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News of the State and District Associations

Ariz. State Elks Assn. Holds
Annual Convention at Kingman

Kingman, Ariz., Lodge, No. 468, played
host to the 20th Annual Reunion of the
Ariz. State Elks Assn. which started on Wed-
nesday, April 24, and concluded on Satur-
day, April 27. The attendance numbered
over 300 guests, including Grand Lodge offi-
cials and representatives from every Lodge
in Arizona. The first day witnessed the ar-
rival of the delegates, with the gathering of
the Arizona Elks at a special session of
Kingman Lodge that evening under the lead-
ership of Carl G. Krook, E.R.

On the second day the first business ses-
sion was designated as Arizona Elks Hos-
pital Day. After the welcoming ceremonies
by P. R. Campbell of Kingman Lodge, Pres.
of the Mohave Chamber of Commerce, and
the response by Past Grand Tiler Joseph
F. Mayer, of Globe Lodge, a Past State
Pres., the Association’s business was promptly
and efficiently transacted.

The work at the Arizona Elks Hospital
at Tucson, which was established by the
State Assn. in 1931, was described in a com-
plete report by M. H. Starkweather of
Tucson Lodge, Secy.-Treas. of the Hospital
Executive Committee. The Hospital was
shown to be in excellent financial condition
with every assurance of its continued success.

The finals in the first Arizona Ritualistic
Contest, bringing into competition teams
from Prescott and Tucson Lodges, were also
held on Thursday. The Prescott Team
emerged victorious, was acclaimed as Ari-
zoha's Championship Ritualistic Team and
awarded the Herman Lewkowitz Trophy, a
beautiful cup offered by State Pres. Lew-
kowitz.

Friday—the second day of the sessions—
was designated Grand Lodge Day, and for
the first time in its history the Ariz. State
Elks Assn. was honored by having Grand
Lodge officials in attendance, including
Grand Exalted Ruler Michael F. Shannon of
Los Angeles, and Past Grand Exalted Ruler
William M. Abbott of San Francisco. The
Grand Exalted Ruler addressed the delegates
on the subjects of his greatest interest—pro-
Americanism and Acts of Friendship.

Concluding the last business session, the
Kingman Lodge of Antlers exemplified their
ritual and were later presented with their
Grand Lodge permit by Mr. Shannon.

. Yuma was selected for the 1936 Conven-
tion City. M. H. Starkweather of Tucson
Lodge was elected Pres. Other officers elected
were: 1st Vice-Pres.,, Ray M. Hall, Prescott;
2nd Vice-Pres,, F. H. Thomas, Globe; 3rd
Vice-Pres., Peter Riley, Clifton; Treas., John
W. Wagner, Phoenix; Trustees: Ben O’Neil,
Ajo; H. L. Albers, Flagstafi, and K. W.
Davidson, Kingman. Frank A. Michel, Tuc-
son, was appointed Secy.

The round of social activities was con-
cluded with the annual banquet and ball,
held Friday evening with an attendance of
over 500 Elks and their ladies, including
Grand Lodge officials, officers of the State
Assn,, delegates, and other members of the
Order. A trip to Boulder Dam was made
on Saturday by the entire group. After the
mspection tour, which was led by Francis

rowe, General Superintendent of the Six
Companies, general contractors, the Elks
were guests at a luncheon at the Anderson

m,s. mess hall, where the workers are fed.
C\Oted.as the finest and most successiul

-onvention of the Assn. in its history, much

of the credit for its success was given the
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Lodge, headed by Past P:cgc'cwc.)fs K’I{'l]lir;al]
son. K. W. Davidson, Car] G. Krook alr:c-l
Stanley Wakefield assisted him,

Leo C. Guvagan, Past State Secy.

Marion, O., Lodge Entertains
State Assn. Spring Meeting.
Holds 50th Anniversary
Representatives from 42 Ohio Lodges were
present at the fifth Annual Spring Meeting
of the Ohio State Elks Assn., which took
place in Marion April 27-28. It was pro-
nounced the most successful of all the Spring
Meetings and was attended by hundreds of
Ohio Elks, by many past and present officers
of the State Assn. and subordinate Lodges.

