. The Rev.
Morris H. Turk officiated. .

Norfolk and Western Magazine
Lauds Elks National Home

In the November, 1933, issue of the Nor-
folk and Western Magazine, a publication
for the thirty thousand active and retired
employees of the Norfolk and Western Rail-
way Company, there appears an interesting
article about the Elks’ National Home at
Bedford, Va., written by A. Cheff. It is a
splendid article, doing full justice to this
materialization of an ideal—the Elks’ Na-
tional Home.

The article takes up more than four pages
of space. It is fully illustrated with photo-
graphs of the exterior and interior of the
Home. There are twelve photographs, one
full page being devoted to a ten-picture
photomontage. It is gratifying to know
of this outside interest in Elkdom.

1934.

enrolled in the Lodge.

Committee.
nary plans.

Saturday, July 14th
8:00 P. M.—Dinner to National Of-
ficials
Sunday, July 15th
6:30 P.M.—Dinner to the Grand Ex-
alted Ruler
Monday, July 16th
3:00 P.M.—Tickets to all visitors
giving admission to Riverside Racing
Park
8:00 P.M.—Public ceremony—Con-
vention Hall
Tuesday, July 17th
10:00 A.M.—Fashion Show for women
visitors .
1:00 PM.—A two-hour sightseeing
trip over the city for all visitors

Golf and Gymnastic Groups.

PiaNSs FOR 1934 GRAND LLoDGE CONVENTION
BeEING FORMED

During the recent visit of Grand Exalted Ruler Walter F. Meier to Kansas
City, Mo., Lodge, No. 26, in company with Grand Secretary J. Edgar Masters,
a conference was held relative to the steps which had been taken in preparation
for the National Convention, which will take place in Kansas City, July 15-19,

A sincere spirit of enthusiasm emanates from Kansas City Lodge, as host of
the next Convention. The members are all uniting to make it one of the best
that has ever been held. Before the time of the Convention, which also marks
the Fiftieth Anniversary of No. 26, one thousand new members will have been
A large class was admitted in November, and each
month is to see the induction of another similar one.

W. H. H. Piatt, former President of the Kansas City Bar Association, has
been chosen as the Chairman of the Executive and Advisory Convention
He has already started active work in the formulation of prelimi-
Mrs. W. F. Dwyer, President of the Ladies’ Auxiliary, has been
named Chairman of the Women’s Division of the same Committee.

The preparation of an entertainment program at this early date is difficult,
but the following program has been tentatively arrived at:

8:00 P.M.—Dance in Convention Hall
with entertainment
Wednesday, July 18th
10:00 A. M.—Visit to William Rock-
hill Nelson Gallery of Art and luncheon
for women at the Art Gallery
3:00 P.M.—Free tickets to Fairyland
or Winnwood Park
8:00 P.M.—“A Night in Venice”—a
musical extravaganza and entertainment
in Convention Hall
Thursday, July 19th
2:00 P.M.—Parade
8:00 P.M.—Military Extravaganza
Night in Convention Hall, including
drum and bugle corps contests, drill
team contests, etc.

Plans are now in formation for the naming of Committees on Parade,
Information, Health and Sanitation, Distmgu}shed Guests, Automobiles, Regis-
tration, Women, Publicity, Police and Public Safety, Bands, Trap Shooting.

Hugo Roos, Convention Correspondent
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lems, with kidnappers. I fell to wondering
about it and sought out Homer S. Cummings,
Attorney General of the United States.

“We want to establish something even
more ambitious than the Scotland Yard
of London. There are many curious
misapprehensions concerning- Scotland
Yard. It has been so puffed up and glo-
rified that the average person has the
wrong conception of it. It is not nearly
so large, nor so important, as we com-
monly think. In the first place, it is not
a detective force at all and it does not
have jurisdiction throughout England.

Scotland Yard is merely the Metropoli- . .

tan Police Department of Greater Lon-
don. It is just one of the 187 police
forces in England and Wales. It is not
allowed to operate outside of London,
except upon special invitation, when it
is sometimes called in by other cities—
such as Bath, or Liverpool—to help solve
a crime. However, its Criminal Record
Office acts as a clearing house for infor-
mation for the British Isles. ’

“Scotland Yard, in ancient days, was
occupied by the Kings of Scotland on
their visits to London. In this way the
name arose—Scotland Yard, the yard, or
enclosure, where the Scottish Kings
stayed. The name was retained when
the present building was erected. And
that is how it came about.

