











































































































~ Pittsburgh’s New Golden Triangle

after quite a while the ball club took
away that not-so-small pleasure which
Western Pennsylvania fathers had
handed down to their sons over the
years. Up went the additional screen,
down went the overtime work in the
city’s emergency wards. In time they
also substituted a different kind of
amusement (here’s where the patience
came in)—cheering on a possible pen-
nant winner.

Moving from a dead-last in 1957 to
a pennant contender in 1959 is one of
those exciting developments that makes
baseball such a conversation piece on
all levels. In Pittsburgh last year they
not only talked about it but they came
out to watch the Pirates move to sec-
ond place while they talkgd. With its
third-best attendance in hlsﬁory, Pitts-
burgh drew almost half a million more
than the previous year.

These attendanoce figures, p.]us the
rhythmic clicking of the turnstiles this
year, is music unto the ears pf the cur-
rent ownership which, like its custom-
ers, has been both patient and stubborn.
Th:gse qualities here were backed up
with a terrifying outlay of cash (cor-
P ; ; f

ickey’s stewardship were 24
I%;?EE};OI}\I DyOI‘_.LARS) so it might-
rove useful to have a l(?ok at the men
with such blinding faith in the future of
pro ball in Western Pennsylvania, '

They are, in estimated order of abil-
ity to write a large check, John Gal-
breath, Bing Crosby, Tom ]olmson. and
Brancﬁ Rickey, Sr. Crosby. '.mc.l Rickey
need no introduction. Their Plt.tsburgh
holdings, however, are subordinate to
those of Galbreath and Johnson, com-
ing up to perhaps a modest quarter of
: %g};:rr:eai;c};s a small, compact Mid-
western millionaire who takes pleasure
in knocking off multi-million dollar real
estate deals and enraged Cape buffalo
in Africa. He got into baseball com-
paratively late in life and raced the
Darby Dan ( “Darby ) for thc? creek
near his home, “Dan” for Iu's S'Oll)
Stable successfully before veptunng_mto
the fantasyland that functnoqs within
the framework of ball§ and strikes.

Johnson, in his 40 s,his a'corliomte

ho was in on the original syn-
]cliliV:a},tZr ::vvhich included Frank McKin-
ney, Indianapolis banker who once 'held
the post of Chairman of the National
Democratic Committee. Nine years ago,
the day Ted Williams ran into a wall in
the All-Star game in Comiskey Park
and fractured his elbow, Johnson and
Galbreath got together and bought out
McKinney.

It should be important, too, to have
a look at the administrative set-up of
the Pirates, for their present position as
contenders traces heavily to these men,

y

orate losses in the first few years of -

(Continued from page 8)

It was their decision to bring in Branch
Rickey, at a yearly salary of $100,000,
when he was done in Brooklyn, just as
it was their decision to replace Rickey
with Joe L. Brown, youthful son of the
actor, Joe E., when the active segment
of Rickey’s contract ended in 1955.
It was also their decision to back up
Brown in replacing the flamboyant

- Bobby Bragan, a Rickey protégé, with

Danny Murtaugh, an almost exact per-
sonality-opposite, in 1957. Since Messrs.
Galbreath, Johnson and Crosby were
picking up one distressing tab after an-
other where lesser men definitely would
have been casting an anxious eye
around for the emergency exit via a
quick unloading-sale of the franchise, it
is natural to assume that this was their
privilege, 100 per cent. '

Suddenly the picture was changed
completely. In place of a team whose
efforts only a short time back proved
almost laughable, the Pirates are now
up there serving notice that anyone en

route to a pennant will have to leave -

their spike-marks on them first. Who
are some of these young men?

