

















































































































toward heaven. The North Star was
over his left shoulder and he looked
at it. Almost it was as though
the old seaman wanted something
familiar to which he might cling.
Sacrilege was aboard this night. The
sound of it was harsh in his ears.

“So you figure I have to turn back,

do you?’ said Captain McLean
slowly.
“Yes, we figger that,” said Rodorf.
“Why ?7,

“On account we didn’t sign on for
no war. We're neutral. We ain’t
takin’ no sides an’ we don’t want
t’get mixed in no war.”

“Neutral, eh?” said McLean.
“That’s the only reason you wan
me to turn back?” .

“That’s the only reason.”

“Would it make any difference if
I doubled your wages?”

“Huh?!,

“You heard me, Rodorf! Would
that make any difference to your
neutrality ?”

Rodorf rubbed a hand along his
jaw. He looked at Slater. Slater
grinned. Rodorf said, “How’s about
it, Slater?”

“What do I care?” said Slater.
“I'm jus’ listenin’.”

“How about you, McGuire?”

“For double?” said McGuire.
“That ain’t bad, Rodorf.”

“That all right with you, Jeremy?”

Jeremy’s eyes were on the North

Star. He kept them there. His
mouth was closed. He kept it
closed.

“Speak up, Jeremy!” said Captain
McLean. “Would double wages
change your mind, you old walrus!”

“I do what I'm told, Cap'n,” said
Jeremy. “I'm a seaman.”

“You might have been a seaman
once, Jeremy,” said McLean. “Now
you're a sea lawyer. A mumbling
old woman like the rest of them!”

“ E don’t have to take no abuse,

Cap’n,” said Rodorf quickly. He
leaned forward and squinted out
from beneath the brim of his
sou’wester. “You ain’t got no right
t’abuse us, an’ we don’t have t’take
it!”

The captain’s hands were tight
about the rail. He eased his body
to the lift of his ship. He breathed
deeply through his nose and stared
back at Rodorf.

«“You want double wages?”’ he said.

“we’ll put it up to th’ crew.”

«“Do that,” said Captain McLean.
“And get off my bridge!”

0Old Jeremy had closed his eyes.
He opened them now and looked
again at the North Star. A cloud
was racing toward it, but the North
Star was still in its place. Jeremy
wondered about that. He turned and
followed the men to the ladder. He
grasped the iron rails with both
hands as though to brace himself
for a kick. It didn’t come. Old
Jeremy would have felt better if it
had. He walked forward. . ..

There was a meeting at the change
of the watch. Another meeting in
the morning. A committee informed

the captain that double wages were
not enough. They suggested triple
wages. Captain McLean suggested
they all go to hell. The committee
threatened to report him for abusive
language. The captain said he was

sorry his language was abusive. He"

hadn’t meant it to be abusive. He
would pay triple wages and the ship
would continue. The committee
agreed.

And that night the ship ran with-
out lights.

Old Jeremy stood the morning
watch in the eyes with Slater. They
watched the gray dawn creep out of
the east and spread across the water.
Gray water. The world was gray.
Wind was promising but it hadn’t
come. The ocean was flat.

“We was lucky,” said Slater. He
jerked a thumb toward the freight-
er’s stack. The crew was at work,
painting out the flaring red band.
Painting it gray. Painting the
bridge gray, and the lifeboats.

“Yop,” said old Jeremy. “We was
lucky.”

“I don’t like
Slater.

paintin’,” said

HE turned the collar of a worn
blue coat higher about his neck.
Summer was gone. There was a nip
in the air. Jeremy looked off to the
south. He looked to the east, then
back fo the south again. He shifted
his chew of tobacco and pursed his
thin lips. He started to whistle. Not
loud. The notes split and wavered
off key. The tune was old: It’s a
long way to Tipperary, it’s a long
way to go. . . .

Slater grinned. “Feelin’ good?”

Jeremy broke the tune. He looked
to the south again. “Nope,” he said.
“Jus’ whistlin’ up a wind. You know
how to whistle good, Slater?”

“What you want wind for?”

“Waves. Waves an’ rain.”

“I don’t want no rain.”

Jeremy looked to the south.

“Rain’d be good,” he said. “Y’can’

hide in rain. Hide good. Subs can’t
see much in rain. Not if it’s heavy
rain.” He half turned to glance at
the bridge. Captain McLean was

looking south. Using a glass. Jeremy

leaned over the rail to watch. a
porpoise at play. “Yeah, y’can hide
good in rain.”

“A-scared a them subs?”

“YOp.” . .

Slater laughed. “They ain’t goin’
to bother us none.”

aybe.”
Slater likzd the old fellow. Wanted
to cheer him up. “Ferget about them
subs, Jeremy. Gettin’ triple wages,

ain’t ya?”

“YOp."

“Easy way t'make money, ain’t
it?”

“Maybe,” said Jeremy. He

watched the porpoise slide through
a wave top.

“You really a-scared?” said Slater
doubtfully.

“I tole you I was, onct.”

“Then why don’t y’keep a better
lookout ?”

“What for?” asked Jeremy. He
turned to look at the curving wake
that spread like a white crescent
over the gray water. The freighter
was swinging north. Jeremy nodded
and leaned over the rail again to
watch the porpoise racing the bow.
“Suppose we sighted a sub, eh? Then
what?” .

Slater’s grin was wry. “Yeah,
then what?”

“We got no gun,” said Jeremy. He
leaned well over the rail and looked
aft. “Not that it’d do much good,
but we got no gun.” .

Slater looked - aft. ‘“What you
lookin’ at?” -

“Nothin’. Jus’ lookin’.”