“I do not wish to boast, but here is
something worth calling attention to.
Scoland Yard has a collection of some
500,000 fingerprints. The Division of
Investigation of the Department of Jus-
tice in Washington, D. C., has approxi-
mately 3,925,000 on file.”

ALL this is very well, but what is one

going to do if he is kidnapped? There are-

several things for the family, or friends, to
do. I have put in a panel accompanying
this article, the advice given by the Chief of
Police of New York. This advice shows
how the matter should be handled locally.

In addition there is something else which
is growing more and more advisable, and
that is to turn the United States Govern-
ment loose on the case. Every day the Gov-
ernment is becoming increasingly important
in kidnap cases. You may be astonished to
know that there was not a single national
law against kidnapping until June, 1932.
Absolutely none. During that month the
so-called “Lindbergh law” went into effect.

And how do you suppose the Government
clamps down on the kidnappers? It has two
bear traps which it sets. One is if the kid-
nappers transport the victim across a state
line. The other is if the kidnappers use the
United States mails to send their letters.
The Government does not wait until it has
proved that one or the other of the viola-
tions has been made, but hops to it from the
beginning.

So now to answer the question: Telegraph
the Department of Justice, Division of In-
vestigation, Washington, D. C. If you can-
not remember this long and complicated
name, send your wire to J. Edgar Hoover,
Washington, D. C. That is all the address
you need. He is the Head of the Division
and he will set the hell hounds loose.

Don’t stop to write—telegraph. Of course,
if you have received threatening notes, or
warnings, or mysterious telephone calls, then
you may move more slowly and write. But
the safest thing to do is to telegraph. The
Department will send an investigator who
will work with you and who will help trap
the men who are trying to intimidate you.

There is a saying in the underworld of
kidnappers: “Watch out for Whiskers.”
“Whiskers” means Uncle Sam by reason of
_the beard he is usually depicted as wearing.

Jake the Barber has this to say, and Jake
ought to know what he is talking about:

“The Federal Government is the only agency
which can stop kidnapping.” Pay attention
to what Jake says—it cost him $100,000 to

find out. - .

- 'How do the different states handle the kid-
nap situation from the legal point of view?
It would be too long even to summarize, but
here is the way New York goes' after it.
Death had never been the penalty' for kid-
napping in New York until the twenty-fifth
day of-last August, when the Governor signed

. a ‘bill providing death for any kidnapper

when the victim was not returmed before
trial. Other features in the bill are these:-
~ It is a felony for anybody to withhold
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If You Are Kidnapped

By James S. Bolan

Former Police Commissioner, New York

“If you are a “kidnap possibility” you
should have your wife, or relatives, or
legal advisers, ‘instructed to report the
case to the police at once, and not try to
deal with the kidnappers direct. Natu-
rally, a family wishes to shield the kid-
napped person from threats of violence,
but the police can deal with a kidnapper
better than any friend or personal repre-
sentative. ’

Do not withhold information from the
police. This only complicates and delays
matlers.

A point for those in the State of New
York to remember is that it is now a
felony for a member of the family, or
anyone else concerned, to withhold in-
formation from the police. -

Report kidnap threats, or actual body-
possessions, immediately. Even an hour’s
delay may frustrate capture.

If you request, the crime will be kept
secret.

You may arrange to meet the kidnap-
pers, or their intermediaries, at any time
or place—if you notify the police in ad-
vance.

The police must in the line of duty at-
tempt to apprehend the criminals, but
not at the risk of the safety of the family
or of the individual kidnapped.

Work with the police, not against them.
O

information from the authorities. (This,
presumably, is aimed at such a condition
as when John J. O’Connell, Jr., was kid-
napped in Albany, and his politically
powerful uncles refused to co-operate
with the authorities.)

The prosecutor in the district where the
kidnapping takes place is compelled to
bring the kidnapper to trial within thirty
days after the indictment.

In addition to the death penalty, the
new law increases the prison sentences.
Even if the victim is released and not
killed, the sentence for the kidnapper is
from twenty years to life imprisonment.
Until the passage of the new law, the
penalty was from ten years to fifty, and
no more.