Association City Date
Nebraska Grand Island une 2-3-4
Iowa Muscatine une 3-4-5
Illinois Quincy une 6-7-8
aho Boise une 7-8
Massachusetts Adams une 8-9-10
Missouri Maryville une 10-11
Indiana Terre Haute une 11-12-13
Washington Walla Walla }une 13-14-15
Mississippi Vicksburg une 14
Michigan Detroit ne 14-15-16
Virginia Charlottesville June 14-15-16
Wyoming Casper une 15
Connecticut  Norwalk June 22
New York Elmira June 23-24-25-26

Twelve Past State Presidents were pres-
ent at the Advisory Council meeting, namely:
William H. Reinhart, Sandusky; Albert B.
Dawson, Columbus; A. Clyde Reasoner,
Zanesville; Charles W. Fairbanks, Marion;
George J. Doerzbach, Sandusky; J. F.
Sherry, Bellaire; A. Bart Horton, Cincinnati;
George A. Snyder, Fostoria; William G.
Lambert, Cleveland; J. C. A. Leppelman,
Toledo; Norman C. Parr, New Philadelphia,
and William F. Bruning, Cleveland.

Some of the highlights of the Spring
Meeting were a trap-shoot tournament on
Saturday afternoon, a banquet, dance and
floor show Saturday evening, State Assn.
and Advisory Council meetings on Sunday
morning, a P.E.R.’s Sunday noon meeting,
and a golf tournament at the Country Club
on Sunday afternoon. A Saturday matinee
party was given for the wives of visitors
and entertainment was provided for them
in the Lodge Home during the Sunday busi-
ness meetings.

Suggested Program for. a
Two-Day District Meeting:

Saturday afternoon—Golf t.nurlnamc.?t' ::3
trapshooting for imrcl}.’ldit(sar( party

i ogram for ladies. X

S"a’tr:::gdlt(lx;l gir'viiny—-—Suppcr for subordinate

T.odgé officers followed by conference.

Dance and floor show.
Sunday nlwrm'nq'—'f?xstrlct

-st ‘or class initiation. )
S'u‘;;tui’ noon—Dinner with after-dinner

speaking. . .

Sllb?i,(;l’:l‘ u".‘vmvm‘xrr Business meeting.

State Association 'ufhc::!l»; .\\'I\o hnv(j not
arranged for a spring district  conference,
are urged to do so.

Froyp E. Tuosmrsox,
Chatyman

E. G. Lixscorr

James A Diskin

F. T. Bexsox

Russert V. Mack

Grand lLodge State

Associations Committce

ritualistic con-

State Secy. Harry D. Hale reported that
a majority of the Lodges represented showed
an average increase of 20% in membership
during the past 12 months. The Lodges
have been initiating classes regularly and
obtaining many reinstatements. Recom-
mendations and suggestions by the Advisory
Council included plans for the Annual Re-
union of the State Assn. at Cedar Point,
Sandusky, the last week in August.

In the P.E.R.’s meeting arrangements were
discussed for the establishment of Ohio State
Assn. headquarters at the Grand Lodge Con-
vention in Columbus in July. Col. C. W.
Wallace, as Secy. of Columbus Lodge, out-
lined plans for Ohio’s participation in the
anvention, explaining that an effort was
being made that was expected to result in
the presence of a marching unit in the Con-
vention parade from every Ohio Lodge.

In.. conjunction with the Spring State
Meeting, Marion Lodge, No. 32, celebrated
its 50th Anniversary on Friday evening. The
officers of Cincinnati Lodge, No. 5, which
Instituted Marion Lodge on March 3, 1885,
initiated  a class of 45 candidates to mark
the event. Prior to the initiatory meeting,
Manon_Lpdge entertained all the visitors
from Cincinnati with a large banquet held
at the Hotel Marion.

. In the nature of a further celebration of
its “Golden Jubilee,” Marion Lodge enter-
tained on the evening of May 3 for the
ladies at a frog leg dinner in the club rooms,
about 250 members and their guests being
present.

T.A. O’Leary, P.D.D., Chairman,
Gen’l. Convention Committee

Cent. Dist. Assn. of Ind.
Meets at Union City

At least 600 persons were attracted to
Union City, Ind,, on April 6 and 7 to attend
the two-day Spring meeting of the Cent.
Ind. Dist. Elks Assn.,, to which Union City
Lodge, No. 1534, was host. Visitors in-
cluded Grand Lodge and State Assn. officers,
the State Champion Degree Team of Frank-
fort Lodge, No. 560, and several bands. The
first day was largely devoted to registration
and entertainment of the visitors.

Sunday, the second day, saw the carrying
out of most of the principal events of the
mecting. During the morning the initiation
of 12 candidates into the Order was per-
formed by the Frankfort Degree Team. At
noon a banquet was held at which Past
Grand Exalted Ruler Floyd E. Thompson,
Chairman of the Grand Lodge State Asso-

ciations Committee, was the principal
speaker. Grand Secretary J. Edgar Masters
alsotSpoke. P.D.D. J. J. Patchell was Toast-
master.

More than 250 were present.

