























































































































her out and set her on her feet on the
hard lakebed.

General Rankin climbed in and
started the engine. He taxied away.
He taxied up and down the lake and
presently took off.

When the blasting roar of the
takeoff had dwindled to the sweet,
deep song of an amply-powered plane
in its climb, Captain Jackson said,
“Why didn’t your father come to us
in the first place?”

“If you knew him,” Susan said,
* “you’d know the answer to that.
What’s going to happen to me?”

“Why,” he answered, ‘“didn’t you
tell me in the dance hall that your
father’s Captain Ames of the Thir-
teenth?”

“Any - man,” Susan said with

warmth, “who would think I was
trying to talk to him because I ad-
mired his male beauty didn’t rate
an explanation.”

Captain Jackson looked uncom-
fortablee. He was blushing. He
glanced up quickly. The red mono-
plane was tumbling about in the
sky. He slowly shook his head.
“You aren’t on a spot, Miss Ames.
There’s a man falling in love with
a plane so fast that when he brings
her in he’ll be crying like a baby.
In other words, you've sold a plane
to the army.”

HERE were tears in Susan’s eyes
when she withdrew them from the
cavorting plane and looked at him.
She was thinking, “I won’t have to

sell the ranch to that Bacon creature,
after all!”

Doubtless stirred by her tears of
relief and happiness, Captain Jack-
son impulsively took a short step.
toward her and lifted his hands. It
was unmistakably the initial action
of a direct and jmpetuous. young -
man who intends to take a girl into
his arms. But it wasn’t completed.
He dropped his hands and blushed.

He said, “Would it be all right for
me to drop in at the ranch tonight?”
Then, at something he saw, and per-
haps misconstrued, in her eyes—a
definite gleam—he added cautiously,
“I’'m very anxious, Miss Ames, to
meet your father. He's the great
immortal of the Thirteenth, you
know.”

News of the State Associations

evening a dinner was given at the
Monticello Hotel in honor of the State
Association officers and Past Exalted
Rulers of Norfolk Lodge No. 38. The
business session was opened on Mon-
day morning, August 19. The registra-
tion of Elks and guests exceeded four-
teen hundred. The meeting was presided
over by State Pres. Michael B. Wagen-
heim of Norfolk Lodge and the Con-
vention was welcomed to Norfolk by
E.R. 0. W. Story and Colonel Charles
B. Borland, City Manager of Norfolk,
a member of No. 38. Mr. Wagenheim,
made the response to the speeches and
then presented Grand Treasurer Dr.
Robert S. Barrett, of Alexandria, Va.,
who in turn introduced Grand Exalted
Ruler Joseph G. Buch. Both Dr. Bar-
rett and Mr. Buch delivered inspiring
addresses, which were received with
tremendous enthusiasm: A crab feast
followed the business session and a
luncheon and bridge party for the ladies
featured the first day’s program. A
dance at the Terrace Beach Club at
Virginia Beach on Monday night was
largely attended.

On Tuesday, the second business ses-
sion was held. The annual Memorial
Address was delivered by Dr. Barrett
following a musical program, and a
patriotic address was made i)y Con-
gressman Colgate W. Darden, Jr., of
Norfolk Lodge, a member of the Naval
Affairs Committee in Congress. On
Tuesday night the Convention Ball
was held at the Cavalier Beach Club
at Virginia Beach.

Harrisonburg, Va., was selected as
next year’s meeting place. New officers
for the ensuing year were elected as
follows: Pres., C. B. Packer, Ports-
mouth; 1st Vice-Pres., John L. Walker,
Roanoke; 2nd Vice-Pres.,, Russell M,
Ward, Newport News; 3rd Vice-Pres.,
W. 8. Chisholm, Charlottesville; Secy.,
H. E. Dyer, Roanoke; Treas.,, W. Edgar
Sipe, Harrisonburg; Trustee for five
years, M. B. Wagenheim, Norfolk.

