


WE'VE GOT
What It Takes

to Improve Your Score in the Field or
on the Target Range. Let Us Prove It.

We 3“79341---

C D PRECISION BOWSIGHT .

The greatest sight made. Instant change adjusiment,
separate elevation and windage. Compensator for
temperature changes. $7.50 complete.

Come in and Talkt ﬂw/zeay

Don’t Lose Arrows—Use ‘Fire Lacquer’

on the crest. “Fire Lacquer” is activated by the sun’'s
ulira violet rays. It is 8 1o 10 times more visible, par-
ticularly good cn dark days or at dusk. Red, blue,
fire orange yellow and orange. $1.00 per botile.

Wiite ud a letlen. We'll andwer .

BOOKS ON ARCHERY

“Hunting With the Bow and Arrow.,” Pope, $3.00;
*The Flat Bow.,” Hunt & Metz, 75¢c; “Target Archery.”
Elmer. $5.00; “The Wiitchery of Archery.,” Thompson,
$2.00; “Archery.” Reichert and Keasey, $1.50; ““Shoot-
ing the Bow,” Whiffen, $2.00; “Arab Archery,” Faris
& Elmer,” $3.00; “How to Make Modern Archery
Tackle,” Stalker, $1.00; “Official Handbook of Field
Archery,” N.F.A.A., 75c.

If It’s Archery Tackle—We Have It
At the Archery Center of the Northwest!

IVANHOE

Target - Field - Hunting
Only $32.50

GUARANTEED FOR ONE YEAR
WHEN ORDERING STATE LENGTH, PuLL, WEIGHT
ARROW POINTS ALUMINUM ARROWS
CUSTOM BUILT METAL BOWS

SPORTING & MFG. COMPANY

BOX 249, JUNIPER HiLLS, LUDINGTON, MICH.

FERR-L-TITE

The New Super-Bonding Arrowhead Cement
AND

FLETCH-TITE

The New Super-Bonding Fletching Cement
Sticks to Aluminum or Wood
FERR-L-TITE now packaged in 50c and $1.00 Tutes
FLETCH-TITE 25c¢ per tube.
Postage prepaid. Minimum order $1.00 -
R. A. BOHNING ADHESIVES COMPANY
7328 MILLER ROAD DEARBORN, MICHIGAN

EVERYTHING for the ARCHER

Target, Field or Hunting

Write for Free Price List

x X

Representing in Canada
Leighton Black Beauty Palm
Par-X Bows
Toxwood and Flight Facings
Easton 24SRTX Arrows
Fletchtite and Ferr-L-Tite Cement
Bear Leather Goods

EVERYTHING

for the Archer
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VHERE SPORTSMEN CONGREGATE

820 Marquette Ave.

Minneapolis, Minn.

DO YOU REMEMBER?

Do you remember the “Good Old Days” when all arrow
shafts had to be straightened and sanded before using?
When every piece of yew was a bow makers problem?
When an archer was locked upon as an escapee from
an asylum? When Pope, Young, Compion and other fa-
mous old timers were still drawing hteir long bows?
When a 400 yard flight shot was something 1o yet be
achieved? Do you remember? If you do, you likely
remember the name of “McKinney.,” for we were start-
ing then to learn the wood qualities, and manufactur-
ing techniques which give you the superlative archery
materials you use today.

M. L. McKINNEY

Oakland, Oregon
Primary Producer of Archery Materials
“Located at Source of Supply”

TRU-FLIGHT
FIELD ARROWS

neatly crested, closely matched, Bear
Speed Nocks, Long feather

$6.50 Per Dozen
Postpaid cash with order or C.O.D.

TRU-FLIGHT ARCHERY CO.
Box 247 Whitefield, N. H.

We were recently burned out. Now back
in production.

BLACK PALM BIWS

Dual-Tapered-Core Type

FAST - SMOOTH - DURABLE
TARGET - FIELD - HUNTING
Any Weight

Custom Built - No Catalog
WRITE FOR PRICES

THE BLACK PALM SHOP
Arthur, Illinois

I'ToWs

FIELD ARROWS  $ 850
HUNTING ARROWS 31299

PR DOE,
%3 TAPERED P,0,CEDAR,CHOICE OF HEADS

North Shore Sporting Goods

TOWER LAKES, BARRINGTON,ILL.

Aucilable Now!
HIGHER SCORES

I :
‘w7 o M/
Gom (710 “Sewel
RELT P OWR
BOW SIGHT § BOW SIGHT
$1.00 I 5350 o
s
All Steel st PRISM
Black titush G
Lightweight 210-12-14
Strong ar d or 16 Degree
Durable. i Prism Glass
For use tc “?J;e%‘tfﬁf
60 Yards |7owgwhen
ordering.
Fur use Lo
100 Yar's

ORDER YOURS TODAY
CONTACT YOUR DEALER

If he can not supply vou, send direct to us.
WRITE FOR FREE CATALOG
GUARANTEED SATISFACTION

Woodcrafr

HOBBY and ARCHERY STORES
LAKE ST. AT BRYANT AVE., MINNEAPOLIS 8, MINN.
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Next Month

FEW PEOPLE realize the extent to which the bow has left its mark on
the world. Van Robertson, who has contributed articles before to The Feath-
ered Shaft, has written an article entitled “The Bow Left It’s Mark on the
Werld,” Coming in next month's issue.

COVER PICTURE

VAL KIMBROUGH of Benson, Arizona, is one of the few white men who
has mastered the ancient art of chipping flint arrow heads. See the picture
story on page seven of this issue.




Hunting Deer the Hard Way

ARCHING high in the air, the speed-
ing arrow plummeted into the straw
and burlap facsimile of a deer.

“Good shot, Jim!” Joe exclaimed.
“Do that next week when the season
opens and you'll get your deer for
su?l” Dick, J

im, Dick, Joe and I walked the hun-

dred yards to the target and examined
ou‘t" hits and near misses closely.
_“If we do just half as good as this on
live deer, our chances should be good.”
said Dick, emphatically, “We've got fo
bring home a deer or we'll be the laugh-
ing stgck of the neighborhood.”

The® special deer season for Minne-
sota archers opens early in the fall,
more than a month before the regular
rifle season. Although the leaves have
not yet fallen from the frees, which
makes hu.nth}g more difficult because
of poorer visibility conditions, the deer
are not overly frightened by hordes of
hunters stamping through the brush,
firing volleys of thunderous rifle shots,
The hunter’s stalking ability is put to
the toughest test by pitting his skill with
the bow and arrow and woodsmanship
against the keen senses and speed of
the white-tail deer. The archer must
stalle the deer carefully so as to obtain
an open shot, since the slightest touch
of a twig ‘would send the arrow harm-
lessly off in another direction. Also, the
range of the bow and arrow is limited.

Using a rifle, a hunter can shoot ac-
curately several times farther than the
effective distance of the bow and ar-
row. Also, bullets can plough through
much small underbrush without being
d‘eflected from its course. Compared to
rifle hunting, chances of getting a deer
are considerably less when you use the
bow and arrow. It is more difficult to
shoot a bow and arrow in the tangled
brush than to shoot a rifle, A couple of
advantages for the bow are that the
bow and arrows weigh less than the
usual hunting rifle, and the deer will
sometimes stand for another shot if he
_does not see the archer, because there
is no loud report to frighten him,

ALL WEEK we gathered our camping
and archery equipment for the hunt—
dozens of arrows tipped with razor
edged steel broadheads. The sparkling
finishes of our osage bows were paint-
ed a dull green color to prevent light
from reflecting and scaring the deer.
Quiet tennis or moccasins were worn
to prevent making noise in the brush.
A tent, camping gear, and enough food
for several days were also included,
Hours before daylight, our car sped
up the highway. Too excited to sleep,
we talked of the best methods of hunt-
ing deer with the bow and arrow. All
of us had been on many deer hunting
trips using the rifle, but none of us had
ever tried hunting big game with the
bow and arrow before. We decided to
organize a drive and place men on
stand to await the deer, or hunt indi-
vidually by silently stalking our deer.

Four

By William D. Eng
St. Paul, Minn.

We reached our destination in the
Minnesota north woods just as the first
faint light of dawn lit up the overcast
sky. A sharp October breeze was blow-
ing from the north.

Scrambling from the car, we collect-
ed our archery tackle and fanned out
to enter the silent wilderness. The
country was rolling hills covered with
second growth pine, aspen and poplar
trees. Slowly, cautiously we made our
way into the brush, halting frequently
to listen for any tell-tale sounds. Ar-
rows were nocked, and the bows were
carried in readiness for a quick shot.

A sharp snort punctuated the still-
ness. I stopped short, listening intently,
straining my eyes to note any move-
ment. Raising my foot, I took another
step. Another snort sounded, and then a
huge buck leaped from his bed beneath
a windfall and rushed into the woods.
I sent a futile arrow after the white-tail
and proceeded on.

The underbrush became more dense
and tangled, branches slapped my face
and hand, and the bow caught in the
twigs. Seeing a deer trail winding
through the brush in the direction I
was headed, I followed it. Two hours
passed and there was no further sign
of a deer. Periodically I heard reassur-
ing whistles from the other boys. I
knew the deer trail would soon come to
a road.

Topping a ridge, I glanced up to see a
large doe nonchalantly feeding on some

overhanging leaves. Bending low and
hugging the edge of the trail, I tried to
get within shooting range. The doe
looked up and down the trail occa-
sionally, but I carefully stayed within
the shadows. Then the faint sound of
an approaching car came to my ears.
The sound grew louder, and the deer,
glancing toward the road, became
nervous and jumped into the brush.
Sensing an opporfunity to get within
shooting range, I hastened to the spot
where the doe had disappeared. There,
crouching low, with bow and arrow
ready, I waited apprehensively. A
branch rustled, and a brown patch
moved noiselessly, The doe vanished
behind a serub oak cluster, as I watched
with pounding heart. Seconds passed
and still no sign of the white-tail. I was
just ready to believe the deer had left
when all of a sudden I was conscious
of being watched. Slowly I moved my
head and there, not ten feet away was
the head of the doe, with bulging brown
eyes and large, alert ears, staring at
me. Startled, I decided to try a hurried
shot and brought my bow up and
snapped the arrow away. The doe was
one step ahead of me; however, she
bounded so high in the air that the
arrow passed below her, missing
cleanly. Frantically I grabbed for an-
other arrow from my quiver, but she
was already gone.

CHAGRINED THOUGH I was, I could
do nothing but walk out to the road
and meet the others. All of us had
seen deer and all had taken shots at
the fleeting white-tails except Jim.

The next morning before breakfast,
Jim and I left before the others to go
east of the camp about two miles and
wait on a stand. We followed the edge
of a dense willow swamp and took up
our positions on an adjoining hay field.
We picked runways that looked heavily
traveled, and posted ourselves about
three hundred yards apart.

Soon I could hear the shouting,
whistling, and crashing of Dick and
Joe as they waded through the swamp.
A twig snapped nearby, and I could
hear the faint hoofbeats of a deer
approaching. With bow raised in readi-
ness, I waited behind a thick willow
bush. The animal burst forth from the
brush in full gallop. My arrow whizzed
through the air, barely missing the
doe’s back. Another heart-breaking
miss!

Disgustedly, I went to look for my
arrow and, leaning my bow against a
tree, I bent over to pick up my arrow.
Hearing a sound, I glanced up right
into the face of a magnificent buck.
He looked at me for a second, and then
galvanized into action with a series of
graceful plunges across the field. I was
so mad that I broke the arrow over my
knee and picked up my bow and start-
ed up towards Jim’s position.

(Continued on next page)
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RUPPERT JACKS

WE STOPPED in Ruppert, Idaho,
on our way back to Barstow from Two
Rivers, Wis.,, where the 1948 National
Field Archery Tournament was held.

Hunting with a bow is perhaps prim-
itive, but you can have more fun than
shooting fish in a barrel! Especially on
small game like the jackrabbits we
hunted. There was really no hunt to
it. All we did was drive out to the
desert, get out of our car and string
our bows. We took off across this vast
expanse of desert with high hopes of
shooting our game until we were worn
out—and we weren’t disappointed.

Nubbie Pate, Bill Otto and I saw
jacks coming from the brush almost
immediately. They were like millions
of ants on a path.

I let go my first arrow and was so
excited at the thrill of seeing so many
of these creatures, I missed completely,
as did the rest of the party.

Bill Otto was the first to bring one
down. I was standing about 175 yards
from him and saw him draw and re-
lease. I couldn’t see the target, for it
was concealed by the prarie brush. His
arrow had penetrated the rabbit but
this tough seasoned veteran of the des-
ert only kept running. But Bill quickly
nocked another arrow and sent it sing-
ing through the air. It also struck but
when this one failed to bring the game
down he took off after it and upon
catching it, hit it with his bow. Bill
looked like a windmill churning in the
wind. He picked up his game with a
smile of victory and tossed it in a pile
which was soon added to as I got my
shot soon after.

Nubbie was hopping along trying to
keep his crutch® out of gopher holes
when he brought his game down with
one shot. Nubbie was just as seasoned
to the desert as these jacks were and
it would have hurt his pride if he
hadn’t got one with one arrow. Every
time we have gone hunting he has
proven his ability. Nubbie is admired
by every one for not letting his handi-
cap hold him back from accomplish-
ing his feats perhaps better than a per-
son in perfect condition. Don’t mis-

By DON THEYE
Glendale, Calif,

understand me though—Nubbie is in
perfect condition!

Under his wavy silver hair is the
face of a man who has traveled to
many places and seen many amazing
things. He has a remarkable physique
and is browned from years in the Mo-
jave Desert sunshine. His mind is quick
as a hair trigger, as he has proven many
times, and his ears are full of the
sound of singing arrows and the thud
as they hit their target. Nubbie is
known in the archery world as one of
the best shots on both targets and game.

After three hours of shooting we
went back to Ruppert to eat and to go
out to a different hunting ground. This
time we had a larger party and could

spread out more. The new hunting
ground was rougher going and the
brush was much higher and thicker,
which made shooting difficult..

