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EXALTED RULER
REPRESENTATIVES

F all of the newly elected Exalted Rulers attend

the approaching Grand Lodge Convention, as
they should do, since they are ex officio Repre-
sentatives of their respective Lodges, there
would be approximately fifteen hundred such delegates.
To the great majority of them the experience would be
an entirely new one. Allowing for the normal number
of absentees, and for reelections of Past Exalted Rulers
who have attended previous sessions, it is assured that
there will still be hundreds who will make their first
appearance in the Grand Lodge at Kansas City.

This particular group will, therefore, form a very con-
siderable percentage of those who must consider and
dispose of the many matters which will be presented to
that Convention. And it is obviously highly important
that they should bring to the service a full realization
of their responsibility.

Of course there will be Grand Lodge Officers and
Committeemen, and other leaders, in attendance. Their
ability, experience and proved devotion make them wise
Counsellors, whose opinions and recommendations are
entitled to earnest consideration. But the responsibility
for final action rests upon the whole body of members.
It should not be shifted to the shoulders of the few.
Each one should willingly bear his proper share of it;
al}d should give to the service his interested attention,
his best intelligence, and his independent action.

The first duty is to secure and carefully read the
Printed reports of the officers, which will be available at
the time of registration. These contain information which
each member should possess, without which he will be
less able to participate helpfully in the proceedings.

However, the most important duty is to attend every
session of the Grand Lodge, so that the business trans-
acted may be clearly understood, and the reasons sug-
ges.ted for any desired action may be thoughtfully
weighed. Ample opportunity will be afforded, during
hours when the Convention is not in session, for the
enjoyment of the social and entertainment features of
the occasion. They should not be permitted to interfere
with the faithful performance of the primary duties
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EDITORIAL

which the Statutes impose and which the Order has a
right to expect.

These suggestions apply to all who attend the Con-
vention and who have the privilege of taking part in its
proceedings. But they are directed particularly to the
accredited Representatives of the subordinate Lodges,
because they are charged with a specific responsibility
in the premises, and because, for the most part, they
are new to the service.

Only to the extent that they respond to this reminder
will the designed benefits be realized by the Order, by
their respective Lodges, and by themselves as the chosen
leaders of those Lodges for the ensuing year.

CONVENTION WEATHER

URING recent months the newspapers have car-
ried a number of articles about the appearance
of unusual sun spots and their possible effect
upon weather conditions on this planet. They

have covered a wide range—from informative statements
descriptive of the solar phenomena as based upon tele-
scopic observations and studies aided by other scientific
devices, to specific predictions of resultant catastrophes
to occur in the next several years.

To those of us who prefer not to know too definitely
what is going to happen to us, it is comforting to learn,
from an authoritative address by an expert of the U. .
Weather Bureau, that it is still impossible to predict
atmospheric conditions even a month in advance. So,
when we plan weeks ahead for a picnic or a parade, a
garden party or a golf game, we must still gamble on the
weather.

Which leads to the suggestion that no assurance can be
given as to what weather conditions will prevail during
the Convention soon to be held in Kansas City. And,
after all, does it make so much difference? If we run
into a heat wave the chances are it will be just as hot
back home. If it rains one doesn’t have to stay out in it
and get drenched. There are many ways of promoting
personal comfort indoors as well as out, and one of the
surest of them is not to fret and complain.

If those who attend the Convention will make intelli-
gent provisions as to clothing, and will maintain an atti-
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tude of good humor and good fellowship, and a deter-
mination to pleasantly adjust themselves to whatever
conditions of weather may prevail, their experience will
be a comfortable and happy one, sun spots or no sun
spots.

WORK OF ART

INCLAIR LEWIS has so firmly established
himself as one of the foremost of American
novelists that any product of his pen is assured
a wide circle of readers. And, because of this

fact, it is certain to exert an appreciable influence upon

current thought.

His latest book, “Work of Art,” has been facetiously
criticized by some reviewers as a dully clinical study of
hotels. But there is a great truth embodied in the novel;
one which deserves to be exploited and emphasized, par-
ticularly in the light of present day conditions which
have involved so many readjustments of employment and
of outlook.

That truth is that one can, if he will, make a work of
art of any career he may choose, however humble, in any
field of endeavor.

The story related is that of a young man who made the
business of running a hotel his life career, and whose
realized ambition was to create and. operate an establish-
ment that would approximate perfection in its field. The
scorn of an aesthetic brother, who devoted himself to
writing, whereby he sought to win what he considered a
truly artistic success, accentuates the moral.

Disregarding captious distinctions, based upon too re-
strictive a definition of “art,” few will be disposed to
question the suggested truth—that anyone who loves his
job and who gives to it his very best of loyalty, devotion
and skill, can make of that job a work of art. This applies
to bricklayers, plumbers and carpenters, as well as to
musicians, sculptors and poets; and also it applies to
Exalted Rulers of Elk Lodges.