WHAT should be done to prevent kidnap-
ping ? What should be done so that a busi-
ness man can feel that he is not in danger
of being “snatched”? A legitimate question.
Following is the platform urged by THE
ELks Magcazmve. It is very simple, and we
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think it would prove to be quite effective.

1. Remove technicalities from crimi-
nal court procedure.
* 2. Eliminate - political interference
from courts. In other words, in order
to prevent kidnapping, we will have to
begin—not with the gangster, but with
the courts. In conjunction with this we
wish again to quote the Attorney Gen-
eral of the United States; “There is a
matter to which I invite your serious
attention in eliminating kidnapping. I
refer to the unscrupulous lawyers who
aid and abet kidnappers, and who em-
ploy every unworthy artifice in their
defense. There is reason to believe that
in many localities, certain members of
the bar are in touch with, and are regu-
larly employed by, the criminal element.
Their elimination is part of the problem
of crime.” -

3. Protect witnesses from
tion.

4. Pass a Federal anti-firearms law.

5. Tighten up the parole laws.

6. Loosen up the extradition red tape
between states. '

7. Require the registration of all ma-
chine guns. As this is written we are
pleased to report that this very move is
being contemplated by Washington.
President Roosevelt himself is inter-
ested, and it seems now that he will sign
an order which will require that every
machine gun in the United States shall
be registered, and that the possession of
an unregistered weapon of this kind will
be a felony. The sooner this hecomes
effective the better.

8. Develop an American
Yard. .
If drastic action is not taken conditions

will become intolerable. No business man
will be safe and no member of his fam-
ily will be safe. Some day, when he least ex-
pects it, a pistol will be poked into his ribs;
or the telephone at the office will ring . . .
and it will be his child who has been
“snatched.”

intimida-

Scotland

ONE of the most amazing cases in all kid-
nap history is the famous one of Pat Crowe.
He is, as you may know, the most notorious
kidnapper in the world. He has been be-
fore the public for thirty-three years.

He was born on a farm in Iowa. He grew
tired of walking up one side of a row of
corn and coming back on the other side, so
he went to Omaha to get rich. He got to-
gether a bit of money and opened a butcher
shop, but things didn’t go any too well, and
after a time he lost his shop. He lost it to
the so-called Meat Trust, a matter very
much talked about in those days. He was
accused of pilfering from the cash drawer
and was discharged from the butcher shop
which he had once owned and where he was
then working.

He bore a grudge against the meat packing
Cudahy family, and, brooding on this, de-
cided to get even with them and at the same
time make some easy money for himself.
The family had a cherished son—Eddie
Cudahy, fifteen. Just a week before Christ-
mas, in the year 1900, Pat Crowe walked
casually down the dark street, for it was
seven o’clock in the evening. Eddie Cudahy
came home from a friend’s where he
had been playing; but Pat Crowe was not
quite sure he knew him—especially in the
dark—so leaping forward he seized him and

said:

“You're Eddie McGee. I'm the sheriff.
Come with me—we want you for robbery.”

“I'm not Eddie McGee—I'm Eddie Cud-
ahy.”

XYou are Eddie McGee and you've got to
come with me.”

He put him into a buggy and sped away

(Continued on page 34)
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(Continued from page 33)
into the darkness.

The family waited for the boy to come
home, but he didn’t come. Then one of the
servants, happening to go outside, foungi a
strange-looking stick in the yard with a piece
of paper wrapped around it. The paper said
that the boy would be returned for $25,000.
“If you don’t give us the money we’ll put
acid in his eyes.” And there were the in-
structions for delivering the money. The
father was to get into his buggy alone and
drive west from Omaha along a certain road
till he came to a lantern. This was to be the
first sign. Then he was to continue driving
along the same road till he came to another
lantern which would have black and white
ribbons tied around the handle.

The father’s answer was to telegraph to
Chicago for twenty Pinkerton de-
tectives. But the mother broke
down under the strain. She begged

“Do you think you would know the
house ?”

“Yes, I think so.” And he did.

The police got hold of the owner. I
rented it to a man for a month who paid me
cash in advance.”

“What did he look like?”

By checking up, the police knew they
wanted Pat Crowe, and they started to look
for him. The case became a world sensa-
tion. They received telegrams from every-
where that he had been discovered—one
came from Tasmania—but it was never Pat
Crowe. A year went by and they searched
the world over—and all the time Pat Crowe
was in Omaha. He had never left the City!

