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THE QUICK AND
THE DEAD-

CURRENT anecdote is to the effect that a
little boy asked his father the meaning of the
expression, “the quick and the dead,” and re-
ceived the reply that automobile drivers are
the quick and the pedestrians are the dead. The humor
1s rather sardonic; but there is a point to the story
which is worthy of consideration.

It is a statistically supported fact that a very large
percentage of accidents, in which motor cars are in-
volved, are due to the excessive speed with which they
are driven. This does not mean that all such casual-
ties are ascribed to an actual high mileage per hour;
blli_: rather to a higher speed than reasonable care re-
quired in the circumstances. A speed that would be

quite safe on a broad country highway, free of other

traffic, would be the extreme of recklessness upon a busy

And the law takes account of this.
But it should not be considered merely as a question
of legal liability,
fa!:her a matter of moral obligation, to avoid inflicting
Injury upon any other person. )

At this season, when the charm of Spring is calling
us all to the out of doors, and to the more frequent
use of automobiles, it is well to be again reminded of
the duty of careful driving. It is a duty one so easily
forgets, even though such forgetfulness is freighted with
the direst possibilities.

4 Elks should set an example in the observance of this
uty.

MOTHER'’S DAY

HE Order of Elks has indicated its interest in,
and approval of, Mother’s Day, by permitting
its formal celebration in the subordinate Lodges
and by providing a special ritual for use on
such occasions. It is not a mandate of our statutes that
the Lodges shall observe it; but they are definitely en-
Couraged to do so. ‘

The Grand Exalted Ruler has called attention to this
in a recent Circular; and has urged that timely prepara-
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EDITORIAL

tions be made for such celebrations, either at a special
ceremonial on the second Sunday in May (the thirteenth,
this year), or as a feature of the regular Lodge session
to be held on the date nearest thereto.

The sentiment which underlies the observance of this
annual tribute to motherhood is one which is shared by
every true Elk. The thoughtful acts which are prompted
by it, in evidence of filial affection for his living mother,
or of his tender memory of one who may have passed
away, bring a happiness which cannot be measured. And
he will be a better man who personally participates in a
formal ceremonial observance of the day so set apart.

A Mother’s Day celebration is one which appeals to
the entire community; and many Lodges have opened
their doors to the public for their ceremonials. Others
have invited specially selected non-member guests. Some
have restricted the celebration to a special program dur-
ing a regular session for members only.

Whatever plan be adopted, it is to be hoped that there
will be a general response to the Grand Exalted Ruler’s
suggestion. The influence of the occasion is such that
only good results can flow from it, to the Lodge and to
all who attend the services; for each will properly regard

himself as one of whom Tennyson might have written
the lines:

“Happy he
With such a mother! Faith in womankind
Beats with his blood, and trust in all things high

Comes easy to him, and though he trip and fall,
He shall not blind his soul with clay.”

MAKE INSTALLATION
AN EVENT

HE Lodge Activities Committee have very
wisely undertaken to promote a distinctive and
(\’l ; an eventful installation service in every subor-
dinate Lodge of the Order in June. If the only
purpose in view were to encourage one more specially
interesting and attractive Lodge meeting during the year,
it would still be a laudable endeavor. But there is much
more than that involved in the movement.
The election of a member to be Exalted Ruler of his



Lodge is the highest fraternal honor which his brothers
can confer upon him.. It is a distinction in which he

should feel a very keen pride. The acceptance of the - ‘

office carries with it a conscious assumption of duties
and obligations which are of dignity and importance.
The proper observance of them is a matter in which the
Lodge and its whole community have an interest, for it
bears quite directly upon Lodge prosperity and com-
munity welfare.

And this is also true, in ratable degree, of every other
officer of the Lodge. They constitute the staff and sup-
port upon which the leader must rely, without whose
loyalty and cooperation the fullest measure of success
is impossible.

The Grand Lodge has recognized these facts and has
provided a mandatory ritual for the induction of the
several officers. It is designed to imbue each one of
them with a spirit of fraternal consecration; to impress
upon each the specific importance of his own duties;
and to furnish an occasion upon which they, and all
the members of the Lodge, may renew their pledges of
loyalty and devotion.

When properly conducted, the prescribed ceremony
of installation is beautiful and impressive. It lends it-
self to an elaboration of pageantry which is only limited
by the facilities of the Lodge room and the availability
of Lodge organizations which may participate. And yet
it may be made a memorable event in the most unpre-
tentious quarters.

Unfortunately this ceremonial is too frequently ob-
served as a mere necessary formality, without adequate
preparation and with no attempt to lift it above the
perfunctory taking of the oath of office. It has come
to mean little to the members generally, and naturally
less than it should to those more directly concerned.

It is the purpose of the Lodge Activities Committee
to correct this and to encourage an observance of the
occasion throughout the Order in a manner commensu-
rate with its importance.

In response to the suggestions made, the approaching
installation meeting should be given appropriate pub-
licity, not only among the members but in the com-
munity. The very proper impression should be created
that a real event is to be celebrated. And plans should
be perfected to make the celebration of interest to all.
A program should be arranged that will effectively sup-
plement and give color to the ritual itself. Drill teams,
bands, orchestras, glee clubs, and other similar organiza-

tions of the Lodges, should participate. The largest

_attendance possible ‘should be secured.

" And; of course, the whole program should be of a
character to accentuate the dignity and true import of
the occasion.

If the officers of the several Lodges, upon whom the
duty rests, will give the matter the attention it merits,
and will make suitable preparation for the meeting, it
may easily be made the outstanding event of the whole
Lodge year.

COULD YOUR PAPER
SAY THIS?