The business session followed the banquet.
It was reported that all 13 Lodges of the
District were represented for the first time
in four years. It was also reported that a
membership gain could be shown for each
Lodge. Talks were made by the E.R.’s of
all the Lodges, and arrangements for the
State mecting to be held at Terre Haute
June 11, 12 and 13, were announced by the
State officers. The selection of Frankfort
as the scene of the Dist. Assn.’s Fall meet-
ing was made. A social session concluded
the program.

In addition to Mr. Thompson and Mr.
Masters, many prominent Elks were present,
including  Grand Estcemed Lect. Knight
Joseph L. Clarke; D.D. Ollie M. Berry;
State Pres. C. J. Joel; State Secy. William
C. Groebl; State Vice-Pres. Raymond F.
Thomas, and Past State Pres, Clyde Hunter.

) J. J. Patchell, P.D.D.; .
Chairman, Advertising Committee -
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manding gesture, then held her off at arm’s
length. :

“As comely a nurse as your mother ever
was, though I doubt you’ve her skill.”

. “Pon’t be silly, Dad. Everybody’s look-
ing.

“Upstairs to my room, then. Quick.
You'll find the patient a bit wobbly, but
nothing serious.”

Her eyes widened. “What patient? Did
Ellsworth pass out, or something?”

“Well now, so he did, in a' manner of

speaking.”

“I told him he’d had enough of that
punch,” she blazed. “Let Mother take care
of him. I'm through!”

“Say nothing to your mother,” he
ordered, and lowered his voice to a mys-
terious whisper. “I’'m naming no names,
mind, except ’tis not his head that’s paining
poor Coddingham this minute, I'm thinking.
Quick, now, away with you!”

Both puzzled and frightened by her
father’s tone of authority, Betty moved to-
ward the door.

The music struck up so contagious a one-
step just then that it was some time before
Noreen forced her solid figure through the
dancers and followed her daughter anxiously
from the room.

HIS wife safely out of the way, Mr. Flan-
nigan’s strange exuberance now took a really
alarming turn. Sweeping the gathering with
a vast grin, he stepped to the leader of the
quintette and issued an order.

The music faltered; stopped.

«But I do not know if Madame—"

«5n0] right, I'm Mister Flannigan.”

What he pressed into the leader’s hand
seemed to prove it. Smiling and shrugging,
the artists laid down their instruments and
departed in the direction of promised re-
freshment, while the guests, watching eagerly,
sensed a new deal in suppressed desires.

Yet no one guessed its nature even when
Mr. Flannigan picked up a discarded saxo-
phone and blew a few preliminary notes
with astonishing skill for one whose interests
lay wholly in bricks.

Encouraged by a scandalous wink from
the new, self-appointed master of ceremonies,
Blake was first to grasp the idea.

“Oh, splendid, Flannigan. Positively bril-
liant!” he chortled, skipping up and taking
possession of the snare drum. “Jove!
Y’know, this is the one thing I’ve wanted to
do ever since I was a kid. Listen, every-
body !”

His ear-splitting attack broke the ice like
a spring thaw.

“Where’s that boy of yours, Harrington?
Can’t he whang the bass viol?”

“Gimme the guitar, I used to—"

“Come on, Ellen, you can play the piano.
Just chords will do.”

Here, indeed, was something new under
the sun. A chance for the exclusive Country
Club set to express desires long nurtured in
secret; to throw off veneers; to be natural.

And they ate it up, fighting for turns at
the instruments while the others, weak from
laughing, tried vainly to dance.

A final Virginia Reel at twelve-forty-five
dropped them out, one by one. And here
at last was Mr. Flannigan’s great moment.

_Those still dancing paused instinctively at
his first sure notes of “The Wearing of the
Green.” Somebody turned off the lights.
With a common impulse, the crowd seated
itself in a semi-circle on the polished floor.
B\zxtke stopped his drumming. The other
gmys ':“l‘&“ts died away, their places taken

moving ;‘tlex:is acfcoz\pammcnt to the rich,
through that mo‘:m-tli:rg})?n favorite floating

Mr. Flannigan i

played it ove )
crpgely, perhaps, yet as only ;naligisg:,:;ﬁ
with music in his soul could do the thin
They'’re hanging m-e-n and women—" &

The opening of a far door broke the spell

He stopped abruptly. Noreen’s silhouette
against the bright doorway snapped him
back into grim reality with a sickening sense
of guilt.

He'd forgotten Noreen, the party—every-
thing. Now, suddenly, he remembered
where he was, and who these people were.
He realized the full enormity of his crime.
He saw that he’d been acting the fool ever
since wrecking his new saxophone on that
devil out at the works. Somehow the fight
had gone to his head like strong drink, en-
abling him to continue doing mighty deeds
even in his own house. But this—this—
was the morning after.

