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Prepare for the
Grand Exalted Ruler’s

Elks Anniversary Class!

My Brothers:

By this time each of you have received from your Exalted
Ruler an application for membership in our Order. Look
about you for that relative, that friend, that son, that neighbor,
that companion whom you know should be a brother Elk.

It is my desire that no stone be left unturned to make the

“Grand Exalted Ruler’s Elks Anniversary Class” in February
the greatest event in our history.

The reports of the wonderful progress being made by our
Lodges toward organizing their Anniversary Classes in com-
memoration of our 68th Birthday is most gratifying to me.
Officers of our subordinate Lodges are marking this event, not
alone by the initiation of a large class of new members and
reinstatements, but also by instilling a real party spirit into all

their members and by the adoption of appropriate programs
for the occasion.

My brothers, T urge you to reserve the date set aside by your
Lodge for this meeting. It is my fervent hope that in addition
to the proposition of a candidate, you will be present at the
Annjversary ceremonies. In this way the pulse of Elkdom all

over the country will be quickened and our members’ interest
in our Order recreated.

e O

James T. Hallinan,
Grand Exalted Ruler.
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A Candidate For Grand Exalted Ruler

DAYTONA BEACH, FLA., Lodge,
No. 1141, announces that it will pre-
sent Governor David Sholtz, Approv-
ing Member of the Board of Grand
Trustees, for Grand Exalted Ruler
for the year 1936-37 at the 1936
reunion of the Grand Lodge in Los
Angeles, Calif., next July.

DAVID SHOLTZ was born in
Brooklyn, N. Y., in 1891 and was
initiated into Daytona Beach Lodge,
No. 1141, in 1914. In recognition.of
his keen personal interest and active
service he was elected Esteemed
Loyal Knight in 1917. During his
term of office he volunteered for serv-
ice in the United States Navy to
enter the World War. At the close
of the war he returned to private life,
and in 1919 was elected Esteemed
Leading Knight of Daytona Beach
Lodge, and a year later he was
elected Exalted Ruler.

Shortly afterward Mr. Sholtz’ abil-

ity was recognized by the then Grand
Exalted Ruler, James G. McFarland,
who appointed him District Deputy
for Florida, East. The following year
he was chosen President of the
Florida State FElks Association.
Governor Sholtz was elected Grand
Esteemed Loyal Knight in 1927,
and the following year was ap-
pointed a Member of the Ritual-
istic Committee of the Grand Lodge,
serving through the years 1928-29-
30-31 and 82, and as Chairman dur-
Ing the last two years. In 1933 he
was elected Grand Esteemed Leading

Knight and in 1934 was raised to the-
office of Grand Trustee, on the Board'
serving as Ap-

of which he is now
proving Membeyr. -

A MONG his many services was the’

creation of the Crippled Children’s

Commission and in great measure

hfs Wwas responsible for the organiza-
tion of The Harry- Anna Home

at Umatilla. Governor Sholtz has
served in many public offices of trust
and responsibility. Having been ad-
mitted to the bar of Florida in 1915
after receiving his education at Yale
and Stetson Universities, he was
elected in 1917 to a term in the
Florida State Legislature and ap-
pointed States Attorney for the
Seventh Judicial Circuit by the Gov-
ernor of Florida in 1919. His serv-
ices and achievements as President
of the Florida State Chamber of
Commerce during the years 1928 and
1929 were appreciatively recognized
by the business and professional
interests of the. State.

In 1932 the people of the State of

Florida elevated Mr. Sholtz to the
office of Governoer. = -
- In the light of his record of per-
sonal, fraternal and. eivic accomplish-
ments, Daytona. Beach Lodge invites
consideration  of Governor David
Sholtz for the office of Grand Ex-
alted Ruler for the year 1936-37.

News of the State Associations

New Hampshire

The annual meeting of the New
Hampshire State Elks Association
took place in Laconia, with Laconia,
N. H,, Lodge, No. 876, acting as host.
Among the many entertaining fea-
tures of the day’s program _were
sightseeing tours and boat rides on
Lake Winnipesaukee and Lake Win-
nisquam. State President Fortuna}t
E. Normandin presided at the busi-
ness session held at the Lodge Home
following the opening of the meeting
by officers of Laconia Lodge of which
J. Alfred Tremblay is Exalted Ruler.
More than 100 delegates apd mem-
bers of the State Association were
present at the meeting.

