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Lodge. Such quarters should be comfortable and con-
venient; and should be as attractive as available means
will justify. But they should not be erected or main-
tained upon such a scale that the tax upon the member-
ship will necessitate a commercialization of its features,
or unduly curtail the Lodge’s ability to meet its obliga-
tions to its members and to its community as a true
henevolent and fraternal organization,

An active Lodge, modestly housed, and promoting its
objects with sincerity and enthusiasm, is a much more
valuable asset to the Order, and to its community, than
one which occupies so expensive an establishment that
it exhausts itself in meeting maintenance costs, and is,
therefore, unable to carry on the benevolent activities
which are naturally expected of it.

A number of Lodges are still struggling with prob-
lems growing out of such conditions. It is hoped that
these examples will deter others from becoming simi-
larly involved.

INFORMED GOOD CITIZENSHIP

ON. JOHN STEWART BRYAN, in his inau-
gural address delivered upon his formal in-
stallation as President of William and Mary
College, stated that the high endeavor of that

Institution, under his executive leadership, would be to

achieve the ‘“restoration of informed good Ccitizenship

to its proper place as the chief avocation of gentlemen.”

President Bryan is to be commended for the selec-
tion of this chief objective of his administration of the
Institution which has played so long and so conspicuous
a part in the educational life of our country. And he
was quite happy in his phraseology. “Informed good
citizenship” is a most significant expression.

There are countless thousands of our citizens whose
inherent loyalty and devotion are unquestioned, but
whose idea of patriotic service does not include the neces-
sity for an intelligent conception of the purpose of such,
nor of the trend that may be influenced by its perform-
ance. Patriotic devotion is less valuable if it be blind.
Loyalty is less praiseworthy if it be unthinking.

The best citizenship is that whose patriotic senti-
ments are born of an intelligent appreciation of the
principles they espouse; and. of a cpnscious acceptance
of the obligations of that citizenship; whose readiness
for public service is based upon a clear understanding
of its object and purpose; and upon a thoughtful ap-
proval thereof. And no more exalted a purpose could
actuate any educational institution than that which has
been adopted as its chief objective by William and Mary
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—to inspire in its students a purpose to adopt as their
chief avocation the practice of such informed good citi-
zenship.

The Order of Elks, as a distinctive patriotic organi-
zation, may feel a just pride in the fact that in all
its patriotic activities it has consistently sought to inspire
this high conception of American citizenship, not only
in the minds of its own members, but among all those
within reach of its influence.

TIME AS A BEAUTICIAN

OME wag once said: “Father Time is a great
healer, but he certainly is a poor beauty doc-
tor.” The imputation is obvious. But there

‘ is a phase of beauty to which the witticism
does not apply. .

A professional beautician concerns himself primarily
with the human countenance. Apart from the correc-
tion of malformations and the removal of surface blem-
ishes, his chief object is to preserve the actual appear-
ance of youth as long as possible, or to simulate it as
best it may be done. And this is upon the assumption
that youth is itself beauty. Of course, in this mere
physical sense, the passing years inevitably do bring
about the fading of the transient bloom that is the essen-
tial element of that particular sort of beauty.

But there is another aspect, in which Time is a real
beauty doctor, giving to human faces a beauty which
can be produced by no other specialist, however skillful.

The cosmetics which are employed are those fine and
uplifting emotions, which set the features to their can-
did expression. The exercises required are the frequent
acts of kindliness, which keep the eyes clear and lumi-
nous with a look of genuine sympathy and understand-
ing. The massages which Time uses are the varying
experiences of life; its sorrows as well as its joys, its
pains as well as its comforts. For these sorrows and
pains, when endured with patience and fortitude, and
these joys and comforts when accepted with gratitude
and shared with generosity, etch into the countenance
lines which bespeak their origin, and give it serenity
and poise and sweetness.