We had just started to hunt when a
rabbit darted about nine yards from
me. I released just as he went behind
a bush. Not hearing a thud, I figured
I had missed the old boy, but as I
went to claim my arrow and pull it
out from a clump of sage, there was
the rabbit on the end. The shaft had
penetrated its heart and killed it in-
stantly.

We left the hunting grounds as the
sun was setting—the end of a perfect
day afield, for I had bagged my {first
game with a bow and arrow. '

Dcen Thye, the author, Bill Otto and Nubbie Pate with some of the jacks
shot near Ruppert, Idaho, on their return irip from the 1948 National.

Hunting the Hard Way . . .
Continued From Preceding Page

Nearing Jim’s stand, I heard the
snort of another deer in the brush as it
scented me. The deer moved away rap-
idly, straight toward Jim! On top of a

. wooded knoll, Jim waited, hidden by

the brush. Pausing to look behind her,
the doe halted momentarily. I saw a
flash as Jim’s arrow leaped through
the air. The doe bounded straight up
in the air, then moved slowly through
the poplar stand with quavering steps.
A staccato sound such as a small boy
might make with a stick on a picket
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fence came to my ears. Realizing that
the doe was hit and the arrow was
slapping the trees as she passed, I hur-
ried to the scene.

The deer hadn’t gone very far be-
fore she became very wobbly on her
feet. The great loss of blood was weak-
ening her. By the time the doe col-
lapsed, Jim had caught up to her and
was standing in readiness for another
shot if necessary. The doe was stone
dead, however, and another arrow was
not needed. The shaft had struck the
doe just behind the shoulders and had
penetrated almost up to the feathers.

The rest of the hunters arrived and

congratulated Jim as he cleaned the
deer. The arrow had pierced the heart
and was embedded in it. Jim explained
that he had only a square foot of clear
space in the brush through which to
shoot his arrow. By releasing his arrow
smoothly without jerking, Jim hit the
animal in a vital spot. Thinking back
at my previous shots, I realized that
I had been at fault in this respect. I
vowed to myself that between now and
next season I would spend many hours
practicing the technique of smooth ar-
row releases, so that I might have a
better chance next season of getting my
deer.

Five




OPERATION OSAGE

DR. JOHN BOORMAN, Australian
flight champ, of Cessnock; had travelled
the northwest of N.S.W. in search of
osage orange.

A hedge situated at Inverell was
looked over and found to be ideal. The
character who owned the property in-
tended selling, so it was imperative that
all those interested make the trip and
endeavor to make arrangements for the
cutting and transport, etc.

I might add at this stage that osage
orange is not native to Australia. Our
forestry commission can only guess at
its origin, being brought from overseas,
or imported specially for orchard wind-
breaks, dairies, ete. Odd trees along
the rivers and creeks were to be found
where the fruit had taken root after
being washed downstream.

The forestry people cannot give the
location of these hedges as they are not
numerous and the stuff has no commer-
cial value, and for this reason is not
listed on their records.

This was indeed unfortunate for it
necessitated a round tour by car—well
nigh impossible with the severe petrol
rationing then in force—in order to lo-
cate the osage. Then it is just in the
cards that the owner won’t part with it
for sentimental reasons, because his
grand-pappy planted it, or some other
absurd reason, as actually happened.

To cut it oneself, a vehicle and/or
trailer, crosscut saw and abounding en-
thusiasm is necessary. We had only the
latter.

Ross Herron and myself, whose holi-
days coincided, endeavored to work in
with the Doc’s long week-end off. A
month previous we had decided on a
definite date.

We travelled by train to Cessnock
from Sydney—about 140 miles—then
did justice to Mrs. Boorman’s excellent
cooking. Then we were introduced to
Eric Turner and Bert Enderby, two
locals who were as yet skeptical of the
power of the bow in general and our
prowess in particular. They had offered
the Doc 5 shillings (approx. $1) for
every rabbit he collected on the ftrip
till they heard of Herron’s kills at
Abercrombie,

Up at 3 am., we got into a good
breakfast and hit the track at 4 a.m. in
Turner’s new Mercury. We arrived at
Inverell at 1 p.m., keeping pace with
Doc’s schedule of the itinerary.

Our eyes were opened when we saw
our first decent hedge of the stuff. We
raced back after dinner, but were in-
formed that the property was sold, as
predicted. Ferreting out the agent who
made the sale we contacted the new
owner. Decidedly a hen-pecked type,
he “was afraid that his wife wouldn’t
like the hedge disturbed.”

“Not one small branch—surely she
wouldn’t miss that,” I remarked.

Further conversation useless, we left
to attack new fields. The agent directed
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By GEORGE F. SCOTT
Belfield, N.S.W., Australia

us to a dairy just up the road.

“Another nice hedge,” we observed,
and called in to pay our respects. Not
a soul was home and the area was
deserted. We cruised around the corner
and along another hedge and sighted a
couple of massive trees in the distance.

“No,” we decided, ‘“they are too big
for osage—no fruit, and the leaves are
too small, bark is too smooth, not
enough thorns, etc.

Back into the car we travelled slow-
ly back till we reached the next “defi-
nite” osage with fruit and all.

“This is the same leaf” said Ross.

“And the same bark,” said I.

“Let’s go,” said Bert, as he put the
car into gear.

Back we raced to the massive trees,
and further inspection revealed that we
had a rare find. We couldn’t get our
arms around the trunk of one and an-
other had a second growth limb over
a foot thick, dead straight for nearly
20 feet.

On the way back Herron was men-
tally calculating the proportion of flight
bows to the long limb.

Later we picked up Doc and Bert
and they were likewise amazed.

Next day we were still pondering how
to get the osage cut and transported,
when Bert had an inspiration. He had
cbtained the local paper and browsed
through the ads, located a fellow doing
a job of firewood cutting (with a truck)
who required work.

We soon had him in the car on the
way out to our find.

I guess he must have had one of the'

greatest ear-bashings of all time. We
each took him in turn and explained
what we required. He picked up quick-
ly: straight sections, 4 ft. long and
no less than 8” diameter. His tentative
quote waé reasonable and we sealed
the bargain, swapped addresses and
drove him home.

Everything looked rosy in the morn-
ing and we pushed on to Moree, home
of the wild pigs, had a swim in their
Olympic Pool and hot artesian springs,
and then on to Narrabri. All the way
from Moree to Narrabri was flat coun-
try—dead flat—being part of a huge
tableland; sheep, cattle and wheat
country.

We were now going to give the rab-
bits the once over and after supper we
went out a couple of miles to a likely
spot.

Using the car headlights we cruised
up and down the “rabbit-proof” fence,
with more holes in it than you could
poke a stick at. A pair of us, Doc Ross
and myself, took it in turns.to squat
precariously on the front mudguards
and we did the best job of shooting
ever.

Eric did a masterful job in locating
and following the bunnies through the
bunch grass and ‘“roly-poly” bush. If
they hopped inh shooting distance, Eric

would stop the car and we would either
fire from the car or slip off and go
around the beam to get a better shot.

All misses were so close it seemed
incredible.

Doc drew first blood accompanied by
Bert (with flashlight), Ross was next,
then yours truly.

Mortality of arrows was very great,
largely due to our dead center (abdo-
men) hits on the rabbits. With either
blunt or blade they would do all man-
ner of convulsions, somersaults and the
like, then go streaking off to their
burrow. We invariably lost them, and
the arrow, in the darkness—the clack-
ety-clack of the shaft our only clue. A
miss would have the same result—
snaking in the undergrowth and nearly
impossible to retrieve.

The following night we visited a
friend of the Doc, who had arranged for
a visit to a nearby farm. Using the same
headlight procedure with the utility
and the aid of a powerful spotlight we
really got amongst them. A “master
of ceremonies” gave the orders for eith-
er the riflemen or archers to take the
shot, depending on the distance.

After the drive we adjourned to the
homestead and had coffee. The bows
were chief source of interest and we
were asked for a demonstration by
those who hadn’t gone with us.

Ross and I amazed ourselves in shoot-
ing at a playing card pinned on the
trunk of a cedar tree, and illuminated
by a torch, while we moved away to
60 yards in semi darkness to go remark-
ably close and never miss the tree.

I was using a well burred over
Bodkin, being my best practice arrow.
The Doc had cause to curse this missile
the night previous.

He had chased an o’possum up a tree
and was out of arrows. I was first on
the scene and pulled one out of the
quiver and handed it to him, in the
excitement forgetting my “blunt.”
Enderby, our trusty torch man, soon
had the spot on the o’possum’s posteri-
or, which was all we could see. By the
sound, when the arrow connected, I
thought it had hit a branch, but the
amount of fur clinging to the blunt con-
vinced us all of what a broadhead
would have done.

To get back to the locals—they were
so impressed that a wild pig hunt has
been tentatively arranged for the next
long week-end we can manage. In style,
we intend shooting from the back of a
utility. A true picture of penetration
and speed of kill will be apparent on
this next trip—those rabbits are too
small and harder to stop.

It is now nearly six months after,
and nary a word have we heard from
our osage contact, many letters have
gone unanswered; and Herron is minus
one pound and lost a lot of faith in hu-
man nature. Net result is no osage but
lots of pleasant memories of the trip.
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Picture Story . . .

By MARJORIE J. RIDDELL
Western Ways, Tucson, Ariz.

OR many years Val Kimbrough of Benson, Arizona, has
been chipping arrowheads and doing an expert job. He
learned from an old Chickasaw Indian that they used a
deer horn to make their arrowheads. With this informa-
tllon Val_ experimented for three or four years until he
finally hit upon a porcess -to flake tiny, even chips off a
gﬁgce Otf flint. Very few white men have ever mastered

is art.

Upper lefi: Val teaches an intrigued young spectator the
fine art of arrowhead making, meanwhile spinning a yarn
cf Indian or Western lore.

Center left: Closeup of Val chipping an arrowhead.

Bottom left: V'al holds up a finished arrowhead for inspec-
tion by his youthful audience.

Upper right: Kimbrough shows his young friend several
arrcwheads of different iypes.

Leower right: Val is adept at handling modern archery
equipment, too, having brought down quite a number of
small game with the bow and arrow.

—Photos by Charles W. Herbert, Western Ways, Tuscon, Ariz.

Val selects a suitable stone for fashioning an arrow-
head by knocking off a flake with an Indian stone hammer.
Then holding it on a hard surface, he presses down with
the deer horn which has the sharp ends broken off. This
blunt end flakes off chips until first one side, then the
other is properly shaped. The deer horn is hard enough to
force the chip away and still not so hard that it slips off
the chip. Then Val holds up a finished arrowhead that rivals
any that the red man ever made.




! THE OUISCONSIN BOWMEN

By SAM DINERSTEIN

THE FOURTH annual tournament of
the Ouisconsin Bowmen was held Sun-
day, June 19, in Delavan, Wis. Nine_:ty-
five archers registered for the field
shoot, twenty-five for the target shoot
and two for the flight shoot.

The flight shoot was put on just to
show the assembled archers how the
men’s and the women’s national flight
champions won their championships,
and no attempt was made to measure
the distance their arrows travelled.
Clarence Haugen, the men’s national
flight champion, shot six arrows and
then Dorothy Branaka, holder of the
Wisconsin, the Illinois, the Midwestern
and the National Mail Women’s flight

championships, shot six arrows. )

The following is the list of prize
winners:

Men's Roving Shoot—Class A: Marty
Humpal, Ray Page and Cecil Leonard.
Class B: Bill Warner, Lee Pizzuto ar}d
Maynard Peck. Class C: Red Hurdis,
Ralph Chamberlain and Leroy Schmel-
zer. Consolation: L. E. Muzzy.

Men’s Target Shoot—Verne Simons,
Warren Incelli and Marty Humpal.
Consolation: Frank Hackbarth.

Women’s Roving Shoot — Class A:
Edna Snook, Mae Simons and Mary
Page. Class B: Louise O'Donnell, Jane
Quarfot and Doris Vander Veen. Class
C: Ella Hurdis, Barbara Coogan and
Nora Laing. Consolation: Kay Hack-
barth.

Women's Target Shoot—Doris Stoll-
fuss and Doris Vander Veen. .

Junior Roving Shoot—Paul Hastings,
Larry Beresh and Charlgs Campbell.
Consolation: Helene Hurdis.

Junior Target Shooi—Larry Beresh,
Jackie Mitchell and Helene Hurdis.
Consolation: Logan Wenger.

Sixty-seven merchandise prizes, val-
ued at $300 were provided by the host
club.

The shoot marked the opening of the
rebuilt 28 target field course. Our
course was a honey last year, but now
it has been changed to cut the walking
in half and yet make the shots more
difficult. The winner shot only 295 an_d
yet he regularly shoots over 400 on his
home course.

Marty Humpal

Dorothy Branaka demonsirates flight shooting.

Part of the men’s target shooting line.

.

IT ‘CLICKS’ OFF THE YARDS

AQUICK, easy and accurate metho.d
of measuring archery distances is
claimed for a new gadget developed by
an archer-hobbyist, Russ Oakes of
Waukesha, Wis. With each revolutiqn
of its wheel which is 11.46 inches in
diameter, a metal peg on t}}e wheel
clicks against a wire projectlng. from
the pusher-type handle, thus indicating
that the device has measured off one
yard. Starting with the small _whlte
arrow pointing to the ground directly
beneath the target, an archer merely
counts the “clicks” for the desired
number of yards. o

On any plot of ground sufficiently
level to be worthy of being called an
archery range, the device is quite ac-
curate—as the small humps and valle}{s
sort of balance off each other. It is
pointed out that one person using the

Eight . &

device can measure distances more
quickly—and usually with _more ac-
curacy than two persons running a short
tape line, and having to measure off ten
yards at a time, moving up and mark-
ing as they go along.