When an Exalted Ruler has undertaken the adminis-
tration of his office with a wholehearted purpose to make
it a real success; and when, by giving it his earnest atten-
tion, his best thought and his unselfish devotion through-
out his term—when he has conserved and built up a true
fraternal spirit among its members, has promoted its
charitable, benevolent and patriotic objects to the extent
of its capability and its opportunities, has led it to a
higher position in public esteem and to a sound financial
status—he has wrought an achievement that is a work
of art, and one which he may contemplate with as much

pride as if he had painted a beautiful picture or modeled
a fine statue.

The Order would be tremendously benefitted if Exalted
Rulers would more generally become imbued with the
spirit of this truth.

SELF-CONTROL

T is perhaps natural that in Lodge meetings,
as in other gatherings of men, the discussion
of matters upon which differences of opinion
exist sometimes grows more heated than it

should. An earnest conviction leads to aggressively posi-
tive assertions. Opposition is expressed with equally
aggressive assurance. Tempers are presently aroused;
and then cool judgment resumes sway only after some
brother with self-control assumes the role of mediator
and invokes a more tolerant attitude. Such incidents

have been occasionally witnessed in every Lodge.

While it is wholly desirable that Lodge room debates
be frank and sincere, yet the maintenance of a truly
fraternal spirit will prevent the development of real fric-
tion. Differences of opinion do not of themselves weaken
mutual regard; and their expression should be so phrased
and presented as to avoid that unhappy result.

Self-control is a real virtue. Some fortunate individ-
uals seem to be naturally endowed with it. The majority
of us acquire it, if at all, and to the cxtent that we may,
by studied practice. There is always the danger of occa-
sional lapses; but certainly special efforts should be made
to avoid them in all Elk gatherings.

The more important the matter under discussion may
be, the more reason there is for it to be considered with
that calmness of mind which alone permits the wisest
judgment to be exercised. Temper leads to rashness of
statement and conduct. Intolerance begets error. Where
there is most heat in debate the least light is shed. If
these be bromidic expressions, it is because they are so
obviously true, and should be kept constantly in mind.

Not only do these suggestions tend to insure wisdom
of conclusion; they have a personal application of the
utmost importance. The man who preserves his self-
control is not likely to suffer subsequent regrets. He will
not give heedless offense and will not be unduly ready to
feel it. Every conscious exercise of the virtue strengthens
character and develops a higher and more forceful
personality.

“He that is slow to anger is better than the mighty;

and he that ruleth his spirit than he that takeih a

city.”
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thoughtful, sobered look. It couldn’t have
been a wickedly trapped course that made
the impulsive, high-headed Karen Kays grow
quieter and moodier, less daringly outspoken,
day after day. S

Not that Karen’s game suffered. They
were also playing a lot of golf. On the eve
of the state tournament they turned in ‘a
card that made Ames Kays' moustaches go
militaristic.

“I’ll caddy for you tomorrow, if you
wish,” Johnny told Karen.

“Together,’”” she said fervently, “we could
lick the world.” .

Karen didn’t win the medal in the open-
ing round. Which suited them perfectly.
You don’t want to comc to the peak too
soon in a long grind.

Over the Singing River war trail, during
the next couple of days, the unhappy story
of the little vanishing Indians was grimly
reenacted. First there were thirty-two.
Then there were sixteen. Then eight. Both
Karen and Coralie Bridger were of that
dusty little surviving band.

Quarter and semi-finals. Strangely—or
maybe not so strangely—the champion and
her most menacing rival did not draw each
other in the preliminary stages of play.
Arranging committees do not consider it
good business or showmanship to kill off
the gallery by letting the favorites kill each
other off ahead of the closing act.

When Karen came in at sundown, a
finalist, Miss Bridger was one of the hand-
clapping crowd.

“You heard how lucky I was,” Miss
Bridger said. “And I got a big hand too.
Applause or applesauce. They look a lot
alike in print.”

“When you beat me tomorrow,” said
Karen, “please know that I played my fool
head off.”

IF the public knew what nice places golf
courses are at night time, they’d be out
sitting on them in thousands. Clumps of
silver maples around the dogleg, starshine
in the water hole, the smell of freshly mown
fairways, the rainlike patter of the sprinklers
on the greens. Maybe a full moon is coming
up. Maybe there is a throb of dance music
on the breeze, drifting across from the club
house.

Johnny Devon had a tile-roofed bungalow
at Windywale. He had lounging chairs on
his porch, and climbing roses, and a million
dollar view. He was just sitting there. And
then he saw the figure coming across from
the clubhouse terrace. He looked again, and
suddenly got up.

Yes, it was Karen Kays. Karen in all
there was of a flimsy evening dress. A taut,
brown-shouldered girl, freshly showered and
fragrant after a hot and dusty day.

“I dropped in to watch the dancing,” she
said. “Got to wishing you were over there,
or I was over here.”

“You ought to have wished you were in
bed,” he said.

“So here I am.”

She sank down on the lower step and
bent her head and shoved her hands through
her hair. The straps of a bathing suit had
left 2 white cross mark on the tan of her
smoothly arched back, but she wouldn’t
have given it a thought . . . “Everything
was all cut and dried,” she said, “and now
everything is all wet.”

