





My Brothers:

Full steam ahead for the Denver Grénd Lodge Convention begin-
ning July 11th! T am looking forward to meeting every Exalted
Ruler as the representative of his Lodge, together with the thousands

of other good Elks who make the annual pilgrimage to the Grand
Lodge sessions.

There is still time for plenty of work to be done for the good of
the Order. I am traveling the country at top speed, giving every
ounce of energy I may have and only ask that you give just a little
of yours, or as much as you can, for our beloved Order. Let us be
useful! There is a job to do in the United States and you and I can
do it if we will. Let us give of our best for God and country.

My thanks to the many subordinate Lodges and Brother Elks
who so liberally contributed to the relief of those in distress by reason
of the recent bad floods. The Elks National Foundation gave imme-
diate response and the sum total has been wisely spent in giving
shelter, food and clothing to the needy. My deep appreciation and

thanks to the Elks National Foundation and to all of you who have
helped so generously!

With every good wish,

Cordially and fraternally yours,
DAVE SHOLTZ,

Grand Exalted Ruler.
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1,000,000 To One

I had a stupid impression there were
twenty horses in the race.”

She went on like that through
lunch, rather spoiling it.

“«You won't sell your ticket for ten
thousand dollars,” she said, bitterly.
“you won’t believe Lady Teazle can
lose. But you will buy anything a
fat old slicker shows you.” She broke
a piece of bread with tearful anger
shadowing her eyes.

Andy sighed, deeply and exasper-
atedly. “Isn’t a car something we're
going to need? Isn't it?”

“Yes.” Her eyes flashed up at him.
«“Not one like that, though—not one
that will take practically all the
money youwll get if Lady Teazle
doesn’t come in third. You never even
thought of that house we saw in
Bayside. If you put the money down
onthat ....”

“That place,” Andy said, moving
his hand away from him. “We'll get
something better—something with
more ground around it. I don’t want
to be stuck next door to anybody in
a place where you don’t know who’s
going to be your neighbor. Suppose
they .. ... ”

“Of course,” Sue said sweetly.
“Then there’ll be the swimming pool,
and the servants’ quarters, and the
town house.”

. “Okay,” muttered Andy, compress-
ing his lips. “Okay, if that’s the way
you feel about it.”

Going back to Harmon’s he didn’t
mention the bracelet or the watch;
he didn’t speak of going to Tiffany’s.
If she thought she could treat him
like a kid all his life....

Even parked in front of Harmon’s
he maintained his stubborn silence,
staring ahead up
the street. Because

Kane first, hurrying —
along towards them $

with a copy of the
afternoon paper

clenched in one hand . .

like a club. Wh
he saw them in tﬁg ‘
car he came over
and made dreadful
noises in his throat
_glarmg at Andy as;
if ‘pe were choking.
Chiseller” he
Banted breathlessly.
Maybe you thought
you could get away
with it. Maybe you
thought . . ., » Yig
voice broke; no
words cafe though
his lips kept moving,
After an instant ot
thg, hqrrible, mute
grimacing he turned
away from them and
ran inside, waving
the paper back

(Continued from page 9)

threateningly across his shoulder.

Sue stared after him. “What was
he talking about?”

“Crazy,” Andy said, with a thin
frown. “He was always -cuckoo.
I don't know what's eating him
now.”

Then in his stomach a dreadful,
cold foreboding formed and spread.
It couldn’t, it couldn’t ... ..

Sue looked at him strangely.
“Come on,” she said. “Let’s see what
he meant.”

Phil Kane was just inside the door-
way of Harmon and Company, with
most of the office force grouped
around him. He was yelling in a
cold, hoarsened voice, “] had that
ticket. Sweet Sue—that’s what I
wrote! Ask Hinesy!” Then he saw
Andy behind him and dropped his
paper to make a sobbing rush at
him.

Jim Barnes and Elmer grabbed
him. Dazed, Andy said thickly,
«you're a liar. What are you trying
to pull off here m

“They were playing that song on
the radio,” Phil Kane' croaked, look-
ing around at the others appealingly.
«go I wrote it down. I even asked
her to kiss it for luck.”

Little Hines came In from the
elevator, picking his teeth and look-
ing contented. .

“He'll tell you!” Phil Kane thrust
a rigid arm towards him. “Hinesy’ll
tell you what I wrote. He sold the
tickets. Hinesy!”

