































































































The Grand Lodge of Sorrow

AT THE appointed time, the hour of

eleven on Wednesday, July 16, the
Elks Seventy-Seventh Grand Lodge
Convention in Philadelphia, Pa., ad-
journed its business session and turned
its attention to the Memorial Service
which is customarily held at each Na-
tional Convention of the Benevolent
and Protective Order of Elks.

Acting Grand Exalted Ruler J. Edgar
Masters, Grand Secretary, of Charleroi,
Pa., Lodge, No. 494, requested the
Grand Lodge delegates to stand in si-
lence for a moment in memory of those
of our members who have gone to their
reward during the past year. After
this part of the ceremony, he called on
Grand Chaplain J. B. Dobbins, of Tem-
ple, Tex., Lodge, No. 138, to lead the
Grand Lodge in prayer.

‘When the Grand Chaplain had con-
cluded, the Indiana State Elks Chanters
sang several selections appropriate to
this solemn hour. As the last moving
strains closed, Past Grand Exalted
Ruler David Sholtz, of Daytona Beach,
Fla., Lodge, No. 1141, delivered before
a silent and attentive audience, the
following address in memory of Past
Grand Exalted Ruler Walter F. Meier:

“ ‘We've been long together
Through pleasant and through
cloudy weather;
'Tis éaard to part when friends are
ear.’

‘“We are here to do honor to the mem-
ory of a man who never sought an
honor and who never thought that he
was great, but looked upon himself as
a simple member of our great Frater-
nity. He was truly a great man in our
Order and in the State of his adoption.

“Born on a farm in Lancaster County,
Nebraska, on September 12, 1879, of
stock which had emigrated from Eng-
land into Virginia about 1656, he was
educated in the public schools of that
State and was graduated from its uni-
versity in 1903 with the degrees of
Bachelor of Arts and Bachelor of Laws.

“Walter Frederick Meier's rise to a
position of high prominence in public
and private life illustrates the oppor-
tunities open to anyone who is endowed
with perseverance and an ability to
work, for his education was acquired
only by the greatest of self-sacrifice
and humble labor. Blessed as he was
with a strong physique and an unusual
capacity for work, he performed what-
ever work he could obtain, be it de-
livering newspapers, waiting tables or
doing janitor work at school, that would
enable him to make good. Sometimes
sleeping in an office to save rent, some-
times with but one meal a day, he
fought to educate himself to the end
that he might be a better qualified citi-
zen.

“On a fortunate day and chance, he
came to the State of Washington in
1903 and was conquered by its charms.
Having no means with which to sustain
himself, he registered at an employ-
ment agency, worked in a sawmill, in
a lumber yard and also on a battleship
under construction on the Pacific Coast,
which battleship happened to be named
for his native State. He became a
teacher in the public school system of
Spokane, Washington. In 1909 he en-

tered upon his profession as a lawyer
in the city of Seattle.

“Coming from a family that knew the
covered wagon era and accustomed to
hard work, he applied himself vigorous-
ly to his profession and identified him-
self with community activities. In 1919,
on October 23rd, he was initiated into
Seattle Lodge No. 92 of the Benevolent
and Protective Order of Elks of the
United States of America.

“He loved facts—history, geography
and the stories of the lives of men. The
interests of Walter F. Meier from a
civic standpoint were many and varied,
but the Order of Elks was his great
love. .

“In 1922, after serving as a chair
officer, he was elected Exalted Ruler
and also Second Vice-President of the
Washington State Elks Association.
In 1923 he attended the Grand Lodge
Convention held at Atlanta, Georgia,
as the delegate from his Lodge, where
it was my privilege to first know him
and become his friend. We became
closer friends when we both were
privileged to serve as District Deputy
Grand Exalted Rulers under the leader-
ship of that distinguished leader of our
Order, Past Grand Exalted Ruler James
G. McFarland.

“He later served as President of the
State Association of Washington and
organized the movement resulting in

the subsequent erection in Seattle, by .

the Elks of that State, of a convalescent
home for crippled children which was
donated to the Orthopedic Hospital.

“In July, 1925, he was elected Grand
Esteemed Lecturing Knight of our
Order and the following year was ap-
pointed by Past Grand Exalted Ruler
William Hawley Atwell as a member of
the Grand Forum for a five-year term
and served as its Chief Justice during
the year 1930-1931. There he rendered
yeoman service to the Order, winning
public recognition in my home city in
1928 by the passage of a formal reso-
lution for his able work in behalf of the
Order. He also served as Chairman of
the Grand Lodge Committee on Judi-
ciary with distinction. He was a prolifie
writer upon the subjects suggested by
the ideals and teachings of the Order.
In July, 1933, he was una.n;n_lously' elg-
vated to the highest position within
the gift of the Order, that of Grand Ex-
alted Ruler, the privilege of nominating
him being a most happy one for me.
During the Grand Lodge year of
1933-34, ceaselessly and untmngly and
to great physical and economic self-
sacrifice, he served the Order most
wholesomely as an outstanding Chief
Executive of our Order. He then took
his place once again as a simple work-
ing member of the Order, giving un-
selfishly and untiringly of his time and
energy thereafter to the service of the
Order until the time of his death.

“Not only in fraternal life, but in civil
life, Past Grand Exalted Ruler Walter
F. Meier, was recognized as a leader,
serving his City and his State in public
office. o

“His was a beautiful family life, mar-
ried as he was to a classmate at the
University of Nebraska, Anna L. J ones,
who, together with three fine children,
Ronald, Lois and Kenneth, comprised
the Meier family. Ronald, the eldest,

was engaged in the practice of law
with his father at the time of his
father’s passing.

“Today we pay him gratitude for
his service. He lived amongst us and
died amongst us and his ashes will rest
in the monuments of the Order. We all
miss him, we loved him. Some knew
him better, but none appreciated and
respected him more than I. His life
was one that gave courage as it will to
anyone who has a dream and longs to
have that dream come true. And when
he saw death racing toward him he
went out with courage to meet it with
a smile.

‘“ ‘Farewell, comrade true,

Born anew!

Your soul shall be where heroes are,

And your memory shine like the
morning star.

Your shield is here,

Brave and dear.

Farewell—Walter Frederick Meier.’ ”

T THE conclusion of Mr. Sholtz’s ten-
der address, the celebrated soprano,
Lucy Monroe, sang ‘“The Vacant Chair”.
Past Grand Exalted Ruler Masters then
introduced the speaker who was to de-
liver the general eulogy which usually
attends this solemn service, Past Grand
Exalted Ruler Raymond P. Benjamin,
of Napa, Calif., Lodge, No. 832,

Mr. Benjamin, before an audience
obviously moved by his words, said:

“The Bell of Destiny has tolled—
eleven strokes—and as the music of
its solemn tone fades within our ears
and the finger of time darkens this hour
upon the dial of life, we turn back the
pages of memory, and there, inscribed
in living letters of imperishable recol-
lection we read the names of the Broth-
ers that have answered the summons of
Our Father and entered the valley of
shadows.

“Tenderly have we confided them to
the loving arms of Mother Earth to rest
upon her bosom in those secluded vales
where winds blow gently, and fleecy
clouds drift idly by while the moon casts
down her silver and the sun flings down
his gold, undisturbed by the clash and
disorder of this troubled world, un-
touched by the evil that men do unto
each other.

“This hour with us is one of rever-
ence rather than of grief—of pleasant
thoughts born of fraternity with those
who have answered that summons—of
faith and hope and love. We do not
pay our tribute to them with tears, but
recall these comrades of other days, for
the happiness they brought to all who
knew them. The dark curtain of forget-
fulness is drawn aside revealing the
virtues graven upon the tablets of our
memories of those who, standing with-
in the shadow of the Antlers, pledged
their lives to the objects of this great
Fraternity, and voiced their unfalter-
ing belief in the existence of a Divine
Father.