COLORADO
Five hundred Elks from all parts of

(Continued from page 33)

the State, fully one third being accom-
panied by their wives, were present in
Walsenburg, Colo., during the three-
day convention of the Colorado State
Elks Association which took place on
August 22-23-24, Streets, buildings and
store windows were lavishly decorated.
Entertainment for the delegates an
ladies included trips to scenic places,
dances, parties, concerts, exhibition
greyhound races and other sports, and
dances by the “Koshare Indians of
LaJunta. The “Indians” are troops of
first class Boy Scouts whose exposition
of Indian dances in costume_ ranked
high among the many interesting fea-
tures of the convention program. In
the parade on Saturday morning, bands
and floats from nearly every city within
a radius of one hundred miles partici-
pated.

Pres. Arthur L. Allen, of Pueblo,
presided over the business meetings.
Past Grand Exalted Ruler John R.
Coen, of Sterling, Colo., Lodge, and
P.E.R. R. Bruce Miller of Greeley, the
newly appointed District Deputy for
Colo., North, attended the Convention.
The work of the Commission on Child
Welfare was reported upon by Chair-
man Milton L. Anfenger of Denver,
Past Grand Esteemed Loyal Knight,
and will be continued as_one of the
major projects of the Association for the
ensuing year. A $200 contribution_was
made toward the Elks National Park
project in the San Juan Mountains
near Ouray, reported by P.D.D. Judge
George W. Bruce of Montrose Lodge,
and a $250 payment to the Elks Na-
tional Foundation was voted. At the
Saturday session Mr. Coen, one of the
seven Past Grand Exalted Rulers who
are members of the Elks National De-
fense and Public Relations Commission,
created at the 1940 Grand Lodge Con-
vention at Houston, gave an instructive
and interesting address on the subjects
with which the Commission 1s con-
cerned. The Rev. George L. Nuckolls,
of Gunnison Lodge, spoke on Amer-
icanism, and P.D.D. C. C. Bellinger, -of
Pueblo, explained the objects and work-

ings of the Elks National Foundation.

Cripple Creek Lodge No. 316, scor-
ing 97.24, was the winner of the John
R. Coen Plaque in ritualistic work,
with Greeley Lodge No. 809, a close
second, scoring 96.82. Salida Lodge No.
808 won first prize for floats, Canon
City Lodge No. 610 first prize in the
band competition, and Pueblo Lodge
No. 90 first prize for Drum and Bugle
Corps. Boulder Lodge No. 566 was
selected as convention host for 1941.
Mayor A. C. Schafer, Jr., of Walsen-
burg, was elected President and the
Mayor of Boulder, F. W. Thurman,
Vice-President for the North District.
The other officers include William R.
Patterson of Greeley, Treas., and
W. P. Hurley, Fort Collins, Secy., both
reelected; Vice-Pres.’s: Cent., W. T.
Little, Jr., Canon City; South, J. E.
Harron, Alamosa; West, Frank H. Bus-
kirk, Montrose; Trustees: F. J. Busch,
Cripple Creek, and Lawrence E. Ac-
cola, Pueblo; Chaplain, George .L.
Nuckolls, Gunnison.

MARYLAND, DELAWARE AND
DISTRICT OF COLUMBIA

To the Md., Del. and D. C. Elks As-
sociation went the honor of entertain-
ing Grand Exalted Ruler Joseph G.
Buch on his first official visit. The As-
sociation opened its Annual Convention
at Annapolis, Md., on Sunday, Aug. 4,
with a diversified program made com-
plete by the arrival of the Grand Ex-
alted Ruler on Tuesday. :

P.E.R. Ben Michaelson, of Annapolis
Lodge No. 622, General Chairman of
the Convention Committee, presided
over the opening session held in the
House Chamber of the State House.
The various speakers, all of whom in-
cluded important phases of American-
ism in their talks, held the undivided
attention of the large audience. Many
ladies were present. Mayor George
W. Haley, E.R. of the host lodge, was
joined by Frank Hladky of Annapolis,
President of the Tri-State Association,
Congressman Lansdale G. Sasscer and
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coys and we were in the midst of a
mutual admiration gabfest, and
about to push out to retrieve the
birds, when a down-river glance dis-
closed three approaching black
ducks. The birds were winging
along slowly, obviously looking for
company. A second later they spot-
ted our decoys and veered toward the
rig.
_“Hah,” exclaimed the guide under
his breath, “blacks! We keel heem
easy.”