The amazing hunt went on. Five years
later 2 man turned up in a miners’ saloon
in. Butte, Montana. He had been drinking
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and thought that he held the world in the
hollow of his hand. .

“Shay, I'm the man who kidnapped Eddie
Cudahy.”

The miners laughed, and it made th.e man
mad. “Sure I am.” And forthwith he
began telling the details. o

“You're afraid to tell that to the police.

“The devil a bit I am.”

And then the miners walked down the
street behind the swaggering gentleman who
told the story to the police. The police
wired to the officers in Omaha, but the offi-
cers in Omaha did not get excited, for they
had had thousands of telegrams in the five
years. But the descriptions tallied and they
sent a man to bring the boaster back—and
sure enough it was Pat Crowe.

Pat Crowe was tried in Omaha; he had
sent a letter to a Cathohc_prlest
confessing the deed and this was

put in evidence. When the jury

the father to get the money and o . came in they turned Crowe loose!
drive along the road as the note How Kidnapping Ransoms Range Unbelievable but true.
ordered. The father telephoned the . Why? The jury was composed
bank, and at five o’clock, by spe- in Amounts mostly of farmers. TThtey hgt«;g
cial arrangement, got the money in Victim Time Sum Paid the so-called Meat Trust, an
gold. How much do you suppose m rai substance they said:
it weighed? One hundred pounds! Leon Gans June, 1931 $10,000 “If Pat Croywe got $25,000 from

He piled the money (in four Frederick Strauss August, 1931 . $50,000 the Meat Trust—why, more power
E)va::gsi) l?—lt: fg:lencll) utghgey ﬁz;"rs)éi l:tr?tretr?li Charles Rosenthal August, 1931 $50,000 t'Ochlm!" iven a tremendous
and  then continued. But there Howard Wo?lverton January, 1932 $20,000 ovatri?:,c p‘:g;leglgg.raded the street
was no second lantern, and he be- Charles A. Lindbergh, Jr, March, 1932 -$50,000 shouting his name as they have
gan to be alarmed. Then, just as Haskell Bohn June, 1932 $12,000 done recently for our flying he"“fi'
s e wih th bk gma | Chavke Boetchr, 1L Febrary, 1033 gonguo | B Cacahy geow Upy and
white ribbons around the handle. Peggy McMath May, 1933 $60,000 ;a;rl)wde h?sas‘coxgg::&]ations.
He threw out the money, turned Mary McElroy May, 1933 $30,000 Where do you suppose Pat
?llilt?e dr’oxlle LE)a(:kp,‘taniiving home a; William Hamm, Jr, June, 1933 $75,000 Crowe is now? I saw him recent}é’
was %:agf] "outsid: e\égrex ahost?:en— Jerome Factor April, 1933 $50,000 punne Bowery, New Yon;k—a:ogle
quick footsteps, somebody running John Factor July, 1933 $50,000 pum. He shuffles up dobé) s for
One of the sérvants opened the (Jake the Barber) y Zoc]l(iirsneou;nl;sw}l'lli:dl’neagets itgturns
door—and standing there was Ed- August Luer July, 1933 $10,000 it into drink. He sleeps in “flop
die, safe and unharmed. John J. O’Connel, Jr, July, 1933 $40,000 houses,” and in summer he some-
g Hed hﬁd been kept in an aban- Charles F. Urschel July, 1933 $200,000 times sleeps on park benches. That
(;)n:h ouse on the outskirts of is the afternoon of the world’s

maha. most famous kidnapper.

The Sloug h Devil

second late, hot summer dawn had come,
a clam-shell pink above the river trees,
before Hawley chugged upstream from
Broken Bow. For two nights and a day, in
the miserable river-side hotel, the man had
nursed and kneaded his flesh, stimulating
its tendons, soaking in hot water, building
back the strength which that ordeal of
quicksand had torn down.

It bad done more than to make a new
man of him. The treatment had kindled a
fresh flame of vengeance, and had fanned
a new, quivering spark of emotion. He had
his landlord send meals to his room. When
he was not tending his body as he would
have tended some abused mechanism, he was
cleaning his rifle and greasing cartridges.
A hundred times he lifted the heavy Sav-
age to his shoulder and drew the opal pin-
point against the open sight. When his

chance came—it was true enough that he-

had more than a revengeful satisfaction to
consider. Life and death might be bal-
anced against each other, and very sud-
denly, up in some lonely tongue of alders.

