


























































































































anti-aircraft guns were down there
. « « no deadly combat ships above.
« « » He levelled off at three hundred
feet, the smoke so thick he couldn’t
see the wing-tips. But he could see
his instruments and, utilizing them,
he circled back into clear air.

“Johnny!” Bill shouted, “go a lit-
tle lower this time and keep straight
over the house. Thought I saw a
turpentine still beyond.”

Johnny didn’t answer; his mouth
was too dry. He got a grip on his
nerves and dived.

. Sure enough, there was a turpen-
tine still down there. The fire was
gobbling its way toward it, licking
at the outbuilding as the plane
roared past. Bill missed his picture
and signaled for another trip. John-
ny had control of himself, now. They
banked out of the smoke and he took
a lot of sweet air into his lungs.
Then he zoomed the turpentine still
as if he were racing across the finish
line in a million-dollar race.

Bill cried, “Swell!”

Simultaneously the still exploded.

.A thundering blast hurled the ship
high into the air, wrenched her over
on her back. Johnny jammed the
throttle full open and asked God to
help him. The instrument panel reg-
istered chaos; the earth and the sky
blended into nothingness. Thick
smoke rolled into the cabin and both
men gasped for breath. The wild
airplane, Johnny did not fight; he
let her have her head. But the thing
that came out of the past—he
fought. He fought it with every
atom of his will. It was a sickness—
a horrible sickness that stole away
his guts and his brain and his nerves.

€ was in a withering hell of shell-
fire, of archie barrage and machine
gun spray. It would never cease.
The black mist would come soon.

HE SCREAMED when something
struck his neck; and at last
words came through to his mind.

b Go easy, pal! I haven’t had acro-
atics yet!” It was Bill, banging
1m on the neck. He looked around

and saw Bill sitting strangely six
Inches off the seat—yet his belt was
taut. What the hell? The motor
‘Sputtered, caught and coughed. Mo-
‘tors cut out—inverted. He eased the
Wheel back and executed a half roll,
and they were right-side-up. The
motor burst into life and he retarded
the throttle. The smoke thinned out;
four hundred feet below them were
the tree tops. He waggled the

Spain. They never stopped, and
they covered the olive groves with
blood. The light of day was gone,
and Johnny Doane was crying. He
put his face in his hands and he
could taste the tears. He was In a
mud-covered hut used for a dressing
station. Nearby were the ppasants
who had hauled him from his shat-
tered plane. He wgs gm(xilg to sleep
jle the big guns boomed.
WIXfter a logng, long time the steady
drone of the motor aroused him.
The strange, nightmare quality of
the attack passed away qguclgly as it
had done before. Only this time, h1§
despair was sharper. He thought l?
Liz, at the marine base last night.
Had he not been SO hot-headed—
hel], it didn’t make much dlfferencg
after all. . .. He ral15ed his head an
ill lying grimly.
sagiﬁ saig, “% never saw a guy so—
s k‘7! .
s()Jszall(l:nny wiped the moisture irom
his countenance. “Broi;hex;, I cépe
you never know how sick! Tl;a —
that seizure was a hangover dmlllj‘.
Spain. I guess it’s go{: ?:rg::{eit."
t to be a pal, .

ogilvivaﬂeid gseemed unable to say

anything.

jles in his hotel

OHNNY walked miles in 1
J room that afternoon. Whenhhedgid
nally picked uP IEIh Y tg.llire)c}ll ®the ohief
not call Liz. e ¢ hie

ic at the field and asked to
Il:l:gg i?;cBaird Tegtx:'dzl'gp svir:;(:%(;ii’:;
- flight. ke y
gﬁ? (a:‘l:'lm;'l!;glt. gI'Ie couldn’t deny it
anXYlgl(l) l:ih’t going apérwhere today,”
echanic said.
thg%c;:s }lnr:ell I'm not,” Johnny an-
swered. ‘“Get the ship on the line
”
loa‘L‘dcc}a:)i ft?)r gggf".' came the voice on
the telephone. “The red flag is up
from Nassau to Jupiter Light.
There’s a freak storm rpllmg up the
coast and we are getting ready to
i hing down.”
tle‘%r:{y ttll1eg ship out,” Johnny
snapped, and slammed down the
telephone. Storm or no storm, he
thought, there must be some plac’e
to go where Liz Callender wouldn't
be in his hair.

The Baird Teardrop was not on
the line when Johnny reached the
field. Rain was slanting down in a
long tangent from the east, driven
in short, periodic bursts. Mechanics
were lashing several airplanes to

deep-driven stakes, ships which
crowded hangars could not accommo-
date. He entered Hangar Number 1
through the repair shop and stowed
his zipper bag in the small baggage
compartment of his ship. Too many
aircraft were between the Baird and
the doors. He headed for the pilots’
room for help.

As he reached the door he heard a
woman’'s voice: “, . . then the SOS
was cut off. The Coast Guard is on
the way. It's a beat if ever there
was one. ..”

He stepped into the room, his
teeth clenched.

It was Liz. She wore a wet,
turned-down felt hat; water glis-
tened on her trench coat. She
looked at Johnny Doane and the col-
or went out of her face. He stood
there, his eyes smouldering. The
odd assortment of pilots and airport
attendants watched in silence. Bill
Reid was there, too. He seemed as
awe-struck as Johnny.

Johnny came farther into the
room. “What's the dope ?”’ he asked,
glowering at Liz.

Liz avoided Johnny's gaze.
“There’s a freighter three hundred
miles or so off-shore,” she said. “It’s
been running before the storm, but
now it's sinking.” She produced a
slip of paper from her coat pocket.
“This is the last position she gave
out. The weather ought to be mov-
ing north by now—yet these fellows
say the job is impossible.”

Johnny spat upon the floor. ‘“You
and your prepious pictures,” he said.
“get your junk together and I’ll
give you the damnedest ride you
ever had!”

Liz cast an anxious glance around
the room, then looked at Johnny
questioningly, She shook her head.
For the first time, Johnny saw fear
in her expression. Bill Reid’s mouth
hung open oddly. Liz said, “No.
You don’t owe the Photo-Bulletin
anything.”

“I know,” said Johnny bitterly.
“But I owe you plenty.”

She hesitated. Johnny seized her
arm in a cruel grip. Bill Reid moved
forward tentatively. Johnny disre-
garded him and shoved Liz toward
the hangar.

Abruptly she jerked free. “Wait
a minute,” she said, a challenge ring-
ing in her voice. “Let me get my
stuff—and you don’t have to break
my arm!”