“Changed course, didn’ we?”

“A-huh.”

“Why?” said Slater. “Why’re we
runnin’ north?”

“Zig-zaggin’, I guess,” said Jer-
emy. He looked down at the flat
gray water. Spat on it. “Always
zig-zag on account it fools them subs.
Used t'zig-zag a lot in the old war.
Zig-zagged over most a this here
ocean, I guess.”

“Zig-zaggin’,” said Slater. “That’s
crazy.”

An hour passed. And another.
Rodorf and Teddy Hendel came for-
ward to relieve them. Slater stayed
to talk. Old Jeremy walked aft. He
folded his thin arms on the curving
taffrail and looked down into the
bubbling wake. Soon he heard
leather heels on the steel deck. A
pair of blue coated arms were folded
on the rail beside his.

“Did you see it, Jeremy?” asked
Captain McLean.

“Yes'r,” said Jeremy. “I seen it.”

“Think you’re going to spend that
triple pay?”’

“That wasn’t none a my doin’,
Cap'n.”

“I know it.”

Jeremy watched a smother of
white water roll over upon itself.
He shifted his chew and looked at
the back of his right hand. There
was a white scar that ran the width
of it. A rope burn. Made when
Jeremy had helped to launch one of
the old California’s lifeboats.

. “I figgered you seen it,” said
Jeremy. “That’s why I didn’ report,
s'r. I seen you change course.”

“] know,” said the captain.

“No use to scare ’em,” said Jeremy
quietly.

“No use,” said Captain McLean.

THE blue coated arms were gone.
Jeremy heard leather heels on the
steel deck. Going away. He looked
toward the far horizon, pursed his
thin lips, and told the gray water in
a quavering whistle that it was a
long, long, way to Tipperary. . . .
The day was long. The night was
longer. Talk and more talk, until
Jeremy tore a page from Slater’s
magazine, rolled it into wads and
stuffed his ears. He slept in his
clothes with a lifejacket for a pillow,
and his shoes swung by their laces
that were knotted to the bunk rail
He’d been to the galley for a chat
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dangerous in that defense, one to be
respected. Frail as he seemed to be,
he had the ability to strike from
afar off. There had been a flash,
a startling roar, and the pain of the
man’s distant striking had lanced
through the top of the King’s neck,
through the great muscles that
joined his shoulder. This had com-
prised a lesson not to be forgotten;
whenever he saw the man again that
old wound itched and he kept out of
sight. Thereafter it had only been
by night that he had stolen the honey
and the fat animals that squealed.

He had held no animosity, and the
man, in turn, had not trailed him
into the forest but had been enraged
and violent only when he, the King,
was a trespasser. All this was as it
should be, since everything that
moved had its proper place in stream,
forest and sky. Each had his food,
his lair and his young and was en-
titled to defend them. This was the
man’s place where he had his mate
and reared his young. It was his
rep.lm; within its bounds even the
King had never challenged his right
and rule.

And now, knowing the man, aware
of how dangerously he could defend
his rights against anything that
breathed, the King moved in close
to the edge of the clearing and there
took up his residence. It was the
farthest corner of the valley; be-
yond this point he could not retreat.
For a few days, at least, the young
grizzly—who was merely suspicious
but not understanding of men—
would not draw near.

NIS:iHTShwere lorllcg and wakefﬁl,

nce he must keep perpetually
on the alert. As surely as that the
sun would rise on the morrow was
the certainty that the young grizzly
was on the prowl again, trailing him
down. The new moon, the love moon,
was a strengthening crescent in the
sky. To the young grizzly each hour
that his enemy lived was fuel to
mounting fires.

. It was by day that the King lived
rom moment to infinitely pleasant
moment. After he had gorged on
salmon-berries and drunk deep, he
loved merely to lie there, comfortable
and ,warm, and look down on the
man’s clearing. It was not far
away; it was so close, in fact, that
even the King’s near-sighted eyes
could see all that was going on. He
came to know when the man’s sleep
yvashdone;_there would be a stirring
in the cabin, the chopping of wood,
imgke pouring from the chimney.
; er the man would go out to the
ehgelof the forest, his axe over his
; ou der and the stick that struck
tl1lom a distance held carelessly in
t e other hand. Then, from the in-
erior of the cabin from time to
time, would come the sound of the
woman's voice raised in song.
fBut most of all, because the way
gh cubs, man cubs, was a delight to

e eye, he loved to watch the little
one at play. The King did not show
himself, of course. The man would
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think that Death, not one who un-
derstood, was peering from the
thicket. But the day really began
for the King when the man cub
came out of the ecabin and the
woman, after glancing about the
clearing and toward the forest, went
back inside and left him there.

The little one would not join his
father, because the man was now
laboring deep in the forest, his axe
ringing. He played close at hand
and when he strayed too far away
the woman would come to the door
and call him back. She watched her
cub, this woman, more closely even
than a she-grizzly. At his slightest
cry she always came running, if only
to look and laugh and turn away;
he was ever in her thoughts. . . .

Until the last day, that is, the
certain day when she invariably went
down the river bank and later came
back to hang out clothing on the
line. That once she relaxed her
vigilance, forgetting the ancient law
of the forest: that a cub unwatched
is a cub lost.

T was warm and pleasant beyond

words that morning. The man went
to the forest, his axe blade flashing
in the sun, his striking stick swing-
ing loosely. Later the woman came
out and went down to the river bank,
clinging to the little one with one
hand and balancing a great basket
on her shoulder with the other. The
King was a_little disappointed to
realize that this was the day for the
clothes on the line; because the bulk
of the cabin was in the way, he was
forced to move a little from his
hiding place, and creep silently
along the slope, closer to the clear-
ing, to bring the woman and cub
into view.