In such manner the face of age takes on a beauty of
its own, which radiates a blessing upon all within its
circle. It is different, but it has a charm as definite
and appealing as that of youth; for it is the physical
manifestation of the imperishable beauty of a gentle but
courageous soul. And Father Time is the only special-
ist whose treatments can bring that beauty to its per-
fection.
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A TALE of «a TUB

(Again a Report of Wichita Falls,
Texas, Lodge No. 1105 Arrested the
Attention of the Committee)

YOUNG woman with stooped shoulders and care-worn face

answered the door-bell. A few moments later she was seated
opposite a kindly gentleman whom she had known but casually
among her townspeople, plainly perplexed as to what errand could
possibly have brought him to her tiny home. The man’s eyes were
quietly noting the spotless cleanliness of the two shabby rooms, as
his hands stroked the curly heads of two baby girls who crowded
excitedly about his knees.

He had known that there was no father in this family—that the
little mother had been deserted shortly after the birth of the young-
est child. He had known that there had been an_intense struggle
for livelihood and that, despite her education and background of cul-
ture, this still young woman had been forced to toil long hours
over a wash-tub to provide the merest necessities of life for herself
and babies.

But what he had not understood until today was why there had
been no call from her for help—no apreal to the various agencies
which were aiding many in far less stringent circumstances. Now
the answer lay revealed in her eyes, where pride, determination
and an indomitable spirit looked out at him. It was in her voice
as she reluctantly answered his friendly inquiries about her possible

needs:

“_all that you could do for me, really,” she was saying, “is to
help me secure more customers. 1 would appreciate that.”

“More customers?” he heard himself answer, with a mental note
of wonder as to whether she was not trying her strength too far.
“That should not be hard. If you are sure you are able.”

“Oh, I don’t mind the washing,” was the quick reply,

“But it doesn’t seem to me there will be enough hours in the day
to do any more than you are doing now.”

“But there are nights, you know. And, after a while, with the
extra I could earn at night, I could buy a second-hand washing
machine. Then I could do it all in the daytime! I know where
I could buy it,” she added wistfully.

Her courageous desire for independence was a challenge to this
man in whose ears had run for more than three years the bitter
refrain of “no work to be found.” The friendliness back of his
errand was in his voice as he answered:

“Wouldn’t you let US buy that washing machine for youp”
Then, sensing her instinctive withdrawal, “You see, the Elks Lodge
would like to make an investment in your future. Call it that, if
you wish. And an investment in these little girls!”

The mother’s eyes rested upon her three- and four-year-old
daughters for a long moment. She seemed to be looking far ahead.

«“Yes—" she said slowly. “With that tub I could feel more
certain about their education. And we three would never forget
your kindness.”

* X % %k

But there are tubs—and there are TUBS! When Lodge No.
1105 of Wichita Falls, Texas, undertook to write the Tale of a Tub
into their annals they decided that nothing short of a BRAND
NEW washing machine was worthy. For they believed that “a
tub full of prevention” was worth more than “a budget full of
relief.” Today that machine is doing its full part to secure the
independence of one little family. The Lodge is justly proud of
its “investment,” for

B. P. O. E. likes to ’elp them as ’ELPS 'EMSELVES!

Stories by
HOLCOMB HOLLISTER
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How the OTHER HALF—

(Rock Hill, South Carolina, Lodge No,
1318 Makes a Report That Is Meritori-
ous Indeed)

“"

IT isn’t as though we were a big city—with a lot of tenements.”

“Heck, no. Why; that house is within a stone’s throw of the
City Hall; why, it’s city property!” x .

“Yeah—it’s kind of a hard blow to our civic pride, isn’t it?
We've got all the trimmings but it seems as though we have some
bad foundations.” .

“Coimme to consider it, what do we men really know about how
the mill-hands live? Nothing! We’ve just supposed the mills
looked after ’em.” - - : S

“Well, one little boy would have been alive today if we had.
Gosh, if we’d only known a month ago! It’s hard to think that a
child could die for lack of decent nourishment—right here in
Rock Hill!”

“Brothers, all we can do now is take this other little chap under
our wing. We'll see him through all right, cleft palate or no cleft
palate.” :

“You bet! And not just for this stage in his life, either. He’s
got a long time ahead—he’s only a year old now, didn’t you say?”