“Before we’re finished,” he

snapped, “I hope you break every

wings and the rudder; every-
Ing seemed to be functioning
—even he himself, although he
Wwas bathed in perspiration. He
began to feel proud. He said, “I
fooled you, mister,” and that was
meant for the black-out he had
held at bay. He was grinning
when they started dynamiting
down there, to check the fire.
He heard the rumbling rever-
berations above the motor, and
his grin froze. The black mist
was gathering, and with it
came the big guns. Big guns
that pounded incessantly in

bone in your body. Hey, you
guys—Ilet’s get this crate out.”

A’I‘ FIRST, Johnny was too busy
flying to notice Liz’s anxiety.
Later, when he glowered at her
in the co-pilot’s seat to his right,
she turned her head away and
stared at the swirling, opaque
rain. The Photo-Bulletin’s Wa-
co bucked and pitched as if to
tear its wings off. He saw that
her safety belt was tight and
went back to navigating and
holding the ship right-side-up.
For two and a half hours he
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been. “I didn’t mean to hurt your
feelings.”

She wouldn’t answer. Later, when
they’d pitched camp for the re-
mainder of the night, Pete kicked
himself plenty. “It means a lot to
her—about her Poppa,” he told him-
self. “I was a dope to laugh.”

AS THEY continued up the river,
"\ Mimi’s coolness made Pete feel
like a guide the Mallards had hired to
take .them where they wanted to go.
He didn’t care for it that way, not at
all. He tried to stir the Major’s imagi-
nation by going up a side river to the
site of an old garrison where the
soldiers had been massacred by the
Indians seventy years ago. Great
stuff —a jungle fort, with weeds six
feet high along the broken-down
walls, and the forgotten graves. But
the Ma_Jox: was stolidily unimpressed,
and Mimi made clear that she con-
sidered it one of the sights of the
trip and not something special for
WI}‘lch. she had to thank Pete.

Mister Whittaker,” she said, after
a long hot day between the endless
bapks which wouldn’t ever be any-
thing but green. “Could I ask a
question about this jungle of yours?”

‘:It’s not my jungle, but go ahead.”

Does it get any better up where
Poppa has the mark on the map?”’

“Better—or worse ? Which do you
mean ?”’

::Worse," said Mimi.

Well, Mimi,”—Pete poked through
the side embers of the fire for the
ple‘x‘ntams he was roasting for supper
—"five more days and we’ll be at
the meeting of those three rivers, as
fa_r up the Amazon as we can go
without pulling the canoes along by
ropes. And it's all nice country, just
like what we've been through al-
ready. Youw'll find women and chil-
dren, and cats and dogs, and pet
birds, all living a long life and finally
dying of old age. I'm sorry, but
that’s the way it is.”

It hurt him to see the way Mimi
bressed her lips together and tried
to hide her disappointment. He
hadn’t made any promises, but for
her sake he wished the Amazon
could have been more like Bordoni
said it was, instead of so reasonably
safe, if one forgot about malaria,
typhoid, dysentery and sand fleas.
Five more days, to where the cross
was made. ...

. Then four, then three, two, and—

X marks the spot, Mimi,” called
Pete cheerily. ‘“Here we are—the
last sandbar.”

It was no different from any of the
others, except it had been camped on
more. The river sweeping by wasn’t
broad and muddy now, but narrow
and clear, with rocks here and there
to ‘pjlrough it white.

‘You mean—this is it ?”” demande
the Major. a

“The spot,” said Pete briefly.
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The Major was stunned. He kept
frowning at the map in disbelief, but
finally he sank heavily to a fallen
log and put his head in his hands.

“Never mind, Poppa,” said Mimi.
She smoothed around his rim of hair
with her fingers. “It doesn’t really
matter. You don’t have to write.”

«But I do, Mimi,” he said miser-
ably. “You know that.”

He got to his feet and began to
plump flat-footedly back and forth
across the sandbar. He pounded the
fist of one hand into the palm of the
other, and then batted at his fore-
head despondently. Mimi's eyes
filled with tears and she was biting
her lower lip to keep it steady.

“Look, folks,” said Pete brightly.
“Don’t know why I didn’t think of
it before, but the Hambesis live up
here. They're supposed to be the
royal Incas who were chased out of
Cuzco by Pizarro.” y

“Please, Pete,” No
more of that.” .

«But it's really so, Mimi. They
don’t have fold-up knees, but they
are great spear throwers—the only
ones in this part of the Amazon.
They shrink knobs, too. Every once
in a while somebody’s head is miss-
ing and a month later it comes out
the size of an orange.” .

But Mimi shook her head and said,
“Tt's no use, Pete. Let’s start fox;
home. Home—and a sanitarium,’
she added bitterly.

said Mimi.

ETE took a chance. The next
P morning he set off alone through
the brush and returned hours later
with two Hambesis. They were
chunky savages with short necks
and round flat faces, but picturesque.
Pete had induced them to daub
themselves with red berry stain an_d
wear ceremonial belts of human hair
for breechclouts.

“Be honest, Mimi. Aren’t these
the most savage savages you ever
saw?”’ .

“They are nice,” she said.

“T can get 'em to pose for their
picture,” Pete continued. “And
there’s also an old fellow who has a
flute made from the thigh bone of
a girl he used to love. He plays sad
tunes into the neck of a gourd.”

‘““Oh—swell!”

The Major moved in a daze and
did what Mimi told him to do, like a
rubber robot who'd been scolded.
They dug a camera and its tripod
from the bottom of what Carlos
called the ballast boat because it
carried gear which was never used
and so never unpacked.

“They got spears as big as tent
poles, Poppa,” Mimi said, as they
planted the three-legged stand inte
the beach and set the camera on top.
“Well, bigger than broomsticks, any-
way.”

The Hambesis were bold and hard
to manage, but Pete finally got them

facing the camera, their spears ir
one hand ready to throw and the
other hand out front to balance.

“The perfect pose,” he said. “Snap
it, Major.”

The shutter clicked. “Okay,” Pete
said, and swung his arm at the Ham-
besis. That was all, he meant to say.
They could relax now, and collect
the machetes he’d promised them.
But the Hambesis had a different
understanding of what the signai
meant. They swung their arms too,
and at the forward end of the throw
they opened their fingers and the
spears sailed free. They went
straight for the mark and hit it
square in the birdie. Good shot.
The camera burst into pieces and hit
the ground in fragments.

