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Electrical Transcriptions of the Elks’ Safety Traffic
Program Are at Local Radio Stations

E activity of the Office of the Grand Exalted

Ruler in providing electrical transcriptions in con-

nection with the Elks’ Traffic Safety Program has
met with enthusiastic support from individual mem-
bers, Lodges, State Associations and District Deputies.
At the time of going to press, already more than 175
radio stations, located throughout the country, will have
received the series of 13 records which make up the
program for that number of weeks.

The effectiveness of these transcriptions in backing
up efforts of individual members, Lodges, State Asso-
ciations and District Deputies to bring the important
work of the Elks’ Traffic Safety Program to the atten-
tion of the listening public, will be keenly appreciated.

The discs are planned for a 15-minute period every
week and run from 12 to 13 minutes. The extra time

allows for an announcement by the loca] g o]
Lodge. The transcriptions furnish attractivgonmsgéil(r;]aﬁ
features including the famous ninety-nine piece band
of Los Angeles Logige Nq. 99, the Los Angeles Chant-
ers, and other musical units of our Order. Three min-
utes of the program are devoted to a talk by the Grand
Exalted Ruler on some definite phase of Traffic Safoty
Radio stations all over the country have been most
generous in cooperating with the Eikg’ Traffic Safety
Program, and for their wholehearteq courtesy the
Order is deeptl_y 1rideb}:1ed. b
Various estimates have been made of ¢ . .
audience, and it is safe to assume that the bl!:)(;dlé:tsetn:v?ﬁ
reach many million hearers. Below are listed many of
the radio stations throughout’ the country which carry
the transcription of the Elks’ Traffic Sa fety Bros o

WAPI| Birmingham, Ala. wOWO Fort Wayne, Ind. ﬁéig glk dC“:?/s Okla.
WSFA Montgomery, Ala. vvvllzlala Gary, Ind. KBIX M?:s k-_o!?ckla.ou
WHBB Selma, Ala. . ; ¢ Okla,
KSUN Bisbee, Ariz. or Indianapolis, Ind. WBsZ Phwahoma City, O,
KCRD Jerome, Ariz. WRIE ich d. Ind KGFF haw y, Okla,
: 7 WKBY Richmona, . nee, Oklaq.

KOY Phoenix, Ariz. WBOW Terre Haute, Ind. KORE Eugene, 0y
KERN Bakersfield, Calif. KENF Shenandoah, Towa KSLM alem, ‘Ore."
KHSL Chico, Calif. KSCJ Siouz City, Iowa KEX :
KMJ Fresno, Calif. KWBO Hutchinson, Kansas or Portlang, Ore
KVOS Merced, Calif. KOAM Pittsburg, Kansas KBW. '
KYA San Francisco, Calif. KSAL Salina, Kansas \xlE-ISJTB Easton, pg.
KFOX Long Beach, Calif. WIBW Topeka, Kansas 7L reensburg, pg
KGER Long Beach, Calif. KFH Wichita, Kansas V“\;eAL LazeltOn’ Pq,
KMPC Beverly Hills, Culif. wesH - Portlang, et WORK orpaster, Pa,
ECA Los Angeles, Calif. ’ . pore
mJ ios Angeles, Ca,li;. m;%p gg‘&ﬁ;”“’ﬁ;‘gs wé’gg "Z?‘ZZ::; R'S