“I’d go catch’m sleep,” he advised.

“What are we going to do?” she asked.
“Johnny Devon?”

“We'’re going to put you in my car and
take you home.”

She sat with her knees drawn up and her
fists under her chin. The music came across
the hillside, vagrant as the evening breeze.
Karen stood up. “Dance with me.”

They danced the length of the veranda,
and back. Then there was a lull in the
distant tempo of the music. They stopped.

Her hand stayed on his shoulder. His
arm still held her. So they:stood. In that
poignant, close interlude. His other arm
took possession of her thrilling young body.
Her face uplifted, the throbbing curve of her
throat, her eyes -consenting . . . He. kissed
her_ mouth, forcefully, numbingly, with full
deliberation, for a long while.

Then he took her hands in his, brought
them down and put thémi~away from him:

-“Vou asked for it,” he said thickly.

She stood there, her eyes ardent, moon-
struck. .

“If you wanted me to do something
rotten,” he said, slow and heavy of breath,
“there you have it.”

“Rotten ?”

A FOUR-SQUARE guy like Captain
Hall rates better than being hurt by some-
thing another man can help.”

“Is that all?” said Karen. “Listen! The
only way you could hurt Captain Hall
would be to break his collarbone.”

‘I‘-I(’e laughed, not nicely.

“I m not trying to be funny,” said Karen.

No? Devon regarded her fixedly. “Well
then, take me. Maybe I wouldn’t want to
get hurt.”

- ::I, myself,” she said, bright and scornful
—“I'd rather get hurt, terribly, than just
never have anything happen to me at all.”

And so—you’re not worrying much
about anybody ?”

::’j[‘hat’s how,” she said.

ust come out to play i -
light o play in the moon

“I'm playing tonight,” said Karen, “as

T'll be playing tomorrow. Playing my fool .

head off.”

Johnny no longer looked so bravely di-
verted.

“How much do you earn a year?” she
su%ien%; alfked.

e blinked at her.
why' domt 2, Ask your father,

“Already have,” she smiled. “You get
twenty-five hundred per annum and the
proceeds from the pro’s shop and fees for
lessons and the bungalow to live in—"

She stopped. It was a queer thing to
see Karen Kays waiting, patient and wist-
ful, for something to be said, or something
to be done.

. “If a girl learned how to cook,” she said
;1':: l'a. cs)mall, tegtative vo’gce, “and washed out
Wn underwear— i idn’
ﬁniﬁh. ea Again she didn't
evon’s hands closed and ti
he‘said mothines d tightened. But
fYou oughtn’t to make me say these
‘t'hmgs to you,” she told him plaintively.
’S{?u ought to be saying them to me.” «
The sort of a girl I would want in my
bungalow,” he found the voice to say, “I
wouldn’t want her there.” '

“I figured you’d be that way. So I just
had to up and come over here, and no
nonsense.” She laughed low and husky.
“Ames Kays’ youngest child.”

“And a golf pro!”

; Johnny gave it such a dismal sound.

Money? Sure. A girl could get by. But
what_about her friends and the places she
went? Would I be sitting here while she
was out? Or would she be sitting here
with me, chewing up her fingernails?”

He strode the length of the veranda and
stared off at the lighted club house. Then
he came back, “If I can’t go where she
is, she’g not coming where I am!”

“It isn’t,” said Karen, “as though 1
weren’t so sure.”

“Sure of what?” he asked.

“Of you. Of me. Of what has hap-
pened.”

“What has happened?” he demanded.

_She smiled, and her eyes were dreamy
with confidence.

Devon could be hard, if he had to be.
“If T moved a woman in without Ames
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Kays’ approval, how long would she stay,
do you think?”

“Long enough for both to get thrown
out.”

“Well?"

. “And that would——?” She looked in-
credulous.

“I've got a comfortable job. And peace

of mind.”
_ “This big job wouldn’t matter,” Karen
said. ' “Nothing would, if you really——
As for your peace of mind, you haven't got
any any more, That’s gone, isn’t it?
Johnny?”

He was whistling the tune they were play-
ing over at the club house, through his set
teeth.

“You've backed yoursclf against that
post,” taunted Karen, “like an early Chris-
tian martyr at the stake. Burning with
stubborn, fiery, high—what you call ’em—
resolves, ideals? Or maybe what mules
think about. But you don’t fool me—
much.”

He couldn’t stand any more. “Will you
take it?” he asked harshly.

“Yes.l!

“] intend to live in my bungalow,” he
said, “all alone.”

“Oh!” Karen swallowed convulsively.
“That would—I'm not dense that way.
When a brick falls on me.”

Her shoulders stiffened and she started
to move away. Then she came back. She
wasn’t humiliated or ashamed. She was
gallant.

“Just to ease your conscience,” she said,
“Captain Hall and I told each other this
evening that it was all off. Coralie was
in the club house at the time, and I think
he drove her home.”

“All right,” said Devon.

Her chin went a trifle higher. “Will you
still caddy for me tomorrow?”

“I’ll be there,” he managed to say.