“You devils!” stormed Pete, and
kicked at the Hambesis angrily.
“Scram!”’

They howled and scrammed.

“All I told ’em to do was aim,”
Pete said. He turned and saw the
Major on f:he ground near the broken
camera, his coat open and his shirt
torn away, bleeding from a long
jagged cut in one of the flesh rolls
of his side.

.“One of the spears,” explained
Mimi, as Pete knelt beside her to ex-
amine the wound.

“Quick, then,” he said. *“Get hot
water.”

The inju}'y itself wasn’t serious,
but along its edges Pete could see
the black smear of spearhead poison.
He pressed in on both sides of the
cut and kept it bleeding, wiping
away the poison with his bandanna.
“It's not like snake-bite, Mimi,” he
said. “It's a paste they make from
the bark of trees, and it’s slow stuff.
He was lucky.”

‘“You were stubborn,” said Mimi.
‘“This never should have happened.
Never.”

“It’s only a scratch,” put in the
Major.

He got to his feet after Pete had
applied the last strip of adhesive and
lumbered over to the elephant gun
and lifted it into the air so’s he could
squint at the sky through the double
bore. He did that fifty times a day,
not knowing why.

UDDENLY Carlos touched Pete

on the arm.

“Listen, boss,” he said, in low
tones. ‘‘Hambesis. What we do?”

““Wait,” said Pete.

He heard faint yells from the jun-
gle, growing louder as they came
toward the sandbar. Carlos cursed
at the porteros, but they ran for the
dugouts just the same, piling into
the empty ones and leaving the bal-
last boat and the piragua behind.

“What we do?” asked Carlos
again. “Hambesis bad Indians.”

“Run,” said Pete.

He knew the Hambesis were no
worse than any other tribe. But he






blown in the bow of the ballast boat.
It came to such a sudden stop that
the Indian in the shirt tumbled
headlong into the river. The others
We‘1‘1t .down with the dugout.

“Nlce work, Poppa,” cried Mimi.

‘Swell,” said Pete. He breathed
easier. The Hambesis would swim
to the beach and run along the bank,
shouting and waving their arms,
but what harm could they do?

What got me mad,” he said later,
his face burning as he turned to
Mimi. “You thinking I'd hire blood-
thirsty head-hunters like the Ham-
b(_es1s to toss spears at us, just to
give your father a thrill! I'm not
Bo‘x"dom, you know,” he said.

Don’t say another word about
Bordoni,” flared Mimi _angrily.
That's all you've talked about.
You'd think he was a criminal, the
thf‘ngs you've said about him.”

It was Bordoni who ruined your
father’s. imagination,” retorted Pete,
and Mimi didn’t deny it. Pete
glanced over at the Major, looking
for the gleam he’d seen in his eyes.
It wasn’t there. The Major had lost
interest again and was staring dully
at a large beetle he'd picked up from
l'f;h;le bottom of the canoe. It had been

ocked out by elephant-gun con-
cussion and the Major was just look-

Ing at it, “For crying out loud!”
said Pete fervently. It was enough
to make a man take his dude jungle
advertisements out of the New York
papers and go back to rustling
mahogany for a living.

But soon the Major reached for
the black leather notebook and be-
gan to write. He wrote fast and at
the end of every sentence he leaned
his head to one side and made self-
satisfied noises in his throat.

“Oh! Nothing like the real thing,”
said Pete. “The only stuff worth
writing about, eh, Major?”

The Major didn’t like the inter-
ruption. “What are you talking
about?”” he demanded.

“The Hambesis.”

“Our own fault. Our own fault.
How could they know what a camera
was for, if not to throw spears at?”

“Getting away, I mean,” said Pete.
«“That was adventure! Closest call
I've ever had—and they were knob-
collectors, don’t forget that.”

“Tt was ridiculous,” said the Ma-
jor. “They had spears and I had a
shotgun. They didn’t have a char}ce.”

“But youre writing,” persisted

Pete.
“Yes, Poppa,” said Mimi. “What

are you writing about ?”
“Bug,” said the Major. ‘“Most re-
markable bug.”

“Bug ?"

wT AKE a look at it,” he said, pick-
Ting up the dead beetle between a
gingerly thumb and forefinger. “It’s
got a blunt nose and a wide mouth,
with eyes on top. It’s like the head
of a snake on wings!” .
“It's only a lantern fly,” said Pete.
«There are flocks of ’em around my
dude jungle. Perfectly harmless.”

“Looking like a snake is camou-
flage,” said Mimi.

“True, true,” said the Major im-
patiently. “But suppose it really
had poison fangs and men died when
it bit them ?”’

“Yes, Poppa?’ Mimi leaned for-
ward breathlessly. ‘“Yes?”

“Don’t you see ? The Indians could
breed them like bees and set them
loose on the whites to wipe out civili-
zation! They could reconquer the
world! Why—it’s colossal!” he said,
and began to write again.

When Mimi met Pete’s surprised
glance, her eyes were round and soft,
and she looked positively radiant.
She reached over and took his hand.
“I’'m so' glad, Pete—so glad he’s
writing again,” she said, smiling.
Then, “Poppa’'s already done five
books on the Amazon,” she explained
happily. “This will be his sixth.”

“Sixth ?” Pete was puzzled. Not
that it mattered. Not with Mimi’s
hand in his, and everything he’d
been wanting to say answered the
way he wanted it answered by the
way she was looking at him. But,
“Funny,” he went on, “I've read
everything ever published about the
Amazon, but I don’t remember read-
ing anything by Major Grover P.
Mallard.”

““Oh, yes, you do,” said Mimi. “But
not by that name. Poppa won’t mind
my_tellmg you, now he’s working
again, All his jungle adventure sto-
ries were written under the name of
Bordoni.”

Public Relations for Boss and Employee

o When negotiations are conducted
ttlxl a2 personal basis such as this,
ére 18 no need for a labor union.
tr’l‘gept as his membership may con-
1 i)ute to the general advance of
abor, an employee in such a position
mas no reason to become a union
. niniber. The fact that such a boss-
- iployee enlightened relationship
arely exists is not because it is im-
Possible or even difficult. All that is
EeQFued in most cases is a genuine
i%SIre for harmony between the em-
fhoyee and the employer. Add to
at a dash of the good old Ameri-
can spirit of fair play and your union
groblgm. in the little business any-

Ow, is solved.