PANIC seized him. In the semi-darkness
he dropped the saxophone and, as stealthily
as possible, joined his recent audience which
came to life stifly when Noreen switched
on the lights.

Neither her fixed smile nor soft voice mis-
led him. It was her eyes that he went by.
And, at the present moment, her eyes were
boring into him like a pair of diamond
drills.

“Is Mr. Flannigan—Oh, there you are!”

He nodded, his throat dry.

“Can I see you a minute—dear?” came
the restrained summons.

He detached himself from the sheltering
crowd and lumbered reluctantly to her side
like an overgrown urchin caught stealing
apples.

She waited 'til he was close.

“Why didn’t you tell ine about this in the
first place?” she snapped. “You might have
used a little sense.”

He wet his lips. “Listen, now, darling,
twas just an innocent notion—"

“Innocent notion! The boy might have
got a dozen infections, the way that girl
fixes a bandage. What does Betty know
about first aid? And, with your own wife
a trained nurse, I should have thought—"

Mr. Flannigan’s mouth opened and closed
like a fish. Before he could speak, how-
ever, their unsuspecting guests came crowd-
ing around in a wave of boisterous good-
nights.

“Loveliest idea—"

“Noreen, dear, how did you ever—?”’

“Say, old man, never had more fun.”

“And do tell Betty I hope her headache—"

“ ‘Suppressed Desires!” Jove, that was
clever of you, Mrs. Flannigan. Why, it’s
been years since—"

Standing there watching Noreen, with his
hands opening and closing helplessly, Mr.
Flannigan saw her first blank look turn to
amazement, which gave way to a gleam
of dazed triumph as she grasped the unde-
niable fact that her guests had been having
the time of their lives.

HE heard her say the proper things in re-
ply. Noreen would. And lucky, too, since
his own mixed emotions caused any sounds
at all to stick in his throat.

They were still sticking when the last car
swung out of the drive and he turned and
followed her mechanically up the front stairs
to face the most critical moment of the day.

Once she turned her head and an odd
tremor shot through him. Not that she
smiled at him, exactly. But there was some-
thing in her glance that reminded him, how-
ever faintly, of the slender, capable nurse
he had married twenty-five years before.
Which illusion was strengthened, when they
entered his room, by her professional, “Any
temperature, Betgy‘?"

Two figures sitting on the bed moved
apart hastily, though Betty kept looking
sidewise with starry eyes.

«1 never felt half so good in my life,
Mrs. Flannigan,” Dane assured her, finger-
ing his bandaged head gingerly. “Trouble
js, I—1 don’t just know how yox feel be-
cause, you see Betty and I—what I mean—"

«“QOh, Mother,.l think we knew all along,”
Betty chimed in, eagerly. “Byt jt ot
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until you leit us alone, with the moon com-
ing in—and somebody downstairs playing
‘The Wearing of the Green’ and—well, then
we krew we knew.” She laughed softly and
reached for Dane’s hand.

The stillness was tense.

Suddenly Noreen gave the faintest of
sniffs.

Though scarcely audible, it started her
husband breathing again. It even caused a
smile to spread slowly over his rugged face.
For this was not her recently acquired
sniff. It was the kind she had used more
than once in the old days to indicate a re-
luctant bowing to the inevitable,

“There, there, darling,” he soothed, awk-
wardly. “*Tis not the first time ‘The Wear-
ing of the Green’ has turned the same trick,
I'm thinking.”

Encircled by his blacksmith arm, Noreen
gave a final sniff, then, practical woman that
she was, changed the subject.

“It did sound real nice, from a distance.
Who was that playing when I came down,
Patrick?”

Mr. Flannigan started guiltily, but man-
aged a casual,

“J—I forget, exactly. Some old fool, n
doubt, who should have better sense.” .

'The
Tyrannicide

(Continued from page 12)

bought for two francs a stout kitchen knife
in a shagreen case. She then returned to
her hotel to breakfast, and afterwards,
dressed in her brown travelling gown and
conical hat, she went forth again, and, hail-
ing a hackney carriage, drove to Marat's
house in the Rue de I’Ecole de Médecine.

But admittance to that squalid dwelling
was denied her. The Citizen Marat was ill
she was told, and could receive no visitors:
It was Simonne Evrard, the triumvir’s mis-
tress—later to be known as the Widow
Marat—who barred her ingress with this
message.