He was presently glad that he had
moved, for when the little one re-
turned alone—its mother unaware
that it had gone—the King was much
closer than usual, so that he could
gsee the cub more clearly. It was a
novel and delightful sight, indeed,
this cub; chubby and bare-footed,
hairless except for great curls that
hung down over its alert, laughing
eyes. It came around the cabin,
halting to stand on tiptoe, so that it
could shout into a barrel that stood
there. Its tiny voice rumbled in the
barrel, “Boo! . .. Boo!”

It came on past the cabin and out
into the open. It was now close to
the King who was lying in grass that
barely concealed his great, bulging
torso. The King knew that the cub,
if startled, would run away, perhaps
hide in the cabin, and the day and
clearing would be empty again. He
therefore held himself motionless as
a stalking cougar, scarcely daring
to breathe.

The little one came on, closer yet,
and squatted to examine some insect
that crawled laboriously there, It
was a beetle, thrusting through the
grass. The little one took up a stick
and put it in the beetle’s path. The
insect crawled upon the stick, but
soon released its hold and fell,

and though the cub turned round
and round, backing this way and
that, the bulky insect had eluded
him.

The King understood. Beetles had
a habit of crawling down close to
the grass roots and lying there, mo-
tionless. The cub would one day
learn to depend on his nose rather
than his eyes in such a case.

The little one moved farther up
the clearing so that the King was
forced to thrust his nose ever so
gently through the grass, parting it
to peer through. The cub stooped
and took up a stone in its forepaw.
It whirled its forepaw vigorously
and released the stone which flew
like a bird, and the cub’s effort
caused it to sit down with a grunt.
it rose up to its hands and knees,
then reared up and so stood, sprad-
dle-legged, its head thrust forward a
little. its arms hanging loosely. Its
mouth opened as though it intended
to cry out; yet it made no sound.
The King could see the whites of
its eyes glisten.

Because the cub’s posture was odd
and it stood motionless, the King’s
curiosity was aroused. He thrust
his head farther through the open-
ing in the grass, his nostrils quiver-
ing. The wind was coming from the
sun, which was down-river. This
made it impo§51ble to gain any ink-
ling of what impended from the up-
river direction, so that it was his
eyes alone that detected the young
grizzly who was just emerging from
the shadows beneath the farther
trees.

The King lay quiet, watching. The
cub likewise stood motionless, seem-
ing to be paralyzed both by fright
and curiosity. As the young grizzly
came on, his nose close to the ground
and his small eyes fixed intently
upon the cub, the King noticed that
his enemy’s pelt was darkly stained
with mud and littered salmon-berry
leaves. He had just come from the
swamp, that was plain.

BUT he had also been gorging on
more than berries. There were
other stains on jowls and chest, the
marks of the kill. The young mon-
arch, therefore, had just eaten warm
meat. It could not have been long
before, else he would have paused to
remove .these stains, being both fas-
tidious and vain. He had surprised
some unfortunate raccoon, perhaps,
in the salmon-berry swamp.

The unfortunate part of it was—
the King sensed this with vague re-
gret—that the blood-lust, the fevers
born of the kill, still held the young
grizzly in their grip. He knew little
of man. The cub was before him,
alone and helpless, and to the in-
flamed young monarch, already in
the reckless mood of the season, the
cub was meat. His nose told the
story; not only his nose but his belly
was low as he advanced, crouching.
His weight was shifted forward,
braced and ready to charge should
his quarry flee.

The cub turned suddenly, aware







through his teeth, and Bingo Mar-
tinson, the Tigers’ chunky goalie,
frowned at him. “Damn’ waste of
time,” Bingo grumbled. “We’ll be
lucky to get one game from these
Bruins, let alone get in the next
bracket. I oughta be on that train.”

Bingo paused, his eyes round and
scared, and Hobey felt a new and
entirely unexpected rush of sympa-
thy for Bingo. The little goalie was
worried about a woman, too. Bingo’s
wife was up there in Winnipeg, and
Shg was expecting a baby.

‘Quit frettin’,”” Hobey said. “She’ll
be okay.”

B “Sure,” Bingo said raggedly.

Sure she will. But I ought to be
up there with her. This is our
first . ..”

Hobey mumbled soothingly, sur-
prised and awkward with this new
feeling of friendship he had for
Bingo Martinson. Before this, Bingo
had been just another hockey player.
A teammate at the moment, but may-
be last year Bingo was with Toronto,
and maybe next year he would be
traded to Detroit. And all hockey
players came into the league with a
black scowl for the veteran Hobey
Dahl, the hardest, most merciless
man on ice.

“You’re not so tough,” Martha
had ’sald. “You just act tough so they
won’t take any liberties with you.”

Hobey shook his head wonderingly.
It was kind of like that. He didn’t
bust the new ones over the boards,
and give ’em the butt end of his
stick in the guts for the same rea-
sons he used to; because he was a
rough kid who had been kicked
around, and figured you had to get
;23 other guy first, before he got

OBEY gave them the business

now, once in a while, because he
had to keep them respectful. Let
those guys suspect just for a second
that he wasn’t the old Hobey Dahl,
that his legs tied up like gnarled tree
roots along in the second period, and
they would be all over him like a
pack of wolves. And he needed
another couple of years to have his
stake for that laundry.