. The employee who wants to do
right by his employer often has one
problem to face which may com-
Pletely stump him. This is the union
Question. According to popular opin-
lon the unions customarily take the
Position that it is contrary to an em-
Ployee’s interest to cooperate too
cloBely with his boss. It would ap-
DPear that he should leave the matter
of employer negotiations entirely up
to his union, if he is a member of
one, and do nothing more than
the job he is paid to do. If he reads
this inference into news of strikes
and protracted and bitter negotia-
tions he makes an understandable
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error, but an error none the less.

Although the action of a small
minority of unions and employers
would make it appear so, the inter-
ests of the union and the employer
are not at the opposite ends of the
earth. As all labor leaders with in-
telligence and integrity realize, they
are unequivocably identical. Em-
ployers can prosper only if their em-
ployee policies are liberal and en-
lightened. A working man, whether
his collar is white broadcloth or blue
denim, who believes steadfastly in
the principle of union organization,
can serve that principle best by de-
veloping the closest possible co-
operation with his boss. The pur-
pose of a union is not to call strikes
but to avoid the necessity for them.
That can be done best where the
union members themselves have a
real understanding of the boss” posi-
tion and problems. Such an informed
member may sometime need to
strike, but it is not likely, and if he
does he will know the why's and
wherefore’s and can do so with sin-
cere, and not militant, regret.

The position of the employee of a
small business in relation to a union
is vastly different from that of the
men in a large company. The man
who works for big business rarely
has any oppertunity for direct con-

tact with the head. Someone who
can speak for him in negotiations
}nvolvmg his welfare and his wages
is practically essential if his voice
is to be heard. In this case the
initiative and opportunities for build-
ing closer relations between the em-
ployer and employee must stem from
the former.

In a small business, however, the
employee usually knows his boss
well. Even though he may address
his as “Mr. Soandso”, he is used to
being around him and is often less
likely to be awed in his presence.
This is important. It means that he
can sit down and talk over more
easily and naturally any grievances
and problems which may threaten
to affect their relationship. He can
give expression to his point of view,
and, if the boss is living up to his end
of the bargain, he can get a sympa-
thetic hearing and a full and under-
standable explanation of the boss’
position.

_ One of the most difficult problems
in employee relations in the small
business is apt to be raised when a
younger man is promoted over the
head of an older employee who
thinks seniority entitles him to the
better job. The case of Frank and
Howard in a West Coast drug store
is typical. Both were employed in






In this, small business men can
learn from the experience of big
business. Because of their great size
most big businesses developed into
highly impersonal and cold organiza-
tions—the “soulless corporation” in
which the rights or desires of indi-
viduals were supposed to mean noth-
ing. They were operated largely by
memoranda from the big bosses,
memoranda which filtered down to
the rank and file through a series
of minor bosses without explanation
or comment, as “orders”. Today big
business i8 actively engaged in find-
Ing ways and means of bringing the
personal element into the relation-
ship between management and em-
ployees because big business has
learned that the so-called efficient
dictatorial methods of the past sim-
ply do not pay.

EVERY boss is expected to supply
good working conditions but few
have stopped to ask themselves what
this means. It varies, of course, with
eévery organization. But there are
Several basic factors in good work-
Ing conditions which any organiza-
tion must have, whether it has five
employees or fifty thousand. These
are adequ:}te light (and thousands
fail on this), heat, ventilation, fire
protection, sanitary facilities and
Space in which to work. Simple, but
it is extremely doubtful if twenty
percent of small businesses in Amer-
1ca would meet these minimum
standards.
¢ Another important obligation of
he employer is that he must at all
Emes live up to his position. As a
0SS he sets the standard for every-
one who works with him. If he ex-
pects his _personnel to be neat, he
must be likewise; if he wants their
consideration, he must give his.
Ehspecla:lly it is incumbent on him to
Show his appreciation for the steady
application of his workers to any
ggntguous drudge jobs they may
Selif € must endeavor to prove him-
se a leader and thereby merit their
a.ipeCt and allegiance. He should
co € part in civic activities and en-
wiurage his employees to do like-
chse" He should give of his time to
tioi!.l'ltable, benevolent and educa-
ousnlal efforts and endeavor continu-
co ¥ to advance his position in the
o;llmumty. This is geod business
woullgagg é‘;:soil}s, of cgurse, but it
e on or its e
on egéplo%'e%;elations? ffect
o € major reasons em-
%ﬁ}ﬂees are sometimes dissatisfied
thes tti.lhelr Jjobs, or their salaries, is
rol, €y are uninformed of the boss’
Problems. They do not know the
conditions he is up against.
a.lllee Bill, the laundry route driver,
. they see is their own point of
Ir:ew. And here the employer is
hostly at fault. This was brought
aome to the head of a small business
in New York recently. He noticed a
ack of cooperative spirit on the part
of his staff of ten employees. Several
of them had asked for raises which
he wasn’t in a positien to give. In
an effort to find out what the trouble
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was he asked each one of them what
they thought his salary, as the head
of the business, should be. He aver-
aged their replies and found that
they had estimated a fair salary for
him at exactly twice the amount he
was able to pay himself. Here was
a serious discrepancy that might
easily be the root of dissatisfaction.

He called his employees together
to discuss the business. He told
them all about it, how much he had
invested, how much his goods cost
him, what they sold for, something
of his promotion costs and his
modest plans for building up the
business. He let them look at some
of the problems which confronted
him and pointed out that on_ their
successful solution depended not
only the continuance of his own in-
come, but their jobs as well. It was
quite a little talk and when he got
through he said that he would wel-
come suggestions which would put
the business in a position to pay
better salaries, including his own.
His employees left the meeting with
their first real conception of what
made the business go. There was
no more dissatisfaction in that or-
ganization. .

The problem of rewards for special
outstanding services is frequently
troublesome to the employer. Some-
times mishandling results in a seri-
ous ruction in his relations with
his organization. It is most im-
portant for the boss to remember
that he cannot reward one emgloyee
without the others knowing it. A
special bonus or increase In salary
is certain to become known, for even
if the employee is sworn to secrecy,
his wife isn’t.

RIZES or bonuses, and in a small

organization this means cash,
should only be given for merit and
never as a routine procedure. Many
organizations have followed the old
“Christmas Bonus” custom and con-
gidered it proof of their generosity
and kindly interest in their em-
ployees. It is nothing of the sort.
Such a routine bonus can be definite-
ly harmful to sound employee rela-
tions. In tke first place, the principle
of the Christmas bonus is wrong.
The distribution is usually made on
a pro rata basis from a lump sum
set aside for the purpose. Special
merit rarely, if ever, affects the
amount of the individual bonus, al-
though such outworn standards as
length of service often do. Every
employee knows therefore that no
matter how well or how poorly he
does his work during the year he will
get his share of the bonus, and no
more. There is no incentive in this.

