


























































































































bidding. They circled for about five -

minutes, as though discussing the pros
and cons of the situation; then they re-
formed, resumed their coursé and dis-
appeared into the exact bad weather.
The migrating instinct prevailed.

Man, with his intelligence to invent
such as radio beams and radar, can ac-
complish practically the same thing, but
the basic homing instinct has been lost
somewhere along the line. Some men
claim to have a “sense of direction” and
possibly this is so, but I know that I for
one do not. I've spent a great deal of
time roaming around the back country
while hunting and I have never been
lost—for more than a few hours at a
time, that is—but this is only because I
realize my shortcomings and keep con-
stant track of what I am doing. In flat
woods.on a-gray, windless day, I could
be led around blindfold for awhile and
the only directions I would know would
be up and down.

Of all the creatures which migrate,
the most evident are such birds around
us. The travels of any one, from the
cave wren to the Canada goose, are
remarkable enough, but a few species
are spectacularly outstanding. The
golden plover is an example. The golden

recognizable today, arent quite 50
years old. Undoubtedly some of the
early heroes of the last century received
some kind of an accolade—a year’s free
supply at the local grog shop perhaps,
plus a framed picture over the bar or
some other similarly useful prize. The
first time there was any singling out of
the best, however, was back before
World War I when the Chalmers auto
people decided it would be a nice ad-
vertising tie-in if they turned over one
of their touring cars as a free sample to
the best player in each league. Their
first American League choice was Ty

plover is a shore bird which, like other

members of this group, is pretty much
terrestrial in habits. In other words, it
spends most of its time on the ground—
or in shallow water—walking about on
its long legs in search of food. It flies
strong and fast, as the men who shot
them in the old days know, but in the
normal course of things these flights are
of short duration.. When autumn comes
and it decides to migrate, however, it
is quite another story. The majority of
golden plovers come out of the north
where they have summered and head
blandly out to sea from eastern Canada.
From here—from Nova Scotia and New
Brunswick—they fly south over the At-
lantic, not coming to land again until
they arrive'in Brazil in eastern South
America, a straight line distance of
about 3,500 miles. The golden plover
lives on land and is not known to alight
on water. This is a non-stop flight.

On the return flight north, for some
reason, these same golden plovers come
by land, returning to the north country
via the Mississippi Valley.

This is likely the longest non-stop
flight in the bird world, but there is an-
other one which migrates considerably
farther in total distance. This is the

Who's “Most Valuable™

(Continued from page 9)

Cobb, who hit a mere .420 that year.
In the National League their pick was
Frank Schulte, a Chicago outfielder,
who hit .300.

The Chalmers award was dropped
after 1914. In the American League
the selectors made Nostradamus look
like a bush fortune teller. They picked
four men and all four—Cobb, Tris
Speaker, Walter Johnson and Eddie
Collins—made the Hall of Fame. Cobb
is generally accepted as the greatest
player in the game’s history.

In. the National League, however,
they flopped dismally. After Schulte,

REPORTER VISITS ELKS NATIONAL HOME

“Bedford, Va., as well as every member
of the Elks, has a right to be p:g’ud of the
fine Elks National Home.” This estimate
was reported in his newspaper by Myles E.
Standish, Staff Writer for the Norwich
Conn., Bulletin-Record, after a visit to .thé
Home. Mr. and Mrs. Standish, with Norwich.
State Hospital’s Director of Occupational
Theraply Harrtivl Kromer- and Mrs. Kromer
were shown through the H ;
RuIss, th(fa official gt;gilrie. ome by C. R.

n a feature article for his new
Mr. Standish comments that he sg;[::;;
with Mr. Russ, who says of the Home, “If
you can’t be happy here, you can’t be happy
anywhere.” His report calls attention to the
Home’s beautiful appointments, architec-
ture and landscaping, the large farm, com-

fortable rooms, and cultural and recreation-

" al facilities. He expresses regret that he was

unable to meet Superintendent Thomas J.

Brady, who was away at the time, with the -

Grand Exalted Ruler’s party during his
New England tour.

While at the Home, the author visited
with Brother Daniel O’Brien, a Norwich
Elk who currently resides at the Home and
who has charge of the recreation room. He
was the second guest of the day for Mr.
O’Brien, who had just been visited by an-
other Norwich Elk, Louis O. McMahon. In
his article, Mr. Standish points out that such
visits are rewarding experiences for both
the residents and the visitors. He also urges
those who have friends at the Home to
write often, for mail is greatly appreciated.
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arctic tern. This bird actually breeds
in the arctic and winters in the antarctic.
It may migrate more than nine thousand
miles from north to south; then it has to
turn around and make just as long a trip
back to nest in northern Greenland or
Alaska. This one is a world traveler.

In contrast is the beautiful but rarely
encountered emperor goose. Here is a
bird which submits to the overpowering
urge to migrate, but which handles the
problem in a sensible fashion. The
majority of these regal-appearing geese
breed on the great flats formed by the
Yukon and Kuskokwin River deltas of
western Alaska. When confronted by
the urge to migrate in autumn, they
meander down the coast, around the
bend of the Alaska Peninsula, and con-
tinue westward to the Cold Bay region,
where they winter. This is a total dis-
tance of only about three hundred
miles. In spring, with the desire to go
north and nest, they leisurely wander
back to the delta country.

Whatever may be the explanation of
this powerful migratory instinct and the
mysterious directive force which ac-
companies it, the emperor goose has a
better solution to it than the arctic tern
—or the common eel. o 0

they picked Larry Doyle, Giants in-
fielder; Jake Daubert, of the Dodgers,
and Johnny Evers of the Braves. Of this
group only Evers is in the Hall of Fame
and only because of a poet’s enthusiasm,

Evers was a member of a famed
Chicago Cubs double-play. sequence,
Tinker to Evers to Chance. Of this trio
only Frank Chance, the first baseman,
was a genuine .300 hitter. The year
Evers got the car he hit .270 for Boston.

But Evers had Thalia, the muse of
idyllic poetry, going for him. In New
York a youthful newspaperman, Frank-
lin Pierce Adams, had been enthralled
by the skill with which this combina-
tion made the twin-killing. Actually
they didn’t make too many—someone
once looked it up and discovered that
they had made appallingly few by to-
day’s standards.

But F.P.A., as he came to be known
by millions, got to his typewriter when
the inspiration was upon him. From it
flowed this verse:

“These are the saddest of possible

words,

Tinker to Evers to Chance -

Trio of bear cubs and fleeter than

birds

Tinker and Evers and Chance

Ruthlessly pricking our gonfalon

bubble

Making a Giant hit into a double

Words that are heavy' with nothing

but trouble

Tinker to Evers to Chance.”

The Cubs-Giants rivalry was base-














