03 Angele if. 4 : n,
KEAC  Los Angeles, Gt WLtH - Lowell Moo, WIS Jastanooga, Teny

0s Angeles, Calif. - KGKB Tyler, Fg. il

; WORC Worcester, Mass. yler, Tex

Kbwp  GogiAnactes, Cali WYz Detroit Mickigm, - KIEM - Temple, T5,
KEHE Los Angele if. WELL attle k, ! m, Teg
KVOR Colorad%elg';rgzal;f Colo WIBM Jackson, Michigan KPAC Poyt Arth'zna T
KFKA Greeley, Colo, © " " WKZO  Kalamazoo, Michigan KLUF alveston, Toppe
KFXJ G’randy:lunct'i.on Colo. WFDF Flint, Michigan KIAT Aort Wo"’th: e’f?ﬁas
WwTIC Hartford, Conn. wOoOoD . ids, Michigan BENG Mmarillo, Tey
WOEL A WASH Grand Rapids, Michig KSUB edar City "7y
WIOD Miami, Fla. = WBCM Bay City, Michigan K'E'S gden, Uiqp,
WWwL New Orleans, Fla. wJIM Lansing, Michigan K VB R'-‘we’ Utah,
WDBO  Orlando, Fla, WBEO  Marquette, Michigan whYS  Sichmond, 'y,
WEDY St. Augustine, Fla. KATE Albert Lea, Minn. WMBX 3Pringfield, v
WTAL Tallehassce, Fla. KROC Rochester, Minn. KIRO cattle, Wygp *
WGPC Albany, Ga. WTCN St. Paul, Minn. KHOQ Spokane, Wegh,
WSB Atlanta, Ga. DFBB Great Falls, Mont. KUJ Walla Way, Wash
WRBL Columbus, Ga. KMMJ Clay Center, Neb. KT Yakima, Wog, " *ot
KIDO Boise, Idaho KOIL Omaha, Neb. WCHS Charleston, "y 1,
KID Idako Falls, Idaho KGKY Scotts Bluff, Neb. WSAZ Untington, W' ya
KSEI Pocateilo, Idaho KLPM Minot, N. D. WEAU @ Claire, y;e *
KTFI Twin Falls, Idaho KOVC Valley City, N. D. WTAQ Green Bay! yio-
WCAZ Carthage, Il KGGM Albuquerque, N. Mex. WKBH LaCrosge, Wis 8.
WHFC Cicero, Il KGFL Roswell, N. Mez. WIBA adigon,” 14 "
WTMV East St. Louwis, Ill. WSYR Syracuse, N. Y. WINS Uwaukee, py;
WEBQ Harrisburg, I, wWWwWT Akron, Ohio WHBL eboygan,
WTAD Quiney, I11. WHBC Canton, Ohio WSAV ausau, Wig 8.
WROK Rockford, Il WHKC Columbus, Ohio KGMB ’
WHBF Rock Island, Il WKBN Youngstown, Ohio or Honolyly T
WCBS Springfield, I1I. KADA Ada, Okla. KGU » L. H,
WTRC Elkhart, Ind. KVSO Ardmore, Okla. KHBC

Hilo, 7, g,









around here sick to their stomachs?
Well, you look the same way now!
See here, Batey, you ain’t running
wild, and you just married a year?”’

“I don’t know where you get that
stuff, Chief,” George Batey shrugged.
“Well—I have to go find Birket.”

But it was a scant ten minutes
later that he stepped out of the ele-
vator at the office end of the Coswait
Dye and Casting Company building.
He walked slowly down the hall and
into the ante-room of Coswait’s own
office, where quite shamelessly he de-
voured Miss Bronson with his eyes
through the glass panel until the girl
at the reception desk said, ‘“Eyeful ?”’

“T’ll say she’s an eyeful,” George
Batey mumbled. ‘“Where’s the big
shot ?”

“QOut in the factory somewhere.
You're the detective, aren’t you?
Want me to have him paged?”’

“No, I—I guess I'll go in and chew
the fat with the young lady awhile,”
Mr. Batey muttered.

His hands were not acting as usual
today. They fumbled around the
brim of his hat as he stepped over to
Thyra Bronson. It was a queer per-
formance for George Batey and his
vapid smile was even more queer.
Thyra looked up from the mail she
was sorting.

“Did you kidnap Mr. Vance? He
left with you, didn’t he?”

