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ow much do you really know
about Diet and Exercise?

ANSWERING THE PUBLIC'SAMOST REPEATED QUESTIONS
ON FOOD, ENERGY AND VITALITY

What is the relationship between diet,
exercise and vitality?

Diet is the amount of minerals, vitamins, protein, carbo-
hydrates and fat consumed each day, in other words, it’s the
amount of gasoline that goes into the tank. Exercise is tpe
accelerator that helps convert a greater amount of your daily
diet into energy than you ordinarily convert while sitting,
standing, walking, doing light household, gardening, office,
or shop work, or while playing mild games such as golf,
bowling, and so on. The conversion of more food and oxy-
gen into energy by exercise is what builds up your-vitality.

What constitutes vitality?

Vitality is the vigor you exert when you work, play, lift,
heave, haul, run, bend, sing, prance, think, talk or dance.
It indicates the measure of your capacity to endure physical
stress and strain or emotional shock and pain. Vitality is to
the human system what horsepower is to an engine — it
rates your power to perform.

What about so-called energy foods?

Foodstuffs, whether in natural or concentrated form, are.

only a potential source of energy like gasoline is a potential
source of power. But food itself is not energy! You cannot
eat or drink energy. Energy is the power you exert when
your muscles go into action.

What is meant by muscle tone?

The tonus of muscle tissue rates its ability to contract and
expand when you want to perform any physical task. The
more you exercise your muscles, the stronger, firmer and
more flexible they become. This is what is meant by muscle
tone. You move, eat, talk and express yourself with the help
of muscles. They activate the heart, arteries, capillaries and
veins. They manipulate the bones. All body cells depend on
muscle power for food, oxygen and the ellmma.tlon of waste.
It's impossible to remain in a top-notch physical condition
without good muscle tone.

What constitutes youthfulness? '
Youthfulness is a measurement of your physiological age
as compared to your calendar age. You either reflect your
calendar age, look, feel and act much younger, or you look,
feel and act much older. Any healthy adult out of condition
can become more youthful by exercising more each day.

i,

—y L
What form of exercise is best? .

For healthy people, ALL-OUT exercise! This means any
sustained activity that exercises most of the major upper
and lower body muscles in unison, and at a rapid clip, such
as running, vigorous swimming, a fast game of handball or

tennis, and so on. ALL-OUT exercise circulates a greater
amount of blood, converts a greater amount of food and
oxygen into energy, and builds up a greater amount of
vitality. ALL-OUT exercise is the fountain from which
more youthfulness flows! .

How long should All-Out exercise continue?

A ‘healthy person doing sedentary work in the home,
office, shop or factory should do ALL-OUT exercise for
30 minutes or longer, each day.

I‘'m out of condition. How can | Jo All-Ovut exercises?

Use an Electric Exercycle so you can do ALL-OUT exer-
cises from the very beginning without having to move your
body weight yourself. Otherwise it may be months or years
before you can do ALL-OUT exercises. The Electric Exer-
cycle cuts exercising time from hours to minutes. For begin-
ners, it eliminates stress, strain and pain. You can use it at
home and at any convenient time. It offers the easiest, safest,
cheapest and quickest way to get yourself back into good
physical shape.

Do doctors ever recommend the Exercycle?

Oh, yes! In fact, not only have many doctors recom-
mended the Electric Exercycle to their friends and patients,
but thousands of doctors have bought an Exercycle for
personal use.

Who sells the Exercycle?

The Electric Exercycle is sold by representatives specially
trained in the physiology of exercise, capable of answering
additional questions on this subject. Mail the coupon below
for FREE Exercycle literature,

This literature is Free! Send for if.
Physical Fitness Department
Exercycle Corporation
630 Third Avenue, New York 17, N. Y.

O Send me FREE Exercycle literature and prices.
O I want a FREE home demonstration.
.Mr.

EL.7

Mrs.