If we go to the pitchers first (and
Connie Mack once said pitching is 75
per cent of the game) we have to single
out Bob Friend, amiable, articulate
righthander who became a 20-game
winner last year. There’s no reason why
this intelligent, strong young man
shouldn’t continue along these lines in-
definitely, something like a Warren
Spahn. Behind Friend are two other
able. righthanders, Vernon Law and

Ronnie Kline. And behind them is

\\*—_—“—_—
_‘%

ELKS NATIONAL
BATON CONTEST

The 3rd Annual Elks National
Baton Contest will be sponsored
again this year by Binghamton, N. Y.,
Lodge. The competition will take
place on™ Saturday, July 1lth, at
George F. Johnson Park in Bingham-
ton, with John L. Smetzler, well-
known judge and instructor, as Con-
test Director.

This is one of the many events
held under the auspices of Bingham-
ton Lodge’s Youth Activities Com-
mittee of which John W. Shechan is
Chairman. The 1959 contest is ex-
pected to have an even larger entry
list than 1958. Several of the more
than 140 outstanding young twirlers
from 13 States and Canada have al-
ready signified their intent to return.
All entrants will be the guests of the
lodge at a banquet following the
contest,

George Witt, who came from nowhere
last year and who came up with a sore
arm this spring. Roy Face is the Pirates’
No. 1 reliever. He was good for 26
saves, high for the majors in 1958.

Fielding? Focus on Dick Mazeroski,
the second baseman whose niftiness,
even in practice, causes other players to
stop what they’re doing and watch.
Mazeroski is going to be the All-Star
second baseman in the National League
for a long time because he has the hit-
ting to go along with the magical glove.
Alongside him, Dick Groat, at short,
gives the Pirates as good a keystone
combination as there is around.

There’s Don Hoak, at third, after the
deal with Cincinnati for. Frank Thomas,
and there’s an amazing collection of
muscles and experience at first base in
Ted Kluszewski, Dick Stuart and the
all-time comebacker, Rocky Nelson.
Stuart is the brash young man who has
announced there is no reason why he
shouldn’t break Babe Ruth’s. record
since he’s already done it in the minors.
He isn’t doing so much announcing any
more, but he’s still thinking along these
record-breaking lines.

HE Pirates’ outfield of Bob Skinner,
' Bill Virdén and Bob Clemente is
an exceptional one, and two-thirds of it
represents positive steals. The Pirates
drafted Clemente from the Brooklyn
organization for $4,000; Virdon came
from the Cards when Frank Lane was
boss there. Lane saw Bobby DelGreco
hit two homers in a single game, had
an unfavorable medical report on Vir-
don’s eyesight, and made the deal. It
was one of Trader Frank’s lesser swaps.
Skinner, a home-grown, has to be the
best lefthanded slugger in the National
League behind Stan Musial.

With a new battery of Harvey Had-
dix and Smoky Burgess acquired from
Cincy, that about wraps up the talent
picture. Is it good enough, deep enough,
to wrap up a pennant, to become the
first Pirate winner since 1927?

If it does turn out to be a winner,
it will be no final monument to Branch
Rickey’s ability to build a third cham-
pionship dynasty, co-owner Tom John-
son insists. Rather it will be an amalgam
of the work of three men—Roy Hamey,
Rickey and the youthful Joe L. Brown.

“How can anyone say this is a Rickey
club?” demands Johnson, “when it was
Hamey (Yankee-trained, McKinney-
hired) who signed the nucleus of to-
day’s pitching staff—Bob Friend, Vernon
Law, Ronnie Kline as well as Bob
Skinner?”

Similarly there is a vital segment of
the current club—the Bill Virdons, Don
Grosses, Ted Kluszewskis, who trace to
deals made by Brown, who broke into
baseball twenty years ago by ruining his
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Chicago—1959 Convention City

on Thursday and Friday nights, July
9th and 10th at Comiskey Park.