Millions of dollars are given out.

every year on this basis and any real
value which might accrue from this
distribution either to employee or
employer is irrevocably lost. If the
boss wants to give Christmas pres-
ents in cash to his employees, by all
means let him do so. But in this
case it should frankly be called a
gift and not a bonus or reward for
good work well done.

. When merited rewards are given,
either in the form of single cash
amounts or in salary increases, they
should be fully described to all em-
ployees and their incentive for
achieving a similar distinction there-
by stimulated. However, care must
be taken not to discourage the com-
petitive spirit by drawing sharp con-
trasts between those who made the
effort but did not get the prize and
those who may have won it. Em-
phasis can be put on the keenness
of the race which makes the winning
of it the more important. Thus
every “runner” is honored to have
had a part.

THERE' are innumerable systems
by which rewards are given out.
Every organization has individual
problems to consider that make adap-
tations of standard ideas desirable in
most cases. However, there is one
plan which combines the best features
of several and which can be used
in almost any organization of ten
or more employees. Each year the
company sets aside a specific sum
of money which is to be awarded the
employee “who makes the most out-
standing contribution to the ad-
vancement of the firm during the
year”. This broad definition of the
purpose of the award places both a
responsibility and an opportunity to
make a wise choice squarely on the
committee which selects the indi-
vidual to receive it. But the officials
of the company have nothing to do
with the selection, for the committee,
which is changed annually, is made
up of the employees themselves.
They judge themselves but in order
to do the job honestly and well they
must have a real understanding of
what would be an important contri-
bution to the firm. To achieve this
understanding there must be fre-
quent discussions of firm problems
with and without senior officers, and
therefore there is a constant aware-
ness on the part of the employee of
what such problems are. When the
award is made, the committee
draws up a full report giving reasons
and excerpts from their discussions
as well as any particular conditions
within the firm that may have had
a bearing on their decision. Every
employee reads this report. Its effect
is obvious. For organizations with
large numbers of employees, the
plan provides for second and third
prizes.

The employer who adopted this
plan realized that it would be par-
tlcular_ly acceptable to his staff be-
cause it not only rewarded them for
meritorious service but it enabled
them to be judged, in the language
of the law, by a jury of their own
peers. They were not trying to im-
press their bosses, but only their own
fellow workers. It succeeded like
magic. One year a stenographer re-
ceived the prize for working out a
system for measuring the time spent
on office routine—a system which
made for more accurate cost ac-
counting. Another year it was given
a salesman who landed a particular-






Germans, the struggle for independ-
ence was carried on early and
warmly. At Charlotte (that hornet’s
nest to Cornwallis), the American
Declaration of Independence was an-
ticipated and superseded by a local
resolution May 20, 1775. At Halifax,
the provincial Congress, April 12,
1776, instructed delegates to the
Continental Congress to vote for
freedom. Long before these demon-
strations, however, Regulators and
British forces had clashed in North
Carolina. The Battle of Alamance
occurred near the present site of
Burlington, May 16, 1771.

The traveler into the Piedmont
section of North Carolina will find
himself in a region of rich memories.
Greensboro and its confines gave the
country such individualists as

Dolly” Madison, O. Henry and Un-
cle Joe Cannon. The early home of
Daniel Boone was near Salisbury.
Andrew Jackson and James K. Poik
came from near Charlotte, and An-
drew Johnson from Raleigh. The old
Salem of the Moravians (at Wins-
ton-Salem) is a picturesque survivor
of a colonial settlement. The Mo-
:ﬁ:ﬁlal:;v o‘r;:grvance of Easter is more

(o) seeing. The purported

grave of Marshal Ney, Napoleon’s
greatest aide, is at Third Creek
urch, Cleveland County. Because
of North Carolina’s location and
geography, the historical pilgrim
I {il}d-an inexhaustible territory
or visit and study, ranging from the
Pleasant tidewater plantation coun-
try to the still vigorous pioneering

life in some of the remote mountain
Sections.

WAY from the coast to the west
are the Great Smoky Mountains,

thi‘lad largest remnant of .America’s
}V erness. Until a few years ago
€W white men had ever traveled

Ehrgugh the Smokies. Now, they af-
vor an endless opportunity for the
c’f:;ca.tloner. They form the border
atignel of the most extensive recre-
ane nlil . areas in the country, in
v tl((l: 18 included every facility for
utdoor life and sport, as well as
resort developments.
Smnk'the‘ mountains south of the
esto les is Nantahala National For-
- Nantahala Gorge is one of the
%;‘?nd sights of America and the
i f}?t extends south and east to take
- e S.apphlrle country—a region of
laﬁuni:ams, rivers, waterfalls and
the(;se' or you mountain-climbers
inte are Mt. Pisgah and Mt. Mitchell
6684efe1:'lcsg€1? (lzlquﬁtry. Mitchell is
) “the s
eastern America. ghest mountain In
thAnd Saving the best for the last—
o ére are the Gardens. Carolina and
felli Sister State, Virginia, have skill-
ully arranged garden tours that fol-
I&W one another—Carolina’s from
larch 27th to April 25th—and Vir-
ginia’s from April 28th to May 3rd.
g‘gﬁethmg fc; do is to start in one
and let your tour car ou
through the other. vy
. You can begin this parade in Caro-
lina and follow it as it advances
from the cloistered gardens of the
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coast, filled with camellias and azal-
eas surrounded by massive oaks,
hung with Spanish moss, on into the
Piedmont with its colorful gardens
filled to bursting with iris and tulips.
Then on up into the mountains where
the flaming redbud or “Judas Tree”
grows in wild profusion. For a com-
plete itinerary of the Carolina Tour,
write to the Garden Club of North
Carolina.

And so on into Virginia. This
year, in view of the Nation’s wish
to lend all possible aid to the strick-
en people of England, the Garden
Club of Virginia has voted to send
the proceeds of the 1941 Spring Gar-
den Tour to the relief of Britain.