For the benefit of archers who may
want to make one of the devices for
their own use, Oakes suggests that the
wheel be sawed on a circle having a
534-inch radius, then sanding the per-
imeter slightly until a mark on the rim
measures off exactly one yard when
the wheel is rolled between two marks
36 inches apart.

Although the metal peg contacts the
wire at “A” indicated in the accom-
panying drawing, it is positioned in the
wheel at “B” (about one o’clock on the
wheel when the white pointer is at six
o’clock). This is done so that when the
wheel is revolving at a walking speed,
the click will be heard at the instant
the small white arrow points to the

ground. . .
Oakes says he isn’t going to try to
»—>
Russ OQakes demonstrated his

Yard-O-Meter at the National at
Fond du Lac. The device is very
accurate.

«a
In the diagram "C” and "]_3” sh_ow
details of bending and inserting
the wire “clicker” in the handle.

manufacture and sell the device. He
figures he will be making some slight
contribution to archery by letting The
Feathered Shaft publish this story and
the drawing so archers may make their
own.
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THE SCALLAWAG ARCHERS

OF LOTTSABOTTOM COUNTY

IT ISN'T that I hold it against Ed
Johnson; but just the same, if it hadn’t
been for him, the whole thing wouldn’t
have happened. It was just after I'd
seen him in his office and put the bee
on him, successfully, for a donation to
one of our local charities that he
brought up the matter of going to a
meeting of his archery club, and since
he had just acceded to my request, I
couldn’t gracefully refuse his. It seemed
innocent enough then; but I could see
later that he hadn’t failed to take ad-
vantage of every inch. So it was agreed
upon, and that evening he called for
me in his car, with the excuse that I
couldn’t have found the place alone and
that it was foolish to take two cars.
Later I realized that it was simply a
ruse to cut off my main avenue of
escape,

Off we went, and ended up at a large
house at the end of a dead-end street
that even a taxi driver could have
found. We parked our car and joined
a group which had gathered on the
front porch. There were the usual per-
functory introductions and the even less
satisfactory  non-introductions. You
stand around and suddenly come up
against a perfect stranger who decides
that he must have met you at a for-
mer meeting but can’t remember your
name, who begins an utterly unintelli-
gible conversation which ends with a
question you can’t possibly answer.
Then you explain your situation and he
says, “Oh,” and walks away. I went
through two like that and finally a
voice cried out that it was time to start
the meeting, and Ed came and got me.

The group split up into two halves,
one going in the front door and the
other going around into the garage. In
answer to my query as to whether
there were two clubs, Ed said no, not
exactly, and mumbled something about
not all of the members seeing eye fo
eye on certain technical aspects of the
game, but added that we should all
get together later in the evening.

Looking back on it now, I think Ed
was right in not preparing me. In the
first place, his most earnest efforts
would have fallen short of reality; and
in the second, it would have been faulty
psychology. It is belter to have a hypo-
dermic needle shoved clear in once and
for all than to have the thing applied
in stages.

Our group went into the garage, at
the far end of which was a sort of dais
on which there was a kind of chair
made out of an old oil drum. The mem-
bers of the group began to remove or
add to their apparel in such a way that
before my amazed eyes they began to
assume a condition of dress faintly
reminiscent of the Middle Ages. There
were small peaked caps with long feath-
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By GORDON M. PAYNE
Eugene, Ore,

ers. There were belts, or girdles, with
pouches. The favorite color seemed to
be green. Then, on the dais, a man ap-
peared in a tabord, emblazoned, and
blew a fanfare on a three foot trumpet,
omitting the high notes. Upon this, a
man walked in, completely covered
with a chain mail hauberk, and sat
down in the oil drum. Everyone made
obeisance. He was followed by a seribe,
who had a pen with a feather on it.

I was in no condition to recall with
clarity what followed at that meeting.
The scribe had quite a lot to say, but
I didn’t catch it all. He wore a sort of
tight fitting hood over his head and
shoulders, with scollops on the edge.
It was a little snug across his throat
and as a consequence his words were
blurred most of the time. I do recall
that a paper was read condemning
beacock feathers. This was followed by
a heated discussion which revolved
around “instinctive shooting.” The
more extreme faction held that the
truly instinctive shooter should, at the
moment of release, completely -close
both eyes, else it might be said of him
that he had taken aim. It was plain
that a man who would take aim would
also drown little kittens.

I further remember that a motion
was made and seconded that any arch-
er who appeared at the butts with a
metal arrow would suffer the loss of
the first three fingers of his shooting
hand. However, the scribe objected,
pointing out that any member so served
was sure to ask that his handicap be
changed, and that he would resign
rather than go through that again. Mo-
tion failed to ecarry. There was some
more aboul holding a fournament dur-
ing Pentecost, and then we adjourned,
with frumpet. The members resumed
their more normal aspects, and we went
around to the front door.

On the way, Ed explained that the
Ancient and Honourable Company of
the Scallywags had to hold their meet-
ings in garages because all the wives,
to a woman, had banned the chain
mail hauberk from their furniture; and
that the Chief Archer always com-
plained about having to stand so long,
since sitting on the floor was unbe-
coming. We were now going to join the
“new” archers, he said, and I could
detect tolerance struggling with scorn.

As we entered, I noted that the new
archers seemed to find the trappings
of civilization amenable to their avoca-
tion, for they were sitting in easy
chairs in various attitudes of comfort
litsening to a man who was dressed, to
my relief, in a double breasted grey
suit. He was just finishing his paper,
which had fo do with “The Effects on
the Anchor Point of a Three Days
Growth of Beard,” and another gentle-

man was called upon.

It was plain that the new group ex-
pected an important contribution, for
there was a ripple of suppressed com-
ment as he rose to speak. He began by
greeting his old friends, and saying how
glad he was to be back again; that he
considered it an honor to have been
able to have served his country in her
hour of need, there had, most unwisely,
been no provision for the prosecution of
the sport, and that as a result the
claptozoic muscle of the right steclactic
had suffered a partial atrophy result-
ing in a deviation to the low left of
two to three minutes of angle. Omitting
further biography, he launched into his
paper which was entitled “The Effects
of Waxing as Opposed to Glue Sizing on
the Tertiary Vibrations of the Bow-
string, With a Total Disregard, in the
Interests of Controlled Laboratory Pro-
cedure, For the Factor of Whether or
Not the Arrow Ever Hits the Target.”
He was followed by another gentleman
who had designed a bowsight capahle
of adjustments to within one-twenty-
nine thousandths of an inch. This was
to be used in conjunction with a Table
of Corrections printed on a card in-
tended to be thumb tacked to the face
of the bow, which enabled the archer
to compensate for the changes sus-
tained by the mechanism when the suns
rays impinged upon the face plate at
an angle of more than thirty-three de-
grees. In closing, he apologized for the
failure of the metalurgical sciences to
overcome this factor, and mildly up-
braided the manufacturers of archery
tackle for failure to avail themselves
of his design.

The meeting broke up, and I had to
search the various groups to find Ed.
Eventually I found him in a corner
flailing his arms about in a highly agi-
tated manner, his forehead beaded with
perspiration, and the muscles about
the mouth unnaturally tight.

“. .. and that,” he was shouting as
I approached, ‘“is what should be done
to any man who would shoot a metal
bow!” With that he spun around, glassy
eyed, and stalked so abruptly from the
group that he bumped into me with
sufficient force to dislodge my glasses.
While I groped about he picked them
up and put them on me, which was to-
tally unnecessary. Once I have them in
my hand I can find my own nose.

We went directly and silently to the
car and started home. When his breath-
ing returned to normal we made plans
to go to the archery range the following
day.

That was two years ago, and I have
certainly learned a lot since. I had no
idea how cold a chain mail hauberk
could be when you have to wear it in
a damp, unheated garage.
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The Case of the Cross Bowman'

or

The Demon of Lemonwood Forest

Wherein Is Revealed the Wondrously Bizarre Manner in Whick

u HEN I'm in practice, you should

see me rove! Uphill, downhill, over hill,
over dale, more accurate than any cais-
son. See that birch twig down in the
valley? No? Use the field glasses; no,
not the hickory twig, the birch, just
above the third pebble to the right of
that twelve inch juniper. Sure, sure, I
know it’s a downhill shot with a stiff
cross-wind, but watch: I figure all the
angles, bank it over to the right and
bur-r-r-n it in. Looks like a hit. Still
don’t see it? Can’t be more than a hun-
dred yards, we’ll be there in a few mo-
ments. Gad, broken clean through!
Amazing what a blunt will do.

Ah, yes. Ah, yes, as they say on the
radio. Why, only recently after many
months layoff I was out with a friend
and we were both limbering up pot-
shotting around the countryside. “Were
I as good as you, we could have some
fun keeping points,” said I. (And he was
fairly sharp for a rusty archer.)

“Nonsense,” exclaimed he gallantly,
“rather it’s the other way around.”

Oh, but no, my dear Alphonse . . .
I began, trying to out-gallant him. We
were both interrupted by the two shots
I was making during this witty repar-
tee. It was gloaming, bad light, a long
down slope and then up again to a
square foot of cardboard about sixty
yards away. Both of my arrows were
in it, one in the absolute geographical,
geometrical, hypothetical center, the
other darned near.

So it goes, in the realm of human
events. One can improve only so much;
then one tries for the Big Time . . .
still hunting.

Only, there is a Mechanical Mind be-
hind it all. The God of Chess, of Fate,
of Chance, of Skill, makes His Hand
Felt. But how!

One gets one’s first inkling when one
goes shooting with one’s wife. She has a
weak bow and anything over ten yards
is strictly trajectory plotting for her.
One starts off being generous, and ends
up fighting for one’s honor, one’s very
reputation. She who never practices
drops her dainty darts in as close or
closer than your powerhouse osage ever
will. With a little warming up, how-
ever, you meet the competition (even
shine once or twice) only to find that
she is beginning to bore with the ease
of it all. No, perhaps it wasn’t Fate
after all; doesn’t a true champion al-
ways identify himself? Of a certainty,
etc., etc,. etc.

IT°S A SUMMER’S AFTERNOON and
I'm tired of rocks and rills, wishing it
were hunting season, because ‘“this year
I think I’ll go in for some of that.” Of
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Mad Cerl Does Play the Fool

By CARL M. RUBIO
Providence, R. 1.

a sudden I come upon a bunny actu-
ally taking a nap and cooling off in the
tall grass. His long ears keep fanning
the flies away and his eyes are shut.
How could I miss at this range? It
would be foul murther, so I look around
to make sure we're alone before draw-
ing the bow. At twenty yards, I should
tag him easily, yet . . . there is the spot
where he was and there is my arrow,
just about in the spot. I recall an article
by the movie star Guy Madison in
which he recalls his years of missing
before connecting with an arthritic
lapin. He must have had buck fever!
The summer days lengthen into au-
tumn; I have yet to hit a lapin, and I
don’t have buck fever. Imagine! I, who
can pierce a bull’s eye, cannot even
hit a cow-barn, particularly if it looks
like game, an elephant let’s say. We
was robbed! The Fix is in!

Again it’s a beautiful afternoon. I
shcot twice, thrice, at the same wood-
chuck and always he lowers his head
as the arrow hisses over. Once he has
to climb around my arrow to re-enter
his hole, which is perfectly partitioned
by the shaft. Ha! If only I knew that
such dramatic near-misses were to be-
come chronic, I would have long since
turned to sure-fire winning sports like
horses, cards or roulette.

A wittle wabbit is mind its own busi-
ness in the sylvan glade when out
of a thicket zings the arrow of a clev-
erly concealed hunter. The coney does
a flip-flop, and the hunter (a senti-
mentalist at heart) blushes to think of
having hit it in the “fundament.” But
no-o-o! Or he risks a sure shot at a
squirrel pasted on a tree trunk. There
is the clatter of the arrow’s impact, a
furry body drops to the ground . . .
from fright, and dashes away as the
chagrined, nonplussed and disgruntled
“hunter” hears his ricocheted arrow
drop into the woods at an unknown di-
rection and distance.

I AM THE CHAGRINED, NON-
PLUSSED & DISGRUNTLED HUNT-
ER! Is there no relief? Genuinely su-
perstitious by now, I turn to illegal
game—a muskrat—sure that the de-
mons of the woods will permit me a
hit in order to punish me with con-
science or with the just rewards of
crime. The shaft drives in and van-
ishes; the muskrat floats backwards
downstream, floats as one dead! My
eyes widen with astonishment, then
widen more with a look of cerebral
instability as I realize he is merely sur-
prised and totally unharmed. Far away
through the swamp a loon answers my
lunatic cackle . . .

It is that time of early evening when

*Two words, friends, two words.

game begins to be heard and seen more
frequently. Ahead of me on a rise a
rabbit rears up, already aware of my
presence. The feathered birch climbs
up from my bow, arcs over, then low-
ers down into dead center of the rab-
bit, the wooden rabbii, for such it is
even to the long ears, although you
would call it a tiny stump. My nerves
will not permit me to retract it prop-
erly and the point remains in that
stump to this very day.

But I'll say this: I am one of few
sportsmen who have changed their
mind and let game go on its way. I
lay an arrow right alonside a skunk in
a field, when the beast turns and
charges! Only then do I realize that
his home is somewhere in the stone
wall behind me, that he’s just as soon
slug it out weapon for weapon. If I
stand where I am I can get him easily,
but—what if he’s thinking “if he stands
where he is I can get him easily . . .?”
I retire to one side as my sister dashes
up to inform he of having seen a fox
at close range. Her description is un-
mistakable, but of course she was un-
armed. The fox, like the crow, can see
my weapon long before I can see him.