“Within our Temple Walls they de-
veloped a generous and kindly spirit of
companionship,—the strong and open
hand of assistance in distress,—the
sweet and tender shelter of compas-
sion, for they found our Order builded
upon this great, uplifting, universal
sentiment—the acknowledgment of hu-

(Continued on page 40)
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The District Deputies Appointed by
Grand Exalted Ruler John S. McClelland

ALABAMA
ALASKA, EAST
ALASKA, WEST
ARIZONA, NORTH
ARIZONA, SOUTH
ARKANSAS

CALIFORNIA, BAY

CALIFORNIA, EAST CENTRAL

CALIFORNIA, WEST CENTRAL

CALIFORNIA, NORTH

CALIFORNIA, SOUTH

CALIFORNIA, SOUTH CENTRAL

CANAL ZONE

COLORADO, CENTRAL

COLORADO, NORTE

COLORADO, SOUTH

COLORADO, WEST

CONNECTICUT, EAST

CON NECTICUT, WEST

DELAWARE, MARYLAND AND DIST. OF
COLUMBIA, EAST

DELAWARE, MARYLAND AND DIST. OF
COLUMBIA, WEST

FLORIDA, EAST

FLORIDA, WEST

FLORIDA, NORTH

GEORGIA, WEST

GEORGIA, EAST

Guam

HAwAn

InAHO, NORTH

IDAHO, SOUTH

ILLINOIS, NORTHEAST

ILLINOIS, NORTHWEST

ILLINOIS, EAST CENTRAL

TLLINOIS, WEST CENTRAL

ILLINOIS, SOUTHEAST

TLLINOIS, SOUTH

ILLINOIS, SOUTHWEST

INDIANA, NORTH

INDIANA, NORTH CENTRAL

INDIANA, CENTRAL

INDIANA, SOUTH CENTRAL

INDIANA, SOUTH

JowA, SOUTHEAST

JowA, NORTHEAST

Iowa, WEST

KANSAS, EAST

KANSAS, WEST

KENTUCKY, EAST

KENTUCKY, WEST

LOUISIANA, NORTH

LOUISIANA, SOUTH

MAINE, EAST

MAINE, WEST

MARYLAND, DELAWARE AND DIST. OF
COLUMBIA, EAST

MARYLAND, DELAWARE AND DIST. OF
COLUMBIA, WEST

MASSACHUSETTS, NORTHEAST

MASSACHUSETTS, SOUTHEAST

MASSACHUSETTS, WEST

MASSACHUSETTS, CENTRAL
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Harry K. Reid
Walter P. Scott
Frank Bayer
Archie K. Beard
Filmore C. Stanton
Leonard R. Ellis
Edward E. Keller
Bernard D. Doyle
Horace R. Wisely
Alex Ashen

G. A. Daniels
Victor D. McCarthy
Rufus Weischadel
Robert W. Harvey
James H. Jackson
C. J. Williams

G. A. Franz, Jr.,
Henry N. Benoit
John J. Sullivan, Jr.,

C. Ray Hare

Charles G. Hawthorne
James A. Dunn
Allen C. Altvater
Robert L. Bohon
H. G. McSpadden
Edward A. Dutton
W. G. Johnston

D. A. Devine

E. B. Tobias

Jay L. Downing
Arthur A. Olson
Charles L. Snyder
Thomas J. Walsh
Hollis G. Hansen
William M. Dutelle
D. F. Rumsey
Nick H. Feder
Roy J. Jorg

W. C. Enowles
Rex F. Congleton
Simpson M. Stoner
Preston W. Loveland
Henry D. Dukes

L. A. Peters
Ernest L. Currie
W. T. Stinson

Leo J. Piller
William H. White
J. 8. Breitenstein
J. O. Modisette

K. M. Frank
Gordon W. Drew
Arthur J. Henry

C. Ray Hare

Charles G. Hawthorne
Edward A. Coffey
Patrick J. Foley

J. Henry Goguen
Ormsby L. Court

Birmingham No. 79
Juneau No. 420
Anchorage No. 1351
Jerome No. 1361

Clifton No. 1174

Hot Springs No. 380
San Mateo No., 1112
Merced No. 1240
Salinas No. 614
Sacramento No. 6
Redlands No. 583
Redondo Beach No. 1378
Panama Canal Zone No. 1414
Idaho Springs No. 607
Sterling No. 1336
Walsenburg No. 1086
Ouray No. 492

Putnam No. 574

New Haven No. 25

Salisbury No. 817

Baltimore No. 7
Miami No. 948
Sebring No. 1529
Jacksonville No. 221
Rome No. 694
Savannah No. 183
Agana No. 1281

Hilo No. 759

Saint Maries No. 1418
Pocatello No. 674 .
Chicago (South) No. 1566
Freeport No. 617
Streator No. 591
Galesburg No. 894
Paris No. 812
Harrisburg No. 1058
Belleville No. 481
Ligonier No. 451
LaFayette No. 143
Frankfort No. 560
Greencastle No. 1077
Jeffersonville No. 362
Centerville No. 940
Boone No. 563
Council Bluffs No. 531
Topeka No. 204

Great Bend No. 1127
Ashland No. 350
Louisville No. 8
Jennings No. 1085
Franklin No. 1387
Augusta No. 964
Rumford No. 862

Salisbury No. 817

Baltimore No. 7
Salem No. 799
Boston No. 10
Leominster No. 1237
Somerville No. 917



MICHIGAN, WEST
MICHIGAN, EAST
MICHIGAN, CENTRAL
MICHIGAN, NORTH
MINNESOTA, NORTH
MINNESOTA, SOUTH
MISSISSIPPI, SOUTH
MIissISsIPPI, NORTH
MISSOURI, EAST
MISSOURI, SOUTHWEST
MISSOURI, NORTHWEST
MONTANA, EAST
MONTANA, WEST
NEBRASKA, EAST
NEBRASKA, WEST
NEvVADA

NEW HAMPSHIRE

NEW JERSEY, NORTHEAST
NEW JERSEY, NORTHWEST
NEW JERSEY, SOUTH
NEW JERSEY, CENTRAL
NEW MEXIC0O, NORTH
NEwW MEXICO, SOUTH
NEW YORK, EAST

NEW YORK, EAST CENTRAL
NEW YORK, NORTHEAST

NEW YORK, NORTH CENTRAL
NEW YORK, SOUTH CENTRAL

NEW YORK, WEST

NEW YORK, WEST CENTRAL
NEW YORK, SOUTHEAST
NORTH CAROLINA, EAST
NORTH CAROLINA, WEST
NORTH DAKOTA

OHI10, NORTH CENTRAL
OHI10, NORTHEAST
OHI10, NORTHWEST
OHI10, SOUTH CENTRAL
OHI0, SOUTHEAST
OHIO, SOUTHWEST
OKLAHOMA, EAST
OKLAHOMA, WEST
OREGON, SOUTH
OREGON, NORTHEAST
OREGON, NORTHWEST
PENNSYLVANIA, SOUTH

PENNSYLVANIA, SOUTHWEST

PENNSYLVANIA, NORTHEAST

PENNSYLVANIA, NORTHWEST

PENNSYLVANIA, NORTH

PENNSYLVANIA, NORTH CENTRAL
PENNSYLVANIA, SOUTH CENTRAL

PENNSYLVANIA, SOUTHEAST
PHILIPPINE ISLANDS
PUERTO RICO

RHODE ISLAND

SOUTH CAROLINA

SOUTH DAKOTA
TENNESSEE, EAST
TENNESSEE, WEST

TEXAS, NORTH

TEXAS, WEST

TEXAS, SOUTHEAST

TEXAS, SOUTHWEST
TEXAS, EAST

UTAH

VERMONT

VIRGINIA, EAST

VIRGINIA, WEST
WASHINGTON, EAST
WASHINGTON, SOUTHWEST
WASHINGTON, NORTHWEST
‘WEST VIRGINIA, NORTH
WEST VIRGINIA, SOUTH
‘WISCONSIN, NORTHEAST
‘WISCONSIN, NORTHWEST
WISCONSIN, SOUTH
WYOMING