URING the visit of the Grand Exalted Ruler
to New Bern Lodge No. 764, The Tribune,
the daily newspaper published in that City, ad-
dressed an appreciative editorial to him. Among

other pleasing expressions, it contained the following:

“New Bern is proud to have one of the most active
and vigorous Lodges in the Country. We doubt that it
is surpassed in this respect by any brother organization.
. . . We believe Mr. Meier and his party will find its
members a group typical of the best in the Order.”

It is doubtless true that a similar comment might
justly be made in most o‘f the cities in which Elk Lodges
are established. But it is none the less gratifying when
it is actually made. And it naturally prompts the in-
quiry in every Lodge as to Wheth_er its lgcal paper could
honestly say such things about it and its membership.

If that inquiry be answered affirmatively, it would
be desirable to occasionally seek such editorial expres-
sion. It would be helpful to the Lodge and it is favor-
able publicity that is dl}e to a Lodge which is perform-
ing fine community service.

If the answer be negative, then of course the duty is
imperative upon the Lodge to so rehabilitate itself as
to merit a change in the public estimation. Ng Lodge
can really justify its existence which does not hold the
respect and admirati(_)n of .the people of its community;
and generally this attitude is reflected accurately in news-
paper comment. -

Definite press criticism is rare and its absence is not
of itself proof that a Lodge does hold its proper place
in public esteem. But specific praise is generally sin-
cere. Every Lodge should strive to merit it; and it is
quite appropriate that occasionally it be specifically
sought.
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SHORTLY before noon on Dec. 31 the
Grand Exalted Ruler arrived in Augusta,
Ga._ That evening he was guest of honor at
a dinner held by Augusta Lodge, No. 205,
at the Hotel Richmond, with approximately
thirty members present, among them being
the Hon, John S. McClelland, member of
the Grand Forum of the Grand Lodge; Sam
P. Rakestraw, Vice-Pres. of the Ga. State
Elks Assn., and Past Pres. J. Gordon Hardy,
all of whom spoke. After the dinner Mr. Meier
discussed Lodge affairs with about fifteen of
the members.

The next day Mr. Meier attended a noon
luncheon given by Athens, Ga., Lodge,
No. 7?0, with around one hundred and fifty
Elks in attendance, M. G. Michael, the first
E;{alted Ruler of the Lodge, presiding. State
Vice-Pres. Abit Nix, P.D.D. Arthur Flatau
and S. V. Sanford, Pres. of the University
of Ga. were present. After a number of
short addresses and some diverting musical
numbers, the Grand Exalted Ruler spoke.
The entire program was broadcast over a
local radio station.

En route to Columbus, Ga., Mr. Meier
stopped off at the Warm Springs Founda-
tion, making a short side-trip to do so.
Inasgnuch as many Lodges were to support
charity balls for the Foundation on President
Roosevelt’s birthday, Jan. 30, Mr. Meier was
m}ensely interested in the project, and left
with no doubt of the cause being a worthy
one.

That evening Columbus Lodge, No. 111,
was visited with one hundred members
assembled. The meeting was followed by a
baked oyster supper and dancing. Past State
Secy. Thomas B. Lamar and P.D.D. Joseph
A. Lynch were also in attendance.

ON the next morning, Jan. 2, the Grand
Exalted Ruler was driven to Montgomery,
Ala. On the way he visited Tuskegee Insti-
tute, established by Booker T. Washington,
the outstanding Negro of his day. On the
outskirts of Montgomery the party was met
by a reception committee consisting of
many prominent local Elks, including Past
Grand Esteemed Loyal Knight
Harvey M. Blue, D.D. Thomas E.
Martin and P.D.D’s. Leon Mc-
Cord and T. Scott Howe. Mr.
Meier spoke later at a luncheon
at the Standard Country Club,
and afterward visited Maxwell
Field to witness the maneuvers of
the airplanes stationed there.

In Montgomery Mr. Meier was
presented with a commission is-
sued by Governor B. M. Miller
as “Guest Extraordinary.”

The following morning, in
company with D.D. Martin, ER.
William J. Toole of Montgomery
Lodge, and George Fuller, Mr.
Meier was driven to Birmingham,
Ala., Lodge, No. 79, where he
was met by a large Reception
Committee on which were Past
Grand Inner Guard E. J. Mec-
Crossin, whose recent death was
reported in THE ELkS MAGAZINE,
P. Pres. Ben Mendelsohn and
P.D.D. John F. Antwine.

At the Home of Birmingham
Lodge, Mr. Meier was guest of
honor at a luncheon to which the
public had been invited. Many
notables were present in addition
to those whose names have al-
ready been mentioned. Mr. Meier
was introduced and delivered the
principal address at the affair.
Later he was driven to the burial
place of Past Grand Exalted
Ruler Basil M. Allen, where he
placed a wreath in memory of
the services rendered the Order by
the noted Elk. Later Mr. Meier
attended a dinner in his honor,

which was in turn followed by an impor-
tant meeting of Birmingham Lodge at which
five candidates were initiated.

On the ensuing day, Jan. 4, escorted by
State Trustee R. M. Montgomery, E.R. of
Birmingham Lodge, and W. B. Leedy and
his wife, Mr. Meier proceeded to Sheffield,
Ala., Lodge, No. 1375, where he attended
luncheon. His was the first visit ever paid
to the Lodge by a Grand Exalted Ruler.
In company with several distinguished local
Elks, he was driven first to the birthplace
of Helen Keller and later to the great U. S.
Nitrate Plant, erected during the war at a
cost of twelve billion dollars. Following his
inspection of the plant Mr. Meier also looked
over the Wilson Dam at Muscle Shoals,
across the Tennessee River. .

That evening he arrived at the Home, of
Florence, Ala., Lodge, No. 820, to be hon-
ored at a dinner attended by some sixty
persons; among them the most distinguished
citizens of the locality. Among the promi-
nent Elks present were P. Pres. B. M.
Spielberger, E.R. of Sheffield Lodge, and
P.D.D. C. L. Haley, Jr., a Past State Trustee.