There will be music in the air ema-
nating from the Grant Park Shell every
Wednesday, Friday, Saturday and Sun-
day night, and the Buckingham Foun-
tain near the band shell shoots sprays
of colored water from 9 to 9.30 on
concert nights. If you get to town in
time, a million dollars (it says here)
will go up in fireworks at Soldiers Field,
the great Chicago stadium, starting at
8 P.M. Any day there are summery
boat tours leaving the Michigan Avenue
Bridge at the foot of the Wrigley Build-
ing, coursing through the locks .into
Lake Michigan and along the shoreline.
Both the Chicago Sun-Times and the
Chicago Tribune have tours of their
plants. The Sun-Times occupies a spar-
kling building at the river’s edge which
has only been in use since October of
1957. Marshall Field spent $21 million
on the building (and another $24 mil-
lion to buy the Chicago Daily News
recently) and no newspaperman ever
had it so good. Copy is carried on
automatic trolleys, escalators shuffle the
scribes up and down stairs, and many’s
the pressman, compositor and reporter
with a magnificent view of the river
where the barges unload the newsprint
straight from Canada, newsprint that
has never seen a truck or a raiiway car.

Another Chicago landmark is the
Elks’ own National Memorial Building
at 2750 Lakeview Ave., which is guar-
anteed to be larger and grander than
any previous conception one might have
conceived. Opened in 1926 and dedi-
cated to those who served in the first
war, it was rededicated in 1944 to in-
clude the servicemen in the second war.
The rotunda in the main hall is seventy
feet in diameter and the dome is some
eight stories from the floor. It is a stop
on the Gray Line Tour No. 1 and No. 2.
No. 1 covers the complete city and No.
2 takes in the Loop and North Lake
Shore Drive.

THE older part of the city lies south
L of the Loop. Here Al Capone flour-
ished in the New Lexington Hotel at
Cermak Road and Michigan Avenue.
(A§ for Cermak, he was the Mayor of
(?hlcago who was killed 4n an assassina-
tion attempt on President Franklin D.
Roosevelt at Miami. )
is was at one time a very fashion-
able area. The mansion at 2944 Michi-
gan Avenue, now the St. James Con-
vent, was once the home of “Bet-A-
Million” Gates. Jack Johnson’s home
is on East 87th Street and South Park
Way, and it is marked by a small Statue
of Liberty on the front lawn.
Amelita Galli-Curci, the famous so-
prano, had her residence on East 46th
Street and Drexel back in the days when
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the Swifts and the Ryersons lived down
that block.

Washington Park, a racetrack back in
the 1890’s, now can house a score of
baseball teams all playing at once. But
its most famous possession is the sculp-
ture of Lorado Taft, Dean of Fine Arts
at the University of Chicago, called the
Fountain of Time. It took ten years to
build, its models were mostly university
students. In summer, with its lagoon
and rose garden, it is a favorite attrac-
tion for visitors.

Taft’s statuary is located on the Mid-
way Plaisance, so called from the days
of the Columbian Exposition of 1893,
the fair Chicago never forgot, Another
tenant of the neighborhood is the Uni-
versity of Chicago, a progressive insti-
tution founded by the Baptists which is
now non-secretarian, co-ed, and sans
football, a practice which it dropped
some seasons back. Mute testimony to
the memory of the days when it was a
member of the Big Ten is Alonzo Stagg
Field. Here in a squash court under the
stadium, the first atomic pile experi-
ments were conducted. -

A sure shot to keep the youngster
occupied on a rainy day, or even a
sunny one for that matter, is the fasci-
nating Museum of Science and Industry
in Jackson Park. It was founded by
Julius Rosenwald, who rescued the
abandoned building of the Palace of
Fine Arts which was constructed in
1893, also for the Columbian Exposi-
tion, Now there are fourteen acres of
floor space, most of them filled with
push-button devices, color television
displays (you can see yourself projected
in color), Motoramas, a coal mine and
a submarine, not to mention, for the
girls, the doll house of Colleen Moore,
itself an investment of half a million.

Rolling south towards the center of
the city again, along the handsome
Outer Drive, you will pass the Motel on
the Lake, a pillar marking the burial
place of Stephen Douglas. It is interest-
ing to contemplate that the Outer Drive
itself was all pumped out of. the lake
during the early Twenties, and looking
landward, one can still see the stone
ramparts of the old retaining walls.
Stretching into the water are the run-
ways for Meigs Field where helicopters
arrive and depart for Chicago’s main
airports, Midway and O’Hare. Across
the way is Soldiers Field, scene of the
famed Dempsey-Tunney fight of 1927,
and then clustered together, the Adler
Planetarium, on the lake, the Museum
of Natural History, and the Shedd
Aquarium.