HERE are over 140 gracious gar-

dens in Virginia, ranging from the
Piedmont country all the way up to
the Alexandria district near famous
Mount Vernon and just a few miles
from Washington, D. C. Gorgeous
boxwood is growing at Mount Ver-
non, as well as lilac bushes, thought
to have been imported and planted
by General Washington. The Jack-
son Memorial, about ten miles from
Fredericksburg, is a wildflower pre-
serve where there are more than two
hundred species of native plants.
The memorial is near the spot where
Stonewall Jackson fell tragically at
Chancellorsville. Alexandria is proud
of her narcissi, and Charlottesville,
in early April points to the beauty of
thousands of nearby acres of peach

‘ trees in delicate bloom. A home near

Charlottesville which has become a
memorial to one who was not only a
favorite son of Virginia, but one of
the illustrious citizens of his country,
is Monticello. When the home in the
foothills of the Blue Ridge Moun-
tains in which Jefferson was born
burned to the ground, Jefferson took
his bride to a little brick house on
the estate and this little house, un-
der the owner’s rebuilding, became
Monticello, one of the most beautiful
houses in the United States, Glori-
ous trees and shrubs, planted by the
author of the Declaration of Inde-
pendence, form a background for the
stately home.

THE gardens, as well as the house,
at Stratford, are being restored,
and at Williamsburg the restoration
of the prim and formal gardens of
the Governor’s Palace has been com-
pleted. Down on the York River are
the charming gardens of York
House. A setting of blue and yellow
for the beautiful 18th century man-
sion, the gardens are a splendid ex-
ample of colonial planting. There are
yews in this old garden, lilacs and
box, and myriads of perennials.
The Shenandoah Valley is a sweet
dream of apple blossoms in the
Spring and each year a festival is
held at Winchester in their honor.
These beauty spots of Virginia
form a long and lovely jeweled chain
throughout the State. Many of them
were destroyed in the war between
the States, only to spring to life
again. A glimpse of them well re-
pays a study of road maps and a

close traveling schedule. To see it
properly, it might be better to visit
Virginia for several seasons, seeing,
in leisurely fashion, the gardens of
the Old Dominion one Spring, those
of the Tidewater, of the Piedmont,
the next,

Aside from her gardens there is so
much to tell about Virginia that it is
hard to know how to crowd in as
much as our limited space allows.
The Nation’s history really began in
Virginia on May 13, 1607, when a
brave band of Englishmen dropped
anchor at Jamestown and there
established the first permanent Eng-
lish settlement in America. From
that beginning, frontiers expanded
westward in succeeding generations
ux3t11 the mountains, the Mississippi
River and finally the Pacific Qcean
became the limits of our country.
Virginians pushed into this vast re-
gion and settled much of it; and, as a
consequence, millions of Americans
in all parts of the United States have
their roots in Virginia soul.

_Mount Vernon, overlooking the
historic Potomac River, is forever
associated with the life and death of
George Washington. Thomas Jeffer-
son becomes a living character to
those who visit his mountain home,
Monticello, and study the architec-
ture that was his pride. Beautiful
Kenmore in . Fredericksburg, the
home of Washington’s sister, is with-
in a few streets of his mother’s
house. Arlmgton, across the Potomac
from Washm_gton, had a romantic
story before it became the home of
Robert E. Lee. In Richmond, the in-
terest of the State Capitol, designed
by ;Iefferson, 1s enhanced by Hou-
don’s statue .of Washington, which
our first President saw and approved.
1E[attle Abbey and the Confederate

useum are packed with mementoes
and memories of the war between
the States. The Edgar Allen Poe
shrine holds relics that recall the life
of the great poet in Richmond.

MITH’S FORT, Bacon’s Castle and
St. Luke’s Church are delightful
examples of 17th century architec-
ture. Thousands of visitors each
year enter the “Northern Neck” to
view the Washington restoration at
Wakefield, where the President was
born. Stratford, the birthplace of
Robert E. Lee, is another famous
landmark of the past. John D. Rock-
efeller’s restoration of Williamsburg
has brought a great deal of pleasure
to thousands. Virginia’s colleges and
universities are among the most
beautiful in the country, with the
University of Virginia, designed by
Thomas Jefferson, standing first of
all. One may trace the greater part
of the Civil War in Virginia's battle-
fields which are systematically
marked and described for those who
wish to see the ground where the
Nation’s history was made. Vir-
ginia's beaches and resorts are fa-
mous the world over, ranging from
Norfollg and Virginia Beach through
Old Point Comfort to Cape Charles.
And then there is Shenandoah
National Park in the heart of the






Park and the Jersey City ball parks.
During the course of a year they
make feed bills for horses look like
small change by the quantity of the
fodder they sell racing clients at
Saratoga, Belmont, Tropical, Empire,
Jamaica, Pimlico, Charles Town, Re-
vere, Narragansett, Juarez, Havana,
Bowie, Laurel and Delaware, to men-
tion only a few tracks. They have
fed patrician pans at the interna-
tional polo matches and the Ameri-
ca’s Cup yacht races. They have been
caterers at horse, dog, flower, auto-
mobile, poultry, motor boat, elec-
trical, chemical and fashion shows.
The only concessions they did not
have at the old, old Madison Square
Garden were those for coat-stealing,
picking pockets and rolling drunks.
Those were very tangible privileges
and they were awarded to the thugs
of New York during the six-day bike
races, when a man paid one admis-
sion and could set up light-house-
keeping in the joint for the duration.
The Stevenses even like to believe
their food once saved the lives and
property of law-abiding citizens.
Twenty-five years ago, when Pancho
Villa was on the loose, the Mexican
andit invaded the Juarez race-track
for the nefarious purpose of making
off with all the thoroughbred horses
on the grounds. Track attaches and
stable hands were prepared to put up
a blogdy battle for the horses, but it
wasn't necessary. Villa dropped into
the Stevens commissary for a light
snack and liked the food so well that

he merely inspected, ra
stole, the horsesI.) ' ther than

T HE four brothers—Hal, Frank,
Jog and Bill—have fed so many
:ﬁo.rtm.g gents and their ladies in
helr time that they have become
sTh rewd judges of mob psychology.
€ reactions and preferences of
?ip?gt crowds is as yet an unexplored
af » but the Stevens boys can glance
thean Inventory sheet and tell you
o t%unﬂ)er of people present, wheth-
o e custoxpers were watching a
clam%ame, prize fight, horse race or
whethzlzfec; ;,l;% :v:ﬁther conditions and
tacular oy ook, € events were spec-
aseball crowd is the most re-