He wanted the laundry more than

ever now. Martha had left her office
at four o’clock this afternoon to sit
with Hobey while he ate his dinner.
He had told her about the laundry;
explained that it was a good busi-
ness. It was the only thing he had
lealjned in his boyhood with a wan-
dering and wastrel father.
. He told her about the eight shin-
ing trucks, and the white house with
the pillars in the residential section.
The house went with the deal. Utica
was a nice place to live. It was close
to Ngw York. It was, Hobey said,
blqshmg a little, a swell place to
raise kids.

Martha listened to him, her lips
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Man of Ice
(Continued from page 21)

parted. Her eyes were bright, and
the coppery flecks in them glowed.
And then her eyes were uneasy,
brooding, and she pulled restlessly at
her gloves.

“You go so fast, Hobey,” she said.
“This is only the second time you’ve
seen me. I—I don’t even know you.”

“You know me all right,” he told
her steadily. “You knew me the
minute you saw me in Jack’s the
other night. You could tell all about
me, and I—"

She was trembling, and he reached

his hand across the small table and
put it on hers. She hesitated, and
then, as she had done the other night,
she closed her fingers over his
thumb. He waited, and she quieted.

“I don’t aim to rush you into any-
thing,” Hobey said gently. “It’s just
—well, we both know it’s right.” His
black eyes were bleak for a moment,
and then they softened on hers. “I've
been a pretty lonesome guy all my
life,” Hobey said. “I guess I was
waiting for you.”

After a while she said lowly, “I
don’t know, Hobey.” '

His ice cream was flat. He knew
what was holding her back. She
had broken her heart over men be-
fore, and now she didn’t trust her-
self any more. Steve had always
taken her back, and she felt she
owed Steve something. And Steve
was a damned attractive guy. He
had gone to college, too; he wasn’t
a roughneck like Hobey.

Hobey took her to her flat, and be-
fore she got out of the taxi she let
him kiss her. Her lips were cold;
but her hands, in his, gripped
fiercely. He watched her go, and his
heart took up its savage beating. She
was dead wrong about Steve. Hobey
would prove that to her tonight . . .

And now it was tonight, and it was
time to go out there, Hobey got up
and filed out with the others. He
skated on the rink with short,
choppy strides, jabbing from the
heels, warming up slowly. The fans
gave him a ring of boos when he
came around, but he hardly heard
them. All his senses were alert on
Steve Cook. He didn’t look into the
seats for Martha.

There was the whistle, the face-off,
and Steve Cook snagged the puck,
pivoted and whirled, and was stick-
handling up the ice with the fans
coming out of their seats roaring.
Pol Pruett, the Tigers’ left defense,
swung to head Steve to the corner,
and Steve loomed, feinted Pruett and
drove past him.

Hobey swerved and glided out-
wards. He watched Steve’s eyes. He
had learned in this year not to watch
Steve’s hips, or his stick, or his
shoulders. Steve could fool you with
his tricks and his breathless change
of pace. He was a cutie. You had
to glue to his eyes—

Hobey hit. He hit with his mas-

sive shoulder and his hip, and
smoothly, deftly, he let his black
head bump Steve’s jaw while the butt
end of his stick found Steve’s belly.
Hobey ground the stick just a little.

Steve flapped through the air and
crashed the boards, and Hobey’s
stick nicked the puck from his own
skate, a_nd Hobey was ka-slamming
up the ice. A thin grin etched his
lips. S_teve had tightened up on that
ch_eck _1nstead of relaxing and rolling
with it. Hobey had figured Steve
would tighten up.

OUR times more, in that period,

Hobey caught Steve flashing up
the ice, and Hobey let him have it.
Hobey let him have all of it, and he
gl:unted p}easgdly when he felt Steve
still ﬁghtmg it. Nobody could fight
that kind of bruising and still play
hockey. Even Hobey’s worst enemies
concéded that Hobey dished the
hardest body check the league had
ever seen.

The fourth time, to make it stick,
Hobey went into the boards with
Steve, and he worked Steve over a
bit when they jackknifed over.:

_ Hobey knew it was a penalty this
time, and he waited for Steve. Steve
came up panting, stick high, eyes
blazing.

“Come on,” Hobey invited softly.
“Throw it.”

But Steve didn’t throw it. That
other’thmg, that tiny fear was in
Steve's eyes behind the fury, and
Hobey curled his lip at him and
laughed. Hobey skated to the pen-
alty box, and the fans abused him
in a fine frenzy. It was a long habit
of the fans, even the home fans, to
ab%z;:e Hobey] Dahl.

e penalty timekepeer said to
Hobey, “What are in’
idll that guy v © Jou tryin’ to dor

Hobey looked innocent. Up to that
other night, when Hobey’s slow and
patient pattern of Steve had finally
completed itself, Steve had been to0
cute for Hobey, too. Steve was
strictly lightning, and he had such
a sweet change of pace, a defense-
man couldn’t get a clear shot at him.
But Steve wasn’t going to be so fast
from now on. . ..

Twice more, in the beginning of
the second period, Hobey hit Steve.
Hobey checked cleanly, with his
stick and head where they belonged;
but he checked viciously, with all his
hard two_ hundred pounds jolting,
expertly timed.

The Bruins’ first line, geared to
the crackling pace of Steve Cook,
bogged doyvn, and the Tigers poured
two goals into the Boston nets. Steve
was slower; and now, when Pol
Pruett moved in with Hobey to
sandwich Steve, Steve’s flip pass and
his lightning split of the defense-
men didn’t come off.

