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trove of
the sea. But
marine opera-

tions to recover millions are for a few well
trained specialists. Hunting for treasure
buried on land is a sport to be followed
by anyone equipped with imagination,
energy, machinery and money. Because
the two Americas are the more recently
settled our Western Hemisphere offers
the most alluring opportunities for turn-
Ing scenery into quick fortunes, not by
the painstaking, orthodox methods of
place1: and deep lode miners but by dis-
covering and uncovering caches left by
dead and gone pirates or by rightful
owners. He is a strong character who
can resist such hunting.

From Nova Scotia to Bolivia and from
the West Indies to the Pacific Islands
optimists have long looked for buried
treasure, left in queer places and under
odd circumstances during the past three
centuries. If the masses of money ex-
pended fruitlessly to unearth masses of
money, or its equivalents, hidden stealth-
ily by legal or illegal owners, could be
suddenly transferred into currency, times
would be better than they are today.
Yet fortune hunting expeditions will be
generously financed as long as there ex-
ists a fabled “treasure island” or a treas-
ure whose burial has been more or less
authenticated.

Tis a hardy traveler who can pause
at the historic city of Halifax without
beng tempted to journey to Oak Island,
which lies in Mahone Bay, on the coast
of Nova Scotia. I paused at Halifax,
my mind on salmon fishing. In fact I
was bound for the Codroy River in New-
foundland. But the venerable hotel was
ﬁ_lled with whisperings. Another expedi-
tion was en route to Oak Island. For the
tenth time in the past 135 years a well
organized attempt would be made to
solve the greatest buried treasure mys-
tery on this Continent.

The story starts in 1795 when three
young fellows named Vaughn, Smith and
MacGinnis were idly paddling around
beautiful Mahone Bay and discussing the
legend that it was so named by the
French because low, rakish vessels were
frequently anchored there when piracy
was fashionable. By the merest chance
this youthful trio beached their canoe on
one of the three hundred and sixty-five
islands well covered with oaks.

Just as idly exploring the island, they
came upon an oak of unusual di-
mensions. It stood in the center
of a small, cleared space. Sev-
eial. feet above the ground a
large “branch projected from
the trunk. The outer end of
this branch was missing. It
gave optical evidence of
having been sawed off.
There were mysterious
marks on the sawed-off
branch, such as might be
made by block and tackle.
Curious marks and figures
were on the trunk. They
might have been made with
a woodsman's axe. But the
marks and the branch at-
tracted more than casual atten-
tion, for near the foot of the tree
and directly beneath the scarred
old branch a circular depression
about thirteen feet in diameter was
plainly discernible in the :grass.
Casting around for more convincing
evidence that this was the scene of some
forgotten activity the trio got back to the
island’s beach. Here, in a rock slightly
below the water’s level, a stout iron ring-
bolt was firmly fastened. The tide was

‘out and Messrs. Vaughn, Smith and

MacGinnis saw it plainly. They identi-
fied it as the remains of an old mooring
place. That bolt is there as this is writ-
ten. It is an important part of the Oak
Island treasure mystery.

To add interest to their discoveries

7 they picked up a copper coin dated 1713

and a boatswain’s whistle showing signs
of age. These two last relics, it might be
remarked in passing, have not been con-
nected with the supposed great cache.
Intermittent search for the latter has
cost unsuccessful searchers more than
$200,000.

After recovering from their first ex-
citement the eighteenth century discov-
erers returned to Oak Island with digging
tools. Wielding picks and shovels indus-
triously they threw layers of loose soil
and hard clay from a thirteen-foot shaft
marked on the surface by the grassy
circle. At a depth of ten feet they came
to a floor of thick planks. The planks
were heavy but the trio pried them up.
They found more earth—but no treasure.
Determined to get at the bottom of
the mystery the three diggers from
Halifax kept going down. After
another ten feet of pick and
shovel exercise they came to a
second layer of oak. They
pried this out—but found
no treasure. They kept on
digging. At the depth of
thirty feet they grew
weary. Then they tried
to enlist assistance.
Mahone Bay boasted a
few inhabitants but the
natives would have noth-
ing to do with them.
They knew of the oak,
the depression and the
circle but they also knew
that, by night, the woods
rang with terrifying shrieks
and groans and were lighted by
the fires of hell or something similar.
Messrs. Vaughn, Smith and MacGin-

" thusiast.
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nis gave up their quest after failing . to
interest local capital in a dangerous en-
terprise. Six years the treasure hunters
rested, unhappy. They could not get the
subject out of their minds. They talked
about it continually. In the sixth year of
this verbal advertising their story brought
a young physician named Lynds of Truro,
a Nova Scotian city, into the Oak Island
buried treasure picture.