No one in Broken Bow seemed alive
when he left. The river drew weaving cur-
rent threads in voiceless skeins over the
gray surface. In an hour it would mirror
the sun, and all the willows on shore would
rise in salad brilliance. Now they were flat
walls of brown haze,

The motor sang its little tocsin song.
Hawley squatted in the stern, his hand
frozen around the black lever. In the boat

(Continued from page 8)

were blankets, and food for days to come.
ie sat suspended in a pastel vacuum, with
river and trees and drifting branches cours-
ing silently past him.

Above the first bend, his eyes caught a
movement near a spectral day-post on the
east bank. He throttled down, watching.
A low canoe crept into the current, its
paddle lifting steady fans of silver from the

water. gray figure waved an arm, then
the paddle dipped steadily once more.
Hawley thought, “It’s that old man, the
one I talked to when I first came. He saw
—Tim. . . . Catfish Collins, the people call
him.” He headed inshore.
The two bo.

1 ats swung together opposite
Moliin’s Slough. Broken water glylshed and
rattled between them as Collins extended his

paddle and Hawley drew the craft close.
“What is it?” he asked.

Ont_: of Catfish Colling’ eyes was pearly
3nd sightless. But the other grinned craftily.
I wondered. You was on Black Island?”

“I've been a lot of places,” Hawley told
him curtly.

“Find anything?”

“Tracks.”

The old man spattered tobacco juice on
the purple water, “You found tracks.
Anything else ?”

Peter could feel a warmth which was not
of the sunrise, twitching under the hard
skin of his face. “What if I did?”

Collins grunted. “She or him?”

“I saw a woman. I was stuck in the

mud. In fact—well, I yelled—and she heard
me. She came and pulled me out.” The
words seemed awkward and ill-chosen. “I
supp??,se that she saved my life. Did she tell
you

Catfish gulped on his mighty cud. “Hell,
no. I don’t go near there. But I saw you
a-pointing that way, day before yesterday.
Wanted to tell you to keep away. The
girl’s all right, I guess. But her man—
father or uncle or brother, whatever he is—

he’ll shoot the daylights out of you. Even
them government hydro-what-you-call-it
fellows——

“Hydrographic survey. = What about
them?”

“They don’t go near. Nobody does. It’s
a bad place—mostly marsh and brush. A
lot of little sloughs. - Maybe that devil you're
hunting, lives there——" .

Hawley’s throat was dry. “Why didn't
you tell me so when I first made inquiries
about—the animal ?”

Catfish Collins blinked his one eye, and
with a warped arm he made an encompass-
ing sweep which included the whole uni-
verse. “Young man,” he said, “there’s fifty-
sixty square miles, right here, where it can
hide. Else it wouldn’t have lived this long.
This one is old. I tell you, it’s been here
forever.”

“All I can do is hunt.”

“Certain. Go to it. Others have hunted,
and give it up.’ Catfish gulped slowly. “I

(Continued on page 36)
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don’t blame you. I—I seen your brother,
after folks found him. But you waited a
long time about coming.”

Hawley said, “I was in Asia when it
happened.” He looked down at the rifle
which rested upon the thwart. “It was
months before I heard. I came—as quickly
as I could.”

With a sturdy shove, the old man nudged
his canoe away from the drifting boat.
“Wish you good luck, my boy.”

Peter snapped quickly: “One minute.
The girl—Ardith Kent. Why do they. P

“Ain’t nobody knows.” Old Collins
crouched like a monkey in his battered craft.
“They’ve been here a good while. The old
man—Joe Kent, he calls himself—looks like °
a mean one. . . . They just showed up on
that island, one time. And been living there
ever since. Take care. He’s liable to drill
you if you get too close.” He swung the
prow downstream and went swishing away
toward Broken Bow.

THE sun was harsh above the lotus beds
when Hawley landed on Black Island. This
time he drew his boat high above the soggy
shore line, and covered the motor to protect
it from dew or rain. He rolled his blankets
and buckled the roll over his shoulder; the
loaded haversack thudded against his hip.

This might be a long hunt. He was still
dazed at his discovery of the past two
weeks: that in the heart of the prosy mid-
dle-west lay this narrow everglade—as blank
and forbidding as Papua.