THE reports of Secy.-Treas. W. J.
O’Grady showed the Associatio_n to
be in excellent financial condition
with an increase in membership in
many Lodges throughout the State.
An impressive Memorial Service was
conducted by Pres. Normandin, the
eulogy being delivered by Ernest L.
Bell, Jr., of Keene, N.H, Cqm-
mander of the New Hampshire
American Legionnaires.

A banquet was served at seven
o’clock in the evening with Mr. Nor-
mandin acting as Toastmaster and
P.E.R. Fred A. Tilton of Laconia
Lodge in charge of the entertain-
ment. Lawrence F. Edgerton of
Springfield Lodge, Pres. cf the Ver-
mont State Elks Assn., extended a

general invitation to a meeting in
honor of Past Grand Esteemed Loyal
Knight Riley C. Bowers of Mont-
pelier, Vt,, Lodge, and the invitation
was accepted, a large delegation of

ew Hampshire Elks journeying to

Springfield the following weekend to
attend.

AMONG the other speakers were
E.R. Tremblay; D.D. Albert N. Mor-
118, of Berlin, N.H.; Past State Pres.
Charles H. Bean, of Franklin, N.H.;
State Vice-Pres. Carl A. Savage, of
Nashua, N.H,, and E.R. Kemp N.
Saunders of Springfield, Vt.

r. Normandin declined reelection
as President of the Association be-
cause of the pressure of business ac-
tivities, and 1st Vice-Pres. Benjamin

opkins of Keene Lodge was
chosen to succeed him in that ca-
pacity. Mr. Hopkins, in his speech
at the annual banquet, promised a
busy administration. The following
New Hampshire Elks were elected
to office in the Association: 1st Vice-
Pres., Carl A, Savage, Nashua; 2nd
Vice-Pres., Ralph McCarthy, Con-
cord; 8rd Vice-Pres., John M. Guay,
aconia; Secy.-Treas., William J.
O’Grady, Nashua; Trustees; Fortu-
nat E. Normandin, Laconia; Bernard
J. Gilbo, Keene, and Harvey E. Sink,
Concord. The officers appointed are
Chaplain, George N. Lanoix, Roches-
ter; Sergeant-at-Arms, Jeremiah C.
Holland, Laconia, and Tiler, Dr. C.
J. Washburn, Concord. The officers

were installed by Past State Pres.
Frank J. Kelly of Concord.

Kansas

The following officers were elected
at the 1935 Convention of the Kan-
sas State Elks Association: Pres. J.
J. Ryan, Goodland; 1st Vice-Pres.,
J. C. Broadley, Pittsburg; 2nd Vice.
Pres., James D. Reidy, Junection
City; 3rd Vice-Pres., Basil McMana-
man, Pratt; Secy., Wayne H. Lam-
oreux, Great Bend; Treas., C. F.
Clark, Hutchinson; Trustees: John
Steuri, Great Bend; Fred Toms,
Newton, and D. F. Dooley, Hutchin-
son.

PRATT Lodge, No. 1451, enter-
tained the Gonvention which was the
30th in the history of the Association.
The total registration showed an at-
tendance of 233 delegates and mem-
bers from 18 Lodges, and 157 ladies.
All business meetings were held in
the Municipal Auditorium and were
presided over by Pres. Wayne H.
Lamoreux. Much interest was shown
in all State Association activities,
particularly the Ritualistic work,
Student Loan Fund and inter-Lodge
visitations. Past Grand Esteemed
Loyal Knight H. Glenn Boyd of Wi-
chita, Kans., Lodge, and Grand Inner
Guard, George M. McLean of EI
Reno, Okla., Lodge, were among the
distinguished guests attending the
meeting.

Salina, Kans., was chosen as the
convention city for 1936.
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C’est La Guerre

the distance lent perspective to the
scene before him. In the stillness
of the night, disturbed onmly by the
melodic bass concerto of his tent
mates, Private Bert C. Terry was
writing a letter by candle light.

“For—" Muldoon began.

“Sh,” said Terry, zealously glanc-
ing up, “you’ll wake up the men.
They've got a hard job ahead of
them. Go back to sleep.”

“Shut up, for God’'s sake, Mul-
doon!” a sleepy voice said from the
depths of the tent.

“See?” Terry asked.

Muldoon gave up. He gingerly
laid his head back on the coat, star-
irg up into the gloom at the peak
of the tent. He was just realizing
that he nearly always got the blame
for Terry’s talking out of turn. He
turned to call him on it, and then
realized that it would only make
matters worse. Terry was noisily
moistening the flap of an envelope.
Instead of saying anything, Muldoon
reached over and snuffed out the
candle—burning his finger.