Subsequently Florence Lodge was con-
vened, and here again Mr. Meier spoke. As
in the case of Sheffield Lodge, this was the
first visit ever paid the Lodge by a Grand
Exalted Ruler.

A FTER a hurried trip to New York City
to confer with Grand Lodge officials, Mr.
Meier returned to the South, arriving at Cor-
inth, Miss., earl'r on Jan. 9. He was met
at the train by D.D. Irving I. Kaufman,
Secy. J. W. Rankin of Corinth Lodge, No.
1035, and S. H. Rubel. Later he break-
fasted with a group of Corinth Elks, finding
that he was the first Grand Exalted Ruler
to have visited the Lodge.

At noon, in company with Mr. Kaufman.
Mr. Meier proceeded to Holly Springs, Miss.,

Lodge, No. 1099, where a splendid meeting

was held with some forty members of the
Lodge. Several addresses of welcome were
followed by that of the Grand Exalted
Ruler. Mr Meier found a fine spirit pre-

- Mother

OTHER is the world’s most precious
possession. She is God’s noblest handi-
work. Without her the human race must
| long ago have perished forever. Nurtured

= by her tender and loving care it still lives,
and is striving to emulate the Master. @ No one can be
so brave as Mother. No danger can swerve her from the
call of duty; no pestilence can stay her footsteps upon
an errand of mercy; and without a tremor or a faltering
step, she walks unafraid along the brink of the abyss of
eternity to fulfill her mission of destiny. @.No love can
be like unto that of Mother. Her child may neglect her,
stray from her, aye, even disdain and forget her, but
throughout the silentwatches of the night, she will listen
for his footstep, and breathe a forgiving prayer for his
welfare and happiness. @. And when she 1s arrayed in the
white robes of an angel, there can be enshrined in the
human heart no memory thatis as dearas that of Mother.
Upon our aching bed of pain, we long for the soothing
touch of her hand. As we grow weary, and our footsteps
falter upon the pathway of lifc, we are made stronger by
the remembrance of her encircling arm. Then, when we
hear the clear call of the Maker, we shall go in the fond

hope of an eternal meeting with Mother.

Moodde. 3. e

Sante

Covveghe, 1932, by Weher T Meter

81

vailing in the Lodge, and was particularly
pleased with the Lodge room facilities and
the interest displayed by the members.
Among those in attendance at the meeting
was Past Grand Esteemed Lecturing Knight
Clarence Friedman.

Mr. Meier’s next visit was to Aberdeen,
Miss., Lodge, No. 620, and, as in the two
previous visits, his was the first ever paid
by a Grand Exalted Ruler. His next call
was at the Home of Columbus, Miss., Lodge,
No. 555, the home Lodge of D.D. Kaufman.
The meeting took the form of a banquet at
which there were fifty members in atten-
dance. Several addresses of welcome were
climaxed by Mr. Meier’s speech.

One hundred and twenty-five members
welcomed Mr. Meier the next day and lis-
tened to his speech at Canton, Miss., Lodge,
No. 458, after which a luncheon featuring
the famous “Brunswick Stew” was served.
Mr. Meier spoke next to some seventy-five
members at Jackson “Mississippi” Lodge,
No. 416, and later proceeded to Hattiesburg,
Miss., Lodge No. 599, where he was greeted
by one hundred members, all participating
in a most enthusiastic meeting. Before dinner
was served all assembled in the Lodge room
where several speeches were made, among
them being that of the Grand Exalted Ruler.
D.D. John J. Kennedy had met Mr. Meier
at Jackson and he and E.R. W. F. McDon-
nell of Biloxi, Miss., Lodge, No. 606, had
accompanied him to Hattiesburg.
 After having spent the night at Biloxi,
Mr. Meier and Mr. Kennedy visited Pasca-
goula, Miss., Lodge, No. 1120. The meeting
took the form of a luncheon with fifty
members present, among those attending
being State Pres. William Estopinal and
State Secy. W. W. Walker. Mr. Kennedy
presided at the luncheon, after which the
Grand Exalted Ruler drove to Gulfport,
Miss., Lodge, No. 978, where a fine meeting
was held.

Later Mr. Meier drove back to Biloxi to
attend an evening meeting with the members
of Biloxi Lodge, No. 606. Among those
present were D. D. Kennedy, Past Grand

. Inner Guard John E. Breaux, Jr,,
Pres. Estopinal and W. Leach,
P.D.D. Speeches were made by
the Grand Exalted Ruler, Mr,
Estopinal and Mr. Ernest Des-
port, representing the Mayor.

ON the morning of Jan. 12, in
company with Mr. Kennedy and
his daughter, the Grand Exalted
Ruler left for New Orleans,
where he was met by P.D.D. Sid-
ney Freudenstein and put on a
train an hour later. At his des-
tination, Baton Rouge, La., he
was met at the station by D. T.
Lenhard, D.D., and others. Dur-
ing the course of a sightseeing
trip, Mr. Meier called upon the
Hon. Oscar K. Allen, Governor
of Louisiana. Later, at the Home
of Baton Rouge Lodge, No. 490,
a dinner was given by twenty-
one Past Exalted Rulers and the
officers of the Lodge. Among
others present were Mr. Lenhard
and Past District Deputies Eu-
gene Cazedessus, Dr. J. A
Caruthers and Hermann Moyse.
There were no addresses made at
the dinner, but at a subsequent
Lodge meeting attended by all
the Past Exalted Rulers of the
Lodge, Mr. Cazedessus and Mr.
Moyse spoke briefly, and Mr.
Meier delivered his address.