Black Island was a good place for any-
thing to hide. For an animal—or a man,

He strove tediously through the luxuriant
weeds. Underfoot, his boots sank and bub-
bled in equatorial slime; the birds, flicked
up before him, whistling their distress at this
invasion. Once he disturbed a white-tailed
deer, and his sights drew down on its tan
flanks before he realized what it was. And
everywhere were tracks, the delicate paw-
prints and tracery of furry swimmers who
crept amid the gnat-laden bayous.

But no tracks such as he sought, like
those he had seen two days before.

Hawley sweated his way toward a wil-
lowy ridge which lost itself in the hazy
flats. Somewhere, on one of these firmer
veins of earth, was hidden a cabin—a shack
—a habitation of some sort. Even a woman
tanned as wild honey, narrow-hipped, with
fluid muscles, even such a woman could not
live for years in the underbrush. No, there
would be a house.

It was something more than fear, which
kept her rooted here. Pride, or strength.
She had them both.

He reached the ridge. As he stood there,
warm moisture trickling down his temples,
his rifle loose in his hands, he detected a sly
pulsation in the thicket behind him. But
before he could move, something hard had
been pushed against his spine.

“Put it down,” droned a husky voice.

Hawley’s finger curled past the trigger
guard. He did not turn his head.

“Quick!” said the man in the bushes. ‘“He
stole from widows and orphans. He ruined
me, doing it. I'm still glad I killed him.
Just as soon kill you.”

He talked like a petulant child, this man
with the husky throat—this man who crept
through the laced tangles more softly than
any lizard. When Peter had dropped his
gun and swung round to face the voice, he
could only marvel at the netted wrinkles in
the man’s voice, the staring and insane sim-
plicity of his blue eyes.

He was slight and knotty, a little coil of
brown fishline crouching among the willows.
Under the torn hat, his long hair was white
The steel muzzle of his
carbine did not waver; it stared like a
Promethean eye squarely into Hawley’s face.

“You oughtn’t to have come after me,”
said the old man. “Now I’ll have to kill






38

THE
B. P. O. L.

choose

Bicycle/

Because of

Quality

Found wherever
Elks play . .
in club or home

Send_this coupon and 25¢ to The U. S.
Playing Card Company, Dept. 12, Cincin-
nati, Ohio, and a book of Official Rules of
Card Games, 1932 edition (revised), will
be rushed to you postpaid.

Name

Address

City State

. (Continued from page 37)
chin. “It’s here on this island! T crossed
fresh tracks a while ago. We lost our dog
Sunday night. Uncle had gone upstream to
hunt for him—that’s why I was alone, the
day you were caught in the sand—"

Cold sweat stood out on Hawley’s fore-
head. “For God’s sake, why didn’t you tell
me about those tracks before? Show me!”
His hands tightened around the barrel of his
rifle until the knuckles shone gray. “Show
me_"

“Right—back here. Before I came to the
willows. Only a little way—"

There was a hot eternity of swishing grass
and interlocked switches that snapped against
his face . . . the woman went ahead of
him, shoulders lifted, arms going up to twist
the branches aside as she guided him
through. He heard the endless humming of
insects around him, muted somehow by the
hammering pulse which fought within his
own body.

As she paused beneath a blasted cotton-
wood, Peter Hawley dropped to his knees
and stared at the huge, cloven hoofprints
that sank cruelly into the soft dirt. “Fresh,”
he said. “Not long. It must be close by.
I've studied up on their habits, as much as
possible. They’re apt to find a dark place
and lie there in the mud through the hotter
part of the day.” He cried wildly. “If I
could only be sure that this is the one!”

The woman’s hand fell against his arm,
and even through the drenched wool of his
shirt there seemed a sturdy coolness in her
touch. “You're hot mistaken. There’s only
one of them left. We've heard about it ever
since we came here. Clammers, fishermen
. .. sometimes we’ve talked to people. More
than one man is hiding out, in the Winne-
shiek. And they've told us about the slough
devil. Long ago there was a herd. This
is the last one. They'd always been here.”

“Not always. I don’t—” He heard him-
self talking with a curious classroom detach-
ment—*I don’t incline toward that theory.
They weren’t indigenous. Domestic stock
that ran wild, back in the days of the
French or Spaniards, and reverted to type.”

She whispered, “It's very large, they say.”

He handed the old man's carbine to her,
then turned and hung his blankets and hav-
ersack upon a broken limb. “I guéss we
leave each other here. But don't give your
uncle the gun, for a while.”