“He’s gone somewhere on business,
I think he said. Listen! I—I guess
plenty of people have told you you’re
very beautiful, huh?”

“So I am,” the girl said cheerfully.
“I’ve got mirrors at home, you know.
Some day I'll get tired of working
and marry me a handsome million-
aire. Are you the millionaire or
are you just the fellow who’s going
to tell me he has a friend who can get
me into pictures if you say so?”

“Nothing like that, kid,” Mr. Batey
sighed. “Um—well. Now, about this
Birket.”

“You didn’t come back here to talk
about Birket.”

“Okay—1I didn’t come back here to
talk about Birket,” Mr. Batey
grinned. ““So leaving off the kidding,
how about a bite of
lunch? Very expensive
food, any place you say

attention back to the mail. “You just
run along and attend to business for
a change.” .

She looked him up and down, till
you might have thought, George
Batey reflected, he was something in
a jar or pinned to a board.

“You’re absolutely all alike, aren’t
you?” she said, without much inter-
est.

In a sense, Mr. Batey appeared to
deflate.

“Okay, baby, I get it,” he said
drearily. “Well, it seems I can now
go look for Birket, huh? On account
of there is really nothing else to take
up my time?”

But it was only a few minutes past
two when he drifted back into the
Coswait office again.

Coswait asked eagerly, “Well?
Well, Batey? Any clues?”

“Not a sign of one since I saw you
last,” Mr. Batey confessed.

“You haven’t found Birket?”

Mr. Batey's eyes, having roved
over to Miss Bronson, roved vaguely
back to Coswait.

“Not to kid you any, I ain’t started
lookin’ for Birket yet.”

“Well, for the love of heaven, why
not?” Coswait roared. “What in the
name of—"’

“Mr. Coswait! Your blood-pres-
sure!” Thyra Bronson put in. “Re-
member your blood-pressure. And
I've a message for Mr. Batey, too.
Your brother Jim called up ten or
fifteen minutes ago. He said you'd
left word at the agency to get in
touch with you here. He’s on from
Boston for three days.” .

“Yeah? Swell!” Mr. Batey said
without enthusiasm. “There’s more
work for the wife, with him s]eepmg
on the studio couch and eatlng,hls
head off. He say he’d call back? .,

“Yeg, he said he’d try again and—

“Well, that’s sufficient, Thyra—let
that rest!” Mr. Coswait snapped.

“I'm trying to find out what the devil
I'm paying this man for. See here,
Batey! Just what is the reason fqr
your very curious languor 1n this
matter ?” .

George Batey grinned faintly.

and we'll go in a taxi.
Sold ?”’

Miss Bronson looked
him up and down in her
unruffied way.

‘“You’re not married,

by any chance, Mr.
Batey ?”’ she asked.
“Well — so what?”

George Batey parried
avoiding her eye. “A
guy is married. He's
nuts about his wife.
And still, does he have
to get the hot seat be-
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“Now, listen, Mr. Coswait,” he
said, “it might just be you ain’t very
familiar with the detective business,
see? What I mean, some operatives
will work one way and then some op-
eratives will work some other way.
Now, you take a very high-class op-
erative like me—"’

‘“You’re a high-class operative, are
you?” Coswait gritted. “Well, let’s
see if we can't get a low-class one
here and get some results!”

He reached for the telephone, but
even then it had begun to buzz and
Miss Bronson, having answered it,
said, “Here’s your brother again, Mr.
Batey. Take it over there on Mr.
Coswait’s desk, if you like.”

“Hello! Jim? ... Yeah .. . Yeah,
Jim,” George Batey droned, taking
it over there on Mr. Coswait’s desk
as Miss Bronson hung up her own
instrument. “Yeah . .. Yeah, sure,
Jim ... Okay ... Okay . . . Okay,
Jim. Be seein’ you. ’Bye.”

And then Mr. Batey rose and, as
he stepped over to Thyra’s desk, a
remarkable change in him became
apparent. It was as if he tightened
up, from head to foot.