Which reminds me: in its system of
awarding points for game, how can
the National Field Archery Association
award three points for skunk, two for
poisonous snakes and turtles, and only
three for crow? Unless that organiza-
tion has revised its point system since
1946, I am baffled, for with all due re-
spect to the NFAA I have yet to shake
the hand of a man who has bagged
crows with the facility of turtles! This
is still highly appropriate to the short
but essential point of this narrative:
I have learned the meaning of real
hunting. With a rifle, the dog does the
hunting and the rifleman does the
shooting and if it’s a shotgun then it’s
pretty helter-skelter and for my money
corresponds to ‘“saturation bombing”
in the late war. The “hunter” merely
covers an area with his scatter-gun and
lets go. With the bow, one has to be
able to hunt an animal down close and
he has to be able to hit it with a single
shot. There is the primitive joy of
using the weapon, even of making it.
Archery is to sailing what riflemanship
is to power-boating. It is romantic, col-
orful, leisurely, and danged tricky. I
have learned that bow-hunting is lots
of looking and almost no walking. I
have never enjoyed getting near game
so much, and I have learned a hundred
things which I hope to jot down some
time. Ways to dress when slinking
around with archery equipment at vari-

Continued on page 26
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WHAT’S DOING ABROAD

England . . .
By Eddey Hamlyn, Christdow, Devon

READERS of “Archery” in the Bad-
minton Library may remember that a
century. ago the Somerset Archers de-
cided to shoot over a range of 20 yards
as they hit more often than at a great-
er range! Those days are very, very
dead!

At the second annual shoot in 1948,
men shot two dozen arrows at each
range of 30, 40 and 50 yards. This year
they shot a National round of four
dozen at 80 yards and two dozen at 60
yards. Ladies shot the same number
of arrows at ranges of 50 and 40 yards.

About 30 men shot and almost 20
women at the Third Annual Tourna-
ment at Somerset on 21 May of this
year. They were drawn from a very
large area, W. Bullock arriving with a
contingent from Swindon (as usual
using glorious tackle entirely of his
own manufacture), Commander B.
Smith and Mrs. Smith (of Weymouth
Archers and the Grand National Arch-
ery Society) and others, as well as
from the numerous archery societies,
both new and old, in various parts of
Somerset.

The championships were run under
the auspices of the Central Council for
Phy_sical Recreation, and the presiding
genius was Barri C. DeVigne of East
Chinnock, Nr. Yeovil, Somerset, who
had trained many of the competitors,
made most of the targets and made
most of the arrangements.

The venue was the playing fields of
the girls’ high school, known as Bishop
Fox’s school, Taunton, and was situ-
ated just half a mile from the railway
station, probably the most easily ac-
cessible one in Somerset. The field was
over 200 yards long and the turf was
like velvet. When a band of enthusi-
asts had marked it out and set up the
15 targets, the sight was one to gladden
the eyes of any archer.

Competition was very keen, the
standard of shooting was high, having
greatly improved in the past vear, and
the weather was almost too perfect.
Above all, the atmosphere of the whole
competition was a very happy one, com-
petitors were out to enjoy themselves
and they succeeded.

The Merritield Cup for Somerset
Ladies’ Championship was won by Miss
Berry of Bath, while Mrs. B. Smith of
Weymouth had the highest score. The
medal for the highest score at the short-
est range was won by Miss C. Russell
of Crewkerne.

The Men’s Somerset Championship
was won by L. Oram of West Hatch
and his teammate was second. Com-
mander B. Smith of Weymouth had
th.e highest score (open), other prize
winners were J. Purnell of West Hatch
and J. Bullock of Swindon.

The silver belt and quiver for the
highest score (team of four) was won
by the West Hatch team.

The high standard of shooting by
members of tiny village clubs such as
those of West Hatch and Long Load
(among others) seemed like a flash-
back to the medieval days when arch-
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ery was the great sport of the villages.
Among the teams shooting was one of
bluejackets from the Fleet Air Arm
station at Yeovilton, whose green foot-
ball jerseys worn with the traditional
“bell bottoms” proved a welcome sub-
stitute for the more orthodox Lincoln

BOOK REVIEW

HUNTING WITH THE BOW AND

ARROW, By Saxton Pope. G. P. Put-
nam’s Sons, New York City ($3.00).—
A fascinating wedding of the practical
and aesthetic aspects of the sport of
archery—that in a sense describes this
classic written by the man who together
with his companion, Arthur Young, was

Green. ‘A ‘very- young girl, “Miss~ Oranr—the-link between.the Thompson broth-

of West Hatch, shot very creditably
in the women’s round.

If some of the American friends we
meet in the pages of ‘“The Feathered
Shaft” could have been there, our hap-
piness would have been complete,
though they may have found our Eng-
lish method of shooting in both direc-
tions, three arrows to an end, a little
strange.

*

South Africa . ..
By Sam Hikins, Johannesburg, S. A.

ARCHERY has been going very slow-
ly this year—until 19th June when the
Transvaal championships were run off
in Pretoria on the Iscor sports grounds.
Then things did liven up—and how!
Morena competitors certainly had it
this time. The general standard has im-
proved no end.

Ninety-seven entries came in for this
yvear's tournament—2nd annual Trans-
vaal championships representing seven
clubs, which are affiliated to the Trans-
vaal Archery Association, headquar-
tered in Preforia. Pretoria A. C., Iscor
A. C., Brakpan A. C.,, Poison Arrow
A. C. of Lyttelton, Willowvale A. C. of
Johannesburg, and the Morena. Ninety
straddled the shooting lines. Men did
the South African Springbok Round
(doubled) 30 at 80, 30 at 60, 60 at 50 and
30 at 40; Juniors did a Junior Spring-
bok, 30 at 50, 60 at 40 and 30 at 30, and
the midgets did 30 at 40, 60 at 30 and
30 at 20.

Men possible—1080 for a single.
Ladies, juniors and midgets the same.

Individual men, winner, Bill Stewart
(runner-up 1948) score 1588 double
S. R. Stewart’s first round 831, second
round 757.

Individual women’s winner was June
Louw with 1487. Junior winner, Alan
Currie, Willowvale A. C., Johannes-
burg, 1294 Midget winner, A. Kloke,
Pretoria A. C., 1025.

Iscor won the men’s team round and
Pretoria A. C. the ladies’ team round.

Through import restrictions we are
now making equipment, in a small way.
Arrows, wood, and so far we’ve only
tried birch for hunting blunts, and
Hunter Currie, Godfried Watermeyer
and a couple of others have made bows
using lemonwood staves imported some
time ago from the States, and S. A.
ironwood, and East African mahogany,
which makes an excellent bow when
given plenty of width just above and
below the handle. Currie, who came
third in the tournament with 1461,
D.S.R., used one of these mahogany
bows of his own manufacture. Ron
Hunter, who came second with 1548,
broke his second Apollo steel, as he
started his very last end of the day.
Borrowing another Apollo he scored
three golds, a red and two blues.

ers and the bow hunter of today. =" ~

Here on the printed page is expressed
in deathless prose the deep love of
archery inherent in all of us, but which
many of us find difficult to put into
words. Even the simple flight of the ar-
row is described as symbolic of life.

“The flight of an arrow is sym-
bolic of life itself. It springs from
the bow with high aim, flies toward
the blue heaven above, and seems
to have immortal power. The song
of its life is sweet to the ear. The
rush of its upward arc is a promise
of perpetual progress. With perfect
grace it sweeps onward, though less
aspiring. Then fluttering impercep-
tibly, it points downward and with
ever increasing speed, approaches
the earth, where, with a deep sigh,
it sinks in the soil, quivers with
spent energy and capitulates to the
inevitable.”

But the book is not confined fo the
poetic. While perhaps somewhat out-
dated by present day methods, there are
chapters on fletching, making a bow
and archery in general.

The recounting of Pope’s and Young's
adventures hunting grizzlies makes
for can't-lay-it-down-without-finishing
reading. There is the very amusing, as
well as informative, tale of the time Art
Young outsmarted a big horn sheep up
in Alaska. Stewart Edward White de-
scribed it as the most remarkable ex-
ample of psychology applied to stalking
game he had ever witnessed. The big
horn is known as the hardest game to
stalk. The standard procedure for the
modern hunter is to approach to within
three or four hundred yards, lay the
crosshairs of a telescopic sight on the
shoulder of the sheep and pull the trig-
ger, How Young outwits a big ram to
approach within bow shot makes one
of the most thrilling yarns these eyes
ever absorbed.

All the hunting information in the
book is not confined to the largest game,
like moose and Kodiak bears, but there
are many tips on how to stalk white
tails. The modern bow hunter would do
well to imitate the infinite patience of
Pope and Young on the trail of deer.

The author in his last paragraph rev-
erently expresses the prayer of all bow-
men when he writes:

“May the gods grant us all space
to carry a sturdy bow and wander
through the forest glades to seek
the bounding deer; to lie in the
deep meadow grasses; to watch the
flight of birds; to smell the fra-
grance of burning leaves; to cast an
upward glance at the unobserved
beauty of the moon. May they give
us strength to draw the string to
the cheek, the arrow to the barb
and loose the flying shaft, so long
as life may last.

Farewell and shoot welll”
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drivel . . .

by ev johnston

-

ACCORDING TO WEBSTER, “drivel” means ‘“to be weak
or foolish in speech.” Need we say more?

We have a very soft spot in our heart for “drivel,” how-
ever. Some years ago when we were in our more or less
adolescent youth, we wrote a column for oné of the com-
munity newspapers in town. We pondered long and late
over a title for that column, but no matter how many
catchy captions we considered,' it always came out “drivel.”

It was our first piece of writing and we were especially
proud one day when we were sitting in a booth in a neigh-
borhood eating establishment when we heard a fellow in
the next booth reading the column aloud to his wife. (We
assume it was his wife.) They seemed to be enjoying ift,
laughing heartily. I beamed.

“By the way dear, what does ‘drivel’ mean?” asked the
sweet young thing.

“I den’t know,” hubby replied, “but it sounds like ‘dribble’
and that should just about answer your question.”

“Drivel” had a rather short life—about three issues, as
we recall. It seems that in one of the columns we used
a time-honored expression often uttered by our illustrious
father, who failed to cut us in on the real meaning of the
term and naively we quoted him verbatim in the column.
A neat stop by the editor prevented the Johnston family
from being chased out of the county by irate parents of
small pitchers with big ears who were just learning to
read, and ‘drivel” gasped its last breath right there.

So you can see we have quite an attachment for “drivel.”
Being a bit more blase and worldly-wise, we feel we can
now avoid the pitfalls of yellow journalism and libel suits.
We’ll make this a monthly feature provided you twist our
arm a little with letters suggesting its continuance. Other-
wise we will continue anyway. So either way you are hooked
into a cold deck. We’'ll iry to inject a little sense and non-
sense into the column each month. And if we know our
limitations, it will be mostly the latter.

0. K, let’s “drivel.”

X %k X

Fussin’ and @’Feudin, . . .
IT MAY BE NEWS to some of you folks but Roy Hoft and
yours truly are feudin’. No, not broadheads at thutty paces.
Just trying to see who is going to bag that deer first. If
we rack up the first tally, we write a story for ARCHERY.
And vice versa. So you will have to subscribe to ARCHERY
if you want to read the gory details of how we felled a
mighty monarch of the forest with our trusty bow and arrow.
But what a jump this guy Hoff has on us! Here Hoff gets
two California seasons, a special season on Catalina island
(if he’s lucky enough to draw one of the permits) and a trip
to Idaho to hunt with Joe Dolan and Doc Kenagy. If he
doesn’t get one this year, he’d better turn in his uniform.
Meantime, we have used all our available time chasing
after various and sundry ribbons and medals all summer.
While they are very edifying and ornamental, for eating
purposes they are strictly from hunger. And with us there
are six yawning chasms to feed. So what must we do for
our hunting trips this year? We’ll be out on week ends.
Our only hope of beating Hoff to the draw is to have him
break in a pair of bifocals or bribe someone to bend up
his tin arrows. A recent note from Roy states that he missed
out at Portola (too bad! tsk, tsk.) and is now heading for
Idaho. Good luck, anyway, Roy. Hope you get a nice trophy
for that beautiful den of yours.

X * X

Paul Bunyan Corrie . . .

WE MADE ONE SORTIE into the Wisconsin woods on
the opening week end. Naturally, with an eye fo avoid-

ing strenuous work, we were very careful as to the hunt-
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Twin Cities Archers Plan Trek to Shangri La

VRIS

L 4/
| I i

Part of the Twin Cities gang cf last year rasting in the lodge.

A A e .

A 130 mile auto trip brings one to the heart of the Wis-
consin Indianhead country, namely Ralph Dahlgren’s
Shangri La Lodge, a place where sportsmen meet to hash
over the events of the day as well as those happenings of
the deep past. A sanctuary for the tired hunter to rest his
weary frame after a day in the tall pine, seeking his oh-
jective, the elusive deer.

Ralph extends an invitation to all bow hunters to visit
Shangri La Lodge and enjoy its hospitality. His wife, Elsa,
is the creator of delicious meals and many times has made
it difficult for one to leave the table without that burden-
some -second and even a third helping of her favorite des-
sert. Elsa always has the coffee pot brewing to thaw the
frozen innards.

With thousands of square miles of hunting down the
prey, Ralph and bhis handyman, Joe Mutts, are very willing
helpers in designating areas for hunting and driving. Joe
was born in the area so you have his 21 years of experi-
ence to count on for competent information and guidance.

The St. Paul Archery club announces its plans to hold
a deer hunting excursion to Shangri La Lodge Oct. 29 and
30. They invite all bow hunters in the Twin Cities and sur-
rounding areas to join in the fun. More details can be ob-
tained by calling Harry Beck, Nestor 0682 or writing to
him at 394 No. Cleveland Ave., Apt. 9.

ing companions we chose. Bruce Morikubo of Corries in
Minneapolis provided the cabin, and Fred Corrie and Ernie
Henkel provided the muscle necessary for dragging 300
pound bucks out of ravines.

You’ll know what we mean when we tell you that we
coaxed Fred on a scale and kept adding weights to the
balance until it read 238—and very little fat! And Ernie
is no midget either.