Dr. Lynds was immediately an en-
He interested several monied
citizens. With the original trio they or-
ganized an exploration company.and went
after the mystery systematically. They
and their hired assistants cleaned out the
shaft until—at ninety-five feet below the
surface, and after removing a layer of
charcoal and cocoanut fibre, a layer of
putty and some other layers—they un-
covered a flat stone measuring sixteen
inches by three feet. This stone bore
what they took to be an inscription. They
appeared to be approaching the end of
their journey.

THERE were scholars in the Maritime
Provinces as far back as 1801. Some of
these scholars were invited to do some
translating. The inscription was in some
foreign language with which the scholars
were not familiar. But the most popular
translation of the day was: “Ten feet
below two million pounds lie buried.”
Announcement of this translation caused
a fever of excitement. More diggers were
hired, more earth hoisted. Almost im-
mediately wood was encountered com-
pletely flooring the shaft. This platform
was much more solid and protective than
any yet found.

The workers knocked off for a Sunday
rest. When they returned to the job on
Monday morning the shaft was filled
with water to within twenty-five feet of
the surface. The “pirates,” or whoever
went to so much trouble to bury some-
thing, had also prepared a tunnel con-
necting the sea with the shaft, as added
insurance against Vaughn, MacGinnis,
Smith, Dr. Lynds, et al. Baling did not
help the situation. A second shaft, sunk
to 110 feet, was flooded as suddenly as
the first. The expedition was busted and

gave the job up. Some
(Continued
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dock grass, wondered how much of generosity and how much
of guile had entered into the Charlton offer.

But it was Cissie’s colt, and a grand animal to boot, so he
must be philosophical above the rankling hurt—and besides
and beyond that-—such a yearling as it promised to be might
bring a ready $20,000 at the sales.

“Twenty thousand for little Cissie,” he repeated and smiled.
It was worth the hurt. He stretched across the paddock fence
and conjured up visions of what $20,000 would buy her.

He was still there when the clamor of the dinner bell rolled
down to him from the house.

“Clothes,” he said to himself, “and going places and a chance
to meet a good boy who’ll marry her.” He went on up the
path to the side porch, but before he went in he turned about
and looked at the splash of chestnut against the spring house
willows.

“I’'m going to name him Salvation,” he said with finality.

It was two days before he spoke of it. Two days of air
castles. Then he told Cissie as they sat in the low-ceilinged
living room beneath the dusty portrait of Zebulon the dynast.

“Twenty thousand dollars,” she said, and her voice sounded
frightened. Then her eyes clouded and she got up, striding
across the polished walnut planks of the floor to look out over
the moonstruck fields toward Charlton House.

When she turned back to Zebulon the cloud had gone from
her eyes and they were stormy.

“No,” she said sharply. “We can’t.”

But Zeb was peering into the distances of the empty grate
and he was dreaming old dreams.

“Yes, we can, honey,” he insisted softly.

“No,” she said again. “It’s a thousand dollars or nothing.”
Then, cryptically: “It’s a contract.”

He sat upright abruptly and the dreams died. “What do
you mean?”

She motioned toward the Charlton acres.

“When Uncle Jim sent the mare back to me,” she answered,
“he asked me to sign a contract—giving him an option to buy
the foal for $1,000 if it was all right. It seemed like mil-
lions——"

She broke off suddenly and kneeled beside him, her head on
his shoulder.

He felt a surge of tremendous anger that made him shake
and his voice came unsteadily.

“Why didn’t you tell me?”

She was crying now. “I wanted to surprise you; I didn’t
know. I only thought of a thousand dollars for us—to spend.”
One of his shaking hands reached up and stroked her hair.

“The skunk,” he said to the portrait of Zebulon Butts. But
to Cissie:

“Don’t fret, honey. Maybe he won’t take it up.”

But he knew Jim Charlton too well to think for a minute he
wouldn’t. Not a colt like that. He sent Cissie upstairs to
bed and walked the long side porch till dawn.

There was no way out. A contract’s a contract, war or no.
And the chestnut colt was lost to them.

It was Marshall who gave him the inspiration that spelled
one chance in a thousand. Marshall who'd been a light-weight
rider in the black and gold colors of the Butts when Zebulon
was in the blue and white of the cradle. Marshall, who had

taught him how to trap muskrats in the spring house pond.
Marshall, who had stayed on when every other vestige of the
past had vanished in the wake of sheriff’s sales and horses that
ran second.
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The Butts played them on the nose—or played them not at all.

It was Marshall, seventy-five if he was a day, with his mind
a generation in the past, who shuffled up the curving walk
from the stable at sun-up humming an old couplet in his
grezi{ky voice. Zebulon knew the words as he knew his stud
ook :

“Four white feets an’ a spot on his nose,
Cut his thoat an’ th’ow him to th’ crows.”

A meaningless sort of thing. Not much tune to the music
it went with, Just a fragment of Kentuckiana—a Blue Grass
spirituelle, if you will. But——

Zebulon Butts stopped short in his furious striding and his
eyes shot like arrows to that splash beneath the spring house
willows.