“I'm sorry, baby,” he said simply.
“Off with that pretty dress!”

“What?” Miss Bronson gasped.

“You heard me, kid. I ain’t no po-
lice matron, but I ain’t takin’
chances. Off with that dress!”

“Say, upon my word, Batey!” Cos-
wait thundered, coming out of his
chair. ‘““There are limits to asinin-
ity, even in—"

But there he stopped short. An
utterly astounding change had come
over Miss Bronson as well. Snatch-
ing up her handbag, she had whisked
out of her chair. Eluding Mr. Batey’s
grabbing fingers, she ran to the door,
opening the bag as she went; and
now her right hand came out of the
bag, clutching a little blue automatic
in steady fingers.

“All right!” she panted. “Stay
where you are, both of you. I don’t
want to do it, but I will if I have to.”

“But—but—why, Thyra—why, God
bless my soul—" Coswait mouthed.

Mr. Batey merely grinned and put
up his hands; but he
was edging impercep-
tibly toward Miss

Bronson as he ad-
dressed Coswait.
“You better start

reachin’ for the ceiling,
prother. I got a sneak-
ing suspicion that the
kid means what she
says.”

‘“You stand still
there! If either of you
follows me or gives an
alarm, I'll let you have
it!” the girl cried, back-
ing toward the door.

“Yeah, and who is

cause he asks a beauti-

likely to follow you and

ful girl to eat lunch
with him ?”

“Maybe not, although
it does happen now
and then,” Miss Bron-
son said and turned her

get all holes made in
himself ?”” George Batey
laughed sadly. “You
win, beautiful, so—"
and then he jumped,
first to one side and
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It failed only once because of unfly-
able weather. Jim Piersol, aviation
editor, and the News’ air cameraman
spent most of their time at the air-
port, ready to take off for anywhere
at a moment’s notice. They made
388 flights and scored a number of
notable scoops.

For instance, there was a murder
trial going on—the big local story
of the day. One of the key witnesses
was missing. A News correspondent
in a small town 200 miles away lo-
cated the missing man and phoned
the paper. In half an hour the plane
was on its way, with a deputy sheriff
and a subpoena. The witness was
bundled into the ship and flown back
to Detroit in time to make a dramatic
appearance in the courtroom before
the trial was adjourned and gave the
News a “beat”.

A spring flood washed out a score
of villages in southern Indiana and
Illinois. Next day the News had
a page of exclusive pictures taken
by its flying photographer. Con-
victs in the Ohio State Prison at
Columbus staged a riot and jail-
break, which ended in a pitched bat-
tle with the National Guard and sev-
eral dead—another photographic
“beat” for the News.

Air commuting is a practical phase
of private flying, which has recently
come into vogue. It has brought
Westhampton, Newport and even Bar
Harbor within commuting range of
Wall Street. The late Richard F.
Hoyt, chairman of the Curtiss-Wright
Corporation, started the idea in 1932.
He had been commuting during the
summer months from Lloyd’s Neck,
Long 1Island, by speed boat, but
switched to a seaplane. The flying
time was eighteen minutes. A dif-
ficulty at first was proper landing
facilities at the New York end. An
air-minded Mayor and work relief
money remedied that. At the foot
of Wall Street in the East River a
165-ton landing ramp and turn-table
were built at an expense of $35,000.
Seaplanes and amphibians land in
the river and discharge their pas-
sengers within five minutes’ walk of
the financial center. On the dock
are waiting rooms and facilities for
fueling,

AVIATION clubs are mushrooming
up all over the land, but the Aviation
Country Club at Hicksville, L. I.,
is still the leader in promoting ama-
teur aviation. Its annual cruises
correspond to the New York Yacht
Club’s annual cruise up Long Island
Sound and usually cover about the
same ground, following the coast
north as far as Maine by easy stages.
Other private clubs in Chicago, De-
troit, St. Louis and especially on the
West Coast, where private flying is
popular, hold similar cruises.