“Uhuh—and after the operation we’ll just keep on. He’s got to
have an education, and a chance to be more than his parents are.
He’s a bright little kid.” :

“I can’t get over the fact that this tragedy happened right here
under our very noses.”

“Y’d be willing to wager that there are very few people in any
city in this country who really know the living conditions of ALL
its citizens.”

“We'd better make sure that WE know what’s happening here
from now on.”

* * L3 * £

It was not a large group of men who were discussing their Act
of Friendship in Elks Lodge No. 1318, Rock Hill, South Carolina,
for their membership had been sadly depleted by the period of
stringency. But they were courageous; and the report of the death
of a four-year-old boy in their midst through sheer lack of food
had shocked them. When investigation revealed that the father,
mother and two remaining children were trying to live on $8 a
week; that they were housed in a dilapidated wooden shack far
from sanitary or weather-proof and defying all efforts at cleanli-
ness; that the father was an industrious worker when his job in the
mill permitted; and that the baby in the family suffered from a
cleft ealate—then the Rock Hill Elks decided to take a hand in the
game!

And today the bright baby boy is under treatment to correct his
cleft palate, the father’s job is assured, food is once more suf-
ficiently plentiful for adults and little folks, and one more family
in this great country is rediscovering self-respect through normal
conditions: of living.

* * =® % b

But what the Rock Hill Elks discovered about this family in
their City and what they are doing and will continue to do to alle-
viate bad present and future conditions for them is not only a
splendid Act of Friendship to the individuals concerned but a
source of happiness to the Elks of Rock Hill.

It is also a service to the City in which they live. And the Elks
of Rock Hill are more concerned over the fact that, through their
search to fulfill their Act of Friendship, they have discovered that
we cannot delegate our obligations to our fellow-citizens or any
group of people—however efficient—and call our conscience clear.
They have discovered that it requires vigilance on the part of ALL
thinking people ALL the time to prevent tragedies or near-tragedies
in the lives of the people we so glibly term ‘“The Other Half"—
yet whose lives are so closely linked with our own. Rock Hill Elks
mean to know how botk halves live from this time on!

ONE ACT OF FRIENDSHIP BY ALL MEMBERS!

Week by week the number of Lodges
reporting Acts of Friendship increases.
Those Lodges that report regularly are ex-
periencing a thrill of satisfaction. There
is evidence from all sections that the spirit

of the plan is catching and that each Lodge
which becomes a link of Friendship sets an
example that others soon follow. The
map shows how generally the Lodges have
responded, following closely the distribu-

tion of population and Elk Lodges. Some
Exalted Rulers have as yet made only one
or two reports. Some started and have
not continued. Others have not missed a
week and now have reported up to ten.

IN EACH LODGE EVERY MEETING NIGHT!
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The Ghost Road

woman, young and pretty enough to attract
a mandarin’s son, would have been the first
to run away. " He glanced at the ex-priest,
at the fool, and lastly at the assassin. He
said, “What are you waiting for?”

Foo Li Shan mumbled a last line of his
ribald song. “J had almost forgotten. To
kill. To be killed.” The first bullet screamed
through a thicket of bamboo, from which
every leaf had been stripped for food; sev-
eral shadowy shapes, forerunners of more,
hurried past the temple, flying for the pro-
tection of the next line of trenches. “Death,”
said Foo Li Shan. “] have seen it many
times. It is not as bad as you think. The
last thing I will do will be to kill you, and
so I am certain of heaven. I have made
many offerings to the god of murderers. I
am an evil man.”

Hu’i Feng said, with no bravery in his
tone, “I am more evil than you. I have
done worse things.”

“Neither of us is as bad as the fool,”
chuckled the assassin. “He has wasted all
the years of his life. When he dies, he will
become a nothing, a wind, a fog, a puff of
air.”

THE fool looked at the brandy bottle. “
ran with the bottle when you killed the
novice,” he said. For his own silly honor
he went on, ‘Besides, neither of you are as
bad as you believe. I was starving, and you
divided your food with me.” .