He thought of a second form of the old superstition:

“One white foot—buy him.

Two white feet—try him.

Three white feet—deny him.

Four white feet, and a spot on his nose,
Throw him in the sea; he’s meat for crows.”

A grim smile spread the furrows of thought about his eyes
and lips.

“Marshall,” he said sharply, “when the Charltons coming
home from N’Yawk?”

The old man stopped stock still and whipped off his hat. A
black claw caressed the dusty wool above his ears.

“Lessee,” he said finally. “My gal Lucy say they comin’
hear in Joo-ly, 'jess foh leavin’ to Sa-toga.”

Zebulon smiled again, wolfishly perhaps, and the fingers of
his right hand dipped into the vest pocket where he knew
reposed a silver dollar and a two-bit piece.

“Get your coat,” he said; “you’re catching the first inter-
urban car to town.”

THE Charltons came home in July as scheduled. Lucy raced
across the fields to tell Marshall, and Marshall hobbled up the
side porch path to tell Zebulon. Then they both went out
to the paddock and looked long and carefully at the chestnut.

Finally the master nodded. “He’s as near right as we can
make him,” he said with finality.

The next morning he sent Cissie for Jim Charlton.

“Honey,” he said, “the taxes are due—overdue. Maybe if
you asked your Uncle Jim, he'd take up that option now.”

He watched her start toward Charlton House and sum-
moned Marshall.

“You sure you know what you're supposed to do?’’ he asked.

There was no compromise in Marshall’s “Yassuh.”

An hour later Cissie came back—in the Charlton car with
Jim Charlton by her side. Zebulon met them at the barn.

“Uncle Jim’s come to see my colt,” she said by way of
introduction. The two men eyed one another icily and Charl-
ton sprayed the ash from his cigar.

“I hear you can’t pay your taxes,” he said.

Zebulon pushed his right fist into his pocket for safety and
bit his tongue. Then he shrugged without speaking and went
to a stall in the long row. When ke came out he was leading
the colt.

Just beyond the bright half-circle of sunlight in the dooway,
he stopped and brought it three-quarters about.

“Nice colt,” he said shortly.

On one side sped a mahogany bay; on the other a chestnut colt
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EDITORIAL

TIME TO CONSIDER

NOMINATIONS

HE administration of the affairs of a subordinate

lodge involves the conduct of important busi-

ness. If it is to be successfully conducted, it

must be given watchful attention by capable

officers. If the fraternal activities are to be worthwhile,

they must be promoted and supervised by real leaders.

A lodge will not drift into growth and prosperity. It will

neither achieve nor long maintain a high place in public

esteem, if indifferent officials permit it to remain inactive

and inattentive to the opportunities to further its declared
aims and purposes.

It follows that the selection of those who are to guide
it and manage its affairs should be given thoughtful con-
sideration and should not be made upon a last minute
unthinking impulse. That is why the Grand Lodge
statutes provide for ample time in which the selection
may be made with due deliberation.

The elections are to be held in May. But the nomina-
tions, which in most instances are unopposed, are to be
made in April. The members of the several lodges should
begin now, therefore, to survey the field and to give at-
tention to this matter. And this should be done with
an eye singled to the best interests of the lodge, and not
in the interest of any individual or group.

However customary it may be, rotation in office, as it
is called, is a dangerous practice. It can only be justi-
fied when the officers selected with a view of their
subsequent advancement are chosen with due regard to
their fitness for the increasingly important offices to be
successively filled by them. If progressive promotions are
to be made, then the lowest office should be filled only by
one who will make a good exalted ruler in due course.

The members should not delay consideration of this
important matter. If a break in the rotation rule is wise,
it should be thoughtfully planned and courageously
carried out.

The good of the lodge is much more important than
the ambitions of any one individual.

In any event, the question of nominations should not
be left to the last moment. And it should be remem-
bered that the duty involved is one that is shared by the

whole membership. One who shirks it should not com-
plain if results are disappointing.

EXCUSE ME AND EXCUSE ME

XCUSE me’ is a phrase so usually employed with
polite connotations that its use is quite gener-
ally accepted as an evidence of courtesy and
consideration. With the accent on the first word

it seeks pardon for an unintended offense, the removal

of an apparent ground for resentment or complaint.

But it also has another meaning, in which courtesy
and politeness have no essential part, except as to the
manner of its expression. That other meaning, some-
what indicated by the usual shift of accent to the second
word of the phrase, is in effect, a refusal to comply with
a request. Unfortunately the phrase is too ‘frequently
used with this latter meaning by Elks who have been
called upon for fraternal services in their respective
lodges.