Miss (PLEASE PRINT)

Address

City Zone State
Telephone

* Copyright 1959, Excreycle Corp

", Trade Mark Regivtered
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Jules P. Cuenin, and many others whose

names have slipped my memory.

I met Myron in San Francisco and we
got to Monte Rio late in the afternoon.
Bill Schaadt was painting a sign. He left
bucket and brush hanging in mid-air,
threw his waders over his shoulder,
grabbed his rod, and we went fishing. I
didn’t catch anything that evening,
which probably was just as well. Antici-
pation grows keener as the goal appears
more difficult.

Despite the fact that I caught no
shad, I learned quite a bit about fishing
for them. To begin with, they are like
steelhead in the respect that they don’t
lie just anywhere—or if they do, you
can’t catch them in some kinds of water.

They seem to prefer moderately deep
and ‘moderately swift water—not the
deepest and not the fastest, but a good,
strong flow from three to six feet deep

is to their liking. They lie in the chan- -

nel, near the bottom, like steelhead.

In fact, there is even a marked simi-
larity in fishing for these two, totally
different, anadromous fish, and all the
shad anglers I met on the Russian River
were using their steelhead tackle. This
consisted of a fly rod capable of long
casts, usually a powerful nine-footer,
and a sinking line.

You cast across the channel, usually
straight across or angling slightly up-
stream, and let the line sink as it drifts
down. When it has passed you and be-
gun to tighten, in the meantime sinking
several feet, you begin to work your fly
by jerking the line.

In this one respect, shad fishing is’

different. Steelhead are often caught on
a fly that has no motion whatever ex-
cept that imparted to it by the current;
Shad never seem to hit unless the fly
is darting erratically. Each angler had
worked out his own system for giving
his fly the required action. Bill Schaadt
jerked his line steadily, using quick,
sharp, four-inch pulls, one after the
other. Howard George gave his line
three sharp, short jerks followed by a
slower, steady pull that took in about
a foot of line. After each series of move-
ments, of course, they both let the cur-
rent pull out the line again.
The strike of a shad is—but wait! Bill,
yron and I went out to the river again
next morning, to a place called Fyfe
Creek. The sun was just warming the
lovely California hills, and the mist was
stlll' rising from the water. 1 waded in
unt.ﬂ I could cast across the current,
~which was heavier toward the far shore.
1 stripped out line and made a cast
and jerked the line to start it sinking.
t swung down, sinking as it went. 1
pulled the slack out, held the rod low
;md started jerking the line with my left
1and. T had jerked it maybe 40 or 50
times—Bill Schaadt says you can tell a
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Rod and Gun-
(Continued from page 8)

shad fisherman as far as you can see
him because his left hand jerks all the
time, automatically—and the line was
swinging rapidly toward my side of the
current. When it reached the slack wa-
ter there, of course, I would have to
strip in and cast again. g

Suddenly, it was jerked out of my
fingers. It felt as though a colt had hit
the end of it, running full speed the
other way. I grabbed it and quickly
raised the rod to strike, but that was
probably unnecessary. The shad un-
doubtedly set the hook.

In seconds, all of the loose line trail-
ing away downstream had hissed up
from the water and shot out through the

- guides, throwing off a spray of droplets

STATE ASSCCIATION CONVENTIONS
Ohio Columbus Apr. 30, May 1-2-3
Missouri Kansas City May 1-2-3
Mississippi Jackson May 2-3
Kansas Wichita May 8-9-10
Okichoma Ardmore May 8-9-10
Arizona Yuma May 13-14-15-16
New York New York May 14-15-16
‘North Caroiina Greensboro May 14-15-16
Wyoming Thermopolis  May 14-15-16
Alab T | May 14-15-16-17
lowa Davenport May 15-16-17
Georgia Brunswick May 20-21-22-23
Florida Pensacola May 21-22-23
Indiana Muncie May 21-22-23-24
Ilinois Joiiet Moy 22-23-24
Michigan . Port Huron May 22-23-24
Nebraska Lincoin May 22-23-24
New Hampshire Claremont May 22-23-24
Vermont Springfiald May 22-23-24
Wisconsin Superior May 22-23-24
Arkansas Hot Springs May 23-24
Texas San Antonio June 3-4-5-6
Idaho Caldwell Juno 4-5-6
Kentucky Henderson June 4-5-6
Minnesota Sstillwater June 4-5-6-7
[ t Willimant June 5-6
Oregon Klamath Falls June 5-6-7
North Dakota Grand Forks June 7-8-9
Utah togan June 11-12-13
South Carolina Charleston June 12-13
Washington Olympia June 18-19-20
Noew Jersoy Atlantic City  June 19-20
Massachusetts  Plymouth June 19-20-21