Willard McIntyre
Herbert A. Kurrasch
Leland L. Hamilton
Ire R. West

Lowell J. Grady
Martin A. Nelson
A. W, Lang

Griffin B. White, J2..
F. G. Ridgway

J. R. Garrison
Joseph N. Miniace
J. D. Walsh

Carl A. Nyman
Roland Gaeth
George E. Stevens
Harold Cafferata
John J. Horan

John H. Killeen
Joseph A. Miscia
James A. MacMillan
John J. Albiez
David S. Bonem

C. E. Hinkle
Thomas H. Callahan
Edmund H. Lawler
John J. Sweeney

J. Bradbury German, Jr.
F, A. Haughey
Howard F. Rieger
Ronald J. Dunn
John F. Scileppi
Raymond Fuson

C. C. Oates

John A. Graham

C. G. Church
Edward P. Hoadley
Karl P. Rumpf

Ray Mitchell
Albert Schwartz
John W. Schuller
E. A. Guise

Theo. R. Graves

W. M. Dodge

J. H, Peare

C. B. Mudd

John F. Wilson
Ross S. Wilson
Frank 8. La Bar
Clark H. Buell
George W. Fox
Frank D. Croop
Herman A. Earley
John S. Brobst
John W. Haussermann
Noah Shephard
James A. Taylor
Paul E. Trouche, Jr.
F. Web Hill

Albert G. Heins
William P. Moss

C. B. McConnell
Ralph E. Dallinger
A. C. Huwieler

A. C. Linne

Joseph J. Roberts

-J. BEdwin Stein

Dominic F. Flory

" James A. Kline

W. M. Frasor

A. W. Jeffreys

J. Clayton Burke
Roderick M. McDuffie

Charles D. Fog, Jr.
W. E. Baylis

Guy E. Taylor

L. H. Campbell

P. J. McGinley
Dewey E. 8. Kuhns
A. V. Delmore
Fred A. Schroeder
William F. Ehmann
Rex C. Erlewine

SPECIAL DEPUTIES

Grand Rapids No. 48
Alpena No. 505

Niles No. 1322
Marquette No. 405
Crookston No. 342
Stillwater No. 179
Gulfport No. 978
Canton No. 458
Columbia No. 594
‘Warrensburg No. 673
Kansas City No. 26
Glendive No. 1324
Helena No. 193
Fremont No. 514
Scottsbluff No. 1367
Reno No. 597
Manchester No. 146
‘Weehawken No. 1456
Montclair No. 891
Camden No. 293
Union No. 1583
Tucumecari No. 1172
Roswell No. 969
‘White Plains No. 535
Haverstraw No. 877
Troy No. 141

Utica No. 33

Watkins Glen No. 1546
Niagara Falls No. 346
Oneida No. 767
Queens Borough No. 878
New Berne No. 764
Hendersonville No. 1616
Bismarck No. 1199
Mount Vernon No. 140
Ashtabula No. 208
Toledo No. 53
Newark No. 391
Uhrichsville No. 424
Hillsboro No. 361
Tulsa No. 946
Blackwell No. 1347
Ashland No. 944
LaGrande No. 433
Salem No. 336
Johnstown No. 175
Braddock No. 883
East Stroudsburg No. 319
New Castle No. 69
Clearfield No. 540
Berwick No. 1138
Harrisburg No. 12
Allentown No. 130
Manila No. 761

San Juan No. 972
‘Woonsocket No. 850
Charleston No. 242
Rapid City No. 1187
Knoxville No. 160
Jackson No. 192
‘Wichita Falls No. 1105
Plainview No. 1175
Houston No. 151
Seguin No. 1229
Tyler No. 215

Provo No. 849
Rutland No. 345
Richmond No. 45
Roanoke No. 197
‘Wenatchee No. 1186
Centralia No. 1083
Port Townsend No. 317
Wheeling No. 28
Charleston No. 202
Two Rivers No. 1380
‘Wausau No. 248
Madison No. 410

Rock Springs No. 624

Blue Island, Ill., No. 1331
Herrin, I1l., No. 1146
Atlanta, Ga., No. 78

East Point, Ga., No. 1617
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The Grand Lodge of Sorrow

man inter-dependence, ané an abiding
faith in a loving and beneficent God.

“They discovered that the arm blood
of ‘Elkdom’ was drawn from the royal
veins of a splendid humanity, the vital
fluid that beautifies and strengthens
the giant figure of our Fraternity.

“True it is that our doctrines bear the
stamp of antiquity, but the founders of
our Order fashioned those doctrines to
the practical use of a working race, and
to meet the requirements of an age that
was marching hand in hand with
progress. Our Brothers sought to uplift
humanity and mold character, for they
realized that character is the founda-
tion of every nation, the salvation of
society, the standard by which men
stand or fall in the estimation of their
fellows—that character is the temper
of every blade that rings true upon the
anvil of temptation.

“For more than nineteen hundred
years the world has read with profit
that beautiful story of the Good Sa-
maritan. That lonely road of the Sa-
maritan in Judea has become the high-
way over which many weary souls have
marched in safety to a peaceful haven,
and the lesson of simple Brotherhood
there taught has become a page in the
decalogue of a world-wide people. Pos-
sessed of a splendid faith, teaching a
generous love of man as man, our
Brothers traveled that road, seeking to
exemplify that faith by works of be-
nevolence, and endeavoring to read the
golden pages of our ritual into the daily

life and thoughts of all. Their works
were the works of righteousness, and
their influence prevailed in every walk
a:hli}d condition of our social and civic

e.
“They did not forget that all men are
of one family; that all humanity kneels
before the same Altar of the Infinite,
that all peoples hold to the same belief
of life in the hereafter. They knew
that “No man liveth unto himself” but
that they were created and placed here
to labor for their fellowmen, to improve
our social condition, to strengthen the
bonds of our Union—to elevate our
country and to advance our race in all
the essentials of a healthy civilization.

‘“These are the lessons that our Broth-
ers learned in their companionship with
us—and for the learning, they were
braver and better men. Now they have
closed their tired eyes upon the strife
and turmoil of this life, to awaken in
the Mansion of the Father—there to
abide in Ppeace and happiness through
all eternity—while we who knew and
loved them best, remain—in hope of
meeting them in that celestial realm—
in prayer that to us also may be granted
immortality.

“To this hope of life in the world be-
yond, we cling as have all ages and all
peoples—and in our prayer for immor-
tality, the supplication of our lips rises
heavenward with that of our Brothers
that tasted the sweets of life and passed
to the Qreat Beyond.

“The immortality of the soul is one of
those primordial beliefs proclaimed by
universal instinct. It has survived all
the convulsions of human beliefs and

although men have changed their
modes of worship and ideas of God,
their beliefs in an immortality await-
ing them has never faltered.

“The days that are gone, the flowers
that have bloomed and withered, the
waters that have raced from the moun-
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tains to the sea are all mute evidence
of the common end of all. Beauty and
beast, prince and peasant, share the
same relentless fate. The soul beats its
helpless wings against the bars of life’s
limitation, sighs and disappears. Is
that the end—the end, or the begin-
ning ?

“What has been given here that can-
not be bettered ?

“What has been enjoyed here that
cannot be made more perfect ? Knowing
even as little as we do, may we not
confidently assert:

« ¢'ig not the whole of life to live,
Nor all of death to die.

“The present does not satisfy us be-
cause it is not our ideal. Too often are
we devoted to delving in earth’s mines
for paltry gems. We explore the ocean’s
mysterious depths for pearls of price—
we strive for gold until the hand is hard
and the heart is cold; we attire our-
selves in robes of purple and silk and
strut forth in this borrowed garb of
frivolity across the narrow bridge be-
tween Time and Eternity—but our de-
sires transcend the power of satisfac-
tion. We may find delight in a thousand
things, but none that assuages that
thirst of the soul—none that but par-
tially fills the cup of human happiness.
Always do earthly pleasures fall far
short of those we dream of enjoying in
the future life—always does the soul
long to put aside the garb and shackles
of mortality.