In the full and generous consideration of the obligation
of membership there must be read into it the duty to
promptly and willingly respond to any fraternal call
within one’s reasonable ability to meet it. Any less com-
prehensive view of such obligation would show a lack
of appreciation of its proper significance. So where an
Elk is asked to do something for his lodge, for his
brothers, his community, or the Order, he should be slow
to reply with an “excuse me.” He should first pause to
consider his obligation to comply if he reasonably can;
to decline only when he really must.

“Excuse me” as a phrase of courtesy is all right. Per-
haps it is not so frequently used as it should be. But
as a phrase of declination of a fraternal service, it should
lose its place in an Elk’s vocabulary,

HEN Shakespeare wrote of the futile ambition

A GOOD REPUTATION
of seeking “the bubble reputation even at the
cannon’s mouth,” he was referring to the

W
evanescent acclaim of a bravery glamorously

displayed. But reputation, in its real significance, is not
a bubble to be suddenly inflated and to burst of its own
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inward pressure. That is mere.notoriety which is only
about as lasting as its front-page value.

Reputation means what its name implies—a rethinking,
a second thought conclusion. It is made up of the
consensus of deliberate opinion, based upon knowledge
of one’s every day life. It is of slower growth than
notoriety and it is more enduring.

Of course every one desires a good reputation. It is
not only a source of proper gratification, but it is a real
asset of such value that the law throws about it a
peculiarly jealous protection. It is not infrequently one’s
chief asset, even in commercial life.

It behooves one, therefore, to build such a reputation
with patient care and watchfulness. His conduct should
be so ordered that none may think ill of it. Questionable
practices and suspicious actions should be as studiously
avoided as definite evil.

And when the desired repute has been achieved, it
should be carefully guarded and cherished. Tt resists
destruction but it is not indestructible. And when
destroyed its reconstruction is even more difficult than its
first building.

It was the wisest of the ancients who wrote:

“A good name is rather to be chosen
than great riches, and loving favour
rather than silver and gold.”

OUR OUTLYING LODGES
RAND EXALTED RULER MEIER has es-
m tablished a new record in lodge visitations. He
MEA has visited a larger number of the distant
territorial units than any of his predecessors,
having included in his itinerary Alaska, Porto Rica and
the Canal Zone.

It is well that these far away brothers should have
received this evidence of the interest and pride which
the whole Order feels in their fraternal activities and
accomplishments. Undoubtedly it will stimulate them to
further achievements,

And it is gratifying to have the reports of the Grand
Exalted Ruler as to the fine fraternal spirit which he
found prevailing in those jurisdictions and the prosper-
ous conditions of the several lodges.

All these subordinate units have been facing the same
economic conditions which have affected the lodges of
the mainland. The fact that they have maintained their
efficiency and their splendid courage, in spite of these

difficulties, should be an inspiration to others. It is
true that their somewhat isolated situations tend strongly
to influence men to seek the associations afforded by Elk
membership. But there are other peculiar conditions
which exert a contrary influence; so that they may be
fairly considered as comparable in opportunities with the
average lodges in the States.

After all it is a matter of personnel and leadership. It
is only when interest has flagged and leadership is
lacking that any lodge has slipped backward.

The lesson is so obvious it need not be stated in
words.

ELKS AID A
WORTHY CAUSE

N the latter days of 1933 there was organized
what has been termed ‘the most distinguished
National Committee ever gathered together for
any humanitarian purpose.” The object of this

Committee was to raise funds for the endowment of the

Warm Springs Foundation, devoted to the care and treat-

ment of sufferers from infantile paralysis. And the

method adopted was the holding of a subscription Birth-
day Ball in every city in the country which could be so
interested, on January 30, 1934, the birthday of President

Roosevelt.

The secondary objective, but one which tremendously
increased the popularity of the movement, was to pay
a deserved tribute to the President for his interest in,
and practical support of, the Warm Springs Foundation,
of which he is also President.

It was a high personal compliment to Past Grand
Exalted Ruler Joseph T. Fanning, as well as a fraternal
compliment to the Order, that he was selected as a
member of the National Committee,

Under his active leadership, many of the Elk lodges
throughout the country sponsored the movement in their
respective communities. And the aggregate sum realized
from the balls conducted under their sponsorship con-
stituted a substantial contribution to the endowment fund.
It likewise demonstrated anew the value of the Order
as an agency for the promotion of nation-wide benevo-
lent projects.

The whole membership will be gratified to know that
the Order has played so fine a part in the aid of this
appealing cause.
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Stars and Tripes

(Continued from page 7)

Turgid, he explained to all and sundry that
the dance which was popularly known as
the rumba was not the rumba at all, but
either the son or the danzon . . . and he
showed how these dances should be done;
slowly, earnestly, and—irankly—not with-
out symptoms of mutual affection. The
rumba, he explained, was merely an ex-
hibition dance, not a ballroom exercise.