Checked, she drove back to the Providence
Inn and wrote a letter to the triumvir:

Paris, 13th July, Year 2 of the Republic

CirizeN,—I have arrived from Caen. Your
love for your country leads me to assume
that you will be anxious to hear of the un-
fortunate events which are taking place 'in
that part of the Republic. I shall therefore
call upon you towards one o’clock. Have
the kindness to receive me, and accord me a
moment’s audience. I shall put you in the
way of rendering a great service to France.

. MarIE CorDAY

Having dispatched that letter to Marat
she sat until late afternoon waiting vainly,
for an answer. Despairing at last of re-
ceiving any, she wrote a second note, more
peremptory in tone:

“I wrote to you this morning, Marat
Have you received my letter? May I hopé
for a moment’s audience? If you have re-
ceived my letter, I hope you will not refuse
me, considering the importance of the mat-
ter. It should suffice for you that I am
very unfortunate and lay claim to the right
of your protection.”

Having changed into a grey-striped dimity
gown—you observe this further manifesta-
tion of a calm so complete that it admits of
no_departure from the ordinary habits of
life—she goes forth to deliver in person this
second letter, the knife concealed in the folds
of the muslin fichu crossed high upon her
breast.

(Continued on page 38)
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(Continued from page 36)

In. a mean, brick-paved, ill-lighted, and
almost unfurnished room of that house in
the Rue de I’Ecole de Médicine, the People’s
Friend is seated in a bath. It is no instinct
of cleanliness he is obeying, for in all France
there is no man more filthy in his person and
his habits than this triumvir. His bath is
medicated. The horrible, loathsome disease
that corrodes his flesh demands these long
immersions to quiet the gnawing pains which
distract his active, restless mind. these
baths he can benumb the torment of the
body with which he is encumbered.

For Marat is an intellect, and nothing
more—Ileastways, nothing more that matters,
What else there is to him of trunk and limbs
and organs he has neglected until it has all
fallen into decay. His very lack of personal
cleanliness, the squalor in which he lives,
the insufficient sleep which he allows himself,
his habit of careless feeding at irregular in-
tervals, all have their source in his contempt
for the physical part of him. This talented
man of varied attainments, accomplished
linguist, skilled physician, able naturalist and
profound psychologist, lives in his intellect
alone, impatient of all physical interruptions.
If he consents to these immersions, if he
spends whole days seated in this medicated
bath, it is solely because it quenches or cools
the fires that are devouring him, and thus
permits him to bend his mind to the work
that is his life. But his long-suffering body
is avenging upon the mind the neglect to
which it has been submitted. The morbid
condition of the former is being communi-
cated to the latter, whence results that dis-
concerting admixture of cold, cynical cruelty
and exalted sensibility which marked his
nature in the closing years of his life.

IN his bath, then, sat the People’s Friend
on that July evening, immersed to the hips,
his head swathed in a filthy turban, his ema-
ciated body cased in a sleeveless waistcoat.
He is fifty years of age, dying of consump-
tion and other things, so that, did Charlotte
but know it, there is no need to murder him.
Disease and Death have marked him for
their own, and grow impatient.

A board covering the bath served him for
writing-table; an empty wooden box at his
side bore an inkstand, some pens, sheets of
paper, and two or three copies of “L’Ami du
Peuple.” There was no sound in the room
but the scratch and splutter of his quill. He
was writing diligently, revising and editing
a proof for the forthcoming issue of his
paper.

A noise of voices raised in the outer room
invaded the quiet in which he was at work,
and gradually penetrated his absorption until
it disturbed and irritated him. He moved
restlessly in his bath, listened a moment,
then, with intent to make an end of the
interruption, he raised a hoarse, croaking
voice to inquire what might be taking place.

The door opened, and Simonne, his mis-
tress and household drudge, entered the
room. She was fully twenty years younger
than himself, and under the slattern appear-
ance which life in that house had imposed
upon her there were vestiges of a certain
comeliness.

“There is a young woman here from Caen,
who demands insistently to see you upon a
matter of national importance.” .

The dull eyes kindle at the mention of
Cacn; interest quickens in that leaden-hued
countenance. Was it not in Caen that those
old foes of his, the Girondins, were stirring
up rebellion?

“She says,” Simonne continued, “that she
wrote a letter to yvou this morning, and she

tt)r;:j‘gi you a second note herself. I have
a:l g ff‘:,lhat you will not receive any one,

“Give me the note” i
down his pen, he tbn’:sth:uin::‘:p:géleasnc t:;'i%
to snatch the folded sheet from Simonne’s

hand. He spread it, and read, his bloodl_ess
lips compressed, his eyes narrowing to slits.