:;:ed g.nd easy-going of all sporting
2s emblages, The customers, there-
i re, buy a steady stream of small
; ;(llng such as hot dogs, Peanuts, pop
ar kmp cream. A mob at the race-
ack is nervous, restless; Hal Stev-
€ns says he never has seen a bag of
geanuts or a candy bar eaten by a
ettor at the track—and virtually all

patrons wager a few bob or more on
the horses. A horse fan will grab a
hot dog or sandwich on the run be-
tween races, especially after he has
cashed a winning bet, but in most
cases he is too busy scurrying around
for tips—always straight from the
horse’s mouth, of course—to bother
with food. The commissary does a
rushing lunch business before the
afternoon program begins, mostly in
solid, substantial fodder. Corned beef
and cabbage, at a dollar the copy, is
the most popular dish, even with the
exclusive Jockey Club set. Fight
fans also are a nervous, impulsive lot
and the best sellers among them are
beer and set-ups for liquid refresh-
ment brought on the hip. A football
mob gives sandwiches, hot dogs and
coffee a heavy play, but only between
the halves, when there is a natural
let-down after an hour of high ten-
sion,

FAST, exciting action brings the
customers a-running to the arena,
but it’s bad for the Stevens business.
People are much too engrossed in a
tight, tense game or match to give a
thought to food or drink. When the
exercises drag, though, the clients
look for the white-coated hawkers,
evidently for want of something bet-
ter to do. It may surprise you to
learn that a sell-out crowd is very
bad news to a concessionaire. The
vendors cannot circulate through
jam-packed stands; a crowd which
fills three-quarters of an arena’s top
capacity is the best for gross sales.

Among athletes, ball players as a
group are the most diligent trencher-
men, although the six-day bike rid-
ers, who consumed four to six com-
plete meals a day during the races,
would eat an old lap robe if it were
cooked and set before them. The
most industrious face-feeder the
Stevens brothers ever saw was Babe
Ruth, who habitually knocked off half
a dozen hot dogs, washed down by
a tub of pop, between games of a
double-header, then could go out and
belt a couple of home runs. It was
nothing at all for Ruth to sink his
fangs into a dozen dogs at one sit-
ting, a terrifying record matched on
innumerable occasions by Ed Bar-
row, the President of the Yankees,
who, incidentally, was Harry Stev-
ens’ partner many years ago. .

“Ruth would eat a bale of hay if
we stocked it,” Frank Stevens says
with reminiscent awe.

Although the race-tracks are the
brothers’ biggest year-round activity
and they are in a position to pick up

all sorts of tips, they rarely bet.
‘When they do, they go for a giddy in-
vestment of two dollars. This traces
back to father Harry's stern disap-
proval of betting. On a certain bleak
October day in 1929, the elder Stev-
ens dropped $200,000 in the stock
market, which didn’t upset him near-
ly as much as a two-buck bet which
had gone wrong when the favorite,
the dog, ran out of the money.

Baseball was, and still is, the only
sport the father and his sons ever
saw which commanded their deep-
seated interest, and the Stevenses
have been associated intimately with
every sport in the books. Harry
rooted passionately for the Giants
and his favorite player was Ruth,
who called him his second Dad. But
Harry’s big moment came when his
son Joe got a hit in the ninth inning
with the bases full and won the inter-
collegiate championship for Yale at
the Polo Grounds.

The tough, old iron puddler was a
colorful character., He bawled out
inefficient employees with breath-
taking vehemence and imagery, but
there is a large number of old retain-
ers, among the 6,000 men on the
Stevens working list, drawing pen-
sions teday for faithful service. He
was a terror in business, but after
hours he would recite Milton, Byron
and Shakespeare all night. During
the Black Sox scandal of 1920, some-
body happened to mention in Harry’s
presence that the future of baseball
was threatened.

“Ridiculous!” he stormed. ‘“Could
you stem the tide with a broom or
pluck a star from its orbit ?”

There aren’t many men made in
the Harry M. Stevens mold. There
never were. An unfailing ritual every
night before he retired was to phone
his sons and wish them good night.
Hal might have been in Mexico,
Frank in Florida, Bill in California
and Joe around the corner, but that
made no difference to Harry. The
solemn tradition is still kept alive by
the sons, who call their mother every
night at Niles, Ohio.

One of the proudest moments of
Harry’'s crowded life came when he
served Dave Windsor, then the Prince
of Wales, the first hot dog H.R.H.
had ever eaten.

“This is fit for a king,” Harry
beamed.

It would have made the old boy
happy to know a King, George VI,
and his Queen, did eat and enjoy the
toothsome ‘“‘frank” when they were
President Roosevelt’s house guests
at Hyde Park two years ago.

What America is Reading

political luncheons, they expre

opinions on women's ha.t:s,y theypevglsl
act on the stage and are photo-
graphed for the movies, But Roger
Martin du Gard is 4 recluse and when
he received the Nobel Prize for Lit-
erature in 1937 few people in Paris
knew him. The prize came to him for
his long and powerful novel about
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(Continued from page 9)

the Thibaults, of which the first part,
simply called “The Thibaults”, was
published in English translation in
New York in 1939. This month the
final section is published as ‘“‘Sum-
mer, 1914”, and the two volumes car-
ry the whole story under the title of
“The World of the Thibaults”,
Roger Martin du Gard has been

writing this work since 1920 and it
crystallizes the spirit and feeling of
middle-class France before and dur-
ing the World War. It is a novel of
intellectual and psychological inter-
ests; its chief characters are edu-
cated men, interested in science and
politics and tremendously occupied
with the way the world is going.






