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NEW LODGES

~ HE pla.n of the Grand Lodge Committee on State
’ Associations, to secure the institution of not
(@ less than sixty-seven new Lodges during the
] year, as a fitting celebration of the Order’s
Sixty-Seventh Birthday, is an ambitious one. But it is
a very cpmmendable one and deserves the whole-hearted
cooperation of all the agencies which are sought to be
enlisted iq the achievement of that purpose.

The opinion is quite generally entertained throughout
tl.le Order that there is an Elks Lodge in nearly every
city .:a.nd town in the country that is cligible for a charter.
!Sut in fact there are several hundred such municipalities
in which a subgrdinate Lodge has never been established.

In comparat.lvely few of these has there ever been any
t-affort.to organize a Lodge. The desire of Lodges already
In existence to prevent any encroachments upon their
]unsdlctl.onal territories has had much to do with this.
In some instances that attitude may be based upon sound
fraternal principles, But that is not true in most of the
cases. And the fact remains that there are a very large
number of cities in the United States in which there
are no Elk Lodges and in each one of which there should
be one.

It is the confident opinion of those who have given
careful thought to the subject, that the institution of
subordinate Lodges in most of those municipalities will
not o.n]y substantially increase the number of active
agencies through which the Order accomplishes its great
purposes, without impairing the capabilities of those
already organized, but that it will add tremendously to
t!ue mel_'nbership of the Order generally, with compara-
flvely little effect upon the rosters of the adjacent exist-
ing Lodges. In any event the gain would so far outweigh
the loss that even the Lodges afiected should loyally
support the movement.

In Pnpgmg it 10 a successful fruition the several State
Associations can be materially helpful. Indeed they are
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the most natural instrumentalities to be employed for
the initial work; because they are peculiarly well equipped
for that service in their respective jurisdictions.

Under the supervision and guidance of the Grand
Lodge Committee, the plan can be carried through to a
triumphant success if the local agencies will earnestly
cooperate to that end. And certainly no one will question
the desirability of such a result.

The movement is worthy of a generous and unselfish
response by every Elk who may be called upon for
fraternal service in its promotion.

AWAY FROM HOME

HE man who is away from home is apt to be a
bit lonely during the evening, unless he be in
touch with friends with whom he may spend it.
As a rule there is not much entertainment to be

found about a hotel lobby. The movie theater may have

a good picture running; but that is less appealing than

it would be if a friend were available to share it. And

quite often the conditions present a rather drab prospect.

But this need not happen to an Elk when he is in a
city where a subordinate Lodge of the Order is main-
tained.

If it be meeting night, he can be assured of a pleasant
experience if he will attend the session. New friends
await his coming and will extend a cordial welcome. Tt
will stimulate his fraternal interest to observe how a
sister Lodge functions and conducts its affairs. And he
will feel at home in the familiar atmosphere of the
Lodge room.

If it be not a meeting night, the Club House or social
quarters will be open to him: and there he will find
genial companions between whom and himself there exists
a tie that will speed the ripening of acquaintanceship
into real friendship.

When next you are away from home, and considering
how vou will spend your spare time. make inquiry about
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the local Lodge. Drop around and meet some of the
brothers. It will be an exceptional case if you do not
feel, when you retire to your room, that you have spent
a pleasant evening and have found acquaintances whom
you regard as worthy of cultivation,

LUCKY STIFFS

OW frequently we hear the term, ‘the lucky stiff,’
applied to one who has received appointment
to some lucrative position or post of honor, or
who has invented some gadget which has caught

the public fancy or met some unijversal need, or who has

otherwise achieved a notable success which seems to be
merely fortuitous. It is a comment quite current on the
streets of today.

Undoubtedly it is true that sometimes a fellow ‘gets
a break,” as it is phrased, which appears to be just a
matter of fortunate chance. But in most instances the
so-called lucky stiffs are those who have carefully and
painstakingly prepared themselves for expected oppor-
tunities, who had the wisdom to recognize the opportu-
nities when they came, and who were courageous enough
to promptly seize upon them.