“Then you’ll want me to catch’m sleep.
So I won’t disgrace you.” Her laughter
was crazy. “Don’t worry. I'll make you
proud! T1l show ’em how you've brought
me to the top of my game. Don’t I play
a swell game? Johnny?”

AND so home, and to bed. And if Karen
didn’t sleep that night, nobody would have
known it when she showed up at the first
tee next morning to take her ball from the
rack.

She ignored the crowding, staring mob
that walled in the first fairway. She didn’t
look at her father or at Captain Hall. She
shook hands with Coralie Bridger, a curt
gesture. She smiled absently at Johnny
Devon as he pulled her driver from the bag.

Then she stepped up, relaxed and concen-
trated, and smashed her ball far down the
middle.

Coralie Bridger was overtense at the start.
She half-topped her drive, hooked her bras-
sie, and finished one-down on the first hole.
On the second, the champion’s tee shot was
trapped. But she recovered magnificently
for a half. And then her confidence came
back, and her slow, insolent smile, and her
flexible short play at the pins.

So the match grew up into heroic propor-
tions. A couple of steady workwomen,
shooting remorselessly at each other, or,
more specifically, at the worst that a good
tough golf curse could stack up against thetp.
Each girl knowing that at the slightest slip
or error, a ruthless antagonist was waiting
to cash in. A

But neither was making many mls.tak_es.
Not among those first few holes. Hillside
and gully and a serpentining little river to
cross. Pushing through lanes of staring
human faces. Around the curve of the
woods and back to the club house. Karen
still holding her precarious lead.

They took the turn and started off through

(Continued on page 38)
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- (Continued from page 37)
the bad lands. Past the ugly nests of sand
traps guarding the tenth. Safely through
the three nasty, narrow wooded fairways,
eleventh, twelfth and thirteenth. Matching
skill and courage, stroke for stroke.

Out once more, they climbed to the island
tee. The fourteenth. That wicked little
one-shotter, where Miss Bridger had tripped
up, not so many days ago.

If you can’t break through an obstinate
defense one way, try something else. Try
a little psychology.

The girls had favored each other with a
considerate silence all that morning. But
now Miss Bridger lingered on the pathway
until Karen caught up.

“Isn’t it a pity,” said Miss Bridger, “that
you're losing your lovely pro. Father hap-
pened to meet him at the station this morn-
ing, buying a railroad ticket.”

.Karen dropped her ball; stooped to re-
trieve it. -

“We tried to lure him to Singing River,”
stated Miss Bridger. “But no.” She shook
her .head and sighed. “A pity. My dear,
he simply inspires you !” .

“It is his privilege,” said Karen, carefully
controlled, “to resign, if he wants to.., And
go away—"

“He didn’t resign. He was fired,” Miss
Bridger sauntered onward, leaving Karen
standing in her tracks. .

. Karen waited until Devon came up, carry-
ing her bag. “Why were you fired?” she

asked.
She didn’t wait for his answer. “I know
why! When I got back to the club house

last night, T was bawling like a fool. If
you must know. And father asked me
where I'd been.”

“I was pulling out anyhow.”
handed her an iron from the bag.
_Sh’e was watching him closely. “Why
didn’t you take the Singing River job?”

“Don’t forget to fade the next shot,” he
told her.

Devon

“Why?” she insisted. “Why, Johnny?”

“Because—" he said. Then his jaw set
hard. “Because I'm so crazy mad in love
with you, I can’t stand it any longer! Not
in the same county with you, or the same
state. I'm getting out!”

“Oh!” said Karen, with a short, stifled
breath. “And so you sent me home last
night, crying! It didn’t matter about me,
did it? Only you——"

She happened to catch sight of old Roddy
Bridger puffing up the slope in the fore-
front of the gallery. He was a queer-looking
little man, but that was no reason for Karen
to gaze at him so raptly; or to run to him
suddenly, or to grab his arm and drag him
away from the crowd.

In a minute or two she came back to the
golf game. She wore the face of a good
poker player, and she walked with a con-
queror’s stride. .

Straight up to the fourteenth tee. Karen’s
honor. She let a ball drop where it would.
Stood gracefully at ease. She drove that

ball across the hollow, and stuck it on the

green.

AS the rounds of applause died, Coralie
Bridger took her stance. And then Karen
violated the laws and ethics of a grand old
pastime. )

“Forgive me, Coralie,” she said, “but
you’re about to overshoot again.”

Coralie dropped her club and turned in
stupefaction.

“Fade it a little,” suggested Karen quietly.
“Look. A trifle less from the inside, a
pennyweight more right hand. Dig it a
shadow deeper.” She smiled, as though she
just remembered something to smile at.
usee?"

VYes, Miss Bridger saw. The best of
golfers are apt to slack off at times, without
even guessing that anything is wrong. And
then—a mere hint suffices to set them right.

“But—" Miss Bridger frowned. “I never
heard of such generosity.” Suddenly she
shrugged. “Oh well, I was never one not to
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take advantage.”