“Yeah,” 1 replied, easing off the
safety, “this looks like the day’s soft
touch. I'll smack ’em down; you just
see that no cripples get away.”

The oncoming blacks sifted in,
made that characteristic black duck
d_1p over the decoys, and at that pre-
cise mst.a.nt we stood ’em up.

Now, if ever a setup shot was pre-
sented two wildfowlers, that was it.
We had those three birds cold. They
were hanging over the decoys as big
as lgalloons at about 30-yard range;
it didn’t seem possible to miss them,
even with a carelessly thrown rock.
My _repeater barked once, twice and
again. Not ‘a feather dropped. I
recall the guide gave me one aston-
ished sidelong glance as he whipped
his double 10-gauge up and cut loose
with both barrels. The birds still
were within easy killing range as his
venerable fowling piece bellowed. He
didn’t touch a feather, either.

F9r the next few minutes the im-
mediate vicinity of that blind was
sulfurous with mingled Yankee and
Canuck cussing. The unaccountable
miss had us both baffled. Each of us
blamed the other for lousy shooting.
It wasn’t until later that we doped
out the answer. It boiled down to a
simple matter of sudden change of
pace. We’d been shooting at 60-mile-
an-hour birds all morning. For the
first time that day we’d had an op-
portunity of shooting almost directly
at our targets, instead of swinging
eight to twelve feet ahead. Neither
of us remembered to reduce gear.

ou can witness a parallel at any ball
ﬁ:;l(lie I\;viltle}rll abbatter is set for a high,

ch, but i

ﬂozii.ter. t instead gets a lazy

t’s an axiom that most missed
shots with a scaftergun_ are the re-
sult of insufficiént’Tead, or “shooting
behind”, and that it’s almost impos-
sible to over-lead a fast-traveling
target. Not many hunters realize
the same rule applies when the rifle
is substituted for the shorter-ranged
ﬁg:yon. Here’s an example of this

A few seasons ago the wri
prowling an Adiro%ldack ridé(eervyi’gﬁ
a deer-hunting companion when the
latter. spooked a small buck which
ran direetly past me at, perhaps, 60-
yard range. The critter was scared
silly, moving at top speed, and as the
carbine’s front bead caught up and
passed the fleeing animal a small
voice whispered, “Brother, that
buck_s moving; you better get ’'way
out in fx:ont.”

The sight was a good three feet
ahead of that deer’s brisket—and
still moving—when the rifle barked.
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The buck went down in a heap and
from where I stood it looked like a
dead center heart shot. A minute
or two later my ego was consider-
ably deflated. You know where that
deer was hit? Right through both
hind legs, just below the hocks. The
animal was dispatched just as my
companion walked up. He took one
look, noted where the first bullet had
struck, and uttered one word,
“Horseshoes!”

NOTHER reason for unaccount-
able gunning miscues on the
part of many shooters is an inability
to keep the cheek firmly pressed
against the gunstock. This sin is
known as “raising the head”’, and not
only is difficult to detect, but even
more difficult to correct. It crops up
most frequently when a right-handed
shooter is presented a sharply-ris-
ing, left quartering shot. What hap-
pens is that the shooter unconscious-
ly pulls his cheek away from the
comb to better keep the sharply
zooming target or bird in view. This
also explains why most shooters are
less effective with their second shot.
The recoil from the first kicks the
shooter’s face away from the comb.
Then we have the flinchers, occa-
sional and chronic. This gunning
malady is harder to control than
ringworm. Many shooters don’t real-
ize they flinch until they forget to
load their guns, shove off the safety
or are victims of a misfire. At such
times the unnoticed flinch becomes
obvious to one and all.