" HEN we have lived, neither are

our aspirations satisfied, our full
work completed, nor our ideals of
justice realized, and alone among the
creatures that surround us, dragging
after us the long chain of Qisappomted
hopes, we cry out for the infinite per-
spective of immortality beyond the nar-
row horizon of today. .

“The immortal spark within each
breast is an insistent and divine guide
that hastens us always onward, ever
onward toward the Day of Days as
tho ’twere anxious to return to its
celestial home from whence it came.

“Its eagerness to complete the jour-
ney impels the thought

“«Tho inland far we be
Our souls have sight

Of that immortal sea
Which brought us hither.’

«Qince nothing abideth on the earth,
gince our best treasures are in heaven,
we place our belief in God and our lives
become to us an anticipation of immor-
tality in a heavenly home that can only
be visualized by the eye of faith.

«The scythe of the Grim Reaper may
not be stayed. The summons of the
Father may not be denied. Tho friends
may weep—tho hearts may break

““The path of sorrow—
And that path alone,
Leads to the land

Where sorrow is unknown.’

«There all must go—the record of
their lives alone remaining. There all
shall rest—the tumult of this world
then undisturbing. There pain and grief
shall cease and all shall gain that which
alone all seek.

« e do not sigh when golden skies

have donned
The purple shadows and the grey
of night,

Because we know the morning lies

beyond,

And we must wait a little while
for light.

So, when grown weary with the

care and strife,
Our loved ones find in sleep the
peace they crave,

‘We should not weep, but learn to

count this life
A prelude to the one beyond the
grave.’

“Thus, nothing vanishes away for-
ever. Our strength, our joy, our dearly
beloved ones are ever with us in this
life and in the life to come. The spirit
whom we call Time, viewed through
this belief of the soul, is no longer the
winged wizard he is painted, the grave-
digger of the universe, clutching his
victims and hiding them away from us
forever. To the eye of faith he is a far
different spirit, an angel, young with
the youth of all eternity, his brow en-
circled with the starry dawn, tenderly
folding our treasures in his arms, and
beckoning us on with a smile. He ig
now, as he will ever be, the leader of
the vast Eonian procession. He strikes
the hours, he peals the chimes, calling
all living things to the Tabernacles of
Glory, hastening us forward on that
path of life which is the same path
here and hereafter, the same secret of
the living God.

“Man is at once the possessor of life
and the heir of heaven. Eternity is the
home to which time is but the portal,
It is a glory beside which all beauty
here is but a shadow. It is a joy to
which all human joy is but a dream. 1t
is music to which all melody that falls
upon our ears is but a whispering echo,
It is a home to which all earthly homeg
have a foreign strangeness. It is g day
for which all other days were made. Tt
is life, to which all other life is but g
fleeting sign. It is a worship, of which
all other worship is but dim anticipa-
tion. It is ‘a peace that surpasseth al]
understanding’. It is indeed the very
dwelling place of God, which philosg-
phers vainly seek to find, painters vain-
1y seek to portray, poets vainly seek to
describe, but whose divine meanings
and delights are foreshadowed by the
believing soul.

“To this land our Brothers have de-
parted and there rejoice. Their chee
voice is but an echo of the past, their
winsome smile is but a shadow o’er the
thought—the tide of grief has ebbeq
and yet today we know that ’

‘“ ‘When the stream

Which overflowed the soul hag

passed away

A consciousness remained that it

had left

Deposited upon the silent shore of

memory
Images and precious thoughts

That shall not die, and cannot be

destroyed.’

“True soldiers in the faith, true labor-
ers in the vineyard of life, they gave
their best efforts to the betterment of
their fellowmen; with kindly words
and generous acts they paved the path-
way of the weary—guided the footsteps
of the faltering, lightened the burden of
the heavy-laden and cast sunshine into
the habitation of the hopeless. The
hands devoted to these works of God
have withered in the clasp of death——
the hearts that pulsed and throbbed for
suffering humanity have ceased to beat
—but the memory of their good deeds
are ‘images and precious thoughts that






Three Little Pigs Went to Market

butler’s pantry. He joined me as I
was waiting for Harkin to prepare
some ice-water. By this time I had
begun to grow cheerful.

“Don’t you think,” I whispered,
‘“she’s putting on a sketch, just to
lift our hair?”

“She does seem pretty cool about
it,” Lem remained haggard. ‘“Other-
wise, I happen to know what she says
is true—"

“T-true?”

“There were rumors about the
Street yesterday about ‘good’ buying
in General Gadgets. I wondered
where it was coming from. How was
I to imagine it was my own Aunt
Mabel? Anyhow, I hopped aboard
and bought, too—" Lem's face
twisted with pain.

Aunt Mabel recovered somewhat
with her glass of water. Her eyes
were still fixed in thought, yet the
thought seemed alleviating.

“One comfort to me,” she said, “is
the fact that I have willed to my
heir, before anything else, a point of
honor. The honor of the Dowds. This
carries an obligation to assume any
debts that might survive me in lieu
of the estate.”

OW we got upstairs, I shall never

know. We found ourselves in
Ellen’s little sitting-room, regarding
each other in stupor. But, whereas
each of us had been guiltily certain
before that he could not have been
named in the will, each of us was
equally certain now that—for his
sins—he had. And, whereas each had
been contriving to move heaven and
earth to get his name in the docu-
ment, now each was impelled to the
same astronomical engineering to get
it out,

There was another difference,
though; the development was so
staggering that it tended, for the
first time in our experience, to pull
us together, like sheep huddling be-
fore a storm.

“With the market plunging the
way it was today,” quavered Lem,
‘“who wants to bet one to a hundred
that it will open tomorrow morning
even as high as it closed this after-
noon ?”

Helpful Lem! If General Gadgets
opened below 45, it could mean a
yawning debt for the Dowd estate.

“I've got it!” I exclaimed. “Let
each of us assign his interest in the
estate to the other two!”

“What for?”

“That lets each of us out of the
debt.”

“And the other two in!”

“Nothing of the kind. Look—Aunt
Mabel has expressly deprived the two
who are not named in the will from
shar:mg in any part of the estate.
So, if they should receive the desig-
nated heir’s assignment of his inter-
est in the estate, that is to say, of
the debt, they’re forbidden to have it.
See ? And the real heir wouldn’t have
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it, either, because he’d already've
assigned his own share to the others.
That lets everybody out.”

Lem mulled this over, glumly.

“‘Get some paper,” he said to Ellen.

Lem sat down and sketched out a
form.

“These must make the midnight
mail. Special Delivery. They've got
to be in the lawyer’s hands before
the market opens in the morning.”

HEN we appeared for break-
Wfast, we found Aunt Mabel al-
ready seated at the table. The three
of us, with the huddling instinct still
operative, had gravitated together in
the upper hall; we felt braver en
masse. But to say that Aunt Mabel
was seated is scarcely the word. She
was frozen to her chair. Her cheeks
were as white as her plate. White,
except for tinges of shadow, where
they seemed oddly shrunken. A let-
ter lay open before her.

“Aunt Mabel!” we chorused.

“Aunt Mabel, my eye!” she roused
herself to retort.

“What is it ?”

“How much longer will you be
Aunt Mabeling me, when I tell you
every cent I've got in the world—
and a whole lot more—hangs on the
opening of the market today?”

“But you told us last night.”

“Last night—but I didn’t know
it last night!”

As our expressions reeled percept-
ibly, she went on: .

“It was true, all right, that I did
send those orders to my broker. I de-
posited all my General Gadget shares
with him, and had him turn all the
rest of my stocks into General Gadg-
ets, too. Next I sent him a letter
with orders to buy, using the de-
posited stock as collateral, as much
more General Gadgets as the total he
now had on hand.”