that sparkled in the morning sun. My
reel began to sing the sweetest song
known to an angler. )

The shad ripped off 50 feet of line,
then threw itself into the air. It jumped
again and again, twisting and shaking.
It acted like a five-pound tarpon.

When it finally discovered that it
wasn’t too slick to stay in the water after
all, it bored back into the current and
hung there, its silvery, flat side mno
doubt turned to take full advantage of
the sweeping current. I put the butt of
the deeply bent rod against my belly
and held. I held as hard as 1 thought
prudent, and that is pretty hard w¥th
a steelhead rod and six-pound test tip-
pet, while the line sang in the water
and the shad hung tight.

Eventually, of course, he had to
move. He worked his way back up-
stream, passed me, and continued into
the riffle at the head of the pool, fight-
ing both the rod and the river. There

he held briefly, rolled on the surface,
and raced back down. He didn’t take
so much line this time. He was, no
doubt, beginning to get tired. I knew
he was getting tired because he had al-
ready resisted longer than any four- or
five-pound fish has any right to.

Suddenly, he jumped. After all that,
he jumped again! Spent fish don’t jump.
So we started over and eventually I
forced him, still protesting, toward the
beach. I wouldn’t say I led him. Lead-
ing implies compliance on the part of
whatever is being led. The shad, by this
time so tired that he could no longer
hold himself upright, still struggled.
Even when I slid him out of the water,
his tail beat a tattoo on the sand.

This fight was typical, with few ex-
ceptions, of every shad we hooked. One
in twenty-five, maybe, or one in fifty,
didn’t have any more spunk than a dish-
rag. 1 think perhaps these occasional
gsh had completed spawning—which, of
course, is their reason for entering fresh
water—and were exhausted.

There was only one bad thing about
shad fishing as I found it on the Russian
River: you only need one fly. Or, to be
more accurate, you only need one pat-
tern of fly. You use up about fifteen per
day because you have to fish deep and,
as all steelhead and shad anglers know,
rocks and logs on the bottom have a
way of reaching up and attaching them-
selves firmly to any fly that passes near.

When you start out in the morning
to fish for trout you never know whether
they will prefer this fly or that one or
maybe something else. This adds to the
uncertainty. You always change flies
with keen anticipation, hoping that the
new pattern will be exactly what they
want, and when you finally discover the
right one you feel genuine satisfaction.

This is missing in shad fishing. You
tie on the fly and start casting. If you
don’t get strikes it can mean only that
the fish aren’t there or else that they are
present but aren’t hitting at the mo-
ment. You can tie on a different fly if
you want to, but you'll spend your time
to better advantage if you lie down on
the beach and go to sleep or else drive
up- or downriver a few miles and try.

This standard fly, which Carl Lude-
mann is credited with originating, is
tied on a No. 4 hook. First, a sparse
red-hackle tail is attached, then the
shank is wrapped with lead wire to give
it weight. Oval silver tinsel is wrapped
over the lead, which is held in place and
tapered at the rear with tying thread.
Next, two, and only two, turns of white
hackle are taken at the front of the
silver body. Finally, a small ball of red
chenille is made behind the eye of the
hook (see page 8).