The assassin almost struck him; then he
began to laugh. “That was only to keep
another fool alive,” he said. “I intended no
good to come of it . . . there are more of
them, running, brothers. We have not long
to wait now.”

“Perhaps,” Shu Po ventured, “you saved
my life so I might see a vision before I die.”

“Have more brandy,” suggested Foo Li
Shan, winking at the others. To Lane: !
suppose there is a something you would like
before you die? A vision to see? A woman
to embrace? A thought to think?”

Lane said quietly: “I ask only that those
who might remember will forget . . . even
if it is untrue.”

Hu'i Feng had slipped to his side; with
the death-like manner of the very old, he
was instantly asleep.

“He has been a good companion,” Foo Li
Shan announced, “but there is a little fear
left in him., He is not as I. 1 know only
one thing. T kill. You first, white one, and
then, as the soldiers come, my old friend.
For”myscli, 1 will laugh when they torture
me,

In sleep, Hu'i Feng said, "It is the sixth
prayer hour . . . He began to snorc a
little, while Foo Li Shan examined his noose,
made from the girdle of the temple’s god-
dess; in sleep he twitched as if dreams
troubled him. Even Foo Li Shan’s hard
head waggled from his constant visits to the
brandy bottle. Lane himsclf was cold as
ice, and as sober. Alice . . . let her forget.
He had come to the end of the scarch; he
had kept faith, kept his oath; what good
had it done him? While I continue to keep
this oath unviolated, may it be granted me
to enjoy life. No. Let death come quickly.
To return, beaten, broken, without his proof,
was unthinkable. Alice would never know
where the search ended, and in what man-
ner. He was tired, tired to death. There
was no more fight in him . . .

Hu’i Feng groaned; Foo Li Shan slipped
an arm under the other’s neck. . . . While
the fool pointed to where a dark mass of
men swarmed around the temple, some car-
rying weapons, others fleeing without thought

(Continued from page 6)

of defense, Lane thought of what might have
been, and that was more bitter than all.
The Chinese fled in silence; already there

_was the sound of pursuit, the shots, the

bolts driven home, the clank of equipment.
. It came to Lane that if the Manchus and
the Japanese found him, he would be sent
back to Shanghai. Broken. Something to
be avoided. He touched what was left of
Foo Li Shan’s ragged sleeve. ‘It is time,

" Dr. Lane said.

“go” Foo Li Shan examined the cord.
“Good. Turn away, brother. From the
look of you, you have come 2@ long way
along the ghostly road of trouble. Now I
am about to start you on the ghostjroad of
death. Turn away. It is ill ’!uck if I ob-
serve your eyes when you die.

Lane said, “Like this?”

[ 1 t."

Tli;lekega?:t white man said, clearly, “Thank

”

1 Foo Li Shan’s cunning old fingers,
sugf:oi\e’lst fingers, almost, at his throat, f'ell:
the soft cord as the assassin slipped it wit
loving care around his neck, as oncet a'pnes}
had fastened it about the gilded waist o
the bronze goddess of Mercy, the Kuan Yin.
He shut his eyes.

e fool was trembling so that he shud-
de;:'l::ltj:l against the assassin; words Sl.lt.tcrev(,:l’
from him: “Lords! She comes! .A vision!

Lane stood with aching eyes tl.ght closed.
He wanted sleep. A little folding of the
hands. As he stood there, he heard a single
bell-stroke; a chance shot had' set the
temple’s bell to singing—honnnng:—a low,

golden moan. . . .

THEN he saw what the fool was seeing.
Shu Po was still pointing toward the end
of the temple wall, where a bent tree spread
its bare, twisted branches over the mound
of rocks, over the little basket on its top.
Approaching the mound was a hooded fig-
ure; in the woman’s arms was a child,
naked; as the fool mumbled every prayer
his addled head could remen_xber, while the
bell hummed, the woman lifted her face,
so that Lane could see the pure oval of it,
the pools of darkness which were her eyes.
If she heard a death-scream break the si-
ve no sign.

lerr‘cle{ Si:le tiz:: womang with the gil:l-brat,”
grunted Foo Li Shan. “She leaves it to be
cared for by the temple . . . what is it to
us? Let us get on with our business,

The mother stood beside the baby-tower
giving suck to the child, a hand to her
breast that the milk might flow frecly; the
tumult of fighting arosc anew, very close
now. A man ran into the temple courtyard,
another staggered across the opening out-

side the walls. . . . )
«I thought it was a goddess,” wailed Shu

0.