Aunt Mabel sipped a bracer of
coffee.

“I gave those orders because I
wanted to be able, honestly, to tell all
sundry and chiselling Dowds that I
haed given them . .. had put up every-
thing in this market....”

She faced us stonily.

“ . . What I wanted to find out,
when the market declined, was
whether I could really segregate the
Dowds from the duds....”

A dentist’s drill, touching a nerve,
could have produced no more spon-
taneous reaction. Yet none of us
could find speech.

“But as soon as I mailed the letter,
I drove on to Elmsbridge and mailed
another letter, special delivery. This
instructed the broker to cancel all
orders entered in my name, This was
done to void the instructions I had
just sent him. In this way, I could
tell you what I had ordered him to
do—and still stay out of the mar-
ket.”

“QOh!” The relief in Lem’s tone was
enormous.

“Oh—goose feathers! The trouble
was that, owing to a difference in
train time, the cancellation letter got
there first. And owing to the differ-
ence in mail-times, it bore an earlier
post-mark, too. So the broker figured
that the cancellation letter was just
an advance precaution to wipe the
slate clean of any old orders that
might have been standing on the
books under my name, to make way
for these new orders.”

“l?)ut—but didn’t he try to phone

ou?”’

“Tried like a demon. But I was
away and he couldn't get me. He
was afraid to put the orders in, and
didn't dare leave them out—he might
be ’}iable either way. So he put them

“But still—”

“By the time he did get me, after
the close, the orders had already
been executed. I explained that it
was a mistake, He talked so fast then
that I had to turn him over to my
lawyer. I did get across to him,
though, that I knew well enough all
brokerage houses had ‘Mistake Ac-
counts’ to liquidate errors, and that
this was just what they were for.
This silenced him so completely for a
minute that I had a chance to hang
up on him. So his letters and wires
didn’t bother me. But now. . . .”

AUNT MABEL tapped the paper
before her feebly.

“My lawyer writes that a Broker’s
Mistake Account is for his mistakes
—not mine. Telepathy isn’t accepted
in court, and the evidence rests on
the postmarks. He says I am in for
it, up to my last nickel.”

The raw misery at the breakfast
table was faintly tempered in three
faces by reflections upon poetic jus-
tice. As a device to put the Dowds in
their places, this made it unanimous,
didn’t it? Even so, we were scarcely
able to eat, or taste what we were
eating. As soon as we decently could,
we bolted from the breakfast room.

“Aren’t you coming, Aunt Mabel 2"

We did not have to tell her that
we were hopping into the car to drive
to Elmsbridge, to watch the market
opening at the branch office of a New
York brokerage house. She shook
her head. Hopelessly. As I glanced
back, she was still sitting crumpled
in her chair.

When we got to the branch office,
it seemed as though the whole sub-
urbanside had turned out, too. There
was standing room only—and just
enough of that for us to elbow our
way into a position from which we
could see the translux. For my part,
I didn’t even see it then, although I
mechanically watched the pale green
transparent band sliding across its
frame in advance of the opening;
limbering up with letters of the
alphabet and numerals. All I could
really see was the stricken figure of
Aunt Mabel, huddled down in her


















are likely, if they unbutton at all, to
come back with something like “Sub-
mit all questions in writing to the
post commander; he will send a
prompt reply to any it would be
proper to answer.”

But the army’s policy of coopera-
tion with the press has had some
kickbacks, too. Smart press agents,
realizing that anything the army
does is news, have tried to use the
army to get publicity for everything
from bubble dancers to soap. And
many of them have succeeded. Un-
fortunately, many post commanders,
having led the comparatively clois-
tered military life for more years
than they care to remember, are
somewhat naive when it comes to
the devious machinations of press
agents. “The generals are a push-
over,” as one press agent put it.

The most crass idea that has been
proposed to date, and one which, God
save the army, didn’t get by, was
the offer made by a strip tease artist
to entertain a soldier over a week-
end. It would have been feature news
all right, but not so good for the
army. The public relations officer
who stopped that one deserves noth-
ing less than the D.S.C.

of the “smart” stars frequently must
be expressed in fractions, befoul
themselves falling off chairs with
raucous laughter whenever brains
are mentioned as a requisite for
playing adroitly the great American
game of baseball.

The majority of the heroes have
feet and heads of clay. This is not a
cynical criticism; it is not intended
to be an arrogantly snobbish obser-
vation. It merely is a simple state-
ment of fact. Ball players with ordi-
nary intelligence, as you and I recog-
nize it, are as rare in the major
leagues as liberal-minded Fascists.
Some of the more celebrated stars
are painfully stupid and a secattered
few can insert a monosyllable here
and there in a general discussion
having nothing to do with their
trade. But put a ball or a bat in
their fists and they have a native
shrewdness, an intuitive flair for
jcheir profession, quite astonishing
In penetration and scope.

. If pure intellect was the pay-off
in baseball, Mr. Moe Berg of the
Boston Red Sox would be the great-
cat ball player of all time. Mr. Berg
18 a graduate of Princeton, Colum-
bia Law School and the Sorbonne.
He is a distinguished amateur phi-
logoist and has written book reviews
on the subject for the New York
Times. He has been a guest star on

Information, Please” and has not
been si_:r;cken by a sudden attack of
laryngitis. Mr. Berg's scholarship
18 So extensive that he is conversant
Wwith almost all languages ranging
from Sanskrit to Brooklynese. In
the winter of 1934 he toured the
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But some tie-ups have gotten by.
For example, a nationally prominent
dancing teacher offered to teach
some of the boys in camps to dance.
The offer seemed innocent enough
and probably was. A division of
charming and glamorous dancing
teachers invaded one of the camps
flanked by a battery of photograph-
ers. So far all right, but the pic-
turcs taken weren’t the straight and
prissy type of Joe Jeep and the
beautiful femme engaged in a pleas-
ant polka. The pictures that came
out showed soldiers, joyfully, I fear,
massaging the feet of weary but al-
luring lady dancing partmers. The
press agent was pleased but the
army wasn't. “Not typical of army
activity,” was the official reaction.
What they said in the back rooms
was plenty.

EVEN George Burns and Gracie Al-
len have managed to cash in on
the army’s publicity value. They have
visited a number of camps and
rounded up all the selectees named
Allen, claiming to be searching for
Gracie’s brother, Willie, who in their
radio show is supposed to be lost.
These gags properly followed up make

The Almighty Muscle
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Orient with a team of major-league
stars. When he embarked at San
Francisco, Japanese was one of the
few languages Berg did not know.
Three weeks later he delivered a lec-
ture at Keio University on a new
method of translating Japanese into
English and savants hailed it as a
valuable addition to the science. Mr.
Berg is a very intelligent party, but
he never was better than a third-
rate ball player.

In sharp contrast there is the
typical case of Dizzy Dean, the
smartest pitcher in the business until
his arm went dead. Larry MacPhail,
president of the Dodgers, assures
us Dean could not pass a mental
aptitude test for a five-year-old. “A
bright five-year-old,” MacPhail adds
cautiously.

“But on the mound Dean was the
brainiest pitcher of his time,” he
says. “I never saw him make a stu-
pid play or pitch. I doubt that he
ever finished grammar school. On
the ball field, though, Dizzy was as
cunning as a fox. Cunning is the
only word I know which describes
his mental sharpness.”

Possession of a college degree is
not prima facie evidence of brain
power, to be sure, but it does suggest
that the holder of same is no light-
weight upstairs. At the present time
there are only two college graduates
managing teams in the major
leagues. (Frank Frisch, the Ford-
ham Flash, quit school at the end
of his junior year.) They are Luke
Sewell, of the St. Louis Browns and
the University of Alabama, and Doc
Prothro, whose cross is the Phillies

swell news stories and inevitably in-
crease the popularity of the comedy
team and make them more valuable
to their radio sponsor. As the army
gets more sophisticated they’ll be
stopped, however, and only those
performers who really want to help
provide entertainment for the sol-
diers, regardless of publicity, will be
granted access to the camps.