We pounded brush the first day around Somerset. Lots
of tracks but they proved very inedible. Yours truly saw
nary a flag. Ernie had a chance for a head shot at 50 yards
but very wisely waited for a more certain shot at the
shoulder, which the uncooperative doe refused to present.

The second morning it was decided that Ernie and yours
truly would take a stand and Bruce and Fred would drive
toward us. Ernie took a stand at what we called the “cross-
roads” where several trails met and we went back near
the road. The sun was nice and warm and we were a little
weary from a combination of little sleep and brush pound-
ing of the day before. So we sat down, back against a tree.
Gradually we slid down the tree until we reached a very
comfortable position flat on our back. The quiver was in
the way so we took it off and tucked it under our little head
nice and comfy like. By turning our head we had a nice
view of the trail. Plenty of time to spring into action when
the deer came by in droves.

Continued on page 23

THE FEATHERED SHAFT
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FRANKLIN GEORGE
Wins Illinois State Championship

e

Windy City News
By ALYCE HERRON

The Illinois State Championship and
Chicago City Championship tourna-
ments were combined and held August
20 and 21 at Jackson Park under aus-
pices of the Chicago Park District and
by the Chicago Park District Archers.
It was necessary to combine the state
and city championship tournaments be-
cause we have been hosts to the Mid-
western Archery Association in July
and the tournament schedule was toc
crowded.

An important business meeting was
held Saturday evening in Hamilton
Park fieldhouse after the smorgasbord
dinner. A committee consisting of A. G.
Russell, chairman, and six other mem-
bers had previously been appointed to
lay out a program to develop a state-
wide organization of separate and dis-
tinct branches of all phases of archery,
field, hunting and target, under a co-
ordinating board of governors. Tempo-
rary presidents for all branches had
been asked to organize their groups.
The Committee’s report was read and
a proposed new constitution for the
target group was approved and adopt-
ed. Other divisions will write their
own constitutions and organize their
own divisions.

Urbana Archery Club volunteered to
sponsor the target tournament next
year. Dr. A. M. Buswell of Urbana, was
elected president and A. J. Otten,
Peoria, vice president. The secretary
will be named by the president in ac-
cordance with the constitution.

As a result of the publicity in the
newspapers by the Chicago Park Dis-
trict publicity department a large crowd
of interested spectators was present.

The men’s national champion, Russ
Reynolds, was present and the tele-
vision program filmed (by Brand Pro-
duction of Chicago) at the National
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tournament was finished at this tour-
nament. The program will be shown on
the ABC channel, WENR-TV, October
9 at 5:30 p.m. central standard time in
New York, Washington, Philadelphia,
Cleveland, Detroit and Chicago as “Ac-
tion Autographs — National Archery
Champion.”

On the line to defend their respective
titles were State Champions Dewey
Thorsen of Batavia and Dorothy Jack-
son of Chicago Archery Club; City
Champions Marvin Schmidt of Lincoln
Park Archery Club and Jo Bergen of
Chicago Archery Club.

Franklin George of Du Page Archery
Club emerged as the Illinois State
champion as a result of the two-day
battle and Clay Wood runner-up for
the past two years was the winner of
the City Championship. Lois Moeller,
Ogden Park Archery Club, who in pre-
vious years has offered some stiff com-
petition for the title, did some really
fine shooting and captured both the
state and city championships.

The large number of state and city
trophies for the various divisions gave
the score-keepers quite a headache.
The following is a listing of champions
for state and city:

TARGET CHAMPIONS

Men—
State—Franklin George, Glen Ellyn . . 2094
City—Clay Wood, Tuley v 2068

Women—
State—Lois Moeller, Ogden s 197
City—Lois Moeller, Ogden crmiiaisnel 197
Intermediate Boy—
State—Don Mitchell, Scotts Field ... 1250

City—Robt. Henderson, Ogden

Junior Boy—
State—Paul Prehm, Urbana ...................1239
City—Cynthia Turek, Chicago ... e 1166

—— i -

Junior Girl—
No Class. One girl shot with boys.

CLOUT CHAMPIONS

Men—
State—Marvin Schmidt, Lincoln .......... 234
City—Marvin Schmidt, Lincoln

Women—140 yds.—
State—Jo Bergen, Chicago Archery.......... 272
City—Jo Bergen, Chicago Archery

Women—120 yds.—
State-—Gerda Markgraf, Riis ................. 274
City—Gerda Markgraf, Riis

Intermediate Boy—
State—John Brousch, Chicago ................ 71
City—John Brousch, Chicago

Junior Boy—
State—Paul Prehm, Urbana ............. e 135
City—Cynthia Turek, Chicago

Junior Girl—
No class. One girl shot with boys.

FLIGHT CHAMPIONS
Men—Unlimited Class—

State—Fred Strain, Columbus .......531 yds.
City—Fred Strain, Columbus

Men—50 1b. class—
State——Fred Strain, Columbus ... 475 yds.

City—Fred Strain, Celumbus
Women— Unlimited Class—
State—Dorothy Branaka, S. Beloit 432 yds.
City—Hazel Hackwith, Lincoln ... 411 yds.
Women—35 lb. class—
State—Dorothy Branaka, S. Beloit 357 yds.

City—Hazel Hackwith, Lincoln ... 265 yds.

City—Hazel Hackwith, Lincoln ... 265 yds,
Junior Boy—

State—Paul Prehm, Urbana ... 210 yds.

Team trophy—Lincoln Park Archery Club
Marvin and Betty Schmidt—Husband & Wife
Cadets—Gary Moeller, Ogden
Midgets—
Boy—Ricky Pozsgay, Lincoln
Girl—Paulette Will, Lincoln
Open Division—Russ Reynolds, Ohio

BEN PEARSON C0. OFFERS
PRIZES FOR HUNTING PIX

Hunters, here’s a chance to pick up a
nice little piece of “change.” Whatever
you kill, that gives you a thrill, you’ll
be certain to photograph for yourself.
Well, just make an extra print. Type-
write on a piece of paper and paste on
back of the photo, your name, full ad-
dress, date of the kill, the place game
was taken and a brief description of
your experience. If the photo is clear
and sharp; if it has real interest for
publicity or advertising purposes, it will
likely be acceptable for use by Ben
Pearson Company. If so they will send
you a due bill for $5 good on the pur-
chase of any item or list of items you
may choose from their catalogue. The
offer is made with the understanding
that the picture, together with all facts
written in about it, is fully released for
publicity and advertising use by Ben
Pearson Company.

For the best entry submitted, Ben
Pearson Co. will award a $50 due bill.

Have another print made of the same
picture, together with the data on the
back of the photo, and send it to The
Feathered Shaft. All those accepted will
receive a one-year subscription.

e

CARL W. MIDDLETON
IPASSES

Mr. Middleton, jeweler, bowyer,
fletcher, archer and manufacturer of
the famous “Mid-Nox” died suddenly
August 6th.

Mr. Middleton originated the plastic
arrow hock in 1930, and virtually in-
vented his unique method of forming
the tough, rigid nitrate material which
“burns off in a flash” (when a nock
is struck and needs repair) at so low
a heat it does not burn a wood shaft.
The Mid-Nox shows the jeweler’s pre-
cision which made it, molded flawless-
ly, smooth of non-shrinking material.

At the time of his death Mr. Middle-
ton was working on a new design field
and hunting nock together with James
D. Easton. This new nock design and
manufacture will be carried on by
Mr. Easton, who has taken over Mr.
Middleton’s stock and equipment to
continue the Mid-Nox manufacture and
distribution.

Mr. Easton designed the present
form of Mid-Nox in 1934. Larry Hughes
first used them on tournament arrows
at Storrs, Conn. The replaceable plas-
tic nock has been considered one of the
most outstanding late improvements in
archery tackle.
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Jane Johnson, first woman presi-
dent of the St. Louis Archery Club,
did her shooting at the National at
Fond du Lac from a stool. A victim
of an auto accident, Jane has had
to get around on crutches since her
injury last winter. Despite the han-
dicap of shooting from the siool,
Jane took fourth place.

The Baltimore Orioles, archery
team composed of archers from Bal-
timore, Md.. are shown receiving
their irophies at the National for
winning first place.

< &L

SCENES FROM THE NATIONAL: Upper left, Col. F. E. Pierce of Coronado.
Calif., takes aim with his crosshow. Upper right: The Essex Archers presented
a colorful spectacle with their banners at the National. They took third place
in the team event. Center right: The newsreel cameramen fook many shots of
the tournament. Here they are filming the shooting line by driving by in an
automobile while the archers let fly at the targets. Lower: The banquet, the
culmination of a perfect tournameni.

- .
A
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Below: Fishing for carp with the bow and arrow has become a
popular spori in recent years. The Coon Rapids dam near Minne-
apolis is a favorite rendezvous for enthusiasts of Minneapolis. Dick
Pearson, of Robbinsdale, Minn., took these pictures of his two fish-
ing pals while on a fishing spree at the dam. They bagged 28.




E. Henkel, Mary Seth Take
Honors at Minnesota State

For the first time in eight years, Vic-
toria Nelson failed in her quest of the
Minnesota State tournament. Mary
Seth, who is also Minnesota Bow Hunt-
ers champion, captured the coveted
trophy which Vic has won for seven
years straight.

Norma Harsted, Viec Nelson and
Merle Kiichli were second, third and
fourth respectively.

In the men’s division a see-saw battle
between Allen Muller and Ernie Hen-
kel wound up with Henkel winning by
a narrow margin to protect his cham-
pionship laurels.

Fritz Johnson and Otto Gulbrandson
came in third and fourth.

In the junior division, Jim Larsen
retained his boys’ division champion-
ship and a newcomer to archery, Babe
Greis, copped the girls’ division tro-
phy. Both are from St. Paul.

Rain by the buckets-full forced post-
ponement of the first day’s York round
after the fifth end. The York was fin-
ished on the second day and one Amer-
ican Round shot.

Thanks to Dewey Hutchinson of St.
Paul with an armload of hamburgers
and the Marvin Smiths of Minneapolis
with a complete ham dinner for the
hungry and wet archers, the downpour
of the first day was turned into a
pleasant gathering under the shelter of
the Como Park pavilion.

Ilinois State Field Tourmey
Held at Blackhawk Range
By NAN ROGERS

On Sunday, Sept. 4, 97 archers from
various parts of Illinois gathered at the
Rock Cut Range of the Blackhawk
Field Archers at Rockford, Ill., for the
second annual field archers’ shoot. The
winners in the various classes were:

Men’s Expert Division—

1. Vern Simons, Rockford . ... 744
2. Ernie Root, Hinsdale = .. 714
3. Paul Crist, Urbana ... creun: 610
4. Martin Humpal Rockford . 604
Women’s Expert Division—
1. Mae Simons, Rockford . ..... . 336
%, Marion Buswell Urbana 75 256
3. Norma Lanahan, Chicago Hts... 245

Men’s Bowman Division—

1. Wm. Northall, Rockford ..... 3bb

2. Ben Scott, Rockford .......... 352

3. N. George, Hinsdale o34 Tt
Women’'s Bowman Division—

1. Joyce Weber, Chicago ......... 152

2. Nan Rogers, Rockford ......... 144

3. Maurine Collins, Urbana ...... 135
Men's Archer Division—

1. V. Krueger ., .......cvoveounnons 249

2. W. Jay .. . 239

SN BR Perryiaiit,. S e .25
Women Archer D1v1slon—

1. Sue Krause, Chicago .......... 117

2. Willie Kissick, Chicago ....... 114

3. Peggy York, Chicago .......... 99

A business meeting was held at noon
and Martin Humpal of Rockford was
elected president and Paul Crist vice
president of the I. A. A. Field division
for the coming year. The shoot will be
held on Buswell’s acres (Urbana, Ill.)
next year.
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SPOTLIGHTING

CLUB ACTIVITIES...

Tops in the Minnesota State Target Tournament were left to right: Jim Lar-
sen, St. Paul, Junior Boy’s; Mary Seth, Minnesapolis, Women'’s; Ernie Henkel,
Minneapolis, Men’s and “Babe” Greis, St. Paul, Junior Girls’ Champion.

Pikula, Smith Take Cleveland Championships

By ELEANOR MOCZADLO

Emil Pikula shot a 1326 fotal score
over an American-York, nosing out
Winston Hussey by one point to take
top honors for men in the annual city
championship tournament of the Cleve-
land Archery Club held September 11.
Kate Smith, cne of our top archers who
really did some mighty fine and steady
shooting, took first place honors in the
women’s division with a 1521 total over
an American, National and Columbia.
Irma Oelschleger, who was steadily
creeping up, took second place, only
one pcint behind the champion.

MEN— Amer. York Total
1. Emil Pikula .,... 89-657 133-669 222-1326
2. Winston Hussey . 90-666 123-629 213-1325
3. Louie Chmura ... 89-593 118-542 207-1135
4, Pete Sikora ...... 89-625 94-470 183-1095
5. Larry Svoboda .... 89575 110-509 199-1083
6. Carl Fath ....... 90-618 95-449 185-1067
7. John Repasi ..... 90-612  75-329 165- 947
8. Charles Nook .... 87-573  83-367 170- 940
9, Bud Pecsta ...... 88-502 84-386 172- 888
10. Carl Oelschleger . 86-512 84-370 170- 882
11. Jim Bottomley .. 90-530 72-340 162- 840
12. Bill Brown ...... 86-472 79-349  165- 821
13. Larry Batis ..... 83-411 79-381 162- 792
14. George Reeves ... 83-477 68-278 151- 755
15. Stewart Hamilton 76-412 46-198 122- 610
16, Al Long ........ 78-326 52-186 130- 512
17. Bob Hart ........ 82-398

WOMEN— Amer. Natl: Colum. Total
1. Kate Smith ..... 582 421 518 1521
2. Irma Oslschleger . 575 409 536 1520
3. Frances Taylor .. 565 392 528 1485
4. Eleanor Hamilton 583 352 491 1426
5. Eleanor Moczadlo 551 325 486 1362
6. Hilda Hussey ... 477 351 466 1294
7. Martha TFath ... 502 314 464 1280
8. Marie Svoboda . 436 358 463 1257
9. Eleanor Bottomley 476 256 483 1215
10. Marie Leissa ... 356 117 309 782

JUNIO RBOYS— Jr. Am Jr. Am. Total
1. Dick Kay .wn.. . swisises. 459 427 886
2. Dick Brumbach .......,.. 455 374 829
3, Bob Hart, Jr. .....cc... 365 294 659

4. Al Tong, Jr. ...iuiveunn. 298 220 518

]U\IOR "GIRLS - Col. Col. Total
1. Helen Neubecker ...... 311 331 642.
2. Monalynne Hussey ..... 208 164 372

RESORTS

TIMBERLOST CAMP

on the Tahquamenon River

Archers have taken three bear and one buck
from Timberlost in the last three years.