“Let her in,” he commanded sharply, and
Simonne obeyed him without more ado. She
admitted Charlotte, and left them alone to-
gether—the avenger and her victim. For
a moment each regarded the other. Marat
beheld a handsome young woman, elegantly
attired. But these things had no interest for
the People’s Friend. What to him was
woman and the lure of beauty? Charlotte
beheld a feeble man of a repulsive hideous-
ness, and was full satisfied, for in this out-
ward loathsomeness she imagined a confir-
mation of the vileness of the mind she was
come to blot out.

Then Marat spoke. “So you are from
Caen, child?” he said. “And wh.at is doing
in Caen that makes you so anx.ous to see
'mes?" hed hi

he approac| im.

“Reberl’lri)on is stirring there, Citizen Marat.”

“Rebellion, ha!” It was a sound between
a laugh and a croak. “Tell me what de;_)u-
ties are sheltered in Caen. Come, child,
their names.” He took up and dipped his
quill, and drew a sheet of paper towards
him.

She approached still nearer; she came to
stand close beside him, erect and calm. She
recited the names of her friends, the Giron-
dins, ‘whilst hunched there in his bath his
pen scratched briskly.

“So many for the guillotine,” he snarled,
when it was done.

But whilst he was writing, she had drawn
the knife from her fichu, and as he uttered
those words of doom to others his own
doom descended upon him in a lightning
stroke. Straight driven by that strong young
arm, the long, stout blade was buried to its
black hilt in his breast. i .

He looked at her with eyes in which
there was a faint surprise as he sank b?ck.
Then he raised his voice for the last time.

“Help, chére amie! Help!” he cried, and
was forever silent. e

The hand still grasping the - pen trailed
on the ground beside the bath at the end
of his long, emaciated arm. Hxs body sank
sideways in the same direction, the head
lolling nervelessly upon his right shoulder,
whilst from the great rent in his breast the
blood gushed forth, embruing the water of
his bath, trickling to the brick-paved floor,
bespattering—symbolically almost—a copy.of
“L’Ami du Peuple,” the journal to which
he had devoted so much of his uneasy life.

IN answer to that cry of his came now
Simonne in haste. A glance sufficed to re-
veal to her the horrible event, and, l!kg a
tigress, she sprang upon the unresisting
slayer, seizing her by the head, and calling
loudly the while for assistance. Came in-
stantly from the ante-room Jeanne, the old
cook, the portress of the house, and Laurent
Basse, a folder of Marat’s paper; and now
Charlotte found herseli confronted by four
maddened, vociferous beings, at whose hands
she may well have expected to receive the
death for which she was prepared.

Laurent, indeed, snatched up a chair, and
felled her by a blow of it across her head.
He would, no doubt, have proceeded in his
fury to have battered her to death, but. for
the arrival of gendarmes and the police
commissioner of the district, who took her
in their protecting charge.

The soul of Paris was convulsed by the
tragedy when it became known. All night
terror and confusion were abroad. All night
the Revolutionary rabble, in angry grief,
surged about and kept watch upon the house
wherein the People’s Friend lay dead.

That night, and for two days and nights
thereafter, Charlotte Corday lay in the
Prison of the Abbaye, supporting with forti-
tude the indignities that for a woman were
almost inseparable from Revolutionary in-
carceration. She preserved throughout her
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imperturbable calm, tased now upon a state
of mind content in the contemplation of ac-
complished purpose, duty done. She had
saved France, she believed; saved Liberty,
by slaying the man who would have stran-
gled it. In that illusion she was content.
Her own life was a small price to pay for
the splendid achievement.

Some cf her time of waiting she spent in
writing letters to her friends, in which tran-
quilly and sanely she dwelt upon what she
had done, expounding fully the motives that
had impelled her, dwelling upon the details
of the execution, and of all that had fol-
lowed. Among the letters written by her
during those “days of the preparation of
peace”—as she calls that period, dating in
such terms a long epistle to Barbaroux—
was one to the Committee of Public Safety,
in which she begs that a miniature-painter
may be sent to her to paint her portrait,
so that she may leave this token of re-
membrance to her friends. It is only in
this, as the end approaches, that we see in
her conduct any thought of her own self,
any suggestion that she is anything more
than an instrument in the hands of Fate.

ON the 15th, at eight o’clock in the morn-
ing, her trial began before the Revolutionary
Tribunal. A murmur ran through the hall
as she appeared in her gown of grey-striped
dimity, composed and calm—always calm.

The trial opened with the examination
of witnesses; into that of the cutler, who
had sold her the knife, she broke impa-
tiently. )

“These details are a waste of time.
who killed Marat.”

The audience gasped, and rumbled omi-
nously. Montané turned to examine her.

“What was the object of your visit to
Paris?” he asks.

“To kill Marat.”

“What motives induced you to this hor-
rible deed?”