But in case you're concerned for
fear that the army is so greatly
changed that nobody will again recog-
nize it, let me give you one reas-
suring note which was passed on to
me in the strictest confidence and
only on my assurances that it
wouldn’t be revealed until now. With
all the innovations that have been
introduced, from little gas buggies,
to huge tanks, to politeness and pub-
licity, there is one thing in the army
that still remains the same. In the
near future the army plans to pur-
chase 11,000,000 pairs of shoes. This
means that our selectees are still go-
ing to wear out twice as many pairs
of shoes as civilians. It means too,
and somehow this gave me a feeling
of confidence about the whole thing,
that wherever he wants to go he is
going to walk to get there.

and who is a graduate of the Uni-
versity of Tennessee’s Dental School.
If it were possible to think the heroes
into winning ball games, Sewell and
Prothro would be doing famously.
The last time we looked at the
Browns and Phillies, through a tele-
scope, each were in eighth place and
practically out of sight.

Fans of another generation will
remember Shufflin’ Phil Douglas, a
great pitcher for the Giants twenty
years ago. They also may recall that
Douglas was one of the smartest
pitchers of his time. Douglas was
illiterate. Poor Shoeless Joe Jack-
son, of the infamous Black Sox, was
another unlettered hill William, but
he was a devastating hitter—and all
good hitters must do a certain
amount of thinking with the pitcher.

A few years ago, when the
Yankees were the scourge of base-
ball, their top-flight pitchers were
Lefty Gomez and Charley Ruffing.
Gomez has the readiest wit in base-
ball today; he is a self-possessed,
urbane gent and he knows the score
at all times. Ruffing went to work
in the coal mines when he wasg
thirteen; compared to the volatile
Gomez, he is dull and he never has
been heard to opinion on any subject
not related to his trade. But Ruffing
is so much smarter than Gomez as a
pitcher that it is no contest. When
Gomez lost his fast ball, he was
licked. Ruffing had the best season
of his career two years ago when he
lost the hop on his hard one and had
to pitch with his head, not his arm.

Perhaps you have noticed that
some stars respond to requests for






And consistency wins pennants in
the major leagues. :
The academic discussion of brains
and brawn at the last All-Star game
reminded some of the boys of the
clinching anecdote from another All-
Star affair. The American League
team was holding a conference be-
fore the game a few years ago and
deciding on the proper method of
pitching to each National Leaguer.
Everything was lovely until the
name of Pittsburgh’s Arky Vaughan
was mentioned. At that time
Vaughan was menacing the lives of
National League pitchers and in-
fielders with a .400 average.
Someone reckoned as how low
balls was the dose of poison for
Vaughan. Another big brain leaped
to his feet and howled Oh, my gosh,
no! Vaughan murders that stuff.
High balls inside would handcuff
him. Instantly, the place was in a
bedlam. At the height of the furious
controversy, Lefty Gomez arose and

walked toward the door. He was
asked where he thought he was

going.

“For five years National League
pitchers are goin’ crazy tryin’ to find
out how to stop Vaughan ind they
ain’t got the answer yet,” he re-
marked coldly. “You guys . re tryin’
to dope it out in five minutes. The
hell with it. I'm leavin’. A photo-
grapher wants to take my picture
outside.”

So Gomez started the game and

- Vaughan presently had great diffi-

culty getting a loud foul off the fast
balls thrown at him by the south-
paw sage.

The picture I will cherish forever-
more concerns Dizzy Dean, when he
was at the peak of his form. It
seemed Dizzy was warned of the
disaster which surely would over-
take a pitcher who relied exclusively
on speed and strength to overpower
the hitter. Such a silly citizen, Diz-
zy was assured, shortly would wear

out his arm and be bereft of his
effectiveness, job and money in the
bank, The trick was to smarten up,
outguess the batter, save the arm.

Dizzy accordingly smartened up in
his next game. In the first inning
the opposition began to pin back his
large, well-shaped ears and in no
time at all had the bases loaded
with one out. There was a hasty
council of war in the middle of the
diamond and it was the considered
opinion of one and all that Dizzy
must get still smarter, if possible.
At that point, Dizzy, in an advanced
state of confusion and shocking lan-
guage, told the board of strategy
to_get the hell out of there.

Dizzy wound up seven times; he
cracked his arm as if it were 2
buggy whip. He struck out two
hitters on seven fireballs thrown
right down the alley and, as he
stalked off the field, thumbed his
nose at the intellectuals. Or maybe
it just seemed he did.

What America is Reading

the Opposition seems just a bit too
pat—as when the mother superior,
who seems to have no kindness in
her, turns out to be a German aristo-
crat, As a story we follow it to the
end, and the solution that Dr. Cronin
has found is logical and satisfying.
(Little, Brown & Co., $2.50)

Doctors who write about health
have a way of trying original titles
to get your eye, but I find, on read-
ing their books, that they agree on
fundamentals. They are all opposed
to the old superstitions and fallacies
that used to be repeated in patent
medicine advertisements. They all
advise moderation in eating, drink-
ing, smoking and working; they sug-
gest slowing down after 40; they
refuse to endorse vigorous exercise
for a man who has done little and
has no great need of it. August A.
Thomen, M.D., of New York City,
is the latest author to put his wise
suggestiens into a book; it bears
the somewhat eye-filling title of
“Doctors Don’t Believe It— Why
Should You?” Dr. Logan Clenden-
ing has endorsed it in a foreworc.
Its advice is excellent; it answers -
lot of questions. Dr. Thomen empha-
sizes the nutritive qualities of milk,
for young and adult; he prefers

aham bread to whole-wheat bread;
he doesn’t think spinach very im-
portant; he feels that underweight
is a definite advantage in many
cases, and he thinks many of the
weight-reducing methods by means
of bath salts and body-rubbing are
of small value. He gives his own
tables for diet and weight reduction.
He has some new ideas about how
to draw water for a bath. He has no
faith in many of the therapeutic
claims for tooth paste and powder.
He even says there are occasions
when the toothpick can be useful—
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in private. Dr. Thomen describes
the symptoms of the major diseases
and warns readers against making
too much of disheartening gossip.
He believes an adult should let a
doctor check him up twice a year,
so that every phase of his physical
constitution is under observation. A
human being is a machine that runs
slower as it gets older and needs
more attention as the decades pile
up. This book answers many vital
questions. (Simon & Schuster, $2.50)

John Masefield, the grand old poet
of England, has been recalling his
youth in New York, before he be-
came a great poet. As a lad he used
to sweep out a saloon that stood
where Christopher Street begins to-
day—the building has been torn
down. Then he worked in a carpet
mill in Yonkers, and his life there,
and the reading he did, are described
in his new book, “In the Mill”, This,
he says, was 45 years ago, which
would make it about 1895, when
upper New York City was still un-
cleared and unbuilt. He has a keen
memory of the work and the people
in the carpet mill, the wool-dust that
floated everywhere and the men in
the dyeing department who went
around with yellow and green hands
and frightened the women. He had
a habit of reading and reciting
poems, and one of the books that
he carried with him from Green-
wich Village was Malory’s Morte
A’Arthur. When he was learning
seamanship on the Conway (he has
written about that elsewhere) he
read the books of Capt. Marryat,
Clark Russell and Richard Henry
Dana; now he reads some of Herman
Melville’s tales—*“White Jacket” and
“Moby Dick”. Later on he bought
“Trilby”, which was the rage, and
from that came to “Peter Ibbetson”,

and he writes that he read these
books with enthusiasm because they
came when he needed ‘“an inner
life”; they cheered up the wintry
days when the work in the mill be-
came dull and routine. It was in
these days that he first became ac-
quainted with Keats and Chaucer.
He thinks the carpets made in the
mill bore flowery designs, but he
never saw more than half a dozen
of the completed carpets and does
not believe that his co-workers cared
enough about them to look for them.
He feels that “if carpets are worth
doing at aM, they are worth doing
well”. A few years ago he revisited
the carpet mill; he found none eof
his old associates and he knew that
he could not revive the past. (Mac-
millan, $2.)