Tucked away inland then is the roist-
ering Loop with City Hall hard by the
Rialto Section, a White Way almost as
flourishing as New York’s. At the foot
of La Salle Street is the world’s largest

grain market, open to the public. A
sight to see is the twice-a-day exodus of
the secretaries who flood into the
streets for their regular coffee breaks.

Here are the famous stores—Carson
Pirie Scott, Mandel Bros., Goldblatt’s,
which spends $3 million a year for ad-
vertising and sells everything from buzz
saws to minks, and, of course Marshall
Field’s, one of the greatest stores in
the world. Occupying an entire square
block, Field’s will sell you a lavender
wig for $40, a Lautrec lithograph, an
antique harp that once belonged to the
teacher of the Princess of Wales ($350).
It has restaurants and tea rooms and
even a Punch Bowl where you can
quench your thirst with coconut milk,
rhubarb juice and apricot nectar.

All this is Chicago, a city of four mil-
lion citizens, a city so busy its Board of
Trade handles 18 billion dollars in
grain contracts yearly; its Mercantile
Exchange juggles annual future con-
tracts in butter, eggs, potatoes, onions
and apples to the tune of one and a half
billion; and its stockyards last year han-
dled 2,265,000 cattle, 2 million hogs,
575,000 sheep and 120,000 calves.

How did it get that way? Well, it
started with explorations by Louis Joliet
in 1673, who with Father Jacques Mar-
quette opened an area that became a
land of contest between France and
Great Britain for years to come. More
than a century later, in 1795, the new
United States made a treaty with the
Indians and took title to a six-mile-
square plot at the mouth of the Chi-
cago River. They built Fort Dearborn
here in 1803, naming it after a Revolu-
tionary hero, Secretary of War, General
Henry Dearborn. The first permanent
house belonged to a Negro named Jean
Baptiste de Sable of Santo Domingo.
It was built of logs in 1779. But in 1812,
fearing Tecumseh, the fort was aban-
doned, and sure enough those who re-
mained were massacred. Fort Dearborn
wasn’t safe until 1833 when the Indians
agreed to move west and on August
10th of that year the settlement of 550
residents was incorporated. Four years
later, with 4,000 citizens, it became a
town. It flourished until the great fire
of 1871, which destroyed 17,000 build-
ings and left 100,000 homeless. But the
new city that arose was greater than
the last. And the newer Chicago that is
pushing its gleaming buildings up
through the time-worn roots of the old
is the greatest yet. Here is the Miracle
of America. Here is the Windy City,
or as Carl Sandburg has said, windy
in its bragging accomplishments, and
windy in its zephyrs blowing off Lake
Michigan. But whichever, powerful,
lusty, exciting, handsome, awesome,
earthy, cultivated, it is above all things,
alive. L







is relaxing and restful and is, at the
same time, so absorbing that it diverts
one’s mind completely from all serious
concerns, really doesn’t require any
other justification.

One spring evening about ten years
ago, a friend said, “Let’s see if we can
catch some crappies tomorrow.”

It was pretty early in the season. I
thought the water might be so cold they
wouldn’t bite, but I agreed to try. After
all, you never catch fish at home.

It turned out to be a lovely day, clear
and calm, with a few fluffy clouds drift-
ing across an azure sky. The unmistak-
able odors of spring filled the air. You
could smell freshly plowed soil—one of
the cleanest odors of all—and leaf mold
warmed by the April sun, and occasion-
ally a trace of smoke drifting across the
countryside from some farmer’s weed
burning. It was too early for flowers to
be blooming, of course, but the honey
bees were out buzzing around for what-
ever they could find, and the red-wing
blackbirds were trilling their hearts out.