The next visit of Mr. Meier,
on Jan. 13, was to Donaldsville
Lodge, No. 1153, in company
with Mr. Lenhard. Mr. Meier
met fifteen members of the Lodge

(Continued on page 48)
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(Continued from page 36)

Fein group, the Independents and tpe Saor
Eirl, communists—they were all wild and
woolly radicals. Ireland had suffered too
much from hotheads, said Mr. McShane. It
was time she looked facts in the face. ,

Aithra thought of Rory O’Connell’s
mother and the bloody apron nailed above
the fireplace. "

“The Irish aren’t economists, Dad,” she
said sadly, “they’re mystics. They have a
great hatred of England and a great love of
freedom. Pounds and shillings mean
nothing. Please try to understz'md that.”

But Timothy McShane’s attitude toward
Ireland was a mixture of “Mother Machree”
and the turgid columns of a cost-accounting
ledger. .

“It breaks my heart to see us behaving so
stupidly, Aithra,” he said. “We have Gpd’s
own garden here and all we need is a llt_tle
common-sense. That’s what I'm pleading
for—common-sense. In petty spite, we block
off eight percent of England’s total exports
while she blocks off ninety-three percent of
ours. Is that good arithmetic? Is it even
sane? Now, take De Valera’s tax pro-
gram . ., .”

DEEPLY troubled, Aithra went to bed. It
seemed tragic that her father, after holding
forth as an authority on Irish problems so
many years and sending so much money to
assist Irish causes, should have so little
understanding of the land he loved. And
this Rory O’Connell . . . this awful, terrible,
damnable, lovable Rory O'Connell . . . what
could be done with him? Rory was in
bondage to liberty. It seemed to Aithra that
Rory stood for Ireland more completely than
anyone or any thing. Rory stood for an
Impossible ideal—perfect, individualistic free-
dom for himself and for his country, in a
world which had moved on toward collec-
tive imprisonments. In the many bondages
of internationalism how could Rory or Ire-
land be free?

She lay there and wondered what would
become of Rory O’Connell. She worried
about him. Ali the precautions Bira and
Terence had taken that evening came back
to her mind. Was the Government after
Rory? Were members of the Comrades’
Association tracking him down this very
minute? A dog barked. She heard a horse’s
galloping hoofs. She sat up in bed, her
heart tightening. Oh, Rory, be careful . . .

All Aithra’s misgivings as to her father’s
speeqh received confirmation, next morning,
Cousin Bryan drew her aside before break.
fast and suggested a partridge shoot. She
said, in some surprise, “Oh, I want to hear

Dad’s speech.” Cousin  Bryan reddened
guiltily, ‘and replied lamely: “Ah, to be
sure—"

At: breakfast, her uncle and the three
cousins tal!ced jovially of guns and dogs and

0 . Timothy McShane was preoccupied
w1tl3 his speech. Bira did not appear.

Aithra gathered that all the Irish Mec-
Shanes would be on hand for the speech.
Eyen_ Aunt  Kathleen and Grandmother
(0] Driscoll planned to stop at Bragagh before
coming out to the house. She would have
felt a warm pleasure in their loyalty, had
Mot an undercurrent of apprehension  which
she sensed alarmed her.

he cornered Cousin Terence in the gun

foom when the meal was over, Terence was
fumbling with a pistol which he hastily and
too nonchalantly put away.

“Terence, be honest with me, please. Will

ad’s speech cause trouble "
“We’re not planning to have any trouble.”
“I'm going to Dad and—"

“No. 'Twould disgrace us all. There'll
be no trouble. We'll see to that. I promise
you.”

“Is—is it about Ror . . . Mr. O’Connell

then? I mean . .. the pistol and—"

“It might be an’ then again it mightn’t.”

She searched Terence’s ruddy, big-fea-
tured face. It was set in hard lines. She
recalled that Bryan and Michael had done a
great deal of staring at their plates.

“Terence! What is it? You must tell
me. I'm not afraid. I swear to say nothing
to anyone. Tell me.”

“O’Higgins’s men visited the O’Connells
last night. They took young Edmund for
questioning.”

“About Rory?”

« Aye.”

Her hands gripped the table top.

“How near . . . are they?”

“Across the county line. Seven miles.”

“Have you warned Rory? Has he left?”

Terence shrugged.

“Rory wants to fight. Bira’s gone to see
his brothers.”

“That’s madness! They'll ki—.”

“Steady. Ah . .. you are in love with
Rory, I'm thinking,”

“No. Yes. Oh, I don’t know. But they
shan’t catch him. He’s got to run away.
He's got to. .. .

Terence shook his head with Celtic
fatalism.

::The O’Connells always make a fight of
it.

“Where are his brothers? Il talk to
them—"

“They can do nothing with Rory. After
the fight at Tara Heath they got a quota
number for him. Wanted him to go to
America. Agh! He rode back into Tara
Heath and threw dynamite into the post
office . . . a clear, cold night ’twas . . . they
heard the sound of it in Dublin!”

“Lend me your horse.”

“Sorry—” .

“I'l walk, then.”

She stormed out of the room. Terence,
protesting, followed her.

.“And if you’re that set on it, I’ll go with
you,” he said. “Though ’tis time wasted
and you’ll be missing the speech at Bragagh.”

“Speech !” she said. .

They rode across the meadow, with the
dew like powdered pearls and the sunlight
In a purple pool on the distant hills beyond
Giant’s Sorrow. Basalt crystals like the
dead fingers of an ogre thrust up from a
dell near the little lake. Cattle and sheep
stood in the fields drugged with morning
sunshine. Smoke from scattered cottage
chimneys flowered in the still, sweet air.
Patches of green, too bright and fresh for
belief, tricked the eye as a suddenly revealed
emerald hoard might do. There was nothing
obvious, nothing settled about this land-
scape; it was impressionistic and awaited the
imaginative mind for completion. Aithra
saw it only as a battle field . . . she listened
for the sound of guns . , .