Miss Madrilene Blutt was Ramon’s most
incessant and earnest pupil. Naturally an
excellent dancer, she proved an apt student
of Cuban terpsichorean art. Turgid Watts
—wholly enamored of Miss Blutt—was de-
lighted at this turn of events inasmuch as
Madrilene’s social status (and consequently
his own) was thus made more secure. And
besides, Mr. Watts was continuing to think
thoughts. Almost constantly . . . when he
wasn’t munching succulent sandwiches at
Bud Peagler’s Barbecue Lunch Room &
Billiard Parlor. .

Mr. Slappey was not, however, quite so
contented. At first Ramon trained with a
moderate degrce of enthusiasm. Florian
booked him for a preliminary at the Thurs-
day night fight show of the Birmingham
Athletic Club. The section reserved for
colored patrons was filled to overflowing,
and Ramon’s dusky society friends were
overjoyed to see Sefior Zorilla’s astom_shcd
opponent almost annihilated within a single
round. .

Within the week Florian booked his
protege for a special six-round prelim at
an Atlanta club. The fans there enthused
over Ramon’s devastating performance. .He
looked, they claimed, like another Tiger
Flowers, and the Tiger was remembered as
a grand colored lad who had risen from
the preliminary ranks to the middleweight
championship of the world.

Thereupon Mr. Slappey withdrew Ramon
from circulation. Having regarded his im-
portation merely as an excellent meal ticket,
Florian was now shrewd enough to see that
the man might be truly great. Obviously
he was a fighter of more than ordinary
ability. ~ Therefore, he should be brought
along slowly and trained with meticulous
care. Offers of preliminary bouts were re-
fused, and Mr. Slappey cast covetous eyes
upon the prize rings of the North . . -
meanwhile mapping out a vigorous program
for his charge. -

Unfortunately, Sefior Zorilla’s social pres-
tige had now reached a point where the
gent from Jesus del Monte had small liking
for roadwork and boxing. He put on that
additional five pounds of weight which raised
him above the middleweight class. He
smiled away Florian’s exhortations and, in
bri:zf, gave Mr. Slappey a considerable head-
ache.

THEN, for three successive days, Ramon
failed to appear for training sessions. MT.
Slappey sought him frantically and found
him only at social gatherings. Through
Turgid Watts, he requested an explanation,

‘and the explanation he received was de-

finitely unsatisfactory.

“He says,” announced Turgid, “that he’s
gwine start trainin’ manana.”

“What you mean: Manana?”

“That means tomorrow.”

“Thursday p”

“Na-a, Florian—nothin’ like that. When
a Cuban says manana, he means some day,
maybe, p’raps.”

Florian frowned. “This whole thing looks
peculious to me, Turgid—awful peculious.”

Turgid shrugged. “Reckon you’ll find out
about it pretty soon, Brother Slappey. You
just wait.”
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a pencil to show the exact place he meant.

This -incident of his -life, -together .with
many others that followed, Korzeniowski has
recorded, in letters and otherwise. But
many other events were to come about be-
fore opportunity occurred for him to keep
this confident promise to himself. Not long
after it -was uttered, his father brought exile
upon the family for his seditious activities.
They were sent to a distant part of Russia,
and- the anxiety and hardships of the life
thére left Konrad at the age of sixteen
alone in the world. Alone, but free; and
being free, he chose not to return to the
captive world of Poland, but to find some
sphere of life where he might work and
act and speak in freedom.

The career to which he turned, in spite
of the protests of bewildered relatives, was
the sea. He went to Marseilles, learning
there the rudiments of a sailor’s trade; and
then, as his experience and knowledge grew,
he shipped out of French and, later, English
ports on voyages that took him as far as
South America and the Orient. Trustworthy
and intelligent, he had at thirty his master’s
certificate in the British mercantile service.

In rcaching that eminence, Korzeniowski
had seen much. He had viewed the color
and the glamour of the East, he had dropped
anchor in many strange ports that before
had been to him only names on a chart, he
had weathered typhoons and sweated through
the glassy calms of tropic oceans. One
might suppose that the roving impulses of his
childhood had been satisfied. And no doubt
they had, many of them. But not all of
them. Not the particular and strongest of
them; and this fact came to light one day
}Vhen,_ in London between -voyages, Korzen-
iowski saw in a shop window a map of the
Congo. His eyes found again the spot in it
where he had put his small finger a quarter-
century before, and over him swept again
tpe desire to go there. Forthwith he re-
signed his connection with his British em-
ployers and set about finding a means of
taking him to the heart of Africa.

IT took him seven months to find it, but
at the end of that time he had signed a con-
tract with a company in Brussels to command
a tiny river steamer plying between Kin-
chassa, on the Upper Congo, and Stanley
Falls. The latter was the spot on the map.