A man is rarely appointed to an important post unless
he has cultivated and developed the ability to fill it effec-
tively. The inventor whose device meets a wide-spread
need is generally one who has given long and careful
thought to that need and to the method of meeting it
most acceptably. Success is still most often the result of
applied intelligence and diligent attention to the business
from which it comes.

The old copy book maxims, relating to the rewards of
industry, of perseverance, and of intelligent thrift, and to
the penalties of indolence, slothfulness and wastefulness,
though sometimes thoughtlessly flouted, still embody the
acquired wisdom of the ages.

As some wit has said, all things may come to him who
waits, but the really desirable things come most surely
and most quickly to him who hustles while he waits.

The class of lucky stiffs contains many more hustlers
than waiters. Mr. Micawber, who was always waiting
for something to turn up, is a delightfully whimsical

character in fiction. But he has never yet been held up
as an example for emulation.

COMMERCIALISM

CCASIONALLY some glaring instance of bad
taste or unethical conduct, on the part of one
seeking to capitalize his membership for a
business advantage, brings to mind the definite
prohibition of such commercialism by the Order of Elks.
Happily such instances are not of frequent occurrence
and are apt to be thoughtless rather than deliberately
purposeful. And it is rarely that disciplinary measures
have to be applied. Indeed it is to the credit of the
Order that so few cases have arisen which have called
for official action.

But it is possible that the desire to avoid even the
appearance of evil may sometimes prevent members from
developing a very natural and a very appropriate ad-
vantage which is necessarily inherent in such fraternal
membership.

Increased business comes normally from an enlarged
circle of friendships. And an Elk naturally adds to his
list of friends by his associations with his brothers. The
resultant advantage in business contacts within that en-
larged circle, if not claimed as a fraternal right, nor
unduly exploited, may quite properly be enjoyed as an
incident of that relationship, without breach of the most
rigid rules of ethical conduct.

Commercialism is not involved in such circumstances
and there is no reason for hesitation in reaping such
benefits. They should not be the purpose of fraternal
associations; but they need not be neglected nor disre-
garded, because they are incidental to it. To do so
would put a member at a disadvantage because of his
membership; and this is not the purpose of the
prohibition.

It is only when membership is definitely sought to be
used to secure an inappropriate preference in business
dealings, as based thereon, or to solicit business through
the advertisement thereof, that the prohibition applies.
And in such cases, of course, it should be promptly and
effectively invoked.




18

The Elks Magazine

ACTS OF FRIENDSHIP

The primary objective in the Grand Exalted Ruler’
make it an invariable rule to do one Act of Friendship,
such attention to detail that every member attending t
some part in the doing of it. These Acts of Friendship by t
embarrassment to the members. The act of the evening, when
consummated at that meeting. This to be practiced in eac

Under Way

HE memo of action for Acts

of Friendship delivered to the
District Deputy Grand Exalted
Rulers and by them to each of
their Exalted Rulers provided:

A Begin September 15.

B Every Lodge, every meeting
night.

C Descriptive telegram, 50-
word night letter to the
Grand Exalted Ruler at
Los Angeles each meeting
night.

D Publicity, by THE ELKS
MAGAZINE, and by radio
broadcast if possible, of the
finest, most unique and
gracious act.

The doing of the Act
in the way requested
is possibly a hardship
on some Lodges—that
hardship, however, is
merely a pin scratch
compared to the suf-
fering of women, chil-
dren, and old folks
whose condition is be-
ing actually relieved
by those Lodges play-
ing the game.

OUTSTANDING ACTS

The telegrams as received are rated
for excellence of the act reported, and
every week a committee selected by
the Grand Exalted Ruler picks the six
most outstanding. The Exalted Rulers
are requested by telegram for an air-
mail letter carrying full details, with
facts, circumstances, and local color,
from which a skilled writer may write
up the story. Finally, from the stories
thus produced a selection is made for
publication in THE ELks MacaziNE and
for a dramatized presentation over
the radio broadcast.

s program of the year is that each Lodge
to do it as members collectively and with
he Lodge meeting will feel that he had
he Lodges are not to be of any financial
possible, is to be accepted and
h Lodge on every meeting night.