TERENCE rowed the small skiff around the
rush-grown shore of Giant’s Sorrow. It was
an agonizing trip and made in silence.
Finally . . . he whistled . . . a low bird call.
It was answered. They beached the boat.
The girl followed Terence through a grove
of wild plums.

“McSwiney.”

“Eirean !”

Rory O’Connell walked toward them. He
was coatless and hatless in the chill air and
had a pistol strapped at his waist.

Ah, the luck of me! You! Again !”

Aithra looked at him, angrily. Why had
she made a bee line to this fellow? Why
had she gone hollow in her chest to think
of him in danger?

“You

haven't any time for pretty
speeches,” she said coldly. “They’re after
you.” Then, as Rory O’Connell continued

to look at her with feasting eyes, she turned
to Terence: “Tell him!”

Terence was apologetic.

“She insisted on coming. I told her you
didn’t fear the Comrades, or the army.”

The Elks Magasine

“Nor do I” said the O'Connell. “My
brothers will soon be here. Ah, ’tis a fine
morning for a fight, Terence, me lad! The
O’Connells in the brush . . . agh! Will you
be joining us, Terence?”

“I'm under orders to the I.R.A., you know.
And the old man would be disowning me
- - . still .. . I might drop in this way with
twenty stout lads or so . . .”

“Your hand, me lad!”

Aithra could stand no more. .

“You’re not going to fight! Neither of
you! Uncle Sean won't let Terence and I
won't let you! Go and get your things.
You're leaving this minute.”

The O’Connell blinked. He grinned, hap-
pily.

“Won’t let me?” He laughed. “Ah .
how swect that sounds, red-headed girl-rl

“Get away from me! Vou crazy m-mick,
you. I'm sick of your blarney. Childish;
swaggering, boasting idiot. They’re coming
to kill you. Don’t you understand that?
To kill you!”

Ah, what a lovely temper you have! Sure
I'm the luckiest Irishman alive. Come
here—"

The girl jerked away in a rage.

“Come on, Terence. Let him stay here.
I hope they do catch him. I just hope they
do.” :

|”

As Aithra turned on her heel and walked
away toward the boat, it dawned on Terence
that perhaps she was right. "
“'Tis a somewhat doubtful thing, Rory,
he said. “We're not ready for a general up-
rising, so ’twill start nothing. And as for
the rifles—they're so well hid De Valera
himself couldn’t find them. What will you
be gaining if you stand?” .
Proudly: “And where could I be running
in Ireland?” He followed after the girl.
She heard his voice close behind her, saying:

“But mayhap there’ld be a refuge in
America for me?”
She halted and faced about. She was on

the verge of tears, she felt horribly afraid
for Rory O’Connell and was grasping at any
hope.

“Of course there would,” she said. “Even
your own brothers want you to leave Ireland
for a while. Be sensible.” Don’t throw your
life away. You’re young. You've suffered
enough.” . .

He stood there, tall and straight, his black
curls like a cap of astrakhan worn jauntily.

“Would you be wishing me to come,
darling hot-tempered angel ?”

She met his gaze with a frankness born
of panic. It was no time for blushes, for
coquetry.

“Of course I would,” she said.

Rory 0’Connell hesitated, making a ges-
ture with his hands as if calling on the lake,
the trees and sky to bear witness. He
turned to Terence. s

“And what would you be saying to that.?

Terence eyed his American cousin with
humorless conviction.

“I'd be going with her,” he said.

Aithra, watching Rory’s face,
harden. .

“You are a poor patriot, I fear,” he said.
gruffly. He swung about and stalked into
the little woods. .

Pride kept the girl from running after him.
That and the realization it would be useless.
She knew that Rory had been sorely
tempted. He wanted very much to quit it
all and go with her. But the pity she could
not keep out of her eyes had hardened him.
He was Ireland, a strange, wild brother to
the end of time.

She stumbled toward the boat.

Terence sighed, as one who has witnessed
such scenes and such decisions many times
before.

“You aren't quite in love with him, are
you?” he asked, miserably.

(Continued on page 40)
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A Memo to
Business Men

about

Knowing Law

Thousands of men today, who never intend to
practice before the bar, are reading law.

They realize that the ]aw-trained man is more
likely to be a leader—that law training makes
clear, quick, correct thinking-—that there is a
real reason why legally-trained men head many
of America’s greatest corporations.

They realize, too, that the whole intricate
structure of business is based on law and that
the business man who knows law has often a
distinct advantage for himself and his firm.

PRACTICAL LAW THROUGH

HOME STUDY

The home study Law training offered by LaSalle
has proven itself practical and valuable to over
80,000 adults during the last 25 years.

Incertain permitted states every yearLaSalle-
trained men pass bar examinations with honor.

But many, many more men, take their LaSalle
law training to use in business and find in it a
guard against trouble and a very helpful aid to
larger success and leadership.

A MOST UNUSUAL LAW LIBRARY

The basis of LaSalle law training is a fourteen-
volumelibraryco:.npiledbyleading]awprofessom
and lp.wyers—wntten specially for this purpose.
This library might well be called—“Law Sim-
lified and Condensed””—for it covers the whole
asic field of law in an orderly, classified and
sugple lmamxer.
upplementing this great library, are lectures
and personal instruction of th(?ryhighest grade,
all under a definite, clear plan involving con-
tinual use of the Problem Method, where you
train in law by dealing with actual legal prob-
lems—learn by doing the work—not by memo-
:)'lszhg rgﬂes. The instn:ictors are all members
e bar —experienced lawyers—now givin;
full time to helping other mvg:: learn law.g:l &
To get the whole story—to judge wisely its
Possibilities for you—you must investigate. And
the coupon below is an easy way to start that.
La Salle Extension University
1908-1933 — 25 Yoars of Service to over 800,000 Mombers
Dept. 5328.LR g0