She changed her grip, and swung. As
pretty a ball as anyone ever played. It
went away with a pleasing little click, arched
across the gully, caught the edge of the
wind, and hit the forefront of the green.
And there it expired, and stayed, just inside
of Karen’s shot.

Karen pushed forward.
gratulate you!” she said.

Miss Bridger started to back away.
—on what?”

Karen’s glance sought through the faces
in the crowd. She caught fleetingly the im-
perturbable grin of Captain Hall. “On what
else would I congratulate you,” she said in
a silken tone—“if not the championship?”

“But—but—" Miss Bridger was almost
too bewildered to speak. “You’ve got me
one down, and we still have about twenty
to go—"

“I lose,” said Karen, “by default.”

In the stupefied hush that suddenly set-
tled over the countryside, Ames Kays came
blustering through the fringes of the crowd.
“Karen!” he choked. “What has happened?”

Karen looked at him soberly. She was
about to hurt him terribly. But a girl also
has her own life to live.

She was softly spoken, and not the least
malicious about it. But she made sure that
everybody heard.

“I am disqualified forever as an amateur,”
she said. “I have taken money from Roddy
Bridger to teach his daughter golf.”

Then she turned to Johnny Devon, and
shoved her club back into the bag. “Roddy
Bridger still wants you to be the pro at
this club,” she said. “And I’ve given him
your O. K.”

“A nice job,” piped up Mr. Bridger.
“And we've got a nice bungalow for our
pros to live in.”

“And 1,” smiled Karen, “am one of the
pros at the Singing River club.”

Johnny Devon filled his lungs deeply as
he looked straight into Karen’s eyes. “You
and I,” he said, “and the Prince of Wales.”

“First to con-

(‘On

A Fool and His Honey

as the official guest of the Commonwealth.
And because he feared again to operate a
dice game, he hurried to Bud Peaglar’s and
squght pool-shooting companions who were
willing to back their skill with money. Come
what might, Mr. Blott understood clearly
that he must produce that ten dollars each
week for Judge Cardigan.
. At ten o'clock the following Friday morn-
ing, Freddy _presented himself before the
,(]'iudge. In his hand was an envelope ad-
ressed to Mrs. Poppy Blott in Louisville,
and in that envelope were a money order
igirn g:bgdclia?h and a letter. Judge Cardigan
re i
th%l\znvelope. € case instantly and accepted
ay I read the letter Freddy ?”
“Yassuh 5 4 i
crave po ,ygsd%g, d’g‘e’as the most thing I

Freddy beamed with pri
! pride as the Judge
twinkled over the passionate missive:J ¢

My darlin’ Poppy_

Ao l;etm i}_;:,)u arebstill missing me an
you beca
S et use you are such

v wife an so sickly. I am in-
clossing ten dollars wichyI hoptzn “lrrilll
Beep you alive until farthur notice.
ulsness is not so good but I am
workm’ hard for my honey gal Poppy.
I.dont do nothin all the time sept
think what a sweet woman you is an

why shoudent 1?7 Hoppj i
love me 1 remain pping that you still

Yrs truly with kisses—
FREDDY BLOTT.

(Continued from page 11)

The letter was mailed Friday and was
delivered to Mrs. Poppy Blott Saturday
afternoon. She read, gasped and then in-
spected the money order. At first she could
not understand the miracle and then reached
the logical conclusion that her long departed
husband had gazed too fondly upon the
wine when it was filled with snakes.

But skepticism and amazement did not
deter her from hurrying to the post office
where she ascertained most happily that the
money order was cashable. And because
she was filled with joy and wonderment she
that night told her devoted Willie Capsule
of the miracle.

Willie was amused but slightly jealous.
He had never quite rid himself of a certain
resentment that such a person as Freddy
Blott had ever been born. And now if
Freddy had experienced a change of heart
plus certain affluence, Willie was fearful
lest he lose the lady of his choice.

Within a week his jealousy was stilled.
But it happened that on the following Sat-
urday afternoon he was with Poppy when
the postman delivered to her another letter
bearing a Birmingham post mark. From
the envelope she extracted a second money
order for ten dollars and a second love
letter, more romantic then the first. Mr.
Capsule grew sullen.

“That slice of tripe has done gone crazy
'bout you an’ craves to ma’y you again.”

Even though her love for the errant hus-
band lI;ad died long since, Poppy experienced
a thrill.

“Craziment you utters, Willie. Besides,
he don’t aim to ma’y me again, ’cause he
never did know that I got a divorce.”

Mr. Capsule groaned. “That makes it two
times as bad. If he thinks he is still ma’ied
to you an’ is sendin’ you money in spite
of that, it must mean that he’s comin’ back
heah, or either else wants you to jine him
in Bumminham.”

Poppy snuggled her large hand in Willies
enormous one. “All of that don’t differ
with me, honeyboy. Ise happy to spend
Freddy’s money, but my heart belongs to
you.”

“No foolin’?”

“Willie,” she maintained stoutly—"I
wouldn’t lie to no man I wasn’t married
to.”

On five additional successive Saturday
afternoons the postman delivered to Poppy
Blott a letter and money order from her
ex-husband. The money materially aug-
mented the wages she was earning as cook
in a private home and her curiosity was
aroused to a terrific pitch.