“Goodnight,” Terry said, and Mul-
doon checked a retort.

THEY turned out before dawn.
In the chill, early morning fog, they
lined up before the rolling kitcheng
and got their bacon and egg and
bread and black coffee. They ate
hurriedly, burning their lips on the
tin cups. Muldoon sat on the tail-
piece of a 75, juggling his plate and
cup. A few feet away, but indistinet
in the fog, he saw Terry, who had
fixed himself a neat table of cart-
ridge cases and was eating his
meager meal with the polish of g
diner accustomed to fine hotels, His
shoulders were square; his tin hat
rested on his round head at the cor-
rect angle; his blunt toed shoes were
polished and he looked like an illys-
tration in the Manual of Regulations,
It all made Muldoon mad.

“Do you like this grub?” he
jeered.
“Of course.”

It was a simple, unpretentious
answer, but it stopped Muldoon. He
was valiantly searching through his
vocabulary for a reply, when the
second lieutenant appeared out of the
mist. The officer stumbled over
Terry’s foot and fell forward, only
saving himself by catching Mul-
doon’s shoulder. The sudden motion
spilled half of that unfortunate’s cup
of coffee onto his lap.

“Damn!” Muldoon almost sobbed.

“Muldoon?” In the thick fog it
was both a question and a command.
“Muldoon, find Private Terry and
both of you report to me in my

(Continued from page 17)

quarters as soon as you’ve finished
breakfast.”

“Yes, sir,” Terry said, and when
the lieutenant turned at the sound
of his voice, he saluted so quickly
the officer almost ducked. The eddy-
ing mists had hardly swallowed him
when Muldoon snorted.

. “His quarters! He’s got a tent
just like the rest of us. As an in-
Surance man, Ed Lewis is bad
enough, but as a second looey, he
gets in my hair—and my coffee,” he
added, as an after-thought, survey-
Ing the dark stain on his trousers.
Already the spot wag acquiring a
disturbing chill. “What'a you sup-
pose he wants us for?”

“Talking in ranks,”their corporal
sal‘x‘i. “Ypu’ll catch the devil.”

I _think not,” Terry replied,
Squaring his shoulders and packing
his eating utensils neatly away, “I
rather imagine he has a mission for
us. One that he cannot trust to
otheg peolxl){led less reliable.”

Wwalked off thr
followed by Muldoon 2" th¢ o€

:I“S :yt}?rgorafli lolcl)ked after them.

y e na s H [
Suppose that gu)”sysel?i:)%s?"do you

aw,” one of the me
n answered
“he’s a great kidder,” ’

M ULDOON attempted to walk
}tht Into the lieutenant’s tent."vélut
erry checked him by the arm. Then
euléapped Smartly on the tent pole.

ome in.” The
threshold ang salﬁ'ti';fjpped over the

~0 OVer to a gmga)) table.
VeTgot a job for yoy two,” he
“Ie:;'gntnodded with satisfac-
a couple of t
gzemﬁ1 and get the lay of :ﬁgu]:ntf
13 map? Well, we’re here.

The Regular ;
some place,” h%rmy 13 Oover there

th s waved toward th
befors We Want to locate them
understand that?}’,s' You men can

“Yure,” Muldoon told him.

es, sir,”
“We", if snapped Terry,

with o I, you can get ‘in touch

“%1}6130 ?;’ Muld,90n Wanted to know.
oot tne.my, Lieutenant Lewis
ooke at his Jbuck Private steadily
as m:tte}r)nptmg to decide whethelt
inquisitl;ve ad %zen insolent oy just
‘IYIuldoon the beneﬁiventua}lly bt

hilt first, over the Regular

i‘:ﬁfg’ “There are a qouple”of pistols
and some blank cartridges,” he said,
indicating the cc;:t, “l_?gv?’ your rifles
i nd get going.
m“cJ?xI:tp ga:) ou% and find the enemy
and come back and tell you vyh;;,f,;
they're doing and ‘wher_e he is?
Muldoon asked, gettmgm},us numbers
mixed, “is thta'i’:, it, Ed?

“%‘{lezu}f,elialr]nean Lieutenant,,” Mul-
doon said mildl);,? “pbut that’s what

: ’ i .”

yoglwaqr:)tl}ga};? tI made it_clear,” the
officer replied with dlgmt)";

“Maybe it’s clear to you, L.Iuld_oon
persisted, “but I have a hard time
gettin’ things the first crack. If

’ t you want, it's o.k. b,y
thatslvglllxzt Vyvanted to know, that’s

a“r'ren-y was strapping on his pistol

i -ibed. position. )
ln“g\lﬁlalzrse}f;ill we do with our prison-
ers, sir?’ he asked.' }

«I don’t think you'll get any,” the
lieutenant said, ‘‘but if you should,
’Lesl}c take their identlﬁcatlgn cards
;nd send them to the rea(nl.‘)" N

“and if we get nabbed? Tul-
doon was resigned to h1§ fate.