Little Hines looked alarmed. He
rubbed his mouth and blinked while
everyone tried to talk at once. It
was Sue who finally managed to ex-
plain; Andy could only stand there,

t*You! Always putting your oar in!”

watching him with a cold, shrunken
ce.
fa“% don’t know,” Little Hines said
worriedly, when she’d finished. “I
sold four tickets that night. Andy
took one and you took one, too, but
I don’t know what you wrote on
them. The next morning 1 gave
the book and the money to my
cousin, and she sent them back to
Ireland. Didn’t you put your name
it?”

“You didn’t tell us we had to,”
Phil Kane roared huskily. ‘“You said
we could put down anything we
wanted to. And I put down Sweet
Sue because they were playing that

song on the radio. Where’s the cable-

gram?”

That was found at length on
Andy’s desk, under an inkwell.
But it was addressed merely to
Sweet Sue, at- Harmon and Com-
pany’s address; there was no name

n it.

«The ticket number’s here,” Jim
Barnes said excitedly. ‘“Maybe you
and Andy wrote the same thing on
your stubs—but only one of you got
the ticket that’s numbered here.
Where’s yours, Andy?”

The dreadful lump in his throat
prevented him from answering. He
searched his pockets with numb
fingers, but the ticket wasn’t in any
of them; it wasn’t in his wallet.
Across from him Phil Kane began to
dump everything he carried out on
a desk. There was a feverish thirty
seconds while he pawed through
letters and bills—while Andy’s heart
hung in his throat like a rag flutter-
ing in a gale. Then Phil Kane panted,
“Home. I must . . ... ”

He ran for the
door, then ran back,
snatched up the
cablegram, and
scribbled the num-
ber it contained on
a bit of paper. In
another instant he
was gone.

“Come on,” Sue
said, for Andy was
only staring after
him starkly, as if
Incapable of move-
ment. “Yours must

have to find it. Take
the switchboard till
I get back, Ella.”
Andy went out
after her stiffly, like
a robot. He tried
to tell himself that
Phil Kane was only
bluffing, because
that was the kind of
guy he was, thinking
something like this
(Continued on
page 36)

be home too—we’ll -
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John Adamson’s Monster

nightmares was like this. We went
our way btheen those green, eternal
islands, with the careless sun over
and around us. The L: Po, squat and
solid, was no home for fantastic
terrors. In that setting they weren’t
plausible, until I caught a glimpse of
Adamson’s drawn face. But after
such a glimpse there could be no
doubting his two worlds.

I had observed that Adamson slept
on]y three or four hours a night. He
mlghj: hope to cheat his terror by
keeping himself stubbornly awake,
except for cat-naps. It was the wrong
way, I was convinced. He would only
wear himself out. But what was the
right way? I didn’t profess to know.
And the very fact that Adamson
trusted me with his side of the story
bound.me to a measure of discretion.
Captain Ancaster’s meddling was not
for me. The most I could properly do
was to listen when Adamson wanted
to talk a}bout it.

B He tried very hard to be objective.

I.know what caused it. That’s some-
thing. And there may be some par-
tlculay suggestion during the day,
unnoticed at the time, perhaps, that
brings on that dream at night. If I
cop‘ld discover what it is—"

Y(_)u say it comes about once a
fortnight ?”’

“Th(::re’s no telling. Once it came
two nights running.” )

Have you ever had that dream
ashore?”

_“01‘1‘, no!” My question surprised
IKm. 1 cguldn’t_, you see. It’s always
A st;}c(i’ig:g' v‘s, 1 ship, and, naturally,
e all!’? , the writ doesn’t run,

““Always the same ship?”

WhYes, that’'s always plain to me.
i Y, look here!” We were in the
}:ttle chart-room, just off the wheel-
dg:‘?ve. He took a board from the top
to _tel‘, with an outline-map pinned
Macll . The route shown was from
Honlis to §lpgapore, Manila and
Simgl ong. “I'm afraid this is
howp e-minded, but it will show you
Thissyre I am of what I have to fear.

Sha kls the Straits Sovereign’s run.
that eeps to a strict schedule, and
her TI“akeS it easy for me to follow
A always know where she is!”

. PIn with a red top was stuck at
ingapore, “T s fo
Manil omorrow she sails for
sound?' That ought to let me sleep
e ¥, perhaps, knowing she’s no-
yetel% near.- It doesn’t, or it hasn’t

°t. But maybe, if I keep at it, it
will. T don’t know. '

X ére was something very movin
;1?1 mthat_ attempt to comgat witﬁ

o an reason a thing that drew its
g er from being anything but rea-
ionab]e. I wondered how many men,
t?l Adamsop’s place, would have
: ought of it. I didn’t trust myself
0 speak of that. Instead, I said, “At

(Continued from page 13)

the worst, then, you could escape
this thing by taking a job ashore,
couldn’t you?” .