STORIES of individual hardships
and heroism are always more ef-
fective and appealing than accounts
of mass attacks or bombing. For the
suffering of the individual is our
own suffering; he is a human being
like ourselves, and we feel vicarious-
ly what happens to him. But we
have no basis for imagining the
agony of drifting about on the ocean
in an open boat for seventy days.
Only men who go through such an
ordeal can describe it. In “Two Sur-
vived”, by Guy Pearce Jones, we
have such a record, simply told. It
i3 a record of hardship that will be
a part of history.

William McFee explains in an in-
troductory note what happened. On
the night of Aug. 21, 1940, the
British freighter Anglo-Saxon, with
a cargo of coal for South America,
was attacked and sunk by the Ger-
man raider Weser, 1,000 miles east
of the Cape Verde islands. The chief
officer and six others escaped in the













ing seems to pick up everywhere fol-
lowing the August doldrums. Out
on the West Coast rivers are loaded
with salmon, ‘“jacks” and searun
frout; in the Great Lakes section
muskies and bass perk up with a
bang and from Maine to the Caro-
linas the East Coast’s salt water
fishing talent gets in the season’s
most effective licks. And, incident-
ally, catches many of the year’s big-
gest fish,

EPTEMBER is the month when
New Yorkers catch 500- to 700-
pound tuna within sight of that pop-
ular gal, the Goddess of Liberty. It's
also the month when the year’s larg-
est striped bass are taken by those
perennial optimists, the beach squid-
ders.

All of which is just dandy as far
as this writer is concerned except
for one thing: September happens to
be the month when Quebec’s duck
season opens, and that, friends, is
something no sane man passes up
for tuna, striped bass or even salmon
fishing, however good.

The reason Quebec’s wildfowling
has such a lure is simply that one
isn’t smothered in cockeyed gunning
regulations. In addition, there are a
lot of birds and few duck hunters.
Gunning is permitted for a reason-
able time before sunrise and after
sunset, and the limit is 12 birds
daily. Baiting and live decoys are
not allowed, but neither is necessary.
Quebec’s ducks will decoy to any-
thing, including a floating Haig &
Haig bottle, and Nature’s bounty
provides ample “bait”.

In the northern section of the
province the season opens Septem-
ber 1, and the vast area of oat fields
surrounding some parts of Lake St.
Jean affords black duck shooting
second to none. Provided you’re the
sort who isn’t addicted to commer-
cialized, cut and dried gunning. For
in that country you're on your own.
There are no duck guides, and, what’s
even better, practically no duck
hunters.

The hunting method is one of com-
plete simplicity—assuming, of
course, you’ve graduated from the
kindergarten class of wildfowling:

First, you prowl around for a day
or so to find where the birds are
living. If you can speak a little
French, or are fortunate enough to
find a native who can speak English
and is interested in hunting, your
task is greatly simplified.

Usually the black duck concentra-
tions in this region will be found in
some out-of-the-way pond or swampy
area convenient to nearby oat fields.
Once several of these duck hangouts
are located, the rest is easy. The
blacks are spooked out; decoys are
tossed out, and, within 30 minutes
or less, the birds will start tumbling

in,
Although black ducks predominate
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in this locality, the shooter also picks
up a smattering of teal, sprigs, gold-
eneyes and lesser scaup. And jack-
snipe!

Several seasons ago I persuaded a
big game guide that jacksnipe shoot-
ing was fun and that, following a
moose hunt, I craved to bust a mess
of snipe with the .410. It took Mons.
Crousette, my guide, a day to realize
I wasn’t kidding. Shoot those little
things when we could hunt bear?
Mons. Trullinger was making the
joke, non?

FINALLY, we went jacksnipe hunt-
ing. Right in a cow pasture lo-
cated almost in the center of the vil-
lage of Roberval. We merely craw!ed
under a fence and, presto! snipe
were getting up like grasshoppers.
Crousette never had done any wing-
shooting but decided to try his hand
with a 20-gauge skeeter I'd loaned
him, Long before we’d worked out
that cow pasture the guide was a
snipe hunting convert.

“They are hard to hit, those rub-
ber-billed ones, non?”’ was his grin-
ning comment as he opened the sec-
ond box of shells, We shot 17 birds
in that pasture in an hour and a
half.

On September 15 the southern sec-
tion of the province along the St.
Lawrence River opens to duck hunt-
ers, and that, too, is something.
Probably the best gunning centers in
the Lake St. Pierre region, where
birds concentrate in countless thou-
sands. Lake St. Pierre, about half-
way between Montreal and Quebec,
actually is not a lake but merely an
enlargement of the St. Lawrence.

Here the sportsman has his choice
of three gunning methods, namely,
Jump shooting in the marshes bor-
dering the lake; the usual game over
decoys, and a glorified form of pass
shooting in the wild oat fields at
sundown. To the best of this writer's
knowledge it’s the finest—and most
reasonable—duck shooting in the
northeast.

T'S frequently silly to let your im-

agination run wild before ascer-
taining actual facts. For years this
visitor to the American Museum, in
New York, has marveled before a
magnificent specimen of the Siberian
tiger, whose lair is a conspicuously
displayed glass case.

“What manner of man,” we often
asked ourself, “was it who tracked
down this great animal? What were
his feelings when, after months of
preparation and weeks of patient
hunting, he finally glimpsed the huge
striped cat over his rifle sights?”

And did he, after the echoes of the
shot had faded and the tiger lay dead
in the snow, bare his head as be-
comes a sportsman who has met and
bested a worthy quarry?

Surely, we thought many times,
there must be a story behind this

bit of taxidermy—a yarn to thrill
those who have roamed the wilds,
either in fact or fancy. So one day
recently we decided to get the story,
and this is it:—

The tiger was shot, but unfortu-
nately not by a dauntless stalker
who faced privation and those two-
inch fangs. Actually, the great beast
shot itself!

The tiger was purchased by the
Morden-Graves North Asiatic Expe-
dition from native hunters who em-
ploy “‘set” or “spring” guns for wild
pigs, roe-deer, stag and, occasionally,
tigers.

These guns are smooth bores,
single-barreled, set up on stages a
few feet from the trail where ani-
mals are known to pass. The gun is
lashed to the stakes and so aimed
that the bullet will cross the trail
about 18 inches above the snow
level. A wire, rigged to the trigger,
discharges the gun when a passing
animal hits it.

We haven't given the tiger a tum-
ble since learning the above facts.

EVERAL years ago two friends

were sitting in a duck blind side
by side, when suddenly one slumped
with a choking grunt. His compan-
ion naturally assumed his pal had
been stricken by a heart attack, and
didn’t realize he’d been shot until he
dragged the unconscious man from
the blind and discovered blood on
his hands. What had happened ?

Two hundred yards away a teen-
aged boy had fired at the duck hunt-
ers’ decoys, mistaking them for the
real thing. He didn’t see—or later
claimed he didn’t see—the two hunt-
ers in the blind. The little .22 bullet
had hit its victim under the shoulder
blade. Death followed in less than 10
minutes.

Few hunters seem to realize that
the shotgun, up to 50-yard range, is
a terribly dangerous weapon, and
that over 80 percent of this coun-
try’s hunting fatalities occur inside
that distance and are the result of
shotgun blasts. At 20 yards or less,
no more lethal weapon exists,

Public hunting grounds are excel-
lent places to avoid during the gun-
ning season. There are too many
screwballs spraying chilled shot over
the landscape in such places; be-
sides, such spots cannot be properly
hunted because of the congestion.

Matter of fact, the chap who hunts
alone will be safer and is likely to
return with more game. Those group
hunts are okay from the social angle,
but most turn out to be backwoods
clambakes where someone is likely
to_get hurt, and occasionally does.