“His many crimes.”

“Of what crimes do you accuse him?”

“That he instigated the massacre of Sep-
tember; that he kept alive the fires of civil
war, so that he might be elected .dictator;
that he sought to infringe upon the sovereign-
ty of the People by causing the arrest and
imprisonment of the deputies to the Conven-
tion on May 31st.” :

“What proof have you of this?”

“The future will afford the proof. Marat
hid his designs behind a mask of patriotism.”

Montané shifted the ground of his inter-
rogatory.

“Who were your accomplices in this atro-
cious act?”

“I have none.” )

Montané shook his head. “You cannot
convince any one that a person of .your age
and sex could have conceived such’ a crime
unless instigated by some person or persons
whom you are unwilling to name.”

Charlotte almiost smiled. “That shows
but a poor knowledge of the human heart.
It is easier to carry out such a project upon
the strength of one’s own hatred than upon
that of others.” And then, raising her voice,
she proclaimed: “I killed a villain to save a
hundred thousand; I killed a villain to save
innocents; I killed a savage wild beast to
give repose to France. I was a Republican
before the Revolution. I never lacked for
energy.”

What more was there to say? Her guilt
was completely established. Her fearless
self-possession was not to be ruffled. Vet
Fouquier-Tinville, the dread prosecutor,
made the attempt. Beholding her so virginal
and fair and brave, feeling perhaps that the
Tribunal had not had the best of it, he

Itis1I

~ sought with a handful of Revolutionary filth

to restore the balance.

ferrety eyes upon her.

“How many children have you had?”
(Continued on page 40)

He rose slowly, his
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air, through which the speeding object is
passing. Air resistance is so great that a
man falling from an airplarie with an un-
opened parachute never attains a speed of
more than about 115 miles an hour on his
way to the ground, even though he falls a
mile or more. At a speed of 150 miles or
so, water offers the resistance of semi-solid
matter, such as butter, or cheese or even
soft wood. The same thing is true of the
air at sea level, at speeds of, say, 600 miles
an hour or upwards. Only projectiles, like
shells or bullets, or possibly some rocket-
planes of the future, can ever expect to at-
tain a sea-level speed much above 500 miles
an hour,

But six or seven miles above sea level,
at 30,000 or 35,000 or more feet, the air is
much thinner, and consequently the resis-
tance is much less, Wiley Post, in his 150-
mile-an-hour airplane Winnie Mae, reached
a speed on his March 15th flight that he
estimated to be at times between 350 and
400 miles an hour. The average of 276
miles an hour, for the entire distance from
Burbank to Cleveland, was made in spite
of the fact that Post had traveled well
toward a hundred miles
beyond the Ohio city
before his oxygen sup-
ply gave out and he
had to turn back. And
after that his motor
failed, and he finally
had to make a dead-
stick landing. Compare
his speed with the in-
ternational record for
land planes, made by
Raymond Delmotte in
France on December
25, 1934: 312 miles an
hour. Or even with the
Italian seaplane record
held by Lieut. Fran-
cesco Agello, made in
October, 1934: 440.67
miles per hour. Both
these records were made
by the fastest planes of
their type yet devised
over a single measured
mile,

For years L. K.
Weber, Managing Edi-
tor of Popular Me-
chanics Magazine, has
been prophesying that
long-distance travel
through the air will all
be at higher levels than 20,000 or 25,000 feet,
far above storms, fog or other atmospheric
disturbances. Post’s experiments bring this
seemingly unlikely dream into the realm of
definite probabilities. Before 1945 we may
expect to see huge air liners making sub-
stratosphere flights at five, or six, or seven,
or possibly even more, miles per minute.

E[GHT or nine seconds to a mile!
Vertical flight probably lies a little far-
ther ahead. We will likely pass through a
whole era of speeding planes of more or less
the present type before we get to a general
acceptance of straight-up-and-down flight
for shorter distances. The fact that de la
Cierva can hop an autogiro directly into the
air from a standing start is merely one more
step in the journey toward complete mas-
tery of the sky.
. Cierva, as a mattter of fact, is not cred-
3}?‘% f‘:”tth the invention of vertical flight.
a Ell;snss‘:lccessfu] hchcoptey was made by
then nﬁ man, Brennan, in 1916. Since
ymetous partially successful helicop-

;etrslel;zze gf.en built, of varying types, all
f st able 10 lift themselves vertically
rom the ground. Qpe model even won a
French prize for complet it
over a prescribed cour

length. Thomas Ediso

ing a circular flight
%¢ one kilometer in
n long ago Prophesied

vertical flight as the inevitable outcome of
even our present knowledge of aerodynamics.
Its greater practicability, he said, was certain
to bring it into existence for every-day pur-
poses. Only a little while after it is here
to stay, inexpensive but practical little hop-
pers will become as numerous as Fords.