Marshfield Elks Lift Fog

By HorcomB HOLLISTER
Illustrated by A. BISSIRRI

the person who has little to give
but kindness and he will never
fail you! Marshfield proves it.

Do YOU happen to know a com-
munity entirely dependent for Its
economic existence upon ONE major
industry? And have you watched
what happens when that industry
slows down week by week—month by
month—and finally all but ceases to
function?

Then you have a fairly accurate
picture of the little City of Marsh-
field located on Coos Bay in the
southwestern section of Oregon. .T.he
struggle of the lumber business is its
story—for one-fifth of the standing
timber in the United States is found
in this district and must, some day,
find its way out into the world
through this port. Have YOU seen
the business or profession you have
builded through years of effort—
gradually—d-i-s-s-o-1-v-e? Then you
know how many of your Brother
Elks in Marshfield Lodge No. 1160
have been feeling for several years
and why membership has fallen from
over 600 in 1929 to a hundred and
thirty-odd last spring. And you can
picture the valiant fight which those
who are left have had to put up to
keep their Lodge in good standing.
And it was thkis group of hard pressed
business men and professional men
and lumbermen who received the
challenge which the Grand Exalt.ed
Ruler flung nation wide! It was like
a bell in a fog (and fog is one factor
in the life of Marshfield which has

IF you want a kindness done—ask

shown no decrease during the depres-
sion!) calling to mind that there
MIGHT be conditions worse than
their own which it would be within
their power to help.

So they set out to find them. It
was not difficult—there was an ur-
gent need in an old-fashioned, two-
story dwelling on the edge of the
City. Despite the ravages of wind
and weather upon paint and shingles.
it was a kindly house—for it sheltered
children who needed care and pro-
tection. Eight young people were
under its roof—Dorothy, 16; Phyliss,
14; Maxine, 12; Kenneth, 10; Keith,
8: Donald, 6; Lilah, 3; and Virginia,
7 months—and 15-year-old Hugh
who came home for visits from the
dairy farm where he was working his
way through school. But there was
only one adult to care for them—the
careworn mother who had been
widowed three weeks before baby
Virginia was born and whose faith
and capabilities were being taxed to
the utmost to provide the food, cloth-
ing and other necessities which would
keep her active and growing brood
sturdy. Thoughts of the coming
winter with the need for shoes, warm
clothing, bedding and firewood were
closing in on her heart as the winter
fogs would close in over Marshfield—
if ONLY she could keep her family
together! But it seemed impossible
despite the kindly aid of church and
friends.

But the Elks knew all about such
things as shoes—sweaters—blankets
and firewood and how much food

ONE ACT OF FRIENDSHIP BY ALL MEMBERS!

CLOTHED FOR SCHOOL

Boy of 14 . . . mother deceased
years before . . . wants education,
but father can’t make ends meet . . .
needs trousers, shirts, sox, shoes . . .
provided by the Elks to insure that
the boy becomes an educated, useful
citizen,

Lyons, New York Lodge, No. 869.

SEES ONCE MORE

Poor man of 84 years almost blind
.. could read not at all—dependent
on feel, not sight—was given pro-
fessional treatment and glasses fitted
. at last he sees his way about
town . . . and “everything is rosy
now.”

Greensville, Penn. Lodge, No. 145.

MISSING DADDY

Eight months without work . . .
money gone . . . family destitute . . .
now in State institution . .
and five little daddyless children
ousted by sheriff . . . Elks provided
new home and paid the back rent.
Wichita Falls, Texas Lodge, No. 1105

. mother
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(Continued from page 35)

a bricklayer, produced a practical and
artistic tapestry-covered lounge chair;
Charles Weitz, a hosiery mill worker, turned
his capable hands to making a highly orna-
mental doorstep; Eli Hendricks, a milk dis-
tributor, employed some of his leisure in
creating a walnut magazine stand—all in
token that the Lansdale Handicraft Club
justifies its name.

During a public address on this subject,
Oscar Goering, instructor of industrial art
in the Lansdale schools, exhibited a copper
sundial, a bird-bath, pewter bowls and
ladles, metal etchings, block printing, home-
made cameras and the resulting photography
—as proofs that Lansdale men know how to
profit from leisure time.