While I was there, fully 95 per cent
of the shad caught were hooked on this












something everyone in the family can
enjoy? How much more fun is it being’
skipper of one’s own ship than being
guest in the fanciest chateau? Is a boat
worth it? “Ask the man who owns one.”

But boating is not an absolute para-
dise. The boom has had its growing
pains and the country still has a way to
- go before solving all of the problems of
protecting 37,000,000 water-sportsmen
from themselves and from each other’s
boating ignorance and enthusiasm (al-
though recently, after considerable ef-

fort on the part of industry, government

agencies, and boating clubs, important
steps have been taken in the direction
of sound, sensible legislation and prac-
tical training of individuals in boat han-
dling and water safety). .

Before World War II boating was
largely confined to people who had
grown up close to the water. They
learned about boats and the water from
experience and their fathers’ example.
After the war the picture changed rap-
idly. In 1947 there were 2,440,000 rec-
" reational boats in use. In 1952 there
were 4,333,000. In 1956, 6,686,000. In
1957, 7,071,000. Most of these new
boats were owned by people who ben-
efited by the lessons of centuries of boat
building only if they were lucky enough
to buy their craft from responsible and
capable builders. And as for knowledge
of seamanship, navigation and water
safety—they were shockingly lacking
and gravely endangered themselves,
their families and other boatmen each
time they set out on the water.

Despite these facts, boating was safer,
and still is, than driving a car on the
highways—if lower insurance rates are
an ipdication of risks involved. But
boating accidents were increasing in
frequency. Cases of needless loss of life
arose on every hand. Boats with engine
failure were washed over falls time and
again, for lack of an anchor or pair of
oars with which to clear the danger.
Explosion and fire took boats and lives
because of improper ventilation and
faulty extinguishers. Inadequate legis-
lation and safety regulations plus lack of
means to enforce such laws as existed
encouraged delinquency on the part of
naturally lawless persons. Nearly every-
one who has been out in a boat a few
times has witnessed reckless driving.
Collisions were all too frequent.

However—fortunately for all-much
has been done and is being done to cor-
rect the situation.

Day after day training courses in boat
handling, water safety and more de-
tailed aspects of good seamanship are
being administered free of charge by
members of non-profit groups such as
the United States Power Squadrons, the
U. S, Coast Guard Auxiliary, the Boy
Scouts of America, and individual boat
clubs all over the country.

The U. S. Power Squadrons, with
headquarters at 96 West Street, Engle-
wood, N. ], is currently conducting
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80,000 free courses throughout the na-
tion. The U. S. Coast Guard Auxiliary,
a civilian, volunteer branch of the Coast
Guard with headquarters in Washing-
ton, D. C., is conducting 40,000 courses.

The National Association of Engine &
Boat Manufacturers, 420 Lexington
Ave., New York 17, N. Y., an industry-
sponsored organization dedicated to im-
proving the conditions of boat and
equipment construction and promoting
boating knowledge, publishes instructive
literature for free distribution. So does
the Outboard Boating Club of America,
307 North Michigan Ave., Chicago 1,
I1l., with such titles as “Outboard Han-
dling”, “How To Organize For More
Fun On The Water”, “Financing Out-
board Equipment”,-and many more free
booklets. Both organizations also pub-
lish a list of 16mm. films on boating and
associated subjects, which are available
on loan from sponsors who benefit from
improved boating conditions. .

Another important step in the direc-
tion of better boating was taken in the
last session of Congress in Washington,
with the passage of H.R. 11078, An Act
To Promote Boating Safety, better
known as the “Bonner Bill” after Con-
gressman Herbert C. Bonner, Chairman
of the Committee on Merchant Marine
and Fisheries. Now known as Public
Law 85-911, it is the first major revision
of the nation’s boating laws in 18 years,
and the first improvement of the boat
registration system since 1918. The law
provides for proper operation of water
craft, and requires that “every und'OC‘J‘
mented vessel propelled by machinery
of more than 10-horsepower . . . using
the navigable waters of the United
States . . . shall be numbered.” Boats
will be numbered by the States, accord-
ing to a consistent overall system, or by
the Federal government.