We put the boat into the water and
our lunch and fishing tackle into the
boat and then we poked along up the
lake until we came to a shallow bay. It
was on the east side and angled toward
the south so it got the full benefit of the
sun from about nine o’clock in the morn-
ing on. If the water was warm enough
anywhere, it should be here.

We fished until noon, and didn’t get a
touch. I found a nice spot and built a
little fire and put the coffee pot on, and
spread our lunch out on the grass. My
companion leaned his rod against tbe
boat, climbed the bank and sat wearily
down. I noticed that he was badly out
of breath, even though the bank really
wasn’t very steep. I must have be‘t‘raye’d
my surprise because he said, ”Dont
ever get to be 58 years old,” and
laughed a little.

After lunch, he lay down an'd went to
sleep. I poked around awhile-I'm a
great one for looking just to se€ whgt I
can see—and then went back to fishing.
I tried different posts in the bay and
various depths and several different
methods. About 2:30, I caught a crappie.

Did you ever notice how wonderful
the first fish of the season is? None Jater
is ever quite so fine. It wasn t a very bl<gi
crappie—about the size of my han
held flat—but it sure was pretty. I;S
silvery sides were almost mother-of-
pearl and the black markings were like
jet. I admired it quite awhile before 1
put it on the stringer.

My partner was still asleep. I woke

im up and when he got down to the
shore T showed him what I'd caught the
first one on, a white bucktail, fished
about four feet beneath the surface. He
tied on a similar fly and put a small
porkrind on it.
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Rod and Gun
(Continued from page 10)

That was one thing we always used
to argue about. He claimed the pork-
rind made the bucktail more attractive
and said he caught more crappies when
he used it. I contended that if they
were going to hit the bucktail at all you
didn’t need the rind, so it was just a
nuisance and did no good. Sometimes
he’d catch more and sometimes I would.
We never did prove the point.

Anyway, the fishing was pretty slow
for about an hour. We caught two or
three apiece, but it was a long time be-
tween strikes and they took the fly very
gently. It felt as though they simply
closed their mouths on it, and if we
didn’t strike quickly at the slightest re-
sistance we failed to hook them.

Between 3:30 and four, the crappies
began to get more active. I suppose
the water was ten degrees warmer than
when we started fishing, and it made a
lot of difference. The fish hit harder
and we got more strikes. By five o’clock
we were getting either a strike or a fish
on almost every cast.

It was a time to be remembered, that
last hour. The sun was slanting down
toward the West, but it was still warm
and pleasant. The crappies were posi-
tively eager. Everything was perfect.
My companion, who had been strangely
quiet most of the day, was now like a
schoolboy. He laughed and joked. He
crowed with delight when he put a big
one on his stringer and complained
loudly when one got away.

So fishing for panfish can take a man’s
mind completely off his troubles, even
if they are pretty grievous ones. It can
do more than that. It can recharge his
battery and send him back to work
under a fresh head of steam, ready to
tackle his problems with fresh vigor.

I once had a friend who probably
made more money in one year than I
make in ten, He was undoubtedly a
genius, but he was also a terrific work-
er. He'd start early in the morning and
stay at it until midnight, never stopping
longer than was necessary to eat, and
begrudging even that time lost. He had
an amazing ability to concentrate and a
great reserve of nervous energy, but
eventually he'd wear himself out.

About that time I'd get a call from
him or, more likely, he’d just drive up,
with his fishing tackle and old clothes
in the back of the car. Then we'd go
fishing. He wasn’t much good the first
day or two. It took him about two days
to relax, but after that he was a regular
old bum. He'd throw out a bait and lie
on the bank and go to sleep, and he
didn’t seem to care a great deal whether
he caught any fish or not—although he
got a great kick out of it when he did.

He'd sit and watch a chipmunk an
hour at a time or spend half a day try-
ing to take some particular picture he

wanted. Once in a while he’d get a new
theory about fishing—none of them ever
amounted to much—and after spending
two or three hours trying to convince
me that it was the only system he’d set
out to demonstrate. If it worked at all,
every bluegill was a tremendous victory.