. Onc_e committed to the adventure, Korzen-
lows_kl discovered many disquieting facts con-
cerning his destination. On the voyage to
Boma, on the African coast, a fellow travel-
- er informed him that sixty per cent of the
company’s employes returned to Europe be-
fore they had completed even six months’
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service; that those who managed to stay a |
year: were sent home at'the end-of.that.time |

lest - they die on the, job and so spoil the
statistics; and that only about one out of
fifteen. could endure the three years called
for by the contract. ) B

But he would not turn back. He landed |
at Boma on -the 12th of .June,. 1890,. pro- [

ceeding thence by boat to Matadi, the end
of navigation on the Lower Congo. From
there he went on foot.to Kinchassa, an ex-
hausting stretch of parched grass and jungle
and mountain country, of a hundred and
fifty miles. All along the way, at frequent
intervals, human skeletons tied to posts added
a grisly touch to the journey. Another of the
company’s men took a fever on the way, and
had to be carried; and this added burden
caused the native porters to desert one after
another at night. Before the end, Korzen-
jowski too became ill. . But he survived
and, after a rest at Kinchassa, set forth for
the upper falls. It was September before he
reached there, and he himself has written
of the arrival. :

“Away in the middle of the stream, on
a little island nestling all black in the foam
of the broken water, a solitary little light
glimmered feebly, and I said to myself with
awe. ‘This is the very spot of my boyish
boast’.”

HE did not stay long in the country. Re-
peated attacks of fever and broken promises
on the part of his employers took from such
attractions as the land offered. But some-
thing in his heart was appeased, something
was accomplished which would permit him,
without a twinge of thwarted longing, to go
back to his old occupation. For all the un-
happiness of certain aspects of the adventure,
he said, “the fact remains that I have smoked
a pipe of peace at midnight in the very heart
of the African continent.” His eyes had
seen the place on earth which his finger,
almost a generation before, had pointed out
upon the map.

Although he may not have known it at
the time, this penetration to the dark in-
terior of the Continent must have eased all
his hunger for wandering. For while he
returned to the sea, he not long afterward
left it for good. He settled in England and
turned to writing. We know his books today
as those which have appeared under his
Anglicized name, Joseph Conrad.

Thus have three men of different races,
of different circumstances, of different times,
followed through to accomplishment what to
each of them was the one great adventure
of his life. We all of us at one time hold a
vision of it. It is good to know that not
all of us relinquish it.

Drowned Gold and Buried Treésure

(Continued from page 10)

of the putty was used for local window
glazing. The alluring inscription was even-
tuall_y erased by leather beaters in a Nova
Scotian bookbinder’s shop.

Years elapsed, until the great gold rush of
1849 centered treasure hunters’ attention on
Cghforma. Dr. Lynds and Vaughn were
alive. The gold nearest home continued to
appeal to them. They organized another Oak
Is:land exploration company. As pumping
did not clear the old shafts of water, they
began to bore. Their auger went through a
thick spruce platform at ninety-eight feet;
then twelve inches of space; four inches of
oak; twenty-two inches of soft metal pieces;
eight inches of oak; twenty-two more inches
of soft metal pieces; four inches of oak and
six inches of spruce, then into clay, where
ngthmg happened. The auger brought up
slivers of wood and a small piece of gold
chain. It gave them a cross-section of what
was below, but nothing they could turn into
money.

A second boring brought similar results,
except that a layer of what appeared to be
cocoanut fiber was penetrated. Attention
was centered on the iron bolt, where water
ran out of the beach sands at low tide.
Workmen shoveled the beach sand away. A
layer of cocoanut fiber was disclosed, 150
feet long, between high tide and low tide
levels. Beneath three inches of fiber was
a layer of eel grass, and below that a layer
of stones. A subterranean stream was
flooding the shafts. The exploration com-
pany abandoned its enterprise.

In 1896 old members and new assembled
$60,000 of capital, hired skilled engineers
and went after the “two million pounds,”
scientifically. Théy sank twenty :shafts
around the original shaft, but deeper than
they gone before: From this ring of shafts
they drove tunnels, in the hope of draining
the money pit by tapping the stream which
had defeated their efforts- in other years.

(Continued on page 44)
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(Continued from page 47)
would have been even more if every one
who replied had worked out both problems.
A great many only submit the answer to
one problem. In order to win a prize you
must give the correct versions of botl prob-
lems.

I want to thank everybody who has been
sending in problems. They have helped a
lot. Don’t get discouraged if you do not
see yours in print right away. Some of
them I will surely use. A great many can-
not be used because they are confined to
bidding only and do not contain a problem
in play.

Following is a list of the prize winners
who correctly bid and played both of the
problems in the January issue:

D. J. Carey, Burkburnett, Texas, Lodge.

Antonio Marafioti, Ticonderoga, New
York, Lodge.

John McCarthy, Sharon, Pa., Lodge.

Eugene I. Hecht, Milton, Pa., Lodge.