The Hearst ranch at San Simeon.
Calif., has a private landing field.
Most of the Hearst visitors are flown
in and out. Other big estates also
use planes to save time. W. P. Fuller,
a San Francisco business man, flies

back and forth between his office and

his home on Pillsbury Lake, 150 miles
in fifty minutes. He has his own
field with two 2,000-foot runways, a
private radio weather reporting sys-
tem and a log cabin hangar built of
timber cut on the property. Private
fields are no longer exceptional. A
list of them would fill a volume and
include many well known names.

The British, who are great gad-
abouts, do more long distance flying
for sport than any other nationality.
This is natural. Every Englishman
has an uncle or a cousin in India, or
South Africa, or Australia, or Can-
ada, and they are much given to
visiting “out there” and “down un-
der”.

SUCH flights should not be con-
fused with stunt flights or round-
the-world hops. The British, men
and women both, have made some
remarkable air journeys without any
publicity at all. The fact that a flyer
can set out on a jaunt of 10,000
miles or so without arousing com-
ment is a healthy indication that
the days of stunt flight ballyhoo are
passing.

America is not far behind in aerial
globe trotters, however. Late one
afternoon not so long ago, a news-
paper reporter at Curtiss Field at
North Beach, just outside of New
York, noticed a somewhat battered
Bellanca seaplane circle in and land.
Two half-frozen young men climbed
out. The reporter, scenting a pos-
sible story, asked them where they
had come from. They said Moore-
head City, N. C., and that they had
been bucking a 45-mile head wind,
with cold and fog. Ice had formed
on the wing and made it unsafe to

fly. Ice floating in the water had
made it practically impossible to
land.

“Just a tough hop,” one of the
youths remarked.

“Worst we've had since Borneo-
Manila,” the other added casually.

They had completed a 29,000-mile
flight around the world without so
much as having their picture in the
newspaper. In fact, they had pur-
posely dodged publicity and had
slipped away quietly five months be-
fore, because they were afraid their
friends would think they were fool-
hardy to make such a long journey,
and try to talk them out of it. This
team of unsung adventurers was
Dr. Richard Light, instructor in
surgery at Yale, and Robert Wilson,
a Yale graduate, whose hobby is
radio.

One of the problems that arise in
connection with private flying is
that of ground facilities. As com-
mercial and private aviation expand,
this problem becomes increasingly
pressing. Even as mass production
is the only medium through which
good airplanes can be turned out at
low cost, so inexpensive ground
charges must make it economically
possible for the average person to
operate and maintain his plane. To

this end it may be necessary to es-
tablish a system of landing fields
which operate almost on a chain-
store basis— Aerial Service Stations,
quite like the gasoline emporiums
that string along on the highways.
In fact, it is not far fetched to pre-
dict that landing strips may be con-
structed adjacent to the main high-
ways of the nation so that private
pilots may roll up to the gasoline
pumps, have their tanks filled, oil
checked and windshields wiped, with
a weather report thrown in for good
measure.

These landing strips would be
much smaller than those on regular
airports. They would be of particular
value if roadable airplanes, of the
type already mentioned, should be-
come popular. But whatever form
the landing facilities for private fly-
ers may take—landing strips or
chain-store airports—the indications
are that air-flivvers and air-yachts
will soon be banished from all major
airports which, even now, are so
crowded with commercial air opera-
tions that they, at times, find it diffi-
cult to handle the traffic. It is safe
to say that within a few years nearly
all the large air-terminals will be
closed to itinerant flyers. Unless
steps are taken, and quickly at that,
to meet the ground requirements of
private pilots they will, in the real
sense of the word, be very much up
in the air.