Chica

1 would like to have full § i
ubfont yourlaw trai '3., ngtoll;g:-u&%
Hfo copy of your new let,Law
ning for Leadership.”” *

e le v
indicated below, chgc‘l:na‘i:?ifnt:hnglﬁ‘gg?
O Business Managcment

Modern Sal
o Higher A eamanship

0 Tratfic M,
Banking and Fi
O Commercial Law

3,

y O
Op
D B 3 C. p
O Business English

Name .__

Preaent Posit,

Ada,

-3,

, WITHOUT|

Y GLASSES
XN

XD THE NATURAL
O EYESIGHT SYSTEM Gives
Your Eyes a New Deal

If you wear glasses, or think
y you should, our
:‘hOUg MONTHS' TRIAL OFFER—contalining
Ne inspiring story of glasses discarded for
carsight, Farsight, Astigmatism, Old Age
j Sight, " Eyestrain, Weak Eyes, Eye Muscle
Trouble, Etc., as told by USERS AT HOME
of thls Revolutionary System—will be mailed
FREE upon request,

NATURAL EYESIGHT INSTITUTE, Inc.
® Dept. 45-L Santa Monica Calif. B
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“No. Not quite,” she lied.

“*Tis lucky. The O’Connell . . . agh!
Ireland comes first with them.”

The long trip back to the McShane estate
was to Aithra a weary progress. Everything
had a weird aspect, as if the sun was in
total eclipse. She did not weep. She even
talked a little to Terence about her father’s
speech at Bragagh. It helped to ease the
numbness. Terence mentioned plans for the
fox hunt and Bryan’s desire to show her
some real Irish partridge shooting. She
hated Terence for being able to talk of such
things when Rory was . ..

Everyone had gone to the political meet-
ing in Bragagh. Terence offered to drive
her over in the pony cart. She knew her
father would be hurt at her absence, but
had no heart to face strangers. She went to
her room, leaving word with Molly to be
called if Bira came in. Bira was the last
chance. Maybe Bira could think of some
way to save Rory. .

Fox hunts. Partridge shooting. Speeches.
And men hunting for Rory O’Connell to
kill him. Where were Rory’s kinsmen? Why
didn’t they do something? Aithra paced
the floor in restless torment. Well . . . she’d
have to break her promise to Terence and
Bira. She’d appeal to Uncle Sean. She'd
tell her father. She’d save Rory O’Connell.
If only they didn’t find his hiding place
before . . .

She was on the verge of hysteria when
the McShane clan returned from Bragagh,
She ran down to meet the aged touring car
on the drive. Her father climbed stiffly
out. He looked old, tired, almost broken.

“Dad. What’s the matter? Didn't it—"

“They wouldn’t listen. They threw
bricks!”

“Oh.”

IT was a ghastly moment. Cousin Bryan
and Cousin Michael were red-faced with
humiliation. Uncle Sean said with hollow
cheerfulness: “’Twas nothing. Last elec-
tion time in County Cork I ran for my life
. . . aye, and twice!” Aunt Kathleen and
Grandmother O’Driscoll arrived a few min-
utes later in a rattle-trap surrey.

Face had to be put on the whole affair
and family reunion talk suffered through.

Timothy McShane and his daughter were
alone, at last, in his room. He sank down
heavily in a chair.

“I want to go home, Aithra. I-I'm out of
place here.”

The girl saw the pathetic bafflement in her
father’'s eyes. No. Ireland was not ‘‘the
river Shannon flowing” nor the funda-
mentals of political economy. Ireland was
a mad threnody . . . an ache in the heart . . .

“Yes,” she said, dully, “we’ll leave at once.
'll start packing.”

Yet, as she worked, she was listening for
the sound of guns. In her mind’s country
she was in ambush with Rory O’Connell.
“They’re coming, now! Must you fire, oh,
must you?” She shook her head and took
a brace. Rory was a finished episode. She
could do nothing for him. She was leaving
Ireland. Leaving forever . . .

“They’ve taken a man! They've taken a

man!”

The cry, like a banshee’s wail, came
through the window to her. Her knees sud-
denly weak, she stumbled across the floor
and looked toward Giant’s Sorrow.

Not far away, crossing a field called Forty

Acres, was a band of men afoot. Rory . ..

Aithra ran down the stairs and into the
gun room. She snatched a gun, shotgun or
rifle, loaded or empty, she did not know.
She ran across the lawn and climbed a stile,
tearing her skirt. She made no sound. The
men were coming nearer, walking a lane that
led to the Stillorgan road . . .
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. She was too breathless to speak. She stood
in the lane confronting them, gun pointed
resolutely, She saw Rory in the center of
the group. He was battered and bloody and
his hands were tied behind him. Perhaps a
dozen men surrounded him.
"‘Ah, look you yonder!
gir-rl!  And with a gun.
worth it all!”

“Let him go,” gasped Aithra, bursting into
tears of murderous rage. “Let him go or
'l kill you!”

The leader of the group, a tall, swarthy
man wearing rough tweeds, grinned at her.
He held up his hand.

“Steady, Miss McShane. There’s none but
O’Connells here.”

Rory stepped forward. One eye was
blackened and closed. Several others in the
group showed signs of fistic combat.

“Aithra, darling,” he said, “allow me to
present my brothers, O’Rourke, Edmund,
Parnell and Aloysius. Also, my cousins . . .”

Aithra dropped the gun and ran to Rory.
She put her arms around him, sobbing.

“You'll be spoiling your lovely dress,”
said Rory. “Agh! ’Tis with great shame
I must confess I fought badly. Not an
O’Connell dropped—”

“Ha! My jawbone gives you the lie,
Rory.”

“I caught as pretty a right cross as ever
was struck in Ireland.”