Causes include nervousness, a
poorly fitting weapon—which sub-
jects the shoulder or face to un-
necessary punishment—or © heavy
loads fired in lightweight weapons.
Cures are a combination of common
sense and Coue, namely, a heavier
or better fitting gun and const_ar}t
repetition of the phrase, “I ain’t
gonna flinch no mo’, no mo’,’_’ just
before the shot is fired. If this se_lf
treatment doesn’t work there’s still
golf, bridge or the horses.

A poorly fitting gun can and does
account for some misdirected shots,
but.in most instances these often
puzzling miSses can be charged to
the shooter and not to the poorly
fitting gun. The average mod.ern
weapon is pretty well standard}zed
as to -specifications; there isn’t
much variation as to drop or stock
length. Hence any fair to middling
shot can pick any one of a dozen
shotguns from a rack, and, assuming
the gun hasn’t an offset stock or
other unusual feature, shoot it al-
most as well as he can his own. The
strange weapon might not “feel” just
right, but the shooter can kill game
or break targets with it just the
same.

OT all wildfowlers are familiar

with the fact that various spe-
cies of ducks react differently when
alarmed, something that contributes
not only to missed shots, but also to
missed opportunities. Diving ducks,
including bluebills, canvasbacks and
the like, do not react the same in the

presence of danger as, for instance,
pintails, mallards and blacks.

Diving ducks are swift flyers, de-
coy without ceremony, and almost
invariably will wing right past a
blind even in the face of shotgun
blasts, veering only to right or left.
Frequently they’ll come straight
through. For which reason it’s
smart strategy to start shooting
while they’re still at extreme effec-
tive range.

To pull this little trick on a flock
of decoying puddle ducks merely
would be bidding for a missed shot
or crippled birds. The reason is that
all shallow water feeders flare up and
“back-pedal” away from danger in
split seconds. All are wizards at
changing flight direction and other
aerial acrobatics, and all, with the
possible exception of teal, are de-
cidedly on the wary side. Hence the
shooter who fires his first shot at a
45 or 50-yard pintail and misses
likely will find himself shooting his
second at 60-yard range or more.
Which is a bit too far unless he’s
swinging a magnum and knows his
leads beyond 50 yards.

Most wingshots have a pet gun-
ning weakness—a disposition to miss
certain shots or some type of bird.
Old John was one such. He was
about the last of the really great
market gunners of bygone days, and
it was my great good fortune to hunt
with him in his declining years.

John was a master strategist on a
duck marsh and perhaps one of the
deadliest operators ever to step in g
blind. He could shoot a pumpgun
like no other man I've ever seen, be-
fore or since; to watch him_ handle
a cornsheller was sheer !;lehght. 1
once saw him cut 14 sprigs from ga
passing flock with five shots; time
and again he’d “clean” small bands
of four, five and six ducks with a]-
most machine-like e_fﬁclency. But he
couldn’t hit jacksnipe for sour ap-
ples. Neither of us ever found out

why.

I)t; a duck blind he expected to get
a bird with every shell, taking them
high, wide and handsome, and he
frequently did just that. But jack-
snipe were something e}se again. He
just couldn’t hit ’em with any regu-
Jarity—one bird in about ten shots
was his usual average.

But he kept trying to the bitter
end. When the morning flight was
over it always was “What say, Bub?
Shall we prowl around the tideland
awhile and bust ourselves a mess of
snipe?”

Then we’d start out, a few yards
apart. I can still see him in my
mind’s eye, etched against a wind-
blown tideland background, a missed
snipe disappearing in the dis-
tance.

“There goes another of them cork-
screw-flyin’, rubber-billed illegiti-
mates,” he’d mutter, ejecting the
fired shell, “I wonder why the hell
I missed him?” .

I've often hoped that John found
the answer when he arrived at that
Valhalla where all good duck hunters
go.