Somewhere along the line, maybe
after a week, I'd see him drag a note-
book and pencil out of his duffel bag.
Then I'd know the fishing trip was
about over. He’d had an idea. He was
completely restored and ready to wade
into his work again.

For a man like that, a bluegill was a
better fish than a tarpon. He didn't
want excitement; he needed to relax. A
bluegill—or a crappie or white perch or
any of the rest of them—is a good fish
for me, too. I don’t even pretend to be
a genius and I'm probably not capable
of working so intensively as he, but I
can remember a lot of times when I
was feeling pretty low and just dropped
everything and went fishing. 1 maybe
caught a few little fish that wouldn’t
have been worth fifty cents in a famine
but I came home feeling mighty good ’

Like every other angler who start.ed
with a worm and willow pole and
worked up the scale from there i’ve
found some ways of fishing that gi\’re me
more pleasure than others. I like to use
a fly rod for panfish.

Flies, of course, include wet flies, d;
flies, bucktails, streamers and by Z
When the bluegills move into the war%n.
shallow bays in the spring you cap
catch them on drab, trout-size wet ﬂiés
Later, when they’re “bedding”—making
their nests in shallow water—tiny corkg
bodied bugs are simply terrific. Sti]i
later, on warm summer evenings, yoy
can sometimes catch them on dry fijes
and that is wonderful sport. ’

Crappies like minnows, so a buck-
tail or streamer, usually about an inch
and a half long, is normally better for
them. Occasionally, however, they, toq
take bugs. Bugging is always more fy,)
because every strike is on the surface
where you can see it. Rock bg
great for bugs on a warm summ,
ning. If you can find a schoo] ¢
perch feeding, you can
with a small streamer.

Somehow, I've never had m
with yellow perch on flies of alrllirhk]iuilk
I've caught a few on small bucktn‘l.
and some on nymphs, such as we 1a11ss
for trout, but I'd never bet on doin ite
If I wanted to be sure of catching a
mess of perch—and I sometimes gdo
because they’re one of the finest of all
fish to eat when the water is cold—
I'd use a small minnow, a scrap of fish
flesh or a worm.

There is one kind of man who can
get mighty excited over catching pan-
fish. That is a small man—a boy. I've

SS al‘e
€r eve-
£ White
murder them










would be forced to adopt a policy of
active credit restraint, resulting in re-
duced availability of bank credit and
an increase in money rates. Experience
of the past has demonstrated conclu-
sively that if the Reserve authorities
follow a policy of active restraint per-
sistently, they can end any boom.

It is, therefore, of the utmost impor-
tance to watch the steel-wage contract
that will be negotiated during the third
quarter of the year. This will indicate
whether business activity will continue
to improve on a sound basis or whether
it will degenerate into an inflationary
boom which is bound to come to an end
after a relatively short period of time.
The effects of these developments, how-
ever, might be felt later on, in the last
quarter of 1959 and first half of 1960.

TRENDS TO WATCH

Although the outlook for business is
on the whole clear and favorable, there
are a number of uncertainties which
. could change the pattern. At the mo-
ment it is impossible to ascertain with
any degree of accuracy how thqse un-
certainties will develop. The principal
factors are: ) )

The movement of equity prices. If
the equity market should continue to
move upward it will intensify the fears
of inflation. It could induce consumers
to spend more freely and to save less.
Also, a continued upward movement of
the stock market would force the Fed-
eral Reserve authorities to ac!opt. a poli-
cy of restraint in order to indicate to
the nation that the monetary authgntles
will not stand by idly and permit the
inflationary fears to become a reality.

On the other hand, a reversal of the
trend of the equity market, and particu-
larly a sharp decline, would have an
adverse psychological effect not only on
the holders of equities but also on busi-
ness sentiment. A rather .sharp decline
of stock prices could be m.terpr‘eted to
mean that the danger of inflation has
disappeared. Some might even conclude
that a new recession was in the making.
Such an attitude could lead to a reduc-
tion in sales, a liquidation of inven-
tories, and a general decline in business
activity. It is impossible to state what
the equity market will do. While profits
of corporations are large,_ it is generally
agreed that equities are historically high.