Hobey faked an elaborate body
check, and when Steve stiffened, Pol
























Trustee J. Ford Zietlow, Aberdeen,
Leo A. Temmey, Huron, Pres. of the
S. D. State Elks Assn., and P.D.D.
Father P. McGeough of Valley City,
N. D.,, Lodge, were among those
present. The meeting at Aberdeen
was one of the most successful ever
held by that splendid lodge.

Mr. Warner and Mr. Masters then
went on to Huron. They were hon-
ored by Huron, S. D., Lodge, No.
444, with a dinner and reception
after which the Grand Exalted
Ruler delivered his address. Open
House was a feature of the program
and candidates and visiting Elks who
were hunting in the vicinity were
invited to share in the festivities.
While in South Dakota Grand Ex-
alted Ruler Warner and Grand Sec-
retary Masters were guests of Mr.
Zietlow and enjoyed three days of
splendid pheasant shooting. The
Grgpd Exalted Ruler proved his
ability as a marksman and each day
bagged his limit of birds.

r. Warner arrived in Dubuque,
Ia.,, on Wednesday afterroon, Octo-
ber 18, accompanied by F. Earle
Handley of Chicago, a Past Exalted
Ruler of Dubuque Lodge No. 297,
and a Past President of the Iowa

Now There Is a Piano at Bristow
Okla., Lodge

El Reno, Okla., Lodge, No. 743,
had two pianos. Bristow No. 1614
had none,

P.E.R. George M. McLean, Grand
Esquire, heard of the “differential”
and persuaded the El Reno members

divide up. Now the Bristow
Elks have music.

D.D. Nelson E. Relley Visits
Mount Vernon, Ind., Lodge

.One hundred and ten members of
his home lodge, Mount Vernon No.
277, greeted P.E.R. Nelson E. Kelley,
Distriet Deputy for Indiana, South,
when he made his official visit on
October 17. A fine meeting was
eld and a clags of candidates ini-
tiated. The lodge also held a Lodge
of Sorrow that evening, honoring the
memory of P.E.R. Virgil D. Smith
whose death occurred on October 11.

Dubuque, Ia., Elks Honor a Famous
Golfer, Edith Estabrooks

In recognition of her brilliant and
ecisive victories in the Iowa State
and Women’s Western Golf Tourna-
ments, members of Dubuque, Ia.,
Lodge, No. 297, presented Miss Edith
Estabrooks with a beautiful set of
Jewelry. The set included a solid gold
bracelet, necklace and ring, with
zircon settings.

The ceremony was held at the
Estabrooks residence. In making the
presentation, E.R. Louis B. Bray
expressed the Elks’ appreciation of
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State Elks Association. They were
met between Dubuque and Galena by
an automobile caravan escort with
the Reception Committee headed by
E.R. Louis B. Bray. Joined near
Dubuque by a police escort, the
caravan proceeded to Linwood Ceme-
tery. There the Grand Exalted Ruler
placed wreaths on the graves of Past
Grand Chaplain Dr. John Dysart and
P.D.D. Adolph Zillig. Both were ac-
tive members of Dubuque Lodge for
many years. More than 300 enjoyed
the dinner given for Mr. Warner
and the address which he delivered
at the close of initiation ceremonies
for a class of 26 members, formed in
his honor. Present at the meeting
were a number of prominent Elks
from other Iowa cities. Among them
were State Pres. Arthur P. Lee,
Marshalltown; D.D.’s Howard M.
Remley, Mason City, and A. D.
Bailey, Fort Dodge; E.R.’s Russell
W. Meyer, Davenport, E. Harold
Skinner, Cedar Rapids, and Floyd
A. Hexom, Decorah.

The Grand Exalted Ruler was
present at a splendid meeting of El-
gin, Ill., Lodge, No. 737, on Saturdz}y,
October 21, having accepted an in-
vitation extended by E.R. Walter E.

Under the Antlers

(Continued from page 33)

what Miss Estabrooks has done for
Dubuque in her numerous golf vic-
tories, particularly in the Women’s
Western. The Western is recognized
generally as second only to the na-
tional tournament in importance.

Death Comes to John E. Hurley,
Former Grand Treasurer

With deep regret Providence, R. 1.,
Lodge, No. 14, announces the death
of former Grand Treasurer John E.
Hurley. Mr. Hurley died on Septem-
ber 24 in his 79th year. Born and
educated in Providence, Mr. Hurley
began his career in the printing
trade. For 25 years he was Presi-
dent of the Remington Printing
Company.

Mr. Hurley had been a member
of Providence Lodge since 1904. He
served as Exalted Ruler in 1914-15,
as District Deputy in 1921-22, and
as Grand Treasurer of the Order in
1934-35. He was prominent in
musical circles and active in civic
affairs. In 1900 he was elected a
member of the Common Council, re-
ceiving both Democratic and Repub-
lican nominations for the post.

He was buried in St. Francis
Cemetery, Pawtucket.

Norfolk, Va., Lodge Initiates Its
First Fall Class

Norfolk, Va.,, Lodge, No. 38,
initiated its first Fall class on Oc-
tober 17. More than 200 members
were in attendance.

Happy to be selected as host for

Miller to witness the initiation of the
“Judge Frank W. Shepherd Class”.
Judge Shepherd was the first Ex-
alted Ruler of the lodge. He has
served for many years with distihc-
tion as Circuit Judge in Illinois. The
class numbered 55 members.