C. W. Bridenthal, Kendallville, Ind., Lodge.

Ben Comenitz, Davenport, Iowa, Lodge.

The Grand Exalted Ruler’s

with the radio used by the Lodge for the
reception of his speech and the Elks nation-
wide broadcast. The radio will be shipped
to Seattle and installed in Mr. Meier’s home.

Following his address to Chicago Lodge,
the Grand Exalted Ruler was escorted to
the Dearborn Street Station where he and
Grand Secretary Masters entrained for Kan-
sas City, Mo. They arrived there at cleven
o’clock in the morning and went into imme-
diate conference with the Convention Com-
mittee of Kansas City Lodge No. 26, relative
to the Grand Lodge Convention to be held
there this coming July.

A CCOMPANIED by District Deputy
Stanley J. Shook and Dr. W. H. Ly-
man, Exalted Ruler of Topeka, Kans.,
Lodge, No. 204, Grand Exalted Ruler Meier
left Kansas City on the morning of No-
vember 13 and proceeded to Lawrence,
Kans., where he was greeted by a number
of members before going to the luncheon
to be given in his honor by Lawrence
Lodge, No. 595. Among those in attend-
ance at the luncheon were Past District
Deputy W. H. McKone, former member of
the Grand Lodge Committee on Credentials;
Past District Deputy F. W. McDonald and
a large number of the Lodge’s Past Exalted
Rulers.

Following the luncheon and the Grand
Exalted Ruler’s address, Mr. Meier mo-
tored to Topeka where he visited two
members of Topeka Lodge, Seward Jones
and Past State President W. O. Anderson,
both of whom were ill. Following these
visits he was received at the Capitol by
Governor Alfred M. Landon, a member of
Independence, Kans., Lodge, No. 780.

That evening the Grand Exalted Ruler
was guest of honor at a dinner held in the
Jayhawk Hotel, attended by Exalted Ruler
Lyman and several of his officers; District
Deputy Shook; Past Statc President Walter
E. Gage; William H. Hunt, Exalted Ruler
of Independence Lodge, and Fred Beckley,
Exalted Ruler of Osawatomie Lodge, No. 921.
A Lodge meeting was then held at which a
class of candidates was initiated, with about
150 members in attendance, including Past
State President W. R. Falkiner.

The next morning, Tuesday, November
14, Mr. Meier and Mr. Shook arrived at
Manhattan, Kans., Lodge, No. 1185, ¥here
a group of members were waiting to re-
ceive them. The Grand Exalted Ruler gave

J. W. Boren, Marinette, Wis., Lodge.

C. L. Hood, Glendive, Mont., Lodge.

Robin M. Pate, Brownsville, Texas, Lodge.

E. L. Brookins, Des Moines, Iowa, Lodge.

J. Balfour Miller, Natchez, Miss., Lodge.

Carl A. Semrich, Watertown, Wis., Lodge.

Chas. H. Smith, Macon, Ga., Lodge.

E. H. Gibson, Coldwater, Mich., Lodge.

Albert G. Maisch, Cincinnati, Ohio, Lodge.

Frank L. Ziegler, Hanover, Pa., Lodge.

Benjamin S. Kaplan, Philadelphia, Pa.,
Lodge. :

Geo. O. Ferguson, Tampa, Fla., Lodge.

Geo. S. Curtis, Paterson, N. J., Lodge.

W. W. Alexander, Concordia, Kans,,
Lodge.

A. G. Rutherford, Altoona, Pa., Lodge.

S. A. Zimmerman, Valley City, N. Dak.,
Lodge.

Joseph A. Spliedt,
Lodge.

Edward J. Forness, Salamanca, New York,
Lodge.

R. R. Richards, Detroit, Mich., Lodge.

E. P. Hubbell, Washington, D. C., Lodge.

A. J. Scheineman, Sterling, Ill., Lodge.

Muskegon, Mich.,

(Continued from page 29)

a short but interesting talk there before

hurrying on to Junction City, Kans., Lodge,
No. 1037, where he addressed the score or
more members who had assembled” there.
His next visit was to Salina, Kans., Lodge,
No. 718, where he was guest of honor at a
luncheon. Among those who enjoyed the
Grand Exalted Ruler’s address were District
Dcputy Wayne H. Lamorcux and a group
of prominent city officials.

Upon leaving Salina Lodge, accompanied
by District Deputy Lamoreux and Past Ex-
alted Ruler Charles Lischesky of Great Bend
Lodge, Mr. Meier stopped to pay a brief
call on the members of McPherson, Kans.,
Lodge, No. 502. The party was met at
the outskirts of the city by a delegation of
members with a band and the local Boy
Scout Troop, and a procession escorted it
through the main street of McPherson, the
parade terminating at the Home of the
Lodge, where Mr. Meier spoke to the two
hundred people assembled there.