In this book the safest place to
hunt is where the other fellow
ain’t. And when things get so con-
gested in the woods that a red shirt
is necessary, then, friends, it’s an
excellent time to stay home and tidy
up the basement.







ever-present cordiality of the people;
the ever-present good food, good fel-
lowship, good fun. You find the most
spectacular mountain scenery, the
most magnificent cities, the most in-
teresting towns, the most exhilarat-
ing atmosphere, the richest gardens,
the finest shops, the lowest prices
for fine merchandise.

As to the Mexico of the future,
anyone with a flair for speculation
will find it a paradise. Despite the
length of its era of productivity,
despite the nations that have risen
and fallen there, Mexico still is an
untapped reservoir of boundless
wealth. Luxuriance abounds, in foli-
age, in crops, in minerals, in forests,
in game, even in ideas. Mexico, for
all its great age, lies fallow, a land
to be developed by a generation yet
to come. .

But of one thing the prospective
visitor can be certain: before he
leaves Mexico he will have this to
say about the country’s future—it
most certainly will see him again.
For no one goes just once to Mexico.

In a land literally filled with natu-
ral and man-made wonders, it is diffi-
cult to designate any select few;
however, it would be equally difficult
to enumerate all in a brief article.
We'll do our best to give you some of
the high points.

The Cacahuamilpa Caverns, lo-
cated only a few convenient miles
from the capital of Mexico, near the
popular colonial town of Cuernavaca,
rival the splendors of Kentucky's
famous Mammoth Cave and offer
hundreds of distinctive features of
their own. The caverns were discov-
ered in 1835 by officers who had
tracked a criminal to that region.
The entrance, some 70 feet high and
150 feet wide, is composed of rocks
so symmetrical that it gives the ap-
pearance of having been designed
according to well-executed plans.
Numerous rooms, named for the in-
dividual beauty and fantastic cre-
ations peculiar to each, stir the
visitors’ imagination. Thousands of
glistening and delicately tinted stalac-
tites, many possessing the clear,
bell-like tones of purest crystalline
chimes, make of this favored spot a
wondrous paradise.

The Pyramids of the Sun and
Moon, near Mexico City, represent
with striking impressiveness the
miraculous industry of a lost civili-
zation. The history of these gigantic
monuments is clouded with the un-
certainties of a remote past, al-
though it is definitely known that
they date back fully as far as the
6th century. Throughout the ages,
they constituted one of the principal
centers of the strange religious wor-
ship common to the various pagan
empires of Latin-American history.
The larger of the two, the Pyramid
of the Sun, is equal in volume to the
celebrated Cheops Pyramid of Egypt.
Both of them remain today, un-
spoiled by time, stalwart and mighty,
as if in mocking derision of a mod-
ern civilization’s ingenuity.

- Xochimilco, a short drive from

56

Mexico City, is the scene of the
most beautiful floating gardens in
the world. A product of nature's
most exquisite handiwork, this en-
chanted spot rightfully deserves the
admiration that it receives from a
constant stream of visitors. A maze
of minjature canals separate the tiny
verdant islands, covered with dainty
multi-colored flowers. Sphinx-like
Indians, with their odd-shaped ca-
noes, exotic music and a blue sky or

‘glamorous moon, serve to heighten

the scenic luxury.

The Mitla Ruins, an archeological
treasure haunt, located near the col-
orful little city of Oaxaca, is only a
pleasant trip by rail from Mexico
City qnd is undoubtedly one of the
most interesting and valuable places
of its kind yet revealed to man.
Thousands of dramatic discoveries
continue to be made at the site of
this once great ancient metropolis.
The ruins have withstood time and
the elements and are as well pre-
served today as when the Spaniards
discovered them four hundred years
ago. Tl}e average observer will find
little difficulty in appreciating the
high degree of civilization attained
by these mysterious dwellers of old.
The Mitla Ruins are truly one of the

wonders of Mexico, if not of the
world.

HE Great Aqueduct of Queretaro

carries potable water into the city
from a nearby mountainside. This
early 17th century feat of engineer-
ing, one of several in the Republic, is
remindful of the marvels performed
by the old Roman builders. The giant
conduit is five miles long, 96 feet
high, with 74 arches 50 feet high,
supported by piers 46 feet thick. So
perfect is the work that it seems to
have been hewn from one solid
formation of rock; so majestically
graceful that it represents an object
of beauty as well as an amazing ac-
complishment of man.

The Volcano of Jorullo, located in
the state of Michoacan, is probably
the most interesting and curious
peak in the world. Until 1759 Jorul-
lo was known as a highly productive
farming community. In September
of that year a series of subterranean
rumblm_gs and disturbances alarmed
the natives, and lasted for three
months. Then, suddenly, there oc-
curred a violent explosion and the
present volcano ripped through the
center of the plain, rising to the
height of 1,700 feet. The attention
of the entire civilized world was
focused on this freakish prank of
nature, and smoking Jorullo stands
today one of the foremost wonders
of Mexico and an ever-present source
of superstitious fear to the natives.

The wonders of Mexico are many;
a land upon which both Man and
Nature have lavishly bestowed their
most capricious and extraordinary
gifts.

And then there is the lovely island
of Janitzio in Lake Patzcuaro. As
you approach it in a launch man-
aged by three grave Tarascan In-
dians, you see a blue-misted hump

rising from the pale green waters of
the lake. When you see it through
the delicate spray that the choppy
waves throw against the boat, it
looks like a child’s dream of fairy-
land, As it grows larger, you make
out the gigantic statue of the Mexi-
can hero Morelos that stands on the
summit,

On Janitzio you do not walk, you
climb. The island is a round, steep
hummock of land with streets and
houses winding gracefully along its
thickly wooded sides. Here is a com-
plete unit of land, people and culture,
like a tiny nation in itself—inte-
grated and self-sufficient. These
Tarascans are a comparatively pure
race, distinguished by a certain dig-
nity, even nobility, of face and bear-

Ing.
HERE an ancient people carries on
its old historic life. The new
generation, school-taught, will bring
new things. But now they still fish
in their wooden dugouts for the deli-
cious whitefish of Patzcuaro. They
weave colorful cloths on hand looms.
They.do the lacquer work that the
Spanish priest Quiroga taught them
in the 16th century. They are proud
and independent, a beautiful people.
It is good to know that they will play
their part in making the Mexico of
the future.

Of Mexico’s numerous holidays
and fiestas, the most important ic
the anniversary of her independence
from Spain, September 16, 1810. On
that date, Hidalgo, hero, martyr and
father of his country, called together
the Indians in the village of Dolores,
in the State of Guanajuato and ex-
horted them to put an end to the
Spanish rule in Mexico. (Padre
Hidalgo was the village priest.) The
Indians took up the challenge, armed
themselves with lances and slings
and began the struggle which eventu-
ally gave them their freedom.

In memory of Hidalgo’s appeal, a
similar ceremony is repeated every
year in all the cities and towns in
Mexico. Chief of these rituals is in
Mexico City. At eleven o’clock at
night on September 15, the President
of Mexico appears on the balcony of
the National Palace, rings the same
bell that Hidalgo rang to summon
the rebels and give a “trito” or shout,
which is repeated by the crowd.
(Actually the phrases are as fol-
lows: “Vive Hidalgo! Viva La Inde-
pendencia! Viva México!” After
each, the crowd in the Zocalo re-
sponds with a deafening “Viva!”)
The 16th is a holiday, celebrated by
speeches, fireworks, parades and
general merry-making.

While on the world’s other hemi-
sphere, major forces seem bent upon
the destruction of a way of life,
Mexico remains the same. It still
observes its hundreds of religious
holidays and its fiestas. At almost
any time of the year and in all parts
of the country, it is possible for the
traveler to find some colorful pag-
eant. A list of these fiestas can be
obtained through The Elks Maga-
zine’s Travel Department.