Mr. Warner was met at St. Charles
by a delegation of Past Exalted
Rulers of Elgin Lodge and given a
banquet at the Club Arcada. State
Pres. Joseph M. Cooke of Harvey
was the only speaker at the dinner.
The initiation ceremonies preceded
the formal program. Mr. Warner’s
presence attracted a score of leading
Elks of the State, and Exalted Rulers
of 17 lodges attended. The Grand Ex-
alted Ruler addressed 250 members
of the Order in the lodge room,
speaking on Patriotism and Ameri-
canism. Dr. Henry Lee Wenner
spoke for the Class in response to
the welcoming speech made by the
Exalted Ruler, Mr. Miller. Frank P.
White, of Oak Park Lodge, Execu-
tive Secretary of the Crippled Chil-
dren’s, Commission of the Illinois

- State Elks Association, explained the

work undertaken by the State or-
ganization. The evening was con-
cluded with an informal session.

the 1940 Convention of the Virginia
State Elks Association, the lodge is
already formulating plans for the
big event. The meeting will be held
in August.

Albuquerque, N. M., Elks Help to
Establish Juvenile Detention Home

Albuquerque, N. M., Lodge No.
461, has cause to be proud of its
latest achievement dealing with the
welfare of the youth of the com-
munity—the establishment of a
Juvenile Detention Home. After a
survey had been made, disclosing
urgent need for an institution which
would serve to prevent boys and girls
under investigation for delinquencies
from being locked up in the county
jail with adult criminals, the lodge
launched a campaign for a $50,000
county bond issue. A petition to the
County Commissioners, requesting
that a bond election be called, was
started at an initiation meeting.
E.R. Anthony Belmonte was the first
to affix his signature. Hundreds of
other citizens signed with the Elks.
The election was called by the Com-
missioners and the bonds were voted.
Work on the Home was taken up im-
mediately afterward to assure its
early completion. State Senator Don
L. Dickason, Est., Lead. Knight, was
responsible for the legislation au-
thorizing the bond issue.

For several years Albuquerque
Lodge has provided milk for under-
privileged school children. 1t has
also furnished clothing and medical
attention when needed.






Survey. These southern states are:
Alabama, Arizona, Arkansas, Flori-
da, Georgia, Louisiana, Maryland,
Mississippi, New Mexico, North
Carolina, South Carolina, Tennessee,
Texas and Virginia.

WILDFOWL SHOOTING GUNS

Beware of the hunter who claims
that he kills pheasants with a .410
gauge gun or crows with a .22 rifle,
because he’s either one who doesn’t
know what it takes or he loses a lot
of cripples that go scurrying into
the brush to die a miserable death.
You must have the proper equip-
ment to bring down game cleanly
and humanely. There are s0 many
factors that must be taken into con-
sideration that the man charged
with the sale and the fitting of a
new gun should be a specialist in
his work. The man selling the gun
should have complete knowledge of
what the gun is to be used for, he
should also know whether the hunter
is a fast or deliberate shot and what
his experience is in the field. There
are four types of shotguns: a trap
gun, a skeet gun, an upland game
gun and a waterfowl gun.

The trap gun should be a .12 gauge
and may be an over and under
double barrel, a single barrel, a
double barrel or a repeater. Auto-
matic shotguns were never intended
f9r trap shooting. Usually the
Single barrel guns have 30 or 32-
inch barrels, improved modified or
full choke; the double guns have the
Same barrel lengths with one barrel
bored modified or improved modi-
fied, and the other full choke. The
gun should weigh about 8 pounds,
for an 8-pound gun absorbs con-
siderable of the recoil. This gun
can be used for waterfowl if it is of
the double or repeating type, but in
most instances the stocks are too
straight for consistent work.

The skeet gunm should be a .12
gauge and must be either a double
arrel, over and under, repeating or
automatic. The most popular bar-
rel length is 26 inches. If it is a
double or over and under, one bar-
rel is bored slightly closer than the
other, the closer boring being in-
tended to take care of the outgoing
target of gkeet shooting, and the
oben barrel for the incomer which
18 always getting closer. If it is a
repeater or automatic, the barrel is
often fitted with a compensator hav-
Ing a choice of chokes from the
wide-open skeet or sSpreader tube to
he super full choke. The stocks
have slightly more drop than the
Trap guns, and this additional drop
has a tendency to make the gun
shoot lower and reduces the possi-
bl]lty. of over shooting. In trap-
shooting the target is usually a ris-
Ing target, but in skeet the high
house target is a falling target. The
skeet gun makes an ideal gun for
upla:nd game shooting, especially for
quail, ruffed grouse and woodcock,
because these guns handle easily.

The upland game gun should be a
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.12 gauge, but should be lighter in
weight than the skeet gun because
when in the field no one wants to
carry more weight than necessary.
This gun should be a lighter double
or over and under, weighing about
7 pounds, with barrels 26 to 28
inches in length. The stock dimen-
sions vary, of course, with the indi-
vidual, but a standard dimension of
1%%-inch comb and 214 inches at
heel will fit most of the shooters.
This makes a great gun for pheas-
ants and partridges. If the sports-
man prefers a .16 gauge, it should
weigh 6% to 634 pounds, 26 to 28-
inch barrels, and this makes a great
gun for quail, ruffed grouse and
woodcock. If the nimrod wants a
.20 gauge gun, it will weigh from
534 to 6 pounds, other specifications
being the same. Recent years have
seen more .28 gauge guns in the
field, and under ideal conditions,
with the birds holding well, it
makes a fine little gun for the ex-
perienced hunter. The .410 gauge
gun is limited to the expert and
should only be used in the field at
short ranges.