All inclusive rates $30 to $35 per week.
Season Opens Oct. 1lst to Nov. 5th
Reservations $5 per person.

DON BARDEN
Paradise, Mich.

DEER HUNTERS

Mathey’s PPine Point Resort

IN THE HEART OF THE
CHEQUAMEGON NATIONAL FOREST

New Housekeeping Cabins, Eleciric, Gas
CLAM LAKE, WIS.

ATTENTION—ARCIERS

Hunt your deer in the domain of
Ralph Dahlgren’s

SHANGRI-LA LODGE

(Bow Hunter’s Paradise)
on So. Twin Lake
LAMPSON, WIS.

Modern Conveniences - American Plan
Practice Range

It is not necessary to know the terri-
tory. Ralph is an experienced bow hunt-
er and will place you along the best
runways and stands and help in making
drives, etc.

WRITE FOR RESERVATION NOW

PLEASE MENTION
THE FEATHERED SHAFT

ARCHERY BARGAINS

Parallel hole Plastic Nocks in all
sizes and colors. 1 doz.—.20; 100—
$1.50; 500—$4.50; 1,000—$8.00.

Yew Wood %% logs seasoned 6 years
$3.50; Laminations %x27x40” .75 ea.
Heartwood Billets per pair $4.00.
Billets per pair $3.00 to $8.00.

See us first for all Archery supplies
and write for price list.
Send money with order.

Monte Vista Archery Co.
Box 5, SO. TACOMA, WASH,

THE FEATHERED SHAFT

BROWN’S
PRISM
BOW SIGHT

Puts the target where
you can see it . . ideal
for light weight bows.
Use it outdoors or in-
doors.

$6p 00
Price Postpaid

OTHER ARCHERY SPECIALS
Lighining String Whipper - $1.25

Unit Feathering Tool- - = 2,50
Arrow Point Knurler - - 350
Adjustable Tenon Cutter - - 3.50

Archery Sales

AND SERVICE COMPANY
617 SO. STATE ST., CHICAGO 5, ILL,

. Allen Muller, Marv Seth Top

Minnesota Bow Hunter Sheot

Rain failed to dampen the spirits of
some 75 members of the Minnesota
Bow Hunters association as they met
at Camp Hiawatha on Deer lake in
Itasca State Park near Grand Rapids,
Minn., Sunday, Sept. 19.

Last year’s champion, Allen Muller,
successfully defended his championship
by turning in a hot 440 for the 28 tar-
get course, which was set up to simulate
some very tough hunting shots.

Buck Doran of Duluth was second
with a nice 423 and John Schwenk of
St. Paul was third with 399.

In the women’s division, Mary Seth
of Minneapolis repeated her perform-
ance of last year when she topped the
field. Jane Schenstad of Glenwood took
second place.

Young Marvin Knopf of Glenwood,
who Nort Schenstad describes as the
fellow who is going to take Dr. Pletch-
er’s title in 1960, topped the field of
juniors.

This year the shooting rules called
for the use of a one ounce arrow with
a 40 pound minimum bow weight. The
targets were all the same size based
on the theory that the deer are about
the same size at whatever distance they
may be from the archer. Adjustable
sights were allowed.

L. E. Eichman, Grand Rapids, presi-
dent of the MBH and also of the Min-
nesota State Archery Association, was
given a rising vote of thanks for ar-
ranging the details of the tournament.
Characteristically he modestly passed
the compliments on to his committee
composed of Frank Wassberg, Fred
Smith and Lawrence Kaupp.

The site of next year’s tournament
will be determined at the annual meet-
ing to be held the first Sunday in April
at Duluth. Indications are that the
Twin Cities area will make a bid for
the tourney next year.

Archery Play Day and Clinic
at Barnard College Oct. 15

Students and physical education in-
structors of approximately 45 eastern
colleges were invited to participate in
an Archery Play Day and Clinic spon-
sored by the Physical Education De-
partment of Barnard College, women’s
undergraduate division of Columbia
university, on October 15. This coedu-
cational event, held in the Columbia

Custom Made Arrows

MATCHED IN SPINE AND WEIGHT
Made to Your Specifications

SPECIFY YOUR COLOR AND CREST
ALSO YOUR Bow WEIGHT AND ARROW LENGTH

Target Arrow - - §7.50 Doz.
Field Arrow - - - $9.00 Doz.
Hunting Arrow - $12.50 Doz.

All Arrows Guaranteed

THE ARROW SHOP
Box 96, Dept. F Freeport, Ill.
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University athletic field, featured the
instruction of archery specialist Mrs.
Myrtle K. Miller, director of the Teela-
Wooket Archery Camp, and former in-
ternational, Cornuecucut state and New
York city archery champion, and a
demonstration of target archery by
Jean Lee, national and eastern women’s
archery champion.

Non-competitive shooting for stu-
dents, a display of practical aid mate-
rial, and educational movies were also
scheduled, together with an informa-
tive talk on archery tackle, and an ex-
planation and demonstration of arch-
ery golf and clout and field archery.
The program was planned to give stu-
dents an opportunity to meet and par-
ticipate with archers from other col-
leges and to present current, up-to-date
information on the sport.

Other members of the clinic staff
were Ann Mullan, publicity chairman
of the National Section Women’s Ath-
letics Archery Committee; Joe Mandel,
Edith Andorfer, Edith Pruss, Don Bege-
nau and Corinne Bize, Barnard College
physical education instructor in charge
of arrangements for the clinic.

HENKEL COPS INTERSTATE

FIELD SHOOT AT ST. PAUL
By JOHN D, HUTCHINSON

Ernie Henkel of Minneapolis, Min-
nesota state archery champion, edged
out A. Bilyew of Joice, Iowa, in the In-
terstate Field Shoot sponsored by the
Twin City Archery Club at the High-
land field course in St. Paul, Sunday,
September 11. Following closely were
Buck Doran of Duluth and Manley
Hammer of Austin. High scorer with
the ladies was Mrs. Jane Schenstad of
Glenwood, Minn., with Mrs. Sylvia
Hutchinson, St. Paul, second and Mrs.
L. Bilyew of Joice, Iowa third.

Henkel garnered a score of 234 while
Bilyew was getting a 220. Bilyew’s
score was quite remarkable in that he
is an instinctive style shooter and it
was his first time on the course. Mar-
vin Knoff, Glenwood, Minn., was high
in the Juniors, with James Hammer
of Austin coming second. Although
Marvin is a junior, he has had consid-
erable experience in deer hunting.

The Lewis system of scoring was
used with first, second and third prizes
in each division. In addition to the reg-
ular prizes there were several mer-
chandise prizes given.

The Highland field course is a 28
target course that has been well marked
and the butts well sodded. It is regarded
by many as one of the best in the mid-
dle west and attracts hunters and field

shooters from several surrounding
states.
Many of the entrants, including

women, have bagged deer or bear with
their bows and arrows. Mrs. Jane
Schenstad of Glenwood last year
bagged the largest deer brought in by
bow hunters, her buck weighing in
excess of 300 pounds. Mrs. Sylvia
Hutchinson, St. Paul, has also brought
down a deer.
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N.A.A. CHAMPIONSHIP STANDINGS

LADIES—

1. }ean Lee oopiciaimiaiii i 468-3680
2. Jean Richards ,.....covnvuevecinss 468-3620
3. Ann Weber ...ivvviiissrnnsnnenn. 468-3472
4. Jane Johnson ,...... s . 468-3422
5. Sylvia Wesendonk vwwwan s 467-3399
6. Dernice Bamforth ... vevrsenes 466-3368
7. Mildred Morrison ....cceeevsenen.. 465-3337
8, Verrel. Weber ...ivvveveevninsnso. 464-3256

9. Vera Hammersehmidt ............. 464-3238

10. Isabel Schmidt Rossey ......voei.. 462-3214
MEN—
1. Russ Reynolds ...... wapEniseseg 499-3217
2. Roy H. Brandes ..... woin s wyanavy, 446-2970
3. Doug Terry ........ sianslsaneiasse 448-2936
4. Ernie Henkel ...... vensnsasnyeaes 449-2897
5. Alvin Johnson ....... PRy . 447-2893
6. Will Rossey ....... veisesrasaeses 449-2889
7. Bob Harmon, Jr. . vaes 437-2881
8. Fritz H. Johnson .... cue. 443-2839
9. Dr. Rowland Richards . coaees 429-2835
10. Frank Marston ....... verrrnaases 447-2817
JUNIOR BOYS—
1. Edward Berg, Jr. ........ veanrens 360-2880
2. Rowland Riehards, Jr. ....vuvna... 360-2824
3. Michael MOBE ..ounvurnevrnrsrans 360-2806
4. James Larsen :duiiiziamaantos s .. 353-2543
5. Don Mitchell ...ivvveninunnns vares 359-2453
JUNIOR GIRLS—
1. Grace Frye ......... 2 R, ceranas 322-2228
2. Barbara Van Popering ....... vaees 322-2226
3. Betty Wagner ....... e e 323-2217

4, Christine Richards
+5. Donna Marie Miesen
CADET BOYS—

cervaseresseas 317-2201
cesweaseesiees 319-2119

1. Daniel Stahl; T¥iow aowvovnsseaisse 342-2144
2. Jerry Berg ...ieiievenesesevean.a 330-2058
3. Jack Midehall  oicmi il IEES 340-2026
4. Dean Lindsey ...vvuun scemanaasseas 341-1893

CADET GIRLS—

1. Ann Marston ............. cevere. 286-1886
2. Catherine Richards ....... sviasass 191- 908
ICICI]? }SOXE‘S AND GIRLS—

. arles Lee Carroll, Jr. ....... vesw 155-935
1. Mary Ann Buswell ...... RSy 177-769

CROSSBOW—

Men—I. L. Bailey .......... s 351-2239
Women—Ruth Brandes varemenen 297-1457

CLOUT—
lM\%}LTISO Yards—

. Walter Hissey ........... sempenesess 30-192
2. Peter Paul Martinek ..... Vidahbneedas 36-188
3. Bruce Robertson ......... cawamanas 33-187
lf/l:gmen~140 Yards—

. Ann Weber ..., ... oo camremrinres 30242
2. Vi EseSnow ........J..., %508 3-‘.;-2;6
3. Eleanor Moczadlo ......... vivenasss 34218

Women—120 Yards—

B L Y U R 36-252
2. Marian _ Buswell ........... i 35-249
3. Jean Richards wicivnannnniviniins 36-246

JUNIOR GIRLS—120 YARDS
1. Christine Richards +ovovivinencnnses 35-203
2. (Grace Frye: . ...ouidss Vesrenriesianane 34-182
3. Edna Patterson . ......n ek e nba ey 34-174

]UNIOR BOYS—120 YARDS—

1. Michael Moga v.ev... wsmnaesasapy 36-230
2. Edward Derg, Jr, .. 34-210
3. Jim Mitchell <o..iuiean . 36-202

CADET BOYS—80 YARDS—

1. Jerry Berg ...ovv... St s 34-216
20 Jack Mitehell Juvevavvonsrnrneasenes 34-170

WAND SHOOT—
Men-—100 Yards—
1. J. Robert Greene
2. A. R. Shireman
3. Fred Schmidt ...........