P Hu'i Feng, waking, groaned. “A fool
thinks he sees heaven, and I must be wak-
ened from beautiful dreams—"

“Get up,” growled the assassin. “The
Manchus arg near, eastward. I smell death
in the wind. Let us finish the business of
the white man, and then hide inside, so we
make them as much trouble as possible, and
they must search us out.”

Flames began to shoot up as fire was
started at the far end of the village. A new
savage shouting began, to the east, as the
flanking Manchus reached Tsi-nan-kou and
drove the Chinese back toward the village.
There was a lurid light in the sky; sparks
flew clear to the eaves of the temple. To
the right, as the four men stood together,
an escaping soldier leaped to a roof, and,

black against the fiery sky, made a perfect
mark. . . .

“Come,” pleaded the assassin. “If we do
not hurry, oh white man, I will never leave
this earth without a final offering made to
the god of murders . . . which is to be your-
self. Hurry! Or ”

Lane saw the woman stagger; the air was
hornblc‘wnh sound now, with shrieks and
yells, with the pattering of machine guns;
he saw her stagger, saw the child fall. Then
she was on her knees beside it, as the re-
treating Chinese raced down the long street
!cadmg to the temple, while Manchus drove
in from the east, cutting off retreat.

Moving st
¥, Lane strode tov

baby tower. He did not know exacaz;“\lﬂ:l;?
perhaps, exhausted, prepared for death, he
was past knowing. The woman, to him
was nothing, the child only another Chinesc,
ur.chln. about to starve. Nor was he drunk.
i—ns. sight was crystal clear, his head ice.
n it whirled that here was a final job to
do; perhaps he also hoped that in some
l:nll‘&ClllOUS way the girl at home would con-
;u:je. up the manner in which his life would
ent, perhaps he had merely become an
automaton, a moving mechanism about to

continue th N i
conti at work which he had always

Shots spattered a
had fz}llen face for

round him. The woman

al?c!usflu Po, in tge at him began to stare,
ih::)u’fzhAth\:sllIg:: A spent bullet took him
on glory. » and he died with his cyes

Smoke swirled down

baby tower, until the , eddying around the

lotus and bab

few who s

crimso:lxo :2::] ts],}e knecling man saw also the

such as on| lvcf cord around his neck,

which the n{,w;c(ghes wear; the cord with

which Lane wus l(tml:l heen strangled, with
ave been kitled.

e w
ere Suspended in air. Those

ON han
toward th‘ls gn';l knecs, Hu'i Feng crawled
1cached it whea Y tower. He had almost
ing nothing ofn an lgnorant hillman, know-
him. Before hegOddcsse& sent a bullet into
rushed to him acou]d fall, Foo Li Shan had
tender as he t}iegd the assassin's hands were
Hu'i Feng saiq « to stop the flowing blood.
have seen! Op I'I die, but T dje clean.
for you.” His } 00 Li Shan, let me pray
the paid assassi €art was in his voice, an
crime of a]i~hn’ who had done the greatest
deilﬂ"—-listcncdzld tried to save a man from
hand in hand, - They crouched togethers
Beside the baby t':he renegade prayed.
tree, Lane wa
was a
the bll;l'rett~o i%]ue-s S accurately at the course ©
one of those sftmCt told him that here Wa3
removal of thew Cases when an immediate
A del lead was the woman’s On€
meant death cAa Y meant death, Minutes
erating room. n nd he had nothing; no °F-
“You kn'l’ No assistants, no knife. - - -
T knife,” Lane said to Foo Li Shan:

























