Later he was driven across the wheat
plains of Kansas to Great Bend. At the
ouskirts of the city he was met by a number
of the members of Great Bend Lodge, No.
1127, as well as the Mayor and several of
the police force, and escorted to the Lodge
Home. Shortly afterward, the Grand Ex-
alted Ruler and his party were taken to
the Country Club, where Mr. Meier was
guest of honor at a dinner attended by 230
people, consisting of members of the Elk
Lodge, the Rotary and Lions’ Clubs, and
the Chamber of Commerce. Among the
prominent members of the Order present
were District Deputy Lamoreux and Mr.
Lischesky; Lou F. Goerman, Secretary of
the Kansas State Elks Association; and Past
District Deputies H. Glenn Boyd, W. B.
Greenwald and John Steuri.

Following the dinner, the company re-
turned to the Lodge Home where a meet-
ing was held and a class of candidates
initiated. Mr. Meier delivered another ad-
dress at the meeting. Hutchinson, Wichita,
Salina, Newton, McPherson, Pratt, Garden
City and Wellington Lodges were repre-
sented.

GRAND EXALTED RULER MEIER ar-
rived in Denver, Colo., on November 15,
and was greeted at the station by a recep-
tion committee composed of Governor
Edwin C. Johnson; Supreme Court Justice
Haslett Burke; Past State President Joseph
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H. H. Newmark, Louisville, Ky., Lodge.

R. H. Sandon, Santa Ana, Calif.,, Lodge.

Dr. P. R. Pinard, Yankton, S. Dak.,
Lodge.

Edmund F. Sullivan, Norwood, Mass.,
Lodge.

Henry J. Radin, Elmira, N. Y., Lodge.

Ernest L. Walker, Mount Pleasant, Pa.,
Lodge.

J. L. Cummings, Huron, S. Dak., Lodge.

Henry C. Neff, Adams, Mass., Lodge.

George F. Murray, Holyoke, Mass,,
Lodge.

Geo. C. Barner, Memphis, Tenn., Lodge.

J. Campbell Palmer, III, Wheeling, W.
Va., Lodge.

Frank Munroe, Sedalia, Mo., Lodge.

Thomas Noonan, Valley City, N. Dak.,
Lodge.

Dr. W. J. Salisbury, Bakersficld, Calif.,
Lodge.

Charles W. Gamwell,
Lodge.

Ray J. Storm, Alameda, Calif., Lodge.

C. Fred Vollmer, Bucyrus, Ohio, Lodge.

E. M. Brennan, Terre Haute, Ind., Lodge.

Pittsfield, Mass.,

Visits

P. Shevlin; and many prominent citizens,
and taken under motorcycle escort to the
Brown Palace Hotel. In the afternoon Ex-
alted Ruler Jacob L. Sherman drove the
Grand Exalted Ruler to the Home of Long-
mont Lodge, No. 1055, where a Lodge meet-
ing had been called for four o’clock. A
class of eight candidates was initiated. Din-
ner was followed by an elaborate parade.

At ecight P. M. a Lodge meeting was again
called with 350 members present, among
whom were Governor Johnson; State Presi-
dent H. D. Tobey; State Secretary W. P.
Hurley; District Deputies Max F. Marsau,
and Thomas G. McGrath, of Colorado, and
G. S. Pitchford of Wyoming; Past State
Presidents George L. Hamllik, Gray Secor,
and Byron Albert, and Past District Dep-
uties R. A. McTaggart, O. J. Fisher, Hugh
Mark, and H. D. Ingalls, The Exalted
Rulers of Boulder, Brighton, Greeley, Ster-
ling and Denver Lodges were also present,
as were many prominent officials of Long-

mont. Following the Longmont meeting
Mr. Meier returned to Denver for the
night.

On the morning of November 16 he pro-
ceeded to Brighton, Lodge, No. 1586, to be
guest of honor at a luncheon with a large
representation of the membership. Presi-
dent Tobey and Past President Hamllik
were also present, with many Past Exalted
Rulers of Brighton Lodge and all of the
officers.

DENVER Lodge entertained the Grand
Exalted Ruler at a banquet that evening at
the Brown Palace Hotel. Among those as-
sembled were Governor Johnson and State
President Tobey; and District Deputy for
Colorado South Malcolm MacDonald, a
Past President of the Colorado State Elks
Association.

At the conclusion of the subsequent
Lodge meeting the Grand Exalted Ruler was
presented with a handsome silver carving
set in commemoration of the fact that 1933
marked the silver wedding anniversary of
the Grand Exalted Ruler and Mrs. Meier—
a year which he has spent largely in travel-
ing up and down and across the United
States, visiting as many Elk Lodges as he
can reach in his race against time and space.
The welcome manner in which he has been
received throughout the land is highly grati-
fying to the Grand Exalted Ruler.