AN]_) while we are on the subject
of being up in the air, here is an-
other complication that is bound to
grow into a good-sized headache be-
fore it is solved: With the develop-
ment of civil airways, the trend is
to confine the use of these airways
to planes equipped with radio facili-
ties that keep them in touch with
the ground. It would be useless to
presume that the average plane
owner, who has to cut financial cor-
ners to operate his plane, could afford
to jnsta]l expensive two-way radio
equipment. Therefore, unless he has
a system of airways and airports
all his own, the private flyer would
not only be up in the air, but with
no place to go. The solution of this
difficulty may lie in superimposing
a brand new set of non-commercial
airways along the regular highway
map. Just how this would work out
is a question only experience can an-
swer.

One safety factor in private flying
that remains to be mentioned is the
parachute—not the type of para-
chute worn by individual flyers, but
a ship-chute attached to the plane
itself and large enough to lower
plane, pilot and passengers to the
ground, in case of engine failure or
structural breakdown over bad ter-
ritory. The pilot would merely pull
a lever and a parachute folded into
a compartment on the top of the
plane would whip open and lower
the ship safely to the ground. Wheels
and wings might break, but human
necks would be relatively safe.
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mous proficiency would seem to quali-
fy the Swedes and Norwegians as
the logical teachers of the sport, but
they did not recognize the gold mine
in their back yard until it was too
late. The most intricate and danger-
ous stunts on skis came so naturally
to the Northern people that they
never bothered to analyze teaching
technique.

Then again, geography was all
against them. The populous regions
of Sweden and Norway are flat and
can be used only for cross-country
skiing, which is too strenuous and
prosaic for neophytes. Both coun-
tries are well off the beaten tourist
track and the bright idea of turning
skiing into a paying proposition
never struck the Scandinavians be-
tween their big, blue eyes. While
they were entertaining, the Swiss
and Austrians were instructing all
comers and took charge of the situ-
ation.

Schneider began to lay down his
basic principles in 1907, when he
was appointed to the teaching staff
of the Austrian army. (Seven cen-
turies ago soldiers were equipped
with skiis; King Swerre of Sweden
used them at the battle of Oslo in
1200.) After the World War, when
visitors on the prowl for new thrills
~ returned to the fashionable Arlberg

Mountains in Austria, Schneider was
ready for business. He opened his
celebrated school and began to preach
the gospel of the “vorlage”, which is
still the distinctive feature of his
system.

You’d better learn the definition
of “vorlage”; you’ll be hearing it
with increasing frequency during the
next few years. Reduced to simple
language it is the method of riding
the runners with bent knees, heels
ou the skis and a forward lean of
the body. Among other things,
Schneider maintains that the flexed
knees act as shock absorbers over
rough terrain and that the body in
the position of the *“vorlage” is so
relaxed that a minimum degree of
stamina is required—the secret of
good skiing. Beginners are pains-
takingly coached in the ‘“vorlage”
since the Schneider people believe it
makes for better control of the skis,
and, therefore, greater safety; fa-
cilitates execution of the snow-plow
—a maneuver for decreasing speed,
in which the front ends of the skis
are brought together—and of various
turns, particularly the stem and stem
Christiana.

Comes a mighty snort of derision
from the general direction of the
Alps. That would be the Swiss ask-
ing—nay, demanding—that you hold
the crouch position on your living
room floor for as little as three min-
utes without collapsing from sheer
exhaustion. The Swiss Ski School.
a consensus of the better minds of
the_c_ountry, recommends an upright
position as more comfortable and
n_atu'ral and it seems to have a con-
vincing selling point in the fact that
the Scandinavians have been skiing in
that fashion from time immemorial.

The Swiss concede that the “vor-
lage” is necessary for taking bumps,
declines and turns, that it is easier to
teach. They also hasten to report
that the “vorlage” is dangerous since
it is difficult to control speed—a vi-
tally important consideration on_a
downhill run When a man can easily
exceed 65 miles an hour. The crouch,
reducing wind resistance and throw-
ing the weight to the front part of
the skis, is frowned upon by the
Swiss, especially for beginners. The
Swiss teach the “rucklage”’—shifting
the weight to the rear of the skis—as
the safest brake.