“Yes. If anyone ashore had a job
for a fellow like me! But that isn’t
it. I mustn’t let this thing beat me.
Damn it, I can’t do that! It would
be like running away.”

Then for some days Adamson was
busy. He never liked to have someone
else supervise the stowing of cargo,
and even in port he had much to do.
We went here and there among the
islands, working slowly northward.
The young Chinese supercargo sat
under an awning on deck and wrote
in his books the names of trepang
and tortoise-shell, snake-skins an
pepper and sandalwood, spices anl
gaudy feathers and mother-of-pearl.
Between ports, he related to me th?;
story of the great poet and toss-po
for whom the Li Po was named.
kept no account of time. The afte{—
hatch was closed, and the cover bat-

had his horrible dream.
time, I heard his shriek as he aw?k}?é
It made me shiver, though the I}lﬁ
was hot. He gsaid nothing, either
time, and it was not for me to be_gull-
We made our last call at a 111.;the
port in Samar, and then held n(;:t‘,
with the Philippines to port. ’1;1 161‘3111e
was a moderate sea running an e
wind blew from the north-east, from
the open Pacific. With 2 full carigo,
the Li Po rode easily. It was cooler
than among the Moluccas. A_da:lnson
remarked that. “The glass is rl;)pé
ping, and_this cool air means ti
weather. You're going ’to scfee 'dﬁ
dirty part of our jobs, I'm a ra;l.i
It held off for another day, whil€
we crept up toward Luzon. hen I
went to my cabin that evening, there

was no sign of a storm. The ship had
put me to

just enough motion to

Jsleep quiclg(ly. But Adamson, on the
bridge, had got out his oilskins. In
the middle of the night the storm
burst.

It came with a short, fierce down-
pour. I awoke into a world pitch-dark
and roaring with rain. Even when
it stopped, the scuppers still gurglgd
and spat. We could hear the rain
moving away from us, toward the
south-west. We could hear that until
the wind rose and drowned out all
other sounds. After a struggle, 1
got my port-hole closed and screwed
shut. On deck, the storm clutched at
me with a shriek. I had fairly to
crawl to the bridge-ladder.

We were abreast of Palanan Bay.
We should have the seas on our
quarter until we rounded Cape
Engano. That long, the ship’s hor-
rible spiralling motion would con-

. One more call and we .

tinue. Could she stand it? I asked in
Simple wonder.

‘Adamson laughed. “Oh, yes! She’ll
stand it.”

But we got a terrific battering.
The ship rose to each sea, swayed on
the crest for an endless moment, then
lurched and slithered down. The
decks were waist-deep in water. A
pair of compasses on the chart-room
floor scurried from one side to the
other. Where the thick glass was set
in the frames, drops of water
gathered as stealthily as conspira-
tors, and ran down in a tiny stream
It was stifling in the wheel-house.
The Chinese sailor at the wheel was;,
sweating. _Once or twice Adamson
spoke to him and got a brief mur-
mur by way of reply. I went and put
those compasses In my pocket. It wag
maddening to listen to them. There
was a hard couch in the chart-room
and I sat down there. My watch sajg
four o'clock. In a little while Adam-
son came in, fending off the door-
frame with one hand. “It's gettin
light. We're not far from the Ca .
When we get among the Babyuge.
Islands I'm going to hunt up a'g I;
in the_lle:hpf l;)lne of them. We'1 pl?e
:.(i)g}lg%}’ I 1s blows out. Are you aJ]

“Yes. I've saved your ¢ ”

“Thanks.” He opened 0:1 %ﬁﬁ'.
and paused. “Good Lord! I forgot t}: .
Straits Sovereign!” £ €

He was staring at that ¢
the red-topped pin in it, «
in th}is ‘.7”1 i' asked.