bers of his own family. Everyone
around Roan Mountain knows him.
Other guides with good dogs are
available at reasonable prices.
While the grouse shooting is on
in east Tennessee, other sportsmen
will be getting their quota of quail
near Norris and Knoxville, and duck
and geese shooters will be getting
their share of the birds at Reelfoot
Lake at the other end of the state.
This 14,500-acre stretch of water
was formed by an earthquake in
1811 when a large tract of timber-
land sank below the surface of the
nearby Mississippi River. Reelfoot
is located on the Mississippi flyway,
which is the greatest airway of mi-
gratory waterfowl, and right now
the skies are filled with ducks and
geese as-they wing their way south-
ward. Other good spots for shoot-
ing in west Tennessee are to be
found at Open Lake, Lauderdale
Lake and many well known sloughs
along the Mississippi. Besides the
good quail shooting in the Norris
lake district, thereis also good duck
shooting on this great lake. Excel-
lent accommodations may be had at

The waterfowl gun trend has been~~ Norris, a TVA town that houses the

toward heavy guns with heavy shot
charges. The .10 gauge super mag-
num duck gun, which shoots 5 drams
of powder, is a powerful gun. These
are made up only in double-barrel
guns, but the .12 gauge can be ob-
tained in either the double or the
repeating type. These guns are in-
tended for pass shooting at water-
fowl that are flying high, so they
are effective at extremely long
ranges. The standard duck gun is
a .12 gauge shotgun, some people
preferring the repeating type or the
automatic, possibly due to the 3
shots available. The trend, however,
has been to the double and the over
and under. These guns should
weigh 8 pounds or more. A .10
gauge gun should weigh 11 pounds
or slightly less. These guns are best
for geese and ducks.

To get the best results when you
are shooting from 50 to 75 yards
away, barrel length should be 28 or
30 inches, full choke, and the shells
of No. 4, 5 or 6 Shot. Super-X is
considered a good long-range shell.

GROUSE IN TENNESSEE

If there is a finer sport in all the
world than shooting ruffed grouse,
we would like to hear about it. The
grouse, being partial to hill coun-
try, finds living conditions in the
Roan Mountain country of north-
east Tennessee to his liking, so this
particular spot provides the hunter
with ideal hunting. These brown
bombers are also plentiful in the
other sections of Tennessee where
the altitude is 3,000 feet and over.
The season is open from November
25 to January 25, and the bag
limit is 4 a day. Men who would
like to hurt these birds would do
well to contact Walter Keyes. They
say of him that he knows the ruffed
grouse as well as he knows the mem-

men who operate the great TVA
dam. Quails are found in nearly
every county in Tennessee with the
larger numbers in the western por-
tion.

NEW HUNTING GUIDE

A new book, just published, called
Hunters’ Guide, is the best I have
ever read on the subject of hunting.
It is written by the best authorities
and will stand up the year round as
the most interesting book on hunt-
ing ever put between two covers.

SMALL AND BIG GAME
SHOOTING

The small game rifle usually has
a caliber from .22 to .25: the me-
dium game from .25 to .30; the
large game ranging from .25 up to
.600 Nitro Express. The .22 long
enjoys the greatest popularity as it
can be used in the well known slide-
action or pump-action repeating
rifle, bolt action, single shot, lever
action, and automatic rifle. The me-
dium game rifle from .25 caliber to
.30 is used for game ranging from
the muskrat up to the small deer.
The large game rifle from .25 cali-
ber up to .405 Winchester is used
for game ranging from the deer up
to the big kodiak bear. In recent
years there has been a demand for
the double barrel rifle in shooting
big game animals, the advantage
being that two rifles built in one
sometimes are better than one alone
when big game continues to come
at you.

A tip in shooting game: Always
hunt against the wind. Where a
keen sense of smell is the greatest
protection from hunters, as in the
case of the bear, it is important al-
ways to hunt down wind.

Merry Christmas!






wealthy, senile bachelor uncle.

Braving the jests of the unfeeling,
some there are who go so far as to
install a separate tree for the dog—
an idiosyncrasy to which the writer
pleads guilty, offering an admittedly
feeble excuse that it keeps the two
graceless scamps that have the run
of the house from investigating the
tid-bits and fascinating gimecracks
within their reach on the larger
family tree; a fantasy that fools no
one and never has the least influence
on the dogs.

POSSIBLY you may be among
I” those many who enlarge their en-
joyment of this finest of all holidays
to include their dogs on the Christ-
mas list. If so, you may find the fol-
lowing suggestions helpful:

To begin with, if you want to make
a hit with your four-legged friend
be sure to include something to eat—
some little specialty that he doesn’t
get too often, or you can fall back on
one of the better kind of packaged
food staples. Although throughout
the year we advise against feeding
confections, on this one occasion the
rule can be broken and if your dog
likes candy include a few of the more
simple and wholesome sweets. An
excellent non-fattening substitute is
a “g:onfection" designed for dogs and
which they keenly relish. This can
be bought at almost any of the five
and ten chain stores, many of which
also sell a complete Christmas stock-
ing for the dog containing an as-
sortment:, of doggy nicknacks, foods,
accessories, etc.

If yours is one of the long-haired
breeds and you want to present him
with a comb, select one with coarse
teeth—the fine-toothed kind will pull
out too much hair. If choosing a
brush, get one with fairly stiff
bristles about one inch long for
short-qoated dogs or better yet, a
grooming glove. If the dog’s coat is
of the broken-haired kind such as
the Welsh, Wire-haired Fox Terrier
or Airedale, the brush bristles should
be about one and one-quarter inches
long,. and for long-coated dogs about
two inches. For both comb and brush
and other accessories, too, you'll find
that it pays to get the best.