Specific safety requirements are set
forth in the Act, and in a broader scope
it spells out the need “to encourage
uniformity of boating laws, rules, and
regulations as among the States and the
Federal Government to the fullest ex-
tent practicable, subject to reasonable

exceptions arising out of local condi-
tions.”

By these means, boating will continue
to boom and improve, keeping its place
among the safest of sports. Sensible
boatmen everywhere know that a sound
respect for the other guy and for one’s
own responsibilities as skipper will solve
the important problems of boating.
Overcrowded facilities will be relieved
by new facilities, and boats and equip-
ment will continue to improve in quality.

And playing together, thusly, people
will continue to learn better how to live
together. The small town, over-the-
back-fence neighborliness which tends
to disappear in modern society is reborn
amongst a fleet of boats tied up at the
same dock, clustered in the same shel-
tering bay, harbored together against
the sea outside the breakwater.

Fact is, many people who have taken
to boating for relaxing vacations are re-
tiring afloat—selling out ashore when
they reach retirement and living afloat,
spending summers in the North, win-
ters in Florida and the Caribbean.

That’s something to dream about,
These people learned to dream, and
they know what Herman Melville meant
when he wrote of boating in “Moby
Dick”: “There is magic in it. Let the
most absent-minded of men be plunged
in his deepest reveries—stand that man
on his legs, set his feet a-going, and he
will infallibly lead you to water, if water
there be in all that region . . . Yes, as
everyone knows, meditation and water
are wedded forever.”

So likewise are -many pleasures and
rewards, from deep-sea sport fishing to
water skiing, from lying in some quiet
cove watching the moon come up on the
water to shooting rapids in a canoe.
Yes, wherever there is water, someone
will be looking for it. For fun, or—like
ancient seamen who symbolically emp-
tied buckets of water over their heads
to wash away the psychological stains
of the shore—for retreat from the irrel-
evant paraphernalia of day-to-day liv-
ing. For relaxation. Release from con-
finement. Introduction to horizons. ® e

.

South Carolina Elk Dignitary Passes

THE ELKS OF SOUTH CAROLINA
mourn the loss of one of their most
prominent leaders, Louis E. Burmester,
Sr., who passed away February 22nd,
ten days after his 64th birthday.

In 1950, Mr. Burmester became Ex-
alted Ruler of Charleston, S. C., Lodge,
No. 242. A driving force in the aﬂ“glrs
of the South Carolina Elks Association,
he was named as its President in 1954.
Three years later, he was elected

to the office of Grand Inner Guard.

A native of Charleston, he attended
its schools and was a communicant of the
Stella Maris Roman Catholic Church
there. Formerly a member of the Sul-
livan’s Island Township Commission, he
owned and operated a pharmacy on that
Island.

Surviving are his wife, a daughter, a
son, two grandchildren, a brother and
three sisters.
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into the next town to play somebody
different or they’d come to us, but it
was mostly against Lenny’s team. The
people never got tired: of us though be-
cause there was a lot of rivalry, like
between different drug stores and stuff
like that; and another thing I have to
admit was true was that a lot of people
were hearing about Lenny the slugger
and were coming out to see him hit one.
One day I fanned fifteen of those beau-
ties and Woody didn’t even mention it.
Not that I care though.

Anyway that Sunday it rained. I was
really rarin’ to go too. But it rained all
day. So what do you think that phony
Woody does, with no impossible home
runs to write about? He rewrites the
story, does the whole thing up again.
Only this time he ignores 480 and says
that the boy’s legendary clout (get that
—legendary—the boy hasn’t even begun
to shave yet) went almost 500 feet.

So with this kind of propaganda run-
ning in the paper for three weeks in a
row something was bound to happen.
And it sure did. Woody got a call at the
paper on a Friday from a fellow who
said he is a big league scout and wants
to know who is this boy Baron. Well
naturally Woody sold the scout a bill of
goods, saying that every big league club
is after the boy and that this fellow had
better get down here for Sunday’s game.
The scout said he would be there.