“Hand over your cards and go
along quietly. You'll ,be exchanged

+ is over.
Wl}fﬁ t}:ae ‘Z]?é lsfood’s better over
there?’pMuldoon said, and picked up

his pistol. . that’s the Regular
“It ought to bei © ont said it al.

Army’n the “G 4 Tk I 2k
rently. ood luck, i
m(??’f‘htfr:’f;,?p ﬁuldoon said.

i his heels, squared
'Teﬁr}l;l(felaigkez?nd saluted 'Srfl’a'lrtly,
hl%‘\i’eoshall do our best, sir!

' lowly through the
;EH,E;,KS}T?;‘:?SS'S The fog, instead

g h -ally did, became
of lifting as it generayy /oo 2 muf-

i . ter.
fi};;l??ﬁ‘:cﬂfl a‘;/l?it the men felt abnor-

rivate Bert Terry

{na_lly I %lo;ﬁ'seleley over the ground

wriggle tomach. Private Everett

%? ]géf,ms Jumbered heavily along
u 2 on his hands and knees,

after him hell do we have to

for ?n

. im as they altet_‘nately
o zﬁ-eef(f lear?c; disappeared in the
app: “This ain’t no regular war,
rliléi’s‘ get took prisoners and rest a

w}}‘ilse};’;” Private Tterry” hissed,
“we're i emy territory.’ )
W'F}:‘:y lvr\lreig headed up a little rise,
and when they reached the top, Terry
paused while Muldoon lumbered up

beside him.

e
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“Well, it’'s a cinch we ain’t going
to get any reports for the looey,”
he said, “as long as this fog’s so
thick. Whyn’t it blow away like
yesterday ?”’

“We’ll stay here until it lifts,”
Terry decided, ‘“and then we ought
to be able to see something from
this hill.”

They listened quietly for a mo-
ment. Only the sounds of the boom
of surf, far off to their left, reached
their ears. Terry finally leaned over
to Muldoon. .

“You stay here,” he whispered,
“and I'll go along this ridge away.
If I don’t return in half an hour,
run back to the Lieutenant and tell
him I've made contact with the
enemy.” )

“Fine,” said Muldoon, “I’ll rest up
for a bit. See you later.”

But Private Muldoon did not make
his report when the stipulated half
hour period had passed. Twenty
minutes after Terry had wriggled
off into the mists, a vagrant breeze
blew a hole in the fog and the
National Guardsman from Seville,
California, found himself prac-
tically surrounded by Regular army
machine gun units. He was the
first prisoner of the war and was
much fought over: everybody
wanted him.

PRIVATE Bert Terry, in much the
same manner, had also made contact
with the enemy. Iqu had. crawled
along the ridge, straining hls_ ears to
hear any noise which might indicate
the presence of enemy forces. He
moved along the ridge further, this
time raising himself from the grass,
the better to listen. There seemed
to be a whispering in the air that
was not accounted for by the slight
breeze now blowing. He crawled
further, and then suddently stopped.
Before him, three feet before him,
were a pair of wide brown shoes:
He could see the legs, too—khaki
puttees. He inched away to the
right—more feet and legs appeared
in the mist. When he summed up
the courage to look about him, he
discovered the presence of men all
about. The feet before h{m moved,
and when the breeze thinned out
the fog for a moment, Private Terry
found himself the sixth man in a
party of five enemy machine gunners.
He worked cautiously at.hls pistol,
attempting to get it out in time to
capture them, when a })roa_d, hob-
nailed foot was planted in his back.
The owner of the foot stumbled,
cursed, and then came back to peer
down into the mist. L
Terry felt a foreign material in
the small of his back. He had never
experienced it before, but they could
be no doubt of the thing, now—
someone was sticking a bayonet into
his back. He shuddered, and waited.
“Get up, you!” i
There was a little flurry of excite-
ment when the machine gunners dis-
covered he had been so near to them.
They looked at him curiously, as

though he were some strange animal.
His captor was a runner, taking one
of the official war games observers,
a Major, on a tour of inspection.
The fog suddenly began to lift, and
in a few moments he could make out
the features of his captors.