Another useful tool for all but the
short-coated dogs, is a good strip-
ping comb, particularly necessary to
preserve a smart appearance if
yours is one of the broken-haired
tgrr'lers previously mentioned, or any
similar breed. For this and most of
the better grade accessories you'll
have to shop at one of the larger de-
partment stores or your local pet
shop. The stripping combs range
fror_n j:he more expensive imported
varieties, which are largely used only
by the experienced exhibitor, to an
Inexpensive and more popular ver-
sion that employs a replaceable razor
blagie.. With this you should have a
stripping chart which will show you
how to barber your dog according to
the standard of his breed.

Then there are any number of ad-
vertised, better-known dog soaps,
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most of which contain effective flea-
killing ingredients. A wuseful ad-
junct to these is a handy dog washer
that will go a long way toward mak-
ing the dog’s bath a pleasure to both
you and the dog. This is a rubber
hose contraption that slips over a
tub faucet and has a brush-like end
designed to contain a cake of soap,
thus enabling you to soap, serub and
rinse the dog more conveniently.
Other utility gifts include dog dishes
of various kinds and sizes; two par-
ticularly useful ones are built into
one unit containing separate com-
partments for food and water.” If
your dog is one of the long-eared
breeds such as some of the hounds
and spaniels, you will find a narrow-
mouthed, deep dish especially de-
signed to prevent the ears from en-
tering the dish while the dog feeds.
Another gadget is the “silent” dog
whistle which can be tuned to so
high a pitch as to be almost inaudi-
ble to human ears although clearly
heard by the dog.

Usually one of the first thought-of
accessories is a new collar, and if
this is your choice, then best not get
the flat kind, the round collar is
better as it is less wearing on the
dog’s coat. Avoid the chain collar
unless you want to use it to teach a
fairly large and wilful dog to heel,
but in no event should it be employed
as your dog’'s permanent collar.
While a harness is undoubtedly more
comfortable for the dog it has a
tendency to “throw out” his elbows,
and for this reason a collar should
be preferred.

HAT about a blanket? Frankly,

unless your pet is one of the
short-coated, smaller and weaker
breeds, we advise against any protec-
tion other than that furnished by the
dog’s coat. But if you must provide
an overcoat then be sure that it
wraps around the dog well under
his stomach. It is now possible to

get blankets that are reversible— -

one side waterproofed against rain,
the other used as a regular coat—
and, of course, in many gay color
combinations. Between the coat or
the sweater, the latter is to be pre-
ferred as it furnishes full body
protection.

Perhaps nothing gets mislaid
around the average house more often
than the dog’s lead and for this
reason most dog owners would do
well to have one or two extra leads
on hand. Almost .all the department
chain stores now sell them.

Another gift that will be more
than appreciated for its year-round
use is an outdoor trolley, which, if
you have a back yard, will enable you
to confine your dog within bounds
and at the same time afford him
ample opportunity for exercise.
This is a fifty-foot twisted steel
cable (it can be adapted to lengths
smaller) which runs through a pul-
ley to which the end of the dog’s
chain is attached. Erect this be-
tween two posts and fasten the dog
to the chain and you’ll never again

have to organize a searching party.

Last but not least is a comfortable
bed. Of course, if he is like the av-
erage dog he’d rather sleep in yours,
but that’s a bad habit, besides being
unsanitary. Dogs like to think that
certain parts of the house belong to
them and their sleeping quarters
should be reserved to them alone.
Here you have your choice of the
indoor dog house, so colored and
designed as to grace almost any liv-
ing room, a wicker basket or wooden
dog bed. Either of these should be
accompanied by a cushion, preferably
stuffed with cedar shavings.

Of course, in these enlightened
days few people would think of buy-
ing the dog a whip for Christmas
or at any other time—as a matter of
fact, as one eminent authority once
rightly said, ‘“dog-whips should be
used on the people who make them—
not dogs”—and this is so because
they can be used as fearful instru-
ments of torture. If the dog must be
punished, a few loosecly rolled sheets
of newspaper smacked over his rear-
end is sufficient —the noise will
frighten him but the blow will not
severely hurt or injure him.

O much for the dog’s Christmas

tree. Let’s talk about our own
trees and still confine ourselves to the
dog. For example, if you haven't a
dog, give a thought to buying one.
You couldn’t get a better Christmas
present for yourself, your family or
a friend. It is said, and with much
truth, that the dog’s love is the only
love that money can’t buy. He's a
Christmas present that, given rea-
sonable care, will last from twelve
to fourteen years—a living present
that only asks for the chance to give
a good master his entire devotion.
Before buying the puppy, consider
carefully if you have ample room
if your choice is one of the larger
breeds; you’ll need at least a fairly
large back yard, as the big dogs are
unhappy if too closely confined. Al-
most all of the medium-size dogs
will thrive in smaller quarters, as
long as they are given frequent ex-
ercise periods and most of the Ter-
riers and all of the Toy dogs endure
apartment house life very well, pro-
vided they, too, can get a reasonable
amount of outdoor activity. If you
plan to buy a dog for a friend the
same advice holds true, of course.

When buying, select the active
puppy with a clear eye and a clean
breath. Between the pet shop and
the kennel it is best to make your
purchase from the latter. There are
some good pet shops but not many,
while most of the kennels are kept
up to a high standard.

Then, too, should you buy the dog
as a gift for a friend it will be an
appreciated extra thoughtfulness to
put into the hands of the recipient
the information he or she may need
to give Fido the care he should have,

P.S. The Elks Magazine will be
glad to tell you where to buy the dog
accessories mentioned in this article
and how much they cost.