R ELATIVE to the rush toward handicraft
shops in our homes the distinguished novelist
and literary critic, Howard Vincent O’Brien
of the Chicago Daily News, declares: “What
has happened is nothing short of economic
revolution. One of its byproducts may be
the death of cities. For an astonishingly
low investment a man can have manufac-
turing equipment in his basement that not
the best equipped factories had a half cen-
tury ago.

“The machine age began with the steam
engine which, in turn, created the city as
we know it. Labor flocked to cities because
power was there. Today, power is widely
distributed by electricity, and motor driven
tools enable the individual to compete with
the factory.

“The speed of this revolution is breath-
taking. In almost any hardware store one
can buy a drill press, for example, that is
better and costs less than the factory ma-
chine of a decade ago. The amateur is
thus equipped to turn out better work than
an expert professional of the past genera-
tion. And yet—it might be well to warn
the credulous that it takes more than a
dollar, a jig saw and a few nails to create a
satisfactory Chippendale.”

Happily the great majority of workshop
devotees are workers. The dabblers and
dilettantes do not last long. But increasing
regiments of regulars joyfully carry on and
extend their hands across to their brother
craftsmen who man the scroll-saw and the
lathe. So the recently organized National
Homeworkshop Guild rests on a broad and
yet well knit foundation of fraternal in-
terest and enthusiasm. Backing the Guild,
which is pledged to find profitable work for
idle hands, there is an imposing Advisory
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Council the -membership of which includes:

Professor Collins P. Bliss, Dean of the
College of Engineering of New York Uni-
versity; Dr. Clyde A. Bowman, Dean of the
School of Industrial Education at Stout In-
stitute, Menominee, Wisconsin; Harvey
Wiley Corbett, Chairman of the Century of
Progress Exposition Architectural Commis-
sion and one of the designers of Radio City;
Dr. Hugh S. Cumming, Surgeon-General of
the United States Public Health Service;
Major-General Benjamin D. Foulois, Chief
of the Air Corps of the United States Army;
Captain E. Armitage McCann, Founder of
the Ship Model Makers’ Club; Dr. Francis
G. Pease, Astronomer at the Mt. Wilson Ob-
servatory, Pasadena, California; and Frank
A. Vanderlip, financier and banker.

THUS the general movement into home
basements and other workshops of more
than a million able Americans is to be guided
by well schooled, influential, public spirited
citizens. The Guild, I might add, is strictly
an altruistic, non-profit making, non-com-
mercial institution. But it promises to turn
the energies and talents of a peaceful army
into material and spiritual values which will
mean much to our nation during these
transitional times.

The Thirteenth Day

that every day a little brown man halted
somewhere near Brick Kiley and a voice
tolled off the remaining days of the thirteen
that had been allotted him.

He never knew when the voice was
coming. He only knew it would come and
he would try to set himself for it as though
it were a physical thing and his tensed mus-
cles could ease the blow. Every day he
went thus from dawn to evening prayer, his
mind, his nerves, his muscles drawn to a
thin, fine line. And every night he came
home wet with sweat, gasping. For the last
three days he stumbled into bed too spent
to eat and Rosie sat beside spooning food
between his lips until he fell into a half-sleep
broken by dreams.

But he didn’t crack. Not until the morn-
ing of the twelfth day. It was Saturday
and they were at breakfast—he and Johnny
with Rosie standing bchind them serving,
when the soft slip of bare feet brought their
eyes up. A man stood just inside the
verandah door. He was very old and the
seams in his face were deeply etched, like
the grain of old mahogany. There was a
white turban on his head and his loin cloth
was white above his pipe stem knees.

“It is the last day but one, Sahib,” he
said, looking at Brick Kiley. A soft, almost
a compassionate glow lighted his sombre
eves for just a moment. Then they were
veiled—and then he went as he had come.

Brick Kiley stood up. “Christ,” he said
and slipped down so that his stiff red curls
mingled with the fruit on his plate and the
thin little scream that broke from Rosie’s
lips was drowned by the sound of his
sobbing.

Johnny got him to bed and gave him a
bromide.