As for Willie Capsule, his Herculean figure
seemed to droop. The fact that Freddy’s
love for Poppy had been reawakened
served to snatch Willie from the zenith of
beatitude and crash him into the nadir of
despair. He was frankly and homicidally
jealous, He trod the streets of Louisville
consumed with an ambition to completely
annihilate the absent but affectionate Mr.
Blott, and the most earnest reassurances
from Poppy failed to soothe his tortured
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(Continued from page 39)

wife, Poppy, has come to Bumminham.”

Margina’s face clouded with anger. I
thought you said you an’ her was divorced.”

“We is—but that don’t mean she cain’t
cause me heaps of misery. An’ you shouldn’t
git mad, either.” .

“I ain’t mad: Ise fu'ious! An’ Ise tellin’
you right now that if you commence runnin’
aroun’ with that gal Ise gwine tell Jedge
Cardigan all about ev’ything.”

“An’ git me th’owed in jail?”

“I’d ruther you be in jail than traipsin’
aroun’ with that woman.”

Freddy’s eyes narrowed, and for a mo-
ment his  voice became chilly.

‘“‘Heah’s where you- quit bein’ an idjit,

Margina.- ‘Minute you tell Jedge Cardigan

what a trick I played on him, Ise gwine
make it also clear to him that I couldn’t
of done such if you hadn’t come up to Co’t
with me an’ told him you was my wife.
An’, Margina, maybe then I’'ll have to go
to jail, but you will sho’ be there with me.”

Margina didn’t enjoy the sound of that.
She became contrite and promised to pro-
tect his secret.

“Wh-what is you aimin’ to do, honey?”
she asked meekly.

“Co’t Poppy !”

“Oh, Freddy!”

“I got to, Gal. I got to make her think
I is crazy ’bout her. An’ once she believes
me, I'll 'slip her a 1i’l money an’ send her
back to Louisville, She knows there’s some-
thin’ funny ~’bout the whole thing, an’ I
got to do anything in the world to keep her
fum findin’ out the truth.”

Margina heaved a noble sigh and gave
her consent. Whereupon Freddy Blott
plunged into a fresh courtship of the large
woman whom he thought was his wife.

Poppy ‘was coy and distant. She wanted
to know. what it was all about, but Freddy
cleverly evaded her queries. Physically she
was his master, but mentally she was no
match for him. He kept her curiosity at
the boiling point. He assured her that he
had sent her the money and the affectionate
letters only because he wished to make
amends for his ungallant manner of termina-
ting their domestic relations.

SO matters stood at the end of the first
week with the three actors in the drama
blissfully unmindful of a sinister fourth ele-
ment which was getting under way at
Louu:w;lle, Kentucky.
Willie Capsule had reached the point
whe_re be felt he could no longer stand the
strain of uncertainty. Whereupon he, too,
Joined in the Birmingham hegira,
Al:r[vnng in the Alabama metropolis, he
domiciled himself at an obscure hotel and
Proceeded to investigate. Freddy Blott was
bointed out to him in Bud’s place, and he
{narvel.led. t!lat Poppy could be interested
In so insignificant a speck of humanity.
b He followed Mr. Blott to a boarding
ot;se on Avenue B and saw him chat for
at €W minutes with g young and highly
attractive colored damsel, whom he later

learned was Margi i 3
. gina Smith. T
Freddy to Sis Callie Fluponss hen _he trailed

remained on the outside looki i
terrible half hour ! the di fOl' y
doubtful satisfacti;) ot o the o

n of seeing his adored
Poppy emerge on the arm of hgr ex-husband

and travelI.I dox;vhntown to the Champion
: e ereupon sought i
sn‘]‘lf']ll‘aia'}{j lgtroduced himself!.; Margina
nt wnat yo’ name is,” said Margina
sternly: “What T craves to’ know isrlgll:w
cpr?e you should call op me when we
ain’t been properly straduced.”

cloe tXS €asy,” announced Willie grimly.
Blott!”gage to commit ma’jage with Poppy

.M_as'giné’s eyes widened and she clutched
Willie's' large arm.

“Le’s I an’ you have a long talk, Mistuh
Capsule— ’cause it seems.like maybe we
was meant to work together.”

A half hour’s earnest conversation indi-
cated unmistakably that their interests were
identical. Willie told his melancholy tale,
and Margina unfolded her sad story . .. ..
in loyalty omitting an explanation of the
trouble which had brought Freddy before
Judge Cardigan. Not knowing that feature

of the affair, Willie remained puzzled as to -

the inspiration of the love letters and
money orders. .

“Nemmin’ ’bout them,” urged Margina.
“They had good reasons, an’ you don’t need
to git jealous. The point is, what is you
aimin’ to do now, Mistuh Capsule?”

“Well,” he observed judicially, “it seems
that if I started off by carvin’ Freddy
up . ... ?

She wrung her hands. “Promise me you
won’t extinct Freddy. Promise me that.”