The Major wore a white band
around his left sleeve.

“Now, what?” the runner asked,
turning to the Major.

“You're to take his identification
card and then escort him to the rear.
T'll go back with you. It may be
that the enemy is just over the
ridge.”

The bayonet pressed harder against
Private Terry’s back.

“Hey,” the runner asked, “are
there more of you guys over there?”

“Yeah, how near is the rest of
your outfit?” a machine gunner de-
manded.

Terry looked at them stonily.

“Well, speak up,” the man at the
safe end of the bayonet repeated,

where are they, and how many ?”’

“I have forgotten,” Private Terry

told him.
., The Major turned his back to the
little gathering. He looked thought-
fully up into the fog, then, biting his
lips, out over the plain. Finally he
turned back just as the runner gave
Terry another disgusted poke with
the bayonet.

“Nuts,” the runner said. “Fork
over your card and get going.”

erry gave him his card, and then
led the procession down the low hill.
The Major walked beside the run-
ner, who had relaxed and was carry-
ing his rifle with one hand. The
further down the hill they went, the
clearer the atmosphere became.
When they finally reached a road,
Terry could see a quarter of a mile
In any direction.
. Wait a minute,” the runner said,
lifting his foot onto a stone, “I
gotta tie my shoe lace.”

Like a flash, Private Bert Terry
whirled on his captor, jerking out
his pistol in the turning. The

egular Army man looked up at the
noise, and his jaw dropped when he
found that either eye could see
down the muzzle of a .45 with equal
facility.

“Stick them up!”

Terry poked
the gun at him.

THE man straightened up, raised
his arms a bit and turned a protest-
ing head to the smiling Major.

Hey,” he complained, “he can’t
do this. He’s my prisoner.”

“It doesn’t look like it now,” the
Major said. He happened to be one
of the few Regular Army officers who
appreciated the value of the National
Guard. “Leaving a prisoner with a
gun in his holster is about the
dumbest thing I ever saw done.
You'll get yourself shot, doing things
like that. You’d better turn over
both his card and your own and do
what he says.”

“Yes,” agreed Terry sternly, “fork
’em over, soldier.”
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He put them in his pocket. From
the road came the whine of a car
running at high speed. Terry mo-
tioned his prisoner into the highway.

“Get out there,” he ordered,” and
stop that car.”

He and the mnow, very much
amused Major, stepped behind some
bushes, while the runner began to
wave his arms at the oncoming
vehicle. The car, a dull tan one of
the army forces, slid to a protesting
halt. The driver, a private, leaned
from one window while an officer
half opened the door on the side
nearest the men hidden in the shrub-
bery.

“What the devil do you mean, hail-
ing this car?” the officer barked.

Terry stepped from behind the
bushes, his pistol levelled at the car.

“Surrender!” he shouted, and then
recognized the officer as the im-
maculate, non-perspiring Colonel of
the preceding afternoon. Terry,
fortified by the automatic and the
presence of the Major stepped nearer

to the car. “Up with them and get
out of there.”

THE Colonel bounced out of the
car, followed by his glowering
driver.

“What do you mean?” the man de-
manded. “Stopping this ecar and
ordering me to get out of—

He stopped in mid-speech. His
cold eyes had suddenly lighted on
the insigna adorning Terry’s collar.
From the corner of his eye, Terry
could see the Major supressing a
smile with difficulty.

“You’re my prisoner, Colonel,”
Terry told him earnestly, “and so’s
your man.”

“Oh, yeah?” The driver walked
toward the National Guardsman,

“That’s right,” the Major suddenly
perceived Terry’s need of assistance.
“According to the rules, both you
and your driver are prisoners,
Colonel Crawford.”

For the first time, the Colonel
seemed to see the official observer,

“This is preposterous!” he cried.
“I’'m on the General’s business, and
I haven’t time to fool around like
this.”

“C'est la guerre,” shrugged the
Major, enjoying the situation.

“Yea,” said Terry, “and you’d
better hand over those cards of
yours, too.” ’

There was some more heated con-
versation before the Colonel sur-
rendered his identification card.
When Terry had the cards of his
three prisoners in his pocket, he
motioned them into the automobile.

“Get in,” he told them.” Would
you like to come along, Major ?”

“I would,” the Major admitted,
“because it looks like you're going to
have an interesting day.”

The runner climbed into the front
seat with the driver. The Colonel
sat stiffly on the rear seat with the
Major. Private Terry, his pistol in
hand, rested on one of the small seats
of the seven passenger car.




























