Women—60 Yards—

Ann Weber ......... WA e 9
2. Pat Hindson ........
3. Jean Lee ............ A ey el O
Junior Girls—60 Yards—

1. Christine Richards o i 3

2. Grace Frye
Junior Boys—60 Vards—
1. Jim Mitchell .......... .
2. Tom Guilfoile
3. Jack Munson .........
WOMEN’S FLIGHT—
35-Lb. Class—
Eunice Modlin
Blanche Stewart
Willie Kissick

50 Lb. Women's—

Blanche Stewart ......... S/ von 424 Yds. 27

Dorothy Branaka ............. vars 402 Yds, 17

Mildred Morrison ......... P399 SYds.
Women's Unlimited—

Blanche Stewart ...... inensesssans 447 Yds,

Dorothy Branaka ......... deiEaaaes e 431 Yds,

Eighteen

Target No. 13—Victor Henry, Jr.
Target No. 14—IHarold Munson
Target No. 15—Larry Morrison
Target No. 16—Antone Kula

Willie Kissick vo.oviiiviniiinnnnn vee 41 LT .
Women's Free Style— GLIgVds Target No. 17—George Helwig
Eunice Modlin .. ...e..oeriuennns .. 575 Yds, 22 Target No. 18—Clyde Austin
d Target No. 19—Jerome Moga
Junior 35 Lb.— Target No. 20—E, A. Johnston
1. Kenneth McCurdy ........... vans. 296 Yds; Target No, 21—Gregg Moga, Sr.
1. Grace Frey ......c.oiivvvnnes Los 260 Yds. 1 Target No. 22—Ellis Bachman
Junior 50 Lb— Target No, 23—Gregg Moga, Jr.
1. Paul Prehn, Jr. .. .ot «s 221 Yds. 2°  Target No. 24—Jack Stewart
1. Grace Frey .....ivovivinavans wesr. 235 Yds.  Target No. 25—John Keith
Cnloe=3 - Target No. 26—Charles Sykes
Ann Buswell .....oioiiiiiia... vvv...105 Feet Target No. 27—Paul Sampson
Charles Carroll, Jr. ......c..vven. \v..: 120 Feet  Target No. 28-—Gerald Gregg
N Target No. 29—Phil Fawver
Gr';rc.e l/}';;l;znted- i 201 Yd.s Target No. 30—Earl L. Ullrich
Eddie Berg, Jr. «cvveriveeccnnnn weans 447 Yds, Target No. 31—Roy Case
Paul Prehn, Jr. ..o ienieans veess 224 Yds, WOMEN'’S TARGET PRIZES—
MEN’S FLIGHT— Target No. 1—Jane oJhnson
50-Lb. Ciass— . ‘Target No. 2—Sylva Wesendonk
Davey Davis .......c.cviivveiions . 495 Yds. 1 Target No. 3—Verrel Weber
Fred Strain .......o.uvevenencasan 489 Yds. 8’ Target No. 4—Ruth Diffendal
Herb IHenderson ......coooenenes .. 427 Yds. 1 Target No. 5—Ann Mullan
65-Lb. Class— Target No. 6—Margaret Shenk

vds, 22 Target No. 7—Moniea Wildenberg

Yds. 22 Target No, 8—Pat Jenkins

Target No, 9—Sallic Dauber |
Target No. 10—Dorothy Johnston

Target No. 11—Dot  Jackson

Target No. 13—Iat Hindson

Target No.14—Edith Pruss

Target Mo, 15—Marian Barr '
Target No. 16—Virginia Puflett

Target No. 17—Harriette Dunn

Target No, 18—Reggie Schneider

Clarence Haugen
Herb Henderson .
Fred Strain .......c.ovveennenens

80-Lb. Class—
Jack Stewart ...........eciiiaen i ;
Clarence Haugen .......... ...« . 583 Yds. Z,
Charles Pierson, Fred Strain (tie).. 552 Yds. 2
Men’s Unlimited— ,
Clarence Haugen ........covvees ces 617 Yds, 2’
Jack Stewart ... 616 Yds. 2

Patl Berry «eovvnnenioenens .. 553 Yds. U e
Mew's Free Style— : )

Pittl Berry weeseessisssinssnerses 719 Ydso 2 Target No. 1—James Larsen

Fred Strain cevsses ) 663 Yds. 20 Target No. 2—Don Mitchell

Cettl Modlin vavssssiisnnsassaiis veesn.. 620 Yds, Target No. 3—Carroll Grimm, Jr.
HEREFORD ROUND— Target No. 4—Paul Prehn, Jr.

1. Jean Richards ......... 143-921 JUNIOR GIRLS—

2. Ann Weber ... N
3. Mildred Mortrison

INTERNATIONAL LON

% %gg%g Target No. 1-—Christine Richards
) Target No. 2—Joan Gage

ND— CADET BOYS—
1. Russ Reynolds .......... DR 143-907 Target No. 1—Dean Lindsey
2. Will Rossey ....veevnvne T — 132-764 Target No. 2—David Johnston
3, Ernie Henkel ..........iiiarenaans 131-751 —— e ey

TEAM ROUND—LADIES—
1st Place—Baltimore Ovioles

L Sveaanias 382-2442
Sallie Daluber ............. ggggg
Ann Mullan ........ .00 e - .
Margaret Stewart ......... . 96-574 SPECIALIZING
Thelma Hissey ...oovevonns . 94-554 in Top Quality Archery Tackle
2nd Place—Yellow Springs Archery Club 372-2192
Ruth Diffendal ............ 96-692 THE BEST FOR LESS FREE PRICE LisT
Margia Kloepfer ........... 93-557
Marion Barr .......ooco..nn 90-4?0 Cascade Archery Company
Lucille Diffendal ........... GRRER 6702 N. MARYLAND, BX. O.D. PORTLAND 3, ORE
TEAM ROUND—MEN—
1st Place—Minneapolis Archery Club .. 381-2537
Ernie Henkel .............. 96-722
Fritz Johnson .............. 96-670
Otto Gulbrandson .......... 94-600
Clyde Austin ....ovoveionnn 95-545
2nd Place—DuPage Archers .......... 382-2532
Dr. J. P. Schweitzer ....... 95.671 Areleny Supply Sthap
Victor Henry ...c..oevniens 96-642
Ernie Root ...o..iveviveneen 96-616 2800 PRIZZDTT STREET
August O. Schmidt . ...... 95-603 SAGINAY, MICHIGAN
3rd Place—St. Touis Archery Club ... 381-2503
Earl Hoyt, Jr., ............ 96-675
Jave Johnson .............. 96-660
Ralph Mitchell ............ 96-612
TLouis Freimuth ............ 93-557
MER’S TARGET PRIZES— $4.50 HPNTERS! $t-5°
. oo T . THE QUIYYER THAT GIYES YOU THAT NEXT
%gigst }\\Ig 17 I{::rlll;?t_[{lpll‘:{‘:l:]l;'} SHOT FASTER THAN ANY OHER METHOD
b TS b '
Target No. 3—Dr. Rowland Richards KNOW I WRROVEN NN TES:U:_YI_ER':ANY V!;EOA\Y!
Target No. 4—Rass Hurd NNsoeko ReoT
Target No. 5—Clay Wood 'cl',OM gFo o “-,
}:arget No. ?—-gharles RL?icske G T WO )
Target No. 7—Ernest ot b g
'{arget i\:o. 8—%111g1]1st SIOchmidt PAT. PENDING a’;’:;'rsélzsw‘ SHAFT AND
Target No. 9—Manley Hammer : >
%arget No. %?—j\«f}lrvils B!'Limble Dgngzg%o%ldf]fn%g fllf‘agf) l;’ji’afs[ywlf'
Target No. 11—John Siege
Target No. 12—Rod Har%mann “WINKY»” WALL  CuesTerriELD, N. H.

If your dealer cannot supply you with

The New
ROHDE HUNTING ARROW FLETCHER i

Write direct to

R. E. ROHDE
3038 N. NEWHALL ST. MILWAUKEE 11, WIS.
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CHAPTER 57

The Last Sacrifice

AARRIET, vou stay here and look
after Popol Kabah,” said Ah
1 Zulon. “I will send a woman from
my house to help you. Then 1 will

i get the soldiers after the kidnap-
ers. If they are on the Pyramid of Kukulkan,
we have a hard fight before us; The place is
fortified and well provisioned. Come on,
Arthur, we have work to do.”

They hurried down to the street to find
that Nokol and Ah Bolon Kan had arrived
with their men. In a few minutes they were
in motion down the street, headed for the
pyramid and temple of Kukulkan. )

They arrived there presently, only Lo find
that Volpan’s men lhad gotten there well
ahead of them and the stairways were bar-
vicaded with great stones, and the last flight
had been broken down entirely.

The great pyramid was built so as to be
accessible only by a narrow stairway up each
of the four sides, and was built in stages of
about twenty feet each. There was no way
up the pyramid except to use ladders.

From the summit, where stood the great
temple of Kukulkan, came mocking jeers,
and the sound of laughter, as the inmates
looked down at the baffled pursuers, who
raged at the foot of the pyramid.

At last from the front of the temple a fig-
ure detached itself from the crowd and stood
on the edge of the plattform. It was Volpan

“Are you there, you foes of Kukulkan?” he
asked. “Then listen to me. Kukulkan is not
yet beaten. He has promised me that if I
make the sacrifice to him he will destroy
his foes as soon as it is done. Boast not of
your victory. I have the maiden here, and in
the morning she shall be the Bride of Ku-
kulkan.”

“Forbear!” cried Mel Chi. “Spare the girl
and you shall go free, both you and yours.
You are surrounded and cannot escape. Why
slay her and have to die yourselves? If you
slay her you shall surely be taken and killed.
I offer mercy for mercy.”

“Dare you try to make terms to Kukul-
kan, the great Feathered Serpent of the
Mayas?” scornfully replied Volpan. “Know
you then, you old fool, that before midday,
when the time comes, the Bride of Kukulkan
shall meet her lord, and that even now, the
women are preparing her for her bridal with
the god?”

“If you harm her!” cried Popol Kabah,
who had just come up. leaning on the arm
of a servant, still pale and weak, but insist-
ing on being in the forefront of action, “We
offer you merey and pardon for your crimes
if you spare her, but a terrible death if you
make the sacrifice, Make your choice.”

“Presumptuous  fool!” sneered Volpan.
“My choice has been made a long time ago.
Socon shall the maiden be bound on the altar
hefore the pierced column which gives the
time-telling shadow. When the sun rises she
shall be bound, and when it swings toward
the high heavens, the finger of light shall
travel across her breast. When it rests upon
her heart, then with the ancient sacrificial
knife, I shall cut the heart from her breast
and offer it to Kukulkan, and there is not a
man or god on earth who can stop me.”

With a gesture of defiance he turned his
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back on them and went back into the temple.
Ah Zulon gave a word of command and the
soldiers began to prepare to storm the pyra-
mid.

All through the night, which was now over
half gone, the men of Ah Bolon and Nokol
labored, dragging up ladders and making
ready for the assault. From what they could
see of the defenders, there were apparently
about a hundred men on the top of the pyra-
mid, It would take a hard fight to dislodge
them, and whether they would be able to
effect a rescue in time to save Felen was
indeed a problem. Even ss they labored, the
sun came up, and it was day once again.

Those who were on the east side of the
pyramid, saw Volpan come out dressed in his
full regalia as high priest of Kukulkan, and
spread his arms out in a gesture of invoca-
tion to the rising sun, A few minutes later,
there came a procession of priests, bearing
the almost nude body of Helen.

They bound her on the stone, which was
arched so as to bring her chest in full relief,
ready for the siroke of the knife when the
sun beam from the pierced column reached
her heart.

Then as it rose higher, the beam began
to travel across the floor toward the side
of the altar of sacrifice.

On all sides the attack now commenced,
but fight as they would, they could not make
mueh headway, although on one side they
were loosening the blocks of stone from the
pyramid and building a causeway to the
top.

Ah Zulon stood aloof, with his great bow
strung ready, while the stones from the pyra-
mid crashed and thundered down the sides,
smiting down the climbing warriors. Here
and there they gained the top, only to be
beaten back. Slowly they undermined the
upper part of the pyramid and made a broad
slope up which to charge. With a crash, part
of the rear wall of the temple itself fell,
carrying with it some of its defenders, and
crushing a number of the attackers. With a
cheer, the rest of the attackers swarmed up
the side and gained a footing on the edge of
the platform. Here, they halted, unable to
pass the barriers while the group on the other
sides could gain no foothold. Reinforcements
began climbing up the rear of the pyramid,
swarming over the loosened stones. Arthur
and Zac Chen led the way, while Jose flour-
ished his sword at their heels. The excited
warriors poured in a stream up the pyramid,
yelling as they came. Ah Zulon still stood
silent and waiting.

Slowly and surely the finger of light ap-
proached the foot of the stone in its prog-
ress, then slowly it began to glide across the
stone and approach the body of the bound
girl. The soldiers, seeing this began to re-
double their efforts to win through the breach
in time.

Volpan stood there waiting with the aneient
gold hilted sacrificial knife of obsidian in
his hand. His face mirrored his exhultation
over his approaching victory. He believed
that nothing could stop him now. He waved
his arms in a gesture of joy.

“Great is Kukulkan!” he screamed exult-
antly. “Hold them off a litile while longer
and the sacrifice shall be accomplished. Then
shall the great God Kukulkan destroy your
enemies.”

His men, encouraged by this promise, re-
doubled their efforts against their besiegers,
while on the other hand, many of the attack-
ers were afraid. Who knew but what the god
Kukulkan might not have the power that
ﬁ(l)lpan boasted of and they might fall after

“Heed not his lies,” came the deep voice
of Zac Chen. “Forward, men, and smite the
devil worshippers! Show them no mercy.
They are dead men already. Soon they shall
go down. Forward with me!”

With a roar they sprang forward again to
storm the breach, with the wiry form of Zac
Chen leading the way.
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CHAPTER 58
*The Gods Are Dead”

BY THIS time the whole population of
the city had gathered to watch the battle,
while under their eyes their warriors waged
the last battle with the remnant of the rebels.
Presently there came a lull in the fighting
and Mel Chi raised his arm for silence.

“Oh ye people of Mayapan!” he cried. “The
priests of the false gods have slain many.
Even now they are preparing to slay a guest
and violate the laws of hospitality, making
sacrifice to their devil god Kukulkan. Rise
in your might and destroy them. Hurl their
idols down the pyramid and make an end of
this abomination. Leave not one stone of the
temple of Kukulkan upon another. In the
name of Hunabku, the One True God—
MAKE AN END OF THE SERPENT!”

A roar of approval answered him. With re-
doubled energy, the men who were attacking
the pyramid redoubled their efforts.

The attackers began to push through the
breach at the rear of the temple and slowly
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Practically Indestructible
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Has No Jar When Shooting
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IN ALL WEIGHTS

——ORDER NOW
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In Crodsbowd
This is - - IT!

The
WOODSMAN SUPERIOR

Hand marde metal fittings, center draw.
Rifle sights. Rawhide backed Osage Orange
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stocks. Other fancy woods available.

Price $60.90
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stock models.

Gallery and range crossbows (also suit-
able for target work and light hunting.
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$15.00

Open type hunting and farget model. Is
a little heavier than the gallery model.
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force their enemies back into the temple.

The beam of light approached the body
of Helen, Now, it touched her, and slowly
traveled across her right side on its way to
her heart.

Volpan raised his knife as the beam ap-
proached nearer still.

With a shout of triumph, Volpan started
the knife slowly down toward the heart of
the, terrified girl, his eyes gleaming with fa-
natical joy at the successful consummation of
the sacrifice to Kukulkan.

LEven as he did so, there came an angry
buzz and Volpan shrieked in pain as a long
arrow skewered his right arm. Dropping his
knife, he reached for it with his left hand.
Again came a white feathered arrow, and his
left hand was pinned to his side. Helen was
saved.