“She left Manila
Illg’on.t é&nc}i I 1t:‘orgot to riii?lg}lxiypiﬁtv

. !
e:ed!” rst time that ever hap-

“No doubt she’ll get " T4
tgnded no .sarcasm.gAdzgggﬁ % o
his expression, took his forgett"ul nose
vem}g} ﬁsgrlously. ness

“Eh? Oh, no doubt!” He m

in. “But w devil aoved the
?orget?” hat the devil made me

About eight o’clock w
gape Engano. At ten we siehtp?issed
islands, and b ghted the
i , ¥ noon we had anchored
in the lee _of one of them. There wa
no let-up in the storm, but we wers
in sheltered water. We went down te
a late breakfast, and to look at thg
Lt Po. Ever} where we were we could
feel the wind go roaring overhead
The seamen came out of the fore:
cagtle and began tying dripping
shirts and trousers up to dry. Their
quarters had been flooded, but they
were cheerful. They were hungry
too, and so were we. It was a loné
time since any of us had eaten, or
slept. We yawned at one another
across the table. Adamson couldn’t
understand that. “I’ve gone for three
days without sleep and felt it less
tl’lan this. It isn’t the storm, either.
I've seen worse ones.” He yawned

hart with
Is she out
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sisted by the following members of
the Executive Committee: P.D.D.
Francis G. Roddy, Treas., Wilson A.
Fuller, Secy., and Samuel J. Langer,
Hugh T. Sheary and John E. Train-
or, members. Mayor Chester J. At-
kinson, a member of Troy Lodge, is
Honorary Chairman: and Edward
Strecker is Honorary Treasurer.

An incentive for even greater ef-
fort on the part of Troy Lodge to
make the meeting the best ever held
is the fact that this year marks the
Silver Jubilee of the State organiza-
tion. Visiting Elks who recall the
State ponvention at Troy ten years
ago will understand the scope of ac-
tivities embodied in the plans now
bem.g perfected for 19837. A Pro-
mot}on Committee has been busy
during past months in its drive for
convention funds, and a series of
publ§c socials and other events are
malgmg the drive a success. Over a
period of three months, a special In-
ter-Lodge Committee of Troy mem-
bers completed a schedule of visita-
tions to each of the Lodges of the
District. At these visits, prelimi-
nary plans were outlined by P.E.R.’s
Philip H. Draper, Chairman, and
Past State Pres. Dr. J. Edward Gal-
lico, and the District Lodges were
asked to cooperate actively with Troy
Lodge in its plans. Pledges of sup-
port were obtained without exception
and most of the Lodges took im-
mediate steps to organize their own
Convention Committees.

.Early requests for hotel reserva-
tions indicated a record-breaking
representation from all parts of the
State, and the Reservation Commit-
tee, anticipating a big job in com-
fortz}b_ly accommodating the influx
of visitors, asks that reservations be
made without delay.

J. H. P. Dyer, Charter Member of
Leominster, Mass., Lod ge, Dies

James H. P. Dyer, a charter mem-
ber of Leominster, Mass., Lodge,
No. 1287, died in Boston on March
5. Mr. Dyer dimitted from Fitch-
burg,.Mass., Lodge, No. 847, when
Leominster Lodge was instituted,
and was one of the group that or-
ganized the Lodge. He was a prom-
Inent attorney and a leader in civic
as well as fraternal life.

Lamar, Colo., Lodge Lose
Cllz)arles A. Owen g s PER.
.E.R. Charles A. Owen, of Lam
Colo., Lodge, No. 1319, died of apo.
p!exy on Monday, March 8. Elk ser-
vices were held for him on Wednes-
dgy attended by a large number of
his fello_w members and others from
Lodges in various parts of the State.
Mr. Owen was District Deputy for
Colorado South during the Grand
Lodge year 1928-29. He will be sorely
missed both as an Elk and a fine
public-spirited man. ’

Sa.n Bernardino, Calif., Lodge Group
Gives a Party

“The Hall Room Boys,” a group
of members of San Bernardino,

Calif., Lodge, No. 836, who reside
in the Lodge Home, give a party
annually on or about the time of St.
Patrick’s Day. This year they gave
a dinner-dance on March 17 at the
California Hotel. Secy. Jack Hos-
field, Harry Hickman, W. B. Rich,
J. P. Majors, George Gibson, Ralph
Wilson and F. E. Schaffer acted as
hosts, welcoming the 75 couples who
attended. An elaborate turkey din-
ner was served, and an eight-piece
orchestra played for dancing. .
The Pittsburgh Pirates were 1n
training at the time in San Ber-
nardino and all who were Elks
brought their wives to the gay party.
These members availed themselves
of the facilities of the Lodge Home
daily during their stay in the city.

Topeka, Kans., Lodge Loses a Dis-
tinguished Member, W. O. Anderson

Topeka, Kans., Lodge, No. 204,
lost one of its old guard when P.E.R.
W. O. Anderson passed away on
March 16. Mr. Anderson joined
Topeka Lodge in 1896 and was a
faithful and an efficient worker until
his health failed several years ago.
However, he continued to visit the
Lodge Home almost daily. He was
noted for his cheerful disposition
and easy personality. .