Why is Jawaharlal Nehru, the na-
tionalist-socialist leader, in jail?
What is dangerous in his doctrine.
Nehru is not against British victory;
he and Gandhi hope for British vic-
tory, but Nehru also hopes and
works for the independence of India.
He says, “If we claim independence
today it is with no desire for isola-
tion. On the contrary, we are willing
to surrender part of that independ-
ence, in common with other coun-
tries, to a real international order.”
He thinks the British have lost their
way; they have forgotten democracy,
and they have humbled India. What
Nehru proposes for India cannot be
Summarized in one paragraph, and
his attitude toward social and po-
litical questions is affected by his
humanitarian philosophy and by pro-
posals that we might consider un-
workable. But if you wish to know
what ideas continue to create turmoil
among the East Indian masses, you
XVlll find the autobiography of Nehru,

Towarq Freedom”, most of which
was written in jail, an excellent
guide. (John Day Co., $4)

THERE is some robust fighting in
Marcus Goodrich’s story of life on
a }’Imted States destroyer—*Deli-
lah”, Goodrich once served on a de-
stroyer in the United States Navy—
he has since been pretty active in
Hollywood—and no doubt a lot of
what he saw and heard and experi-

dency to overrun or backlash. It’s
also adjustable to suit the line and

lure fished. This reel was christened

the “Skilkast”,

UPONT nylon leader material,
%0 . Which formerly was sold only in
ch;mcél lengths, now can be pur-
b Sed in 10- and 100-yard coils.
“r(:lrir;?:g 1: gvgo tones, “natural” and

» and in six
15 and'sy o tests—6, 8, 10, 12,

T I&IE Cresson Products Co., of New
ork, has placed on the market a
product ecalled “Rod-Skin”, a wax
g‘l’l{npound designed to preserve the
th ish of bampoo rods. This prepara-
0on 18 applied with a cloth and
. lc'll.;ns a clear, lasting film over the
0’8 varnish. Dry-fly fishermen also
Wlllu find it an excellent line dressing.
1S new dope comes in a small bot-

tle and sell -bi
very well s for four-bits. It works

S ANY brother seeking the ultimate
}lln fly-tying art? If so, a gent
z_:v 0 answers to the name of Reuben
Rross, .and living on Shin Creek
oad, In Lew Beach, N.Y., will turn
out artificials to order that you'll
Snap at yourself.
Rl,xbe, an annual hit at the Sports-
men’s Shovy, where he demonstrates
his art, ships to regular customers
all over the country and caters to a
fussy, discriminating clientele. His
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enced went into this tale of muscle-
busting adventure. The Delilah was

a sweating, fuming craft, chiefly

raw engine and boilers, with four
huge nostrils belching smoke and
two whirling typhoons of metal plow-
ing the sea. The adventures that
Goodrich conjures up take place in
the South Seas and have to do with
the inordinate strength of the big
water tender, O’Connel, the heavy-
weight champ of the squadron, a
man of “terrific power and devastat-
ing irresponsibility’”’. He inspired
Ordinary Seaman Warrington to ex-
ert his strength to the utmost, feed-
ing the boilers, He got into a terrific
altercation ashore and the story of
his escape from arrest, his swim in
the dark with two boats following
his track by the phosphorescence
that he stirred up, the battle in which
he was struck on the head with a
hammer and the subsequent fight
with a razor blade as weapon—well,
that’s a fight! It goes on and on, for
Marcus Goodrich is determined that
no detail shall escape the reader, and
when finally it comes to an end the
reader is about as winded as the men
who fought. The whole tale, with its
brawling and noise, makes me won-
der whether this is representative of
life on destroyers of the U. S. Navy.
I hope not—for discipline couldn’t
stand many such battles as O’Connel
put up. (Farrar & Rinehart, $2.75)
The war in Europe is inspiring

Rod and Gun

(Continued from page 20)

fan-wing Royals will catch trout in a
bathtub, according to members of
that silk hat outfit, the Beaverkill
Trout Club.

HE Union Hardware Co., of Tor-

rington, Conn., has developed a
new nine-foot, two-piece fly rod
weighing a flat five ounces that’s a
honey. It's called the Union Star,
and is of six-strip, flame-tone tonkin
cane construction, equipped with Z-
nickel guides.

Lee Wulff, who has been shooting
those amazingly good color movies
of Newfoundland trout, salmon and
grilse fishing, has used this wand for
the last two seasons and asserts it's
the finest medium-priced whip on the
market for fish up to 20-pound
weight. Your reporter also owns one
and is convinced it’s what the M.D.
ordered for big stream fishing. It
ought to be a pip for those short coast-
al streams along the Pacific slope.

= RUE Temper featured a complete
line at the big outdoors show at
Grand Central Palace in February,
of which five newly improved metal
plugging rods proved of especial in-
terest to the bait casting faithful,
The “Personalized” model, a tubu-
lar steel job equipped with steel-
cored plastic and cork grips, is a
little number you'd better look over
before bass season opens. It might
do you some good.

-sational is

thrillers, too. Perhaps the most sen-
“The Carrington Inci-
dent”, by Niven Busch, which drama-
tizes some of the worst characteris-
tics of the Nazi regime. The realistic
manner in which the story is told
makes it read like 4 news report. The
plot develops the curious experience
of Bertha Carrington, an American
girl, who has been picked out as a
perfect Aryan and is expected to be-
come the mother of the Leader’s heir.
Whatever your imagination suggests
from this point on will probably be
found in this fantastic tale. (Mor-
row, $2.50) . . . Another grim spy
tale about a youth who does under-
cover work for Britain in Germany
during the first World War forms the
basis for the mystery tale called
“Drink to Yesterday’”’, by Manning
Coles. (Knopf, $2) ... An exciting
mystery story, full of suspense, is
“Keep Murder Quiet”, by Selwyn
Jepson, which tells how a young
Englishman returns home from Tibet
to find his father murdered and how
he manages to solve the case and
track down the killer. (Crime Club,
$2) ... If you have never read “The
Thirty-nine Steps” and “Greenman-
tle”, those stories of escape and pur-
suit by John Buchan, it will be good
news that they are now being re-
printed by Pocket Books in 25c
editions. Many readers think Buchan
a better writer than A, Conan Doyle
in this field.

WINCHESTER Repeating Arms
Company's low-priced .22 cali-
ber bolt action repeater, Model 69,
henceforth will be known as the 69-A
following three improvements which
doubtless will add to this fine little
rifle’s popularity. The firing pin
thrust has been shortened; the new-
er model now comes equipped with a
thumb-operated safety similar to
that of the famous Model 52 match
rifle, and the weapon now cocks on
the opening motion of the breech
instead of the closing action. It
should be good.

Models 61 and 62, slide action
repeaters, now are coming off
the production line with newly de-
signed slide handles. Both are a bit
longer, an improvement which adds
to the ease of manipulation as well
as to the appearance of these two
excellent little rifles.

HE first surf fishing handbook to

hit the stands in recent years,
“Fishing the Surf”’, has just been au-
thored by Raymond R. Camp. This
handy little book covers the beach
angling game from A to Izzard.
Methods, baits, lures and tackle are
described and all beach fishing hot-
spots along both coasts are listed.
“Fishing the Surf” is a Little, Brown
and Co. publication and a book that
many bait and squid tossers will
want in their five-foot shelf of re-
quired outdoors reading,





