HE turned, and with lowered head he
followed the cumbersome trail which strag-
gled downhill through the soft mould. The
minutes passed, to the chirping of warblers
and the relentless whine of flies. He moved
deeper and deeper into boggy tangles.

A stick snapped. He whirled. The girl
stood close behind him, the carbine still in
her hand. “You've got to go back,” cried
Hawley.

“Back to what?” She laughed, an un-
pleasant sound. “God knows what this has
done to my uncle. I can’t go back to our
cabin—not after what I did to him in the
willows. Not until enough time has passed
for him to forget everything except—except
the one thing that’s always in his mind.”

He reached her side. Catching her arm,
he pointed toward the desolate pools below
them. “These tracks are heading straight
for that bog. The slough devil’s apt to be
within a hundred yards of us, right now.
You know what it did to—what it can do
to anyone.”

“Maybe,” said Ardith Ferren, “it’s my
duty to come. I saved you twice. Maybe
—again—"

“It’s my job,” said Peter. “I won’t miss.
I know my duty, too.”

She wrenched herself loose from the clutch
he had placed upon her. Her voice was
flatly hysterical. “Don’t talk to me about
duty. You know so little about it! One
year of tragedy, you've had. And I've had
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four years—four years alone on this island
with an old man who talks day and night
about killing, killing, killing!”

He said, “I didn’t mean—"

“He had a bank, a tiny one in Kentucky,”

the girl sobbed. *“He killed one of his
officers—dishonest fool who ruined the
bank and ruined my uncle. He shot him

in a rage, and then he ran away to St. Louis
where I lived with my mother. Those were
her last days—you understand? She was
dying. My uncle had supported us when I
was a baby—kept us alive. We owed him
everything. I promised mother that I
wouldn’t leave him. He was pursued—al-
ways pursued in his mind. We came up the
river. This place—he had hunted and fished
here, years before. We built a cabin. I've—
Dutyi Oh, don’t say the word to me!...”
Her eyes were wet, silvery. “I'm not afraid,
Peter Hawley. Not afraid of a slough devil
or—"

Ardith. Faint and far away they heard

the cry—a squawking sound that tottered
up out of the seething marsh. Ardith. They
could see the man coming—the sun made
metal out of his white hair as he ran,
drenched to the waist, splashing through the
mud. . . . He came closer, waving his arms,
wailing. He was passing the last whorl of
lily-pads, now, and they could see his face,
taut and staring, seeing no one else but the
tall girl who stood at the head of the black
slope.
“Ardith!” Graceway kept moaning.
“They’re out in the swamp! Coming after
me . . . posses, sheriff’s men—they want to
take me away . . . I heard them. Ardith!”
He fell down, got up again, lifting blank
eyes toward the woman beside Peter Haw-
ley, looking through Peter Hawley as if he
were not there. “Right behind me! They’re
coming. I heard them—making a noise—I
haven’t got my gun, Ardith—"

He threw a quavering glance over his
shoulder, and screamed.

Hawley had eyes only for this shrieking
creature, stammering and frenzied in his
nameless terror. He did not see what was
coming behind him. Ardith Ferren saw it
before he did.

With a smothered sob, she flung up the
old carbine. The firing-pin clicked against
the empty shell in the chamber. Then, be-
fore Hawley could move, she had dropped
the gun and was racing down the slope. She
did not scream. “Uncle Ken,” she called
rapidly, “run in a broken line. Zig-zag.
Hurry! Turn—turn—"

Crushing up out of the lotus bed came a
vast, gray, black shape—a gaunt thing with
an enormous snout and elephantine ears. A
mass of curving yellow tusks sprouted from
its drooling jaws. The boar raced like a
hound, three hundred pounds of bone and
wire, long legs hurling up the slime as its
sharp hooves drove down.

Hawley had his rifle at his shoulder. The
front sight drew against that muddy hide.
He felt the trigger oozing back under his
finger. Then the figure of the woman danced
in front of him. He slapped the barrel
aside; his bullet crashed harmlessly into the
swamp.

The old man whirled about, lifting his
arms high above his head. He plunged for-
ward, flat on his face. Three yards away,
the mighty boar skidded, evil eyes blinking.
Something had distracted him. The flutter.
of pale blue—the woman’s dress—

His tusks clashed together; he screamed
once, and hurled his grotesque shape toward
her.