The international situation. Inter-
national political developments have
played an important role in the econo-
my of the country since the end of the
war. Important international meetings
may be held during the third quarter
of this year. Obviously, it is impossible
to state what the outcome of these
meetings will be. It will, however, have
a significant bearing on the defense ex-
penditures that will be voted by the
Congiess and on the fiscal position of
the Treasury. If, as a result of the inter-
national conference, it should be possi-
ble to maintain the present level of

defense expenditures, or even to reduce
them, this would alleviate the fears of
inflation. On the other hand, a rise in
defense” expenditures would lead to an
increase in the deficit of the Federal
government which at least in part would

_have to.be financed through the sale of

government obligations to the banks,
thus increasing the money supply and
accentuating the fears of inflation.

The outcome of the steel-wage con-
tract is another uncertainty. However,
as stated above, the effects of this con-
tract will not be felt to any great extent
during the period under consideration.

CONCLUSION

The recession which set in in the fall
of 1957 came to an end in April, 1958.
Since that time the economy has wit-
nessed a remarkable recovery, with the
result that business activity in mid-April
was at a higher level than ever before
in the peacetime history of the country.

Unemployment, while not wide-
spread, remains a problem and will con-
tinue to be for some time. It is doubtful
whether, under present conditions, gov-
emnment intervention could solve the
unemployment problem permanently.
Intervention would lead to increased
government expenditures which would
accentuate the fears of inflation and in-
creased prices, It should be noted that
the income of a large”and growing
number of families has remained fairly
stable. A further increase in prices and
in the cost of services would again re-
duce their buying power. In any event,
unemployment will tend to decrease.

The third quarter will be marked by
a moderate decline, caused in part by
seasonal factors and in part by a steel
strike or the liquidation of steel inven-

tories. The steel-wage contract will de-
termine whether the wage-price spiral
will be renewed. It will be a develop-
ment of considerable importance be-
cause it will determine to a considerable
extent whether the future economic
growth will be on a sustainable basis or
will be marked by strong inflationary
pressures. A

Competition during the third quarter
of the year will be keen. Money rates
and the cost of borrowed money are
likely to increase.

The movement of the equity market
will have an important bearing on busi-
ness psychology. A continuation of the
upward swing of the equity market
would accentuate the fears of inflation
and could affect the spending and saving
habits of the people. On the other hand,
a break in the stock market could, at
least temporarily, interrupt the favor-
able forces now operating in our econo-
my. As in the past, the international
political situation will also exercise a
considerable influence on business.

The economy of the U. S. on the
whole is sound. Productive capacity is
great and productivity has increased
materially in the recent period. Dispos-
able personal income is large and the
liquid savings of the people are sub-
stantial, Aside from the international
situation, the main economic problem
confronting the country is preventing a
renewal of the wage-price spiral and
eliminating the fears of inflation. If this
is achieved during the next few months
the foundation will be laid not only for
good business activity for the remain-
der of this year but also for growing
prosperity in years to come. Thus, the
basic problem continues to be maintain-
ing prosperity without inflation. e e

'NOTICE—BASEBALL FANS

Attending the 1959 Chicago Convention
(DOUBLE HEADER)

Chicago Cubs vs. Los Angeles Dodgers at Wrigley Field
Sunday, July 5th—1 P.M.

Box Seats $2.50

Grandstand $1.50

Mail ticket requests early on your Elks Lodge letterhead to:

JACK MALONEY, TICKET MANAGER
WRIGLEY FIELD
CLARK & ADDISON STREETS, CHICAGO 13, ILLINOIS
Make check or money order payable to:
THE CHICAGO CUBS
Please do not send cash

Seats in special Elks’ sections will be held available for orders received prior
to June 21st. Requests will be filled with seats in other sections after that
date or when the special sections are sold out.