AThcre.was uproarious laughter,

The girl stepped back, bewildered.

Brother O’Rourke said, apologetically:
“We'd not have bound him, but he would
not pledge his honor-r to go on the boat
peaceably.”

“The boat?”

Rory hung his head.

“Aye. The mother of us wants me sent
to America.”

“And to America you'll go, me fine buck.”
Then, to Aithra: “The O'Connells have
made the peace with our President De
Valera—"

--Tis a cowardly, black-hearted—"

‘Your tongue has made trouble enough,
Rory |7

Rory’s brother, O'Rourke, pushed between
Rory and a cousin.

; thhra looked at Rory, her heart beating
ast.

. “Why, Rory, that’s splendid!
Jus‘t heavenly! "1 prayed for it—"

‘Splendid, is it? And you here, and an
ocean between us? Agh!”

She laughed.

“But Rory—I'm going to America, too!
Right away. We're leaving for Cobh this
afternoon.”

Rory scowled. He glanced around at the
purple-shadowed hills, He drew a deep
breath. from Irish soil.

B “’Tis no choice I have,” he muttered,
and sure the heart of me would sicken if
we were apart. And yet—"

My red-headed
Brothers, ’tis

That’s—

AITHRA understood. What would America
do to Rory O'Connell? For a while
America_would be very good for him. It
would give him perspective, a little practi-
cality. If only, she reflected, all the Irish
could th in America half the time and all
the Americans live in Ireland half the time.
But Rory mustn’t stay in America too long.
He might lose that fine, fierce zeal; that pre-
posterous, thrilling dedication to things of
the spirit; that instant willingness to suffer
prison or if need be, death, for a belief.

“We'll come back, Rory,” she said. “Some
day we’ll come back. And always we’ll
have Ireland in our hearts.”

Rory gave her a long, searching glance.
His eyes misted, and behind the tears the
old, wild lights gleamed.

“Bless you,” he said, huskily. “Bless
you.” And then to a Brother O’Connell:
“Untie my arms, you compromising De
Valera scoundrel. I’'ve need of them!”
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(Continued from page 47)

“Look out, Bull! Here it comes.” Bob
rapped sputtering scale from the rivet and felt
a hand touch his back, then heard Stener-
son’s voice:

“Swap with me, kid. Here’s a nice hot
one. Drop it inter his overalls. The dirty
murderin’—"

Bob switched tongs and rivets, without
ever taking his eyes from Bull. He began
again:

“That bolt was left out of your end,
wasn’t it, Bull? And you signaled for
Lindstrom to come on across, didn’t you,
Bull? And after the beam turned under
his feet and spilled him, you put a second
bolt in so no one would get wise. Eh,
Bull ?”

“Ill—I'Il kill you, you damned—"

“That’s the way it happened, wasn’t it,
Bull?”

“You go to hell!”

“Why did you leave that bolt out, Bull?”

Bob crouched a bit lower, rapped fiery
scale from his rivet and increased the arc
of his swing. Bull saw and shivered; his
shoulders actually shook. He
frantically at his chest, where he expected
the searing rivet to hit, lost his grip on the
cable sling and flopped over backward to
hang head down. Bob’s breath caught in
his throat for an instant; he thought Bull
Wwas gone and he wasn’t ready for that.

“Why, Bull? Why did you leave—"

_“Oh, my—T did it so he’d fall and—break
his damned neck.”

“Did it because you knew Emil Lindstrom
was going to beat you to pusher’s job,
didn’t you, Bull? Vou're the kind of a
8uy who’ll murder a man for a job, aren’t
you, Bull?”

“Yes, yes. But don’t throw that— Help!
Help! 1t’s slippin’.”

But the beam didn’t slip. Bob turned
back to the platform, wet with sweat, his
head light. He had what he wanted. Stener-

brushed’

son, Johnson, Milburn, everybody there was
white of face, tense, for they had heard the
answer to what they had all asked them-
selves: how had sure-footed Emil Lind-
strom happened to spill that day, when
afterward everything seemed to have been
secure?

“Give me another rivet, Sten.” Bob’s
hands were steadier than the hands of any
of these danger-hardened men.

“No, son. That’s enough. We'll take
care of Bullard, but we don’t want the re-
sponsibility for his death on our hands.
Steady now, while we figure out some way
to get that tag line cut, so we can lower
him down.” Milburn spoke softly.

“That’s what I’m going to do, Mr. Mil-
burn.”

“What?”

“I'm going to cut the tag line.”

“You? How?” Milburn scowled in puz-
zlement.

Bob already had a fresh white-hot rivet
in his tongs. He ran out along the beams,
paused, crouched, swung and tossed.

Bull squirmed and whined his fear, as
the rivet hit the beam close above where
the tag line was knotted around it. The
rivet slid down to the knot and was jarred
off by the swaying of the beam. .

“Hold still, you yella-bellied cur!”. Stener-
son yelled at Bull, and shoved a second
pair of tongs with its hot rivet into Bob’s
hands. T

Bob missed the beam entirely with his
next toss. He would have to get a grip on
himself. There was no excuse for .that
miss; Bull was no longer swaying the beam,
he seemed to have passed ouf. Fear or'too
much of the head-down stuff had killed
Bull’s senses. Bob tossed a third rivet.

Again the rivet landed close above the
tag line knot, even closer than the first one
had; it slid to the knot and lay there, until
it smouldered its way loose. Still the rope
held. Bob’s fourth rivet landed as surely
as the third. The rope smoked and
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smouldered. It flamed a little—and parted.
The beam could now be lowered with its
unconscious leg-wedged load.

There was no cheering. The understand-
ing Stenerson guided Bob back to the plat-
form. Hearty hands were extended.

“Where'd yuh learn to toss 'em like that,
kid ?” .