“A’right—provided you think of a better
scheme.”

“You is a big feller. You got heaps of
muscle. Freddy Blott is puny. Now s’pose
you go to him an’ tell him he has got to
marry me! Tell him if he don't do such
right away you is gwine treat him violent.”

Mr. Capsule extended his hand. “Gal,
what you has got is brains. Heah’s where I
swing into action.”

SHE watched his broad shoulders swaying
down the street, and her heart sang with
joy. Of course, Willie Capsule knew nothing
of Freddy’s involvement with the law, and
Margina realized that this. procedure might
plunge her sweetie into prison for a year
or so. But she told herself fiercely that she
was doing Freddy a favor.

At the moment Mr, Blott was lounging
unhappily on his bed. He was abysmally
unhappy, and had just decided that things
couldn’t possibly be any worse when the
door opened and he found himself gazing
at the figure of a huge gentleman whose
expression betrayed everything in the world
but friendliness.

Freddy sat up on the edge of the bed.
“Who you is?” he inquired.

“My name,” growled the newcomer, “is
Mistuh Willie Capsule an’ I is the financé
of Poppy Blott!” .

For one awful moment Freddy contem-
plated a leap through much loose air to the
hard paving of Eighteenth Street. He smiled
then, in sickly fashion: “I—Ise much ob-
bliged to meet you, Mistuh Capsule.”

“That ain’t nothin’ but a lie.”

“Uh-huh. It sho’ is.”

Willie moved closer. “I got a good mind
to carve you up into slices an’ eat you raw.”

“Oh Lawsy .. ... I would taste awful,
Mistuh Capsule.”

“But,” snapped Willie—“I has got one
mo’ scheme.”

Freddy quivered with faint hope. Even
the menace of Judge Cardigan had paled
to nothingness beside the terror inspired by
Mr. Capsule.

“Wh-what is it?” asked Mr. Blott,

“I is crazy ’bout Poppy Blott,” proclaimed
Willie. “Also I understand that you is en-
gaged to a gal in this town named Margina
Smith.”

“I—I sho’ is, Mistuh Capsule.”

“Good! Then tomorrow mawnin’, as soon
as the license place opens, you has got to
ma'y Margina.”

Freddy’s heart leaped with joy. As be-
tween death and marriage, he infinitely pre-
ferred the latter. But suddenly a terrible
thought assailed him.

His experience with Judge Cardigan had
instilled in his bosom a terror of the law.
And here Willie Capsule was compelling him
to commit the very definite crime of bigamy.

Obviously Willie Capsule believed that
Poppy was not his wife; obviously Willie
thought that Freddy was.free to marry
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whom he chose. It was on Freddy’s lips to
explain that he was Poppy’s husband—not
her ex-husband—when it occurred to- him
that all Willie needed to commit a devas-
tating assault was just such a hint.

He protested pallidly that he was not
eager to marry Margina, but agreed to
do so when Willie graphically described the
only alternative, But during the debate,
Freddy was busy thinking, and quite with-
p;t warning he was assailed by a gorgeous
idea.

“Mistah Capsule,” asked he, “does you
crave to commit matrimony with Poppy
Blott ?” ’

“Tha’s the one thing I don’t want to do
nothin’ else but!”

“Well,” trembled Freddy—*“I tell you what

I offer. Instead of ‘me ma’yin’ Margina in
the mawnin’, s'pose you marry Poppy. And
the minute you is man an” wife 1 gives
you a present of one hund’ed dollars cash
money plus two tickets to Louisville,”..
. Willie was eager, but doubtful. He prom-
ised to present himself to Poppy .:pronto,
and report to Freddy. He departed, -and
once he emerged from the hotel, Mr. Blott
executed several intricate tap-dance steps.

Truly, he was a Napoleon. A few min-
utes since he had been in the horrid pre-
dicament of a man about to be forced
into bigamy. Now, by deft strategy, he had
reversed the tables on his enemies and had
arranged for them to commit the same
offense.

Let them get married: he wished them
well. And once the ceremony had been
performed, he intended to notify them both
where to go. If Poppy said a single word
about making trouble. for him, his answer
would be to explain that she was a bigamist.
He intended to notify her most regally that
if she so much as opened her mouth—or if
Willie laid a vengeful finger upon him—he
would have her jugged for possessing two
husbands at the same time,

WILLIE CAPSULE returned, radiant. He
reported that his presence in Birmingham had
amazed and delighted Poppy, and that she
eagerly had consented to marry him for
one hundred dollars, It was agreed that they
_should meet at the Court House the follow-
Ing morning at ten o’clock, obtain a license
and get wed. That night Freddy and Mar-
gina tripped the light fantastic at Epic
Peters’ roadhouse and he explained to her
that their troubles were almost at an end.
On the following morning she herself was
to witness the ceremony which would unite
the militant Poppy and the ruthless Willie.

“But what does that do to us?” inquired
Margina.

“Plenty. On’y I cain’t esplain now.”