Having made a choice between the
two methods—about which he doesn’t
know much, anyway—a total stran-
ger to skis can be reasonably sure of
striking out on a gentle slope and
remaining in one whole piece after
six to ten lessons. Optimistic in-
structors with a good line even prom-
ise to have a pupil dashing like
mad hither and yon after two hours
of instruction, but the average citizen

WATLL

JUMPING 1S TO SKIING AS DIVING
1S TO SWIMMING = STUNT STUFF

requires about three years of con-
stant practice before he is adept
enough to risk an unknown trail
Women frequently learn the funda-
mentals quicker than men, but the
latter usually catch up and pass the
lovely ladies who are so intrigued
with their fetching ensembles.

The overwhelming majority of
ski instructors in this country are
Europeans. Charley Proctor, Har-
vard coach, is probably the only na-
tive-born teacher of prominence.
With the standard price set at $1.50
for a half-hour lesson at the outdoor
resorts or in the department stores,
most of the professionals are doing
all right by themselves. At St.
Moritz, the swanky ski capital of the
world, any one of the 120 licensed
instructors can be engaged this win-
ter at five francs for a private les-
son of one hour and the group fee is
six dollars a week with classes in
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session all day. The Austrians and
Swiss attribute the difference in fees
to the higher cost of living in Amer-
ica. Nothing at all is said, of course,
about the old, familiar dodge of
charging as much as the traffic will
bear.

Professionals are divided into two
rigid classifications—instructors and
competitors. Top-flight skiing de-
mands such a strenuous training rou-
tine that the competitors have no
time to teach and, conversely, the
teachers cannot spare the time to get
into condition. The blue-ribbon clas-
sic in skiing is not the quadrennial
Winter Olympic Games—an amateur
event which automatically disquali-
fies 85 per cent of the best men on
the Continent—but the F. I. S. (In-
ternational Ski Federation) cham-
pionships which alternate between
Austria and Switzerland annually.

There are only two events, the
downhill race and the slalom, a tricky
affair in which contestants are timed
over a prescribed course marked with
staggered flags. The competition is
terrifically keen; last year only two
seconds separated the first five men
to finish a four-mile course. There
is no recognized world championship
for jumping. Several countries hold
national meetings and the daredevil
Scandinavians are still supreme in
that phase of the sport.

An embryo skier can set himself
up in business with skis, boots and
harness for strapping the runners to
his feet, for as little as twenty dollars,
and a new process for making the
gkis by machine will reduce the price
when it is perfected. Then again,
you don’t have to do extensive shop-
ping to spend one hundred dollars
for the basic paraphernalia. Old,
warm clothes will do very nicely for
casual skiing and it is possible to
purchase an adequate ten-dollar snow
suit which will pass muster at gz
modest winter resort.

The snow is free—when and ir
you can find it. The distressingly
mild winter of 1936-37 might have
ruined the sport altogether, but the
virus is so strong that those who
have been infected are willing to
brood in a corner until the land-
scape has been transformed into what
is poetically known as a winter won-
derland.

Paradoxically enough, the free
snow puts skiing beyond the reach
of the city-dwelling wage earner in
the lower brackets. Ski trains ang
week-end excursions to the cheaper
resorts are too expensive for our old
friend, the well known man in the
street, but maybe Mr. Roosevelt can
do something about that, too. In
the meantime, the Union Pacific Rail-
road, under the =gis of Averell Hay-
riman, has given America perhaps
the finest ski center in the world at
Sun Valley in southern Idaho. Plen-
tifully endowed with the powder
snow which makes the best skiing
surface, miles of open runs, a va-
riety of sloping mountains and mod-
ern contraptions for hoisting the
skiers back to the top of the run,



