“Try to get him to stay asleep,” he told
Rosie, and left her sitting by Brick Kiley’s
bedside while he trundled out his bicycle
and rode to the office. Carleton saw him
coming—alone—and met him at the door.
Johnny slid from his bike and shook him-
self to keep awake. He spoke quickly, an-
swering the question in Carleton’s eyes.

“Collapse,” he said—*“I put him to bed.”

The Superintendent nodded grimly and
held open the screen door. “Come in,” he

(Continued from page 15)

said. A stranger was sitting at the long
office table. He held a sun helmet on his
knees and he was tanned the color of
mahogany.

Carleton introduced him.
Johnny. Johnny Marvin.”
hand toward the stranger.
the answer for us.”

Johnny steadied himself against the table
edge and bowed. Bertram smiled. His
voice was mellow, his speech broadly ac-
cented.

*“The man needs change,” he said. ‘‘Rest
won’'t help because he can still think, re-
gardless. It’s a]l mental y’know.” He
shifted the topee. “I came down to get
Carleton up for some pigsticking. He told
me about this chap Kiley so I've suggested
we take you all along. Sticking pigs, you
understand, is not a job for a novice. But
we can shoot them.”

“Mr. Bertram,
He waved a
“He may have

JOHNNY sat down. He wanted nothing
so much that moment as to sleep. He heard
Carleton’s voice pick up where Bertram’s
had left off.

“It’s only a couple of hours by car,” he
urged. “We can run up this afternoon for
tiffin and start out tomorrow morning. Be
back at dusk, I think,” he finished slowly.
“It’s the best thing we can do for Kiley.
Today’s Saturday. You can both take the
day off. Tomorrow is,” he smiled ruefully,
“the thirteenth day. Well, he won’t be here
to be reminded of it. He'll be thinking of
something else. And when he comes to
work Mondav the damnable thing will be
past and closed.”

Johnny got up and crossed to the door-
way. “I'll go tell him,” he said.

Pedaling back along the road to Balasore,
Johnny began to feel better. Perhaps this
plan was the best thing for Brick. That
thought helped to assuage the creeping
weariness and the vicarious touch of his
beloved gun stock against his cheek gave
him a little glow of anticipation. He was
smiling when he drew up before the bunga-
low and tiptoed softly across the verandah
to the front room.

There was no sound at first except the
hum of insects out of doors and the sleepy

cheep of a bird. Then from the bedroom
beyond he caught the soft sound of voices.
They seemed curiously hushed.

He had opened his lips to call but some-
thing stopped him. Some quality in that
almost-whispered blur of voices. Then he
heard Brick’s voice: )

“I can’t help it,” he was saying. There
was a driving earnestness in the tone. “1
sat back and watched Johnny make love to
you and said nothing because the kid was
my friend. 1 watched him go to France
and I stuck back on the open hearths feeling
like a damn slacker just because I couldn’t
leave you. And then I see you two get
married and go away and I'm lost till I get
this chance to come out too. What do you
think I came here for? The job? There’s
better jobs right where I was. I came to be
near you.”

There was a momentary pause and a little
gasp. Standing in the center of the front
room Johnny swayed. He wanted terribly
to be away. Not to eavesdrop. Not to
know that he was hearing Brick Kiley talk
that way to Rosie. He set one foot behind
him as though feeling his way to the door.
But then her voice came and stopped him.
Made it impossible for him to move.

“I understand, Brick,” she said.
loved you too, perhaps, all this time.”

“I've

SHE paused again and Johnny felt himself
swaying in the outer room. Then she went
on:

“I've loved you both, you see. But with
Johnny somehow it was dlffe_rent. He
seemed to need me so. You didn’t need
anyone. Ever. Not then, and now sud-
denly it is all changed. You need help—
and loving care.” Her voice went off key,
strained. “I don’t know what . . .”

“You've got to come away with me.”
Brick’s voice was harsh, impelling. “I tell
you I'm almost nuts here. I want to go
back.” .

The grating voice galvanized something in
Johnny Marvin. The limpness went out of
his knees and he stood up and swung silently
about and made his way to the door and
the verandah. He stood for a moment on

(Continued on page 38)

























