As a matter of fact, Freddy was reflecting
that his scheme need not end with the
ceremony. Not only would he refuse to
pay the hundred dollars agreed upon, but
also he intended to demand that his wife
grant him a divorce. It appeared to him
that bigamy must be ample grounds in any
State.

Promptly at ten o’clock the next day
four colored persons appeared at the license
bureau. Willie Capsule obtained a license
which permitted him to wed one Poppy
Blott. And then Freddy made his master
suggestion: He told them that he was a
friend of Judge Cardigan’s and wanted the
Judge to perform the ceremony. “On’y,” he
explained—“on account of our las’ names
bein’ the same, you got to tell him that
you is my cousin—in case he asts any
questions,”

His idea was superb. Judge Cardigan
was his nemesis. But if he actually per-
formed the ceremony which would make
Poppy both a bride and a bigamist, then
there could be no denial. The Judge him-
self would remember, and probably have
. (Continued on page 42)
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are rather more successful than those of
other cities in dealing with Communist
schemes and outrages because they are con-
stantly informed about the plans of the
Communists. Among the inner circle of
Communist leadership sit certain unidentified
“Reds” who actually are policemen in dis-
guise; they are undercover men.

These undercover men do not have the
look of policemen. For one thing they are
not so large physically as their fellows of
the Department; small ones were chosen de-
liberately for this work so that they might
the better sit unnoticed in a crowd of Com-
munists, None of these men has ever worn
the uniform of his service.. If one under-
cover man encounters another, neither knows
it because none of them are acquainted with
the others. Their very lives depend on the
preservation of their secret; the secret is

their allegi y York Police De- . .
partmento to the New York Polic OU may know something of the Elks National
They are lonesome adventurers. They Memorial Headquarters Building. We show

send what information will be valuable at . 1 . N .
headquarters by mail in the form of type- above an illustration of this beautiful structure in
written memoranda, and at intervals each [ Chicago
goes secretly to a rendezvous with the one g0.
who is their chief. On the whole it is a

fantastic game of intrigue and if, in its . . .

spirit it is un-American, surely we have only It is a memorial to the members of this Order—more

ttlllxe Co:inmunists to blame because the thing than 1200—who gave their lives to their country dur-
€ undercover men § upon 1s even more .

un-American. By P ing the Great War; and the more than 70,000 who
Last winter there was a strike of shoe fac- : showed thei T H eri er-

tory workers in a Long Island City plant. : eir willingness to do so by entering the s

Communists fomented the strike and by vice of their country.

various forms of thuggery prevented the suc-

cess of any attempts at settlement. Night . .
aft%r night foremen dandf others cortmected It is also the National Headquarters of the Order;
with the employers’ side of tha pute were . . . AR .
ambushed ar?d }s’lugged. Then, onehnifght far an imposing and significant monument to the aims and
out in Brooklyn, as a foreman of the factory ideals of . in
was returning to his home where his wife T a great company of men whose 1.nterest
and children were waiting to JOInthl!;l e the affairs of peace is as great as in the affairs of war;
supper, two men rushed at him out of the o

darkncss.  Each held uplifted a leadpipe men vs.rho seek to promote better communities where
bludgeon. These two were Communist they live; better citizenship, better homes.

hoodlums. The murderous blows they were

about to strike were a part of the Com-

munist plot against American society. )
Then, before those blows fell upon the

bead of the workingman, the darkness was The Elks Magazine is the medium by which

split by blue and orange fire streaks, by

sharp |¥eports and by the screams of }t’he these members of a great Order—560,000 of
Communist thugs, both of whom were shot . . .

down in their tracks while still clutching them ke:ep in touch Wltl} the work of the
‘hﬁir skull-fracturing Welapm:f.t t'li‘he men Order. It is a good magazine for the home;
who shot them were police detectives who . N -
had been warned by their commanding offi- it goes to homes. It is a good “advertising
cer that this attack was to occur. Their medium?” because of these things.

instructions had been to get the hoodlums

dead to rights. R
In the morning newspapers the following

day the accounts of this shooting suggested

that it was by a fortunate coincidence that

the two detectives had happened upon this 4 .

scene of brutality in time to enact the role .
of rescuers; actually, however, it was not a

coincidence at all, but the working out of ‘W

one piece of information brought out of
high Communist circles by one of the Po- -
lice Department’s undercover men. M agazzne
WHEREVER there is a sore place in our
social scheme there the Communists, like an
i(r:igection of the blood, set t}:} wlilork.b In

icago for four or five years they have been . .
workiig day and nighty among the poorer 560,000 identified reader-owners
negroes.

Chicago has what is indexed in the minds
?\f t::s police officials as a negro rli{ot h(illzard‘

ack man, or a man part black and part

white—probably with just as much accuracy 50 EAST 42ND STREET d NEW YORK CITY
—would call it a white riot hazard. The
facts are that among a population of
3,376,438 there are included a mass of

233,900 who are counted as negroes. In a .
comparatively brief span of dwelling to- ELKS NATIONAL MEMORIAL HEADQUARTERS BLDG.
gether in Chicago this mass of blacks has CHICAGO, ILL.

experienced one nightmare period of race

(Continued on page 56)
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