How he reached that lower slope, Peter
Hawley never knew. He realized only that
he was there, that with a bruising thrust of
his shoulder he had crushed the girl aside.
. . . He was crouching, his rifle clanging
rapidly as he strove to hold its sights below
the brute’s shoulder. The boar stumbled,
roared, plunged on. The last shell clicked
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and.Bermuda) you may, perhaps, pause to
reminisce. You will find it hard to decide
which feature of the cruise was the most
enjoyable—the ports of call, the special pro-
gram of entertainment, the congenial fellow-
travelers you met on board, or the superb
ship itself. Of one thing, however, you will
pe certain. You will have returned renewed
in vigor, broadened in outlook, and with a
new zest for living.

Smart

(Continued from page 17)

“Sixteen thousand?” he asked.

“I know those cars are worth a lot of
money,” said Louey apologetically, ‘“but
that’s all I could afford to pay right now
and beside you have to figure in deprecia-
tion, you know.”

Salina arose and poured himself a drink.

“That’s right,” he said, “you have to
figure depreciation. Are you sure you won’t
have a drink?”

“Just one,” said Louey.

“All right, then,” Salina decided as he
handed Louey his drink, “we’ll call it a bar-
gain, Let’s drink to it.”

They clinked their glasses together and
Louey smiled a little nervously.

“Could I have the car right away?” he
asked. “I want to go down to Atlantic
City for the week end and it’s such nice
weather. I'd like to drive down.”

MARVELOUS weather,” Salina agreed,
“perfectly marvelous. I think, perhaps, it
could be arranged. Of course, we have to
transfer the license but I could take care of
that Monday and you could take the car to-
day. I'd give you a bill of sale and I believe
everything will be all right. Do you want
to take a look at the car now? It’s right
outside.”

“I suppose I might as well,” said Louey.

The car was parked on a side street.
Louey examined it casually, not even both-
ering to lift the hood.

“It’s nice and shiny,” he observed to
Salina.

Salina looked at him curiously. He was
beginning to believe that his prospective
buyer was something of a queer character.

“What sort of business are you in, Mr.
Stein?” he asked pleasantly.

Louey hesitated for an instant.

“Oh, I'm in the law business,” he said
and laughed a little self-consciously. “I'm
a lawyer.”

Salina stared at the purple tie.

“Is your office in New York?” he asked.

“Yes,” said Louey. “I have a little office
uptown.”

They went back to the office and Salina
prepared a bill of sale.

“How is this?” he asked Louey and read
from the paper: “‘This is to certify that
Joseph Salina has received from Louey Stein
the sum of sixteen thousand dollars in full
payment for the above’ And I have the
motor number and license number of the
car included. Now all you have to do is
to pay me the money and I'll sign it.”

“Very regular,” said Louey and drew out
his checkbook.

The smile left Salina’s face.

“What are you going to do,” he asked,
“pay me with a check?”

Louey looked up innocently.

“Why, certainly,” he said. “You don't
think I'd carry that sum of money in my
pocket, do you?r”

Salina looked at him sharply.

“How do I know the check is any good?”
he asked.

Louey pointed to the phone.

“All that you have to do,” he said, “is

(Continued on page 42)
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Net Circulation

EVERY advertiser wants to buy “net’’ circulation:
every reader a possible buyer. Every publisher
wishes he could offer and deliver net circulation.

There’s no such thing as actual “net” circulation; but
the Elks Magazine comes pretty close to delivering it.
The magazine is subscribed for, paid for, by 560,000
members of the Elks organization. They like it as a
magazine, not simply as an “organ” of their fraternal
order. In fact, it is a good magazine, with fraternal
news a feature, rather than a fraternal magazine with
other features added.

The members of the Elks organization are men of
standing in their various communities; business and
professional men; citizens active in the affairs of the
community; owners and makers of homes; heads of
families.

The Elks Magazine goes to these homes; the
families like it; they find that it’s made for
them to like. Advertisers whowant to talk
to that sort of men and their families can do
it, nearer net circulation, we think, in the
Elks Magazine, than in any other.

Ghe §lks

Magazine
560,000 identified reader-owners

50 EAST 42ND STREET, NEW YORK CITY

ELKS NATIONAL MEMORIAL HEADQUARTERS BLDG.
CHICAGO, ILL.