So naturally in five minutes every-
body in town knew about it—which I

low knows that a big league scout is
going to be there then he’s just naturally
going to tighten up a bit and maybe
even get the apple. But here’s Woody
running up and down the street like a
madman telling everybody that a big
league scout is coming down to see
Lenny Baron play on Sunday. Every-
body in town acted like they were on
the other side of sober. Nobody, not
even Josh Pepper who is ninety-four,
could remember a big league scout ever
coming to town. I walked around and
told everybody to be calm, that it didn’t
necessarily mean anything. But nobody
listened to me, because after all who
was I? Only the boy that was going to
be pitching to Lenny Baron, that’s all.

And what was the object of all this
furor thinking about it? Well Lenny-boy
was pretty cocky. I ran into him in the
drug store on Saturday night. He was
sitting in a booth with three girls (one
of whom used to sit with me before the
era of the 500 foot home run) and he
was gassing off about what he was go-
ing to do tomorrow, which wasn’t very
sportsmanlike because after all I was
going to be the pitcher.

“Lenny,” I said, “you’d better get a
good night’s sleep because this isn't
Skinny Wilson you're facing tomorrow.

“Oh no?” he said, standing up one of
his eyebrows the way he does, which
irritates the devil out of me.

“No,” I said. “Henry Price is coming

say is the wrong thing, because if a fel-

back. And if youll check your scrap-
book you’ll note that I not only have
your number but your whole pedigree,”
—which I thought was pretty clever.

“You'd better pitch with shin guards
and chest protector on, Henry,” Lenny
said and the girls giggled. They’ll giggle
at anything.

“You can’t hit ’em if you can’t see
’em,” I said.

“Don’t be choking up when that
scout comes out,” Lenny said.

“Choke up?” I said. “We'll see who
chokes up.”

“Yes,” Lenny said, real cool. “We’ll
see.”

“When that scout leaves here to-
morrow,” I said, “he won’t even re-
member your name.”

“We'll see,” he said, playing it real
cool for the girls, making it look as if
I'm the one who’s gassing off.

So the next morning everybody was
down at the station waiting for the
scout to come in. Mr. Baron was g]]
dressed up, and Woody was there and
coach Morgan from the school and just
about every popcorn in town. I was
down there too with the rest of the
guys, but just for curiosity’s sake. I
wanted to see them all making saps out
of themselves. I read about these scouts.
They're real sharp customers. You can’t
snow them with talk or phony news-
paper stories. You’ve got to produce.

So the train came in and I knew right
away this fellow is the scout, but Woody
and Mr. Baron ran up to some guy in
a sport jacket and shook hands with
him. The scout was a little guy, kind
of seedy looking, but he had those
shrewd little eyes that they all have.
His name was Joe Bell, an ex-ballplayer
who was up in the big time for a little
while. When everybody was finally done
shaking hands with the fellow in the
sport jacket, Joe said to somebody:
“Who is Mr. Woodfield?” Then Woody
and Mr. Baron rushed over to him and
took his hand and shook it up and down
and back and forth like they were try-
ing to get water out of him. I could tell
right away that Joe didn’t like this
phony business, that the only way you
could impress him was to produce. But
try and tell that to Mr. Baron. He had
Lenny there and made him shake hands
with Joe. Joe looked him over with
those little eyes and I had the feeling
that Joe didn’t like him.

“That’s the boy who hits them five
hundred feet,” Woody said. Joe just
nodded. He wasn’t impressed.

So naturally Mr. Baron took Joe home
with him for lunch and then drove him
out to the field in his big limousine. Me
and my father, we came out in our old
crate. My father’s okay. He comes out
to see me pitch every time although he
really doesn’t care too much for the
game. And when I chuck a good one he
feels just as proud as Mr. Baron, except
that he doesn’t go wind-bagging all
over town about it. I guess maybe it’s



