“Dad taught me,” Bob answered, without
knowing who asked the question—without
caring. His answer seemed to stop words
in half a dozen throats. He wanted to
relax; he would go home and rest a bit,
and then—

“You go on home for a couple of days,
son. Come back Monday.” Milburn’s voice
wasn’t exactly steady.

“I won’t be back, Mr. Milburn. I'm re-
turning to college, Monday. Dad would
want me to finish, you see.” \

“But, Bullard— We all heard. Won't

ou_”

Y Bob shook his head; then: “Yes, you all
heard. Maybe, now that you know the
details, you will be able to make Bull re-
peat his confession, or block his claim tha,t
he was forced to make it. But I wouldn’t
be interested in seeing a guilty man tried
for anything, after the steel had been
drained from his blood, and there isn’t much
left in Bullard’s.”

“Cripes!” . . . . “By damn!” . . . .
“Well, there’s still plenty of steel in your
.blood, kid!” . . “I'll say—"

Stenerson broke in on the babble. “Why

‘I was going to ask Mr. Milburn this very

day to let you try a bit of connecting-up

Again, Bob ‘shook his head. “No, Sten.
Thanks for backing me up though.” He
shook hands with Stenerson, with Milburn,
with Johnson and the others, picked up his
coat and went down the ladder. Old Mil-
burn took off his hat and muttered, before
following:

“To a worthy father, a he-man son was
born.”

-with me, Bob.”

‘The Grand Exalted Ruler’s Visits

and spoke briefly to them. From Donalds-
.ville he proceeded to Morgan City where he
hqd lunch with fifty members of Morgan
City Lodge, No. 1121. He then went on to
Franklin, La., where he met with a number
of members of Franklin .Lodge, No.. 1387.

The next visit was made on the same day
to New. Iberia, La., Lodge, No. 554, where
at four in the afternoon Mr. Meier met with
the officials and leaders of the Lodge. Next
Wwas a meeting with seventy-five members
of Opelousas Lodge, No. 1048. Mr. Meier
spoke here and again at the midnight supper
which was given at a local country club.

At lunchgon on the ensuing day Mr. Meier
luncl'.xed with some fifty members of Alex-
?}rlldna. La,, Lodge, No. 546, speaking to

em at some length. Mr. Meier was pleased
to see present A. J. Manheim, D.D., and Sol
B. ressburg, four times a District Deputy.

F0119w1ng this meeting the Grand Exalted

uler journeyed to Shreveport,La., Lodge, No.
122, where he was the guest of honor at a
dinner in _the Lodge rooms, with about 123
members in attendance. After the banquet,
presided over by D.D. Manheim, Mr. Meier
spoke. _He was later presented with a book
containing many interesting photographic
views around Shreveport, by C. A. Parker,
ER. While in Shreveport Mr. Meier
was pleasantly surprised to find that his
sister and her husband were in the City.
F(_)llowing the Lodge meeting, Mr. Meier
seized time to vicit with

them briefly.

(Continued from page 31)

before proceeding to Houston, Texas.

On the morning of Jan. 15 Mr. Meier
reached Houston in time for breakfast at the
Home of Houston Lodge, No. 151, with some
twenty-five members, including W. A. James,
D.D. for Tex. Southeast, F. E. Knetsch,
D.D. for Tex. South, and A. F. Fisher,
P.D.D, S

Mr. Meier’s next visit was to. Beaumont,
Tex., Lodge, No. 311, where he had luncheon
with about fifty members, and made an
address. The Grand Exalted Ruler was
highly pleased with the way in which his
remarks were received. Immediately after
the conclusion of the visit, he proceeded to
Port Arthur, Tex., Lodge, No. 1069, where
he met with some twenty-five members.
This was the first visit of a Grand Exalted
Ruler to that Lodge and the members were
enthusiastic over the occasion, heartily ap-
plauding his speech and regretfully speed-
ing him on his way to Galveston.

Mr. Meier arrived in Galveston in the
late afternoon, and upon leaving the ferry
was greeted by a delegation including D.D.
James, E.R. John E. Comfort, P.D.D. Henry
Block, P.D.D. Frank L. Lubben and E. P.
Theis, P.E.R.

That evening the Grand Exalted Ruler
attended a dinner given by members of Gal-
veston Lodge, No. 126, with 150 members
present. At the conclusion of his speech, a
most generous courtesy was extended him
by one of the members who had called Mrs.

‘Meier in Seattle on long distance without

letting the Grand Exalted Ruler know any-
thing about it. Mr. Meier was galled to
the telephone and to his great surprise found
himself talking to Mrs. Meier.

Corpus Christi, No. 1030, was the next
Lodge to be host to Mr. Meier, where he

breakfasted at eight with twenty-seven mem-
bers. His was the first such visit paid the

Lodge. .

Accompanied by E.R. Andrew Smith and
Secy. C. E. Smeltz, of San Antonio, Tex.,
Lodge, No. 216, the Grand Exalted Ruler
proceeded to San Antonio where at luncheon
he spoke to fifty members, being introduced
by E.R. Smith. Here his address was pre-
ceded by that of Mayor C. K. Quinn, who
presented him with a key to the City.
Many distinguished Elks were at the meet-
ing, among them being D.D. Fred Knetsch,
who later conducted the Grand Exalted Ruler
to Seguin, Tex., in company with other Elks.

The visitors arrived in Seguin at 4 P.M.
to find themselves met by a delegation of
distinguished Elks and citizens of the local-
ity. That evening Mr. Meier was guest of
honor at a dinner at the country club at-
tended by 100 members. This was the first
visit to Seguin Lodge ever made by a Grand
Exalted Ruler and the interest shown by the
members was great. Almost every official
of the City is a member of the Lodge there,
and the list of prominent participants at the
dinner was extremely long.