ON the surface of the earth we can expect
traffic changes almost as amazing. In con-
gested centers we already have today, when
you stop to think of it, successive layers of
traffic one above another. At 42nd Street
and Park Avenue, in New York City, for
example, there are two subway lines, one
above the other, two levels of underground
railroad tracks at Grand Central Station,
one above the other; and above all that two
layers of street levels, one on the surface
for ordinary traffic and pedestrians (one
level above the upper railroad track level)
and above that a viaduct for automobiles.

In the future a tremendous extension of
this idea of different levels of traffic is cer-
tain. Harvey Wiley Corbett, the architect

who designed the 1,249-foot Empire State

“Wake up! The station’s on fire!”’

Building in New York, prophesies sidewalks
raised at least one story above the street
level as a development of the near future,
and bridges or roads connecting skyscrapers
far above the street level as an eventual
necessity. The New York, New Haven and
Hartford Railroad has already considered
the possibility of constructing a speed high-
way for automobiles above its right-of-way
from New York to Hartford, Connecticut,
and other New England points. A similar
possibility has already been looked into by
the Grand Trunk Railroad, for the vicinity
of Detroit. Chicago already has its separate
freight-and-passenger-level streets constructed
between important points. Eventually, in
all probability, tremendous quantities of
freight will travel along great express high-
ways running hundreds or thousands of
miles across country, while passenger traffic,
capable of traveling at an equally great
speed of one to two hundred miles an hour
(remember that Sir Malcolm Campbell has
already approximated 300 miles an hour on
the sands of Daytona Beach) will have its
own lanes or separate highways,

Fuel for all these varying machines of the
future will unquestionably be very different
from the already dwindling gasoline supply
that we know today. 1In 1918 pearly all
the autos in Norway and Sweden were
driven on alcohol made from sulphite lig-

The Elks Magasgine

uor, a waste product of the pulp paper
mills. During the War, Spain prohibited
the use of gasoline for automobiles; alcohol
from farm products was used instead. The
Central Powers, of course, were compelled to
find war-time substitutes for gasoline. In
Pernambuco, railways supplying sugar-cane
factories are today run by alcohol made
from their own molasses, mixed with about
five per cent. of gasoline.

But even alcohol will be only a tempo-
rary substitute for gasoline. More powerful
stuff than either will be needed. It may be
in the form of more high explosive sub-
stances; it may consist of more highly
concentrated electric power than any-
thing we know at present. It is still more
likely, however, that it will be in forms
we can as yet only half imagine, through
the use of the energy to be found in light,
to the force that may be released through
the tearing apart or destruction of atoms,
and the like.

That all these changes and luxuries ahead
will bring cycle after cycle of industrial ex-
pansion and recurring prosperity seems as
certain as the fact that day follows night in
steady succession. The
ten-year boom that pre-
ceded the present de-
pression was in great
measure brought about
by the expansion of the
automobile industry. In
the peak year of 1929,
5,621,715 automobiles
and trucks worth three
and a half billion dol-
lars, were produced in
the United States.
There are today more
than 100,000 filling sta-
tions and garages, and
we have more than a
quarter of a million
miles of surfaced high-
ways. Even during the
depression the automo-
bile industry, with its
ramifications, was still
good for more than
2,500,000 jobs.

During the years im-
mediately ahead, air
conditioning, the de-
velopment of aviation,
and new products like
rayon, can do even
more than automobile
and highway develop-
ment did between 1920 and 1930.

Besides these there are hundreds of new
products for various uses, that are already
being developed from what has hitherto
been thrown away as waste. In 1857, Mis-
sissippi waterways were clogged with waste
cottonseed dumped into the rivers to float
away. Today explosives, soap, linoleum,
artificial rubber and artificial leather, blot-
ting paper and a hundred other things are
being manufactured from that one waste
product alone. It is already prop!nesxed that
within another ten years the United States
cottonseed crop will be worth more than a
billion dollars.

earlier paragraph the Basic S_ciencg
E:{)oi:to:és of pthe University of Cincinnati
were referred to. Last year the director of
those laboratories hap_peneg! to wanpt some
carotin from which Vitamin A can be cre-
ated. Carotin is worth about five dollars
a gram; it can be secured from carrots. .A
bushel of carrots was bought for forty-nine
cents. From it, with apparatus worth
only a comparatively few dollars,_nearly
twenty-five dollars’ worth of carotin was
secured.

We have only scratched the surface, when
it comes to the things that can be done with
the raw materials already about us.