Mr. Anderson was the 12th Presi-
dent of the Kansas State Elks As-
sociation. For many years he was the
moving spirit in the Elks’ Christmas
celebrations for the needy children
of Topeka. For nearly 50 years he
was engaged in the wholesale pro-
duce business, and took an active
part in civic and charity work. As
an Elk he was known and respected
throughout the State as a leader. He
was a former Trustee of Topeka
Lodge and one of its best loved mem-
bers.

E.R. Terry of Sapulpa, Okla., Lodge
Excels in Degree Work

Initiation ceremonies at a recent
meeting of Sapulpa, Okla., Lodge,
No. 1118, were distinguished by the
splendid work of the Exalted Ruler
and the Esquire. E.R. S. N. Terry
gave the ritualistic work from each
of the four chair stations without
being prompted or assisted. The
Lodge is especially proud of his ac-
complishment.

Greeley, Colo., Lodge Honors its
Past Exalted Rulers

A dinner, at which 22 Past Ex-
alted Rulers were present, was a
feature of P.E.R’s Night held re-
cently by Greeley, Colo., Lodge, No.
809. Past State Pres. Milton L.
Anfenger, of Denver Lodge, made
the presentation of the Past Ex-
alted Rulers’ jewels given the past
officers by the Lodge as a mark of
its appreciation. P.E.R. William R.
Patterson made the response. Judge
James E. Garrigues, the first Ex-
alted Ruler of Greeley Lodge, was
unable to be present, and Mr. An-
fenger was commissioned to carry
his jewel to him with a message of
appreciation. Monroe Goldstein, of

Portland, Ore., Lodge, Executive
Director of the National Convention
Committee, was one of the speakers,
outlining the main features of the
Grand Lodge Convention at Denver.

Entertainment was furnished by
the orchestra and boxing teams of
the Junior High School. The evening
closed with a lunch served by a com-
mittee headed by Harold V. Dawson.

Marion, O., Lodge Loses R. G.
Cheney, Honorary Life Member

On March 22 Marion, O., Lodge,
No. 32, suffered the loss of one of
its honorary life members when
Robert G. Cheney died at his home
in Marion. He had been in failing
health for several years. Mr. Cheney
was born in Urbana, O., on Feb. 27,
1868. For years he was active in
band circles. He led the Dayton, O.,
Band at the World’s Fair in Chicago
in 1893. As an Elk his large circle
of friends included many members
of Lodges throughout the State. He
became an honorary life member of
Marion Lodge on June 4, 1936.

Ritualistic Contest Brings Large
Crowd to Homestead, Pa., Lodge

The Ritualistic Contest, held at
Homestead, Pa., Lodge, No. 650, on
Sunday, Feb. 28, brought a large
crowd of Elks from all parts of the
Pennsylvania Southwest District to
the Lodge Home. The crack Degree
Teams of Pittsburgh No. 11, Shera-
den No. 949, and Homestead Lodges
competed. Sheraden Lodge won with
a percentage of 99.752, Pittsburgh
was second with 99.656, and Home-
stead was third with 98.99. One of
the highlights of the contest was the
fact that E.R. Walter Dailey of Pitts-
burgh Lodge achieved a rating of
100 per cent.

Boy Scout Troop of Saginaw, Mich.,
Lodge Wins in Contest

First place in the valley district
contest, held at Saginaw, Mich., on
March 138, was won by the Boy Scout
Troop sponsored by Saginaw Lodge,
No. 47. Under the able leadership of
its Scoutmaster, F. Emmet Robin-
son, a popular Saginaw Elk, the boys
attained the skill and high efficiency
that made their Troop the outstand-
ing Scout unit of the Valley Trails
Council. After they had heard the
annual report, the Saginaw Elks
voted to renew the Troop’s charter
for another year and gave Scoutmas-
ter Robinson a rising vote of thanks
for his excellent work. The Troop
meets every Monday evening in the
Lodge Home. Saginaw Lodge is co-
operating with the Troop in raising
funds for the trip to the National
Jamboree in Washington, D. C,
June 30-July 9.

The Troop’s Drum and Bugle
Corps of 20 members rehearses not
less than once a week. The Corps
took part in the welcome at the sta-
tion when more than a hundred
members of Alpena, Mich., Lodge
arrived by special train to attend a
recent meeting of Saginaw Lodge.