With the sight of Volpan stricken down
at the moment of his triumph, his men lost
heart, and a moment later the attackers
swarmed over them, slaying many and taking
the rest of the priests captive.

Arthur went in on the front wave, but
met Garza who was trying to escape. Tomas
turned on him like a cornered rat. IHe fired
at Arthur, but in his fear, he missed, and
before he could shoot again Arthur had him
by the throat with one hand and was beat-
ing him mercilessly with the other fist.

By the time he had beaten Garza into
insensibility, Helen had been freed and met
him with outstretched arms, while the wound-
ed Volpan was marched down to where the
princes of Mayapan stood waiting for him.
There he stood, while they looked at him in
silence.

With a rour, the soldiers and the people
of Mayapan, rushed up the pyramid, and in
a few moments the hideous image of Kukul-
kan was torn loose from its throne and hurled
down the pyramid, breaking into a thousand
fragments as it thundered down from stage
to stage, while smoke rising from the blazing
temple marked the passing of the bloody wor-
ship of the eruel Kukulkan, the Feathered
Serpent, which had hung for a thousand
years over the land of the Mayas; From now
on under the good and wise Hunabku, the
one true God whom their fathers had wor-
shipped, there would be peace,

Garza, now that he was in the toils, was
eringing, but not so the arch conspirator
Volpan. With all his faults he was no cow-
ard, and he stood there grim and haughty,
sr'lffcring from his wounds as he was, and
giving back the lords look for look, defiant
and unafraid.

“It is too bad to have to kill a man as
brave as that one,” said Ah Zulon, “for cruel
and .tmnchcl'nus as he is, there is much to
admire in him, but he must not be allowed
to live and make more trouble.”

s “We will give him a trial,” said Mel Chi,
but the evidence is so apparent that the
sentence is the only thing to be delermined.”

*What shall we do with Garza?” asked Ah
Zulon. “He is another snake.”

“When we send escort to take you and the
party back to the coast, you will no doubt
find the Mexican soldiers who are looking
for him somewhere on the road. He will he
turned over to them, They want him for many
crimes and it will go hard with him when
they get him,”

Swiftly they convened the council for the
trial. Some of the councilors had been slain
in the fighting, but the rest grimly set to
perform the task of trying Volpan for his
crimes.

As they sat there, voting on Volpan’s fate,
with the smoke of the temple rising in the
air and the blood of their slain still wet,

there was only one verdict possible. The
vote was unanimous on that score.

“What is the verdict?” asked Mel Chi, as
they ended their voting.

“Guilty, and doomed to die,” replied the
scribe who kept the records.

“It is good and right,” said Mel Chi. “Vol-
pan, son of Ah Mak Xiu, you are judged
according to your crimes. I pronounce your
doom. You and your followers are to die by
the death you prepared for our guests in the
room of The Breath of Kukulkan. I have
spoken.”

Volpan stood there as haughty and un-
wavering as ever. His eyes met those of his
judges without cowering a moment.

“The eyes of Ah Puch, the God of Death,
now glare upon me,” he said spreading his
arms wide in a magnificent gesture, despite
the pain he must have endured. “I am glad
to die now that the temple of Kukulkan the
Feathered Serpent, is destroyed. As for you,
my faithful followers, you have served the
best you could. Let us show our enemies that
we are men. The Gods are dead. Let us die
with them.”

Haughtily, he turned his back on the judges
in a gesture of scorn and the soldiers led him
away.

A little later, with the hissing of the dead-
ly gas singing a requiem for these cruel and
fanatical men, they died brave and unafraid.
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CHAPTER 59
The Homeward Trail

e

WELL,” said Arthur a few days later,
as he stood talking to Helen at the house
of Popol Kabah, “all is well that ends well,
so they say, and we have gotten things all
straightened out. The lovers are now reunited
after twenty-five years, and the villains pun-
ished. You and I are together again, and as
far as I can see, everybody but Captain Bates
is happy over things as they are. He really
liked Aunt Harriet.”

“It is getting time that we started home,”
replied Helen. “I have been through so much
the last few days, that I want peace and
quiet for a long time. Also, I think I am
getting homesick, just a wee bit.”

“So’m 1,” said Arthur. “I could die happy
if T could get hold of some good old country
ham and red gravy, and some of old Aunt
Julie’s good fluffy hot biscuits to go along
with ’em.”

“How sordid,” she exclaimed in mock
anger. “Talking about hot biscuits at a time
when we are planning our honeymoon, and
figuring on how to fix up our home. You
should have your mind on our future.”

“That’s just what I have,” he replied. “I
have been thinking just now that I used to
be all the time complaining that nothing
ever happened and yearned for adventures
both strange and wild. Well, I got them and
more than I bargained for. After all we have
been through I now yearn for a cozy home
where I can live quietly and feast on hot
biscuits, and then, too, I am getting old
enough to raise a family,”

Helen turned her face away for a moment,
rosy red, then turned back to him. “Well,”
she replied, “we can go ahead and plan for
a home right away, and I know that we will
have a real home. But just at this moment,
we have to look after that precious pair of
old dreamers who seem to be able to do
nothing but hold hands and look seraphic
with happiness. Bless their hearts. I wonder
where they are now? It’s a ten to one bet
they are holding hands and just gazing.”

Just then, their conversation was interrupt-
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ed by the arrival of Captain Bates, who
ambled up and inquired what was the pros-
pect of starting home. He was mightily
cheered by the news that they were going
to start back to the coast within the next
day or two at the latest

“If 1 ever get this far inland again,” he
deelared, “I hope that someone will give me
a good swift kick. No man’s life is safe on
land, There are too many funny things going
on, and so much love making that an old
‘batch’ like me feels like a lost dog. When-
ever you folks are ready to sail, I'm ready
to get going and I don’t mean maybe.”

With this expression of his opinion of the
dangers of the land, the good captain went
over to start packing up some curios he had
obained, and they were left alone again until
Ah Zulon showed up a little while later. He
came over and stood a moment, smiling at
them in an understanding way before he
spoke.

“Well,” he said, “I have a load off my
mind. T had been worried over the fact that
there might be trouble if the Mexican troops
came to Mayapan, but there is no need for
them to come now, for we will start for the
coast tomorrow with a strong escort, and
scouts report that the troops are still trying
to find a trail. Major Redrigueéz is certainly
trying his best to obey his orders, which are
to find us and to bring back Garza dead or
alive. We will join him and then go on to
Merida, thence to New Orleans and home.”

“l am glad that things are setiled that
way,” said Arthur. “I believe that Major
Rodriguez is an honorable and humane of-
ficer, but the natives are still excited over
things and so it may be best that they don’t
find the city.”

For a time they talked over the trip, then
Ah Zulon left them and went back to where
he had left Harriet standing. She was al-
ready making friends with the Maya women,
and as they were planning to spend at least
part of the time with the Mayas aflter they
married, she was surrounded by some of the
women who were trying to teach her the
language.

On the approach of Ah Zulon, they scat-
tered laughing, and with a great pretense
of stepping softly, left the lovers to them-
selves.

The next day the party started, escorted
by a large body of the Mayas, and their trip
was almost in the nature of a triumphal
march.

They could mnot help but feel pity for
Garza, but after all, he had brought his
trouble on himself, having in his time hroken
nearly every law in the hooks. Crestfallen and
humble he trudged along with his hands
bound behind him and kecping his eyes on
the ground, refusing to speak to any one.

Sp, with their minds filled with memories
of love and hate, happiness and stark fear,
and the kindness and hospitality of the
Mayas, the little band wended its way back
toward the coast.

They passed the Pyramid of Ik Zatak
Katun, where they had fought for their lives,
and again looked at the Pit of Doom. Ah
Zulon had one of the men swing the trap
door open and they could see that the mon-
sers of the pit were still there but dead and
harmless now.

They came in sight of the soldiers camp
next day, and sent on a man to notify the
major that they were coming. In another
two hours they had come to where the sol-
diers were waiting for them and were warm-
ly greeted by Major Rodriguez, who was
glad they had escaped and very much pleased
over the capture of Garza.

Now that he was in the toils of the law
which he had flouted for so many years, the
prospect was not pleasant for Garza, and he
began making excuses and blaming it all
on Volpan, who he claimed had inviegled
him into the kidnaping.

“Well, Garza,” replied the major to his
long harangue, “you have oveérreached your-
self at last. The kidnaping is one of your
lesser crimes. You have a record of murder,
white slavery, dope running, and the last
thing we have against you is the Funes plot,
and we have proof enough on you to have you
shot a dozen times.”

By this time the wretch was in fear for
his life.

“But you can’t shoot me without a trial,”
he cried, “it isn’t lawful.”

“Neither are your crimes lawful,” replied
he major.

He turned to his second in command.
“Here, Otero, take this rat and see to it
that he is kept safe. I have a warrant for
him dead or alive. I don’t like to Kkill such
as he is. Leave the filthy task to the law.
Take him away. He makes me sick.”

And so the cowardly Garza was led away
babbling his thanks to the major, and put
under guard. When they arrived at Merida,
he was led away to prison and that was the
last of Tomas Garza, who had caused so much
sorrow and trouble.

® % ¥

CHAPTER 60
Tire Girl in Matamora Loses

a Lover

B Y EASY stages they traveled along the
road back to the coast, but this time, they
made it in security, and not in hardship and
dread as they had done when they came
the same road such a short time before.

The Mayas accompanied them to the out-
skirts of Merida, then stopped there, camp-
ing to await the return of Popol Kabah and
Zac Chen, who with a“few others, went on
into the city with the party. :

The lovers were so absorbed in each other,
that they did not pay as much attention to
the road as they should. They were living in
a world of their own, and the way seemed
paved with flowers to them.

Captain Bates was overjoyed to be near
his beloved sea once more, and solemnly
vowed never to leave it again and risk him-
self so far inland, where things were so full
of danger.

Jose was jubilant as they approached the
city. To Captain, Bates who had just been
telling him all about how much safer the
ocean was than the land could possibly be,
he said with a sigh:

“Well, Captain, now I will get a chance
to go and see that dear sweet little girl who
lives in Matamoros. Oh me! but I thought at
time that T would never see her again. We
were in some tight places.”

“0f course, you are as big a sap as the
rest,” laughed the captain. “Next thing we
know you will be gettin’ married and be a
poor old hack for some woman to order
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around. You had better get out and have a
final fling before you act a chump. You are
still free. If I was a young rooster like you,
I would be out and making love to all of
them when I get to Merida. There are a lot
of darned good looking young chickens in
that town. I advise you to look some of them
up when you get there, and get busy at your
love making. You are not a bad looking
young fellow and you are not going to be
free always.”

Jose stood a moment in deep thought, then
he gave a whoop and, flapping his arms,
crowed like a rooster.

“That’s a great idea, Captain,” he cried
delightedly, his face beaming with pleas-
ure. “Ill ask some of the soldiers if they
know some good looking chickens. If T
marry that gir] in Matamoros, I will have
to stick to one from then on. I think I will
act on your advice and find myself a girl.
Just watch Jose!”

“Gosh!” said the captain to himself, as
Jose pranced away to speak to one of the
soldiers, “I’ll bet that young galoot has had
that idea all along. He is as crazy as the
rest,”

The party had been in town for a week
when one day, while they were talking in
the patio of their hotel, the Mayas came in
and greeted them. From their demeanor, it
was apparent they wanted something.

“My brother, Al Zulon,” said Popol Kabah,
“we have talked it over and we have decided
to ask our brother Ah Zulon that he get mar-
ried here so that we can attend. It will make
his heart strong if he is married with those
who love him to see it. So we wish to see the
good Ah Zulon and his beloved as well as
the young man and fair maiden married too,
because they are of the blood of Ah Zulon
and his wife to be. We ask this as a favor.
Can you grant this to your friends?”

“What do you say, Harriet, and you, too,
Helen?” asked Ah Zulon, “Our’ Mayan
friends want us to get married here so that
they can attend our weddings. Personally, 1
am in favor of it. I have waited too long
already, and a few days sooner would be all
the better.”

“After all they have done for us,” replied
Harriet, “I think it is little enough in re-
turn to do as they request. What do you say,
Helen and Arthur?”

“Suits me,” he said. “I too,” she chimed
in. “Let’s do.”

“Well,” said Ah Zulon—or to give him his
white name, Henry Wardlaw—<it will take
about three days to get things ready. We will
have a church wedding and make it a nice
one so thait our Maya friends will be able
to give a good account at home. Let’s make_it
four days from today, say about 2 o’clock
Tuesday afternoon.”

“0. K.,” said Arthur. “I am giving orders
in my family this time anyway, so it is set-
tled, isn’t it Helen?” She nodded, smiling,
in reply.

“My brother, Popol Kabah,” said Ah Zulon
turning to him, “they are much pleased with
the idea. We have decided to hold the wed-
ding ceremony in a church at 2 o’clock Tues-
day afternoon, and you, my friends and
brothers, will be honored guests. We will be
hurt if you do not attend and wish us hap-
piness.”

“It is good,” replied Popol Kabah. “My
brother Ah Zulon has the heart of the Mayas.
I will be there to greet my new sister.”

Slowly, so it seemed, the day approached.
Jose seemed to have deserted the party en-
tirely, and they wondered if in some way
they had offended him. However, Jose had
other fish to fry.
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Tackle Hints

M Y ARCHERY buddies and I have
found that by changing our bow strings
every other day that we use our bows,
our strings last much longer.

SYLVESTER COOK,
Pewano, Mich.

] _lERE is a tackle hint for Par-X fans:
Par-X absorbs and transfers tempera-
tures almost too readily. The handle
often becomes too cold for comfort.
Wrap the handle with mohair uphol-
stering material. It fastens easily with
3-M trip cement. It feels pleasant to the
touch, is nice to look at, and more com-
fortable.

D. E. GARRISON,
Greeley, Colo.

HERE is something which I believe
would make an ideal material for back-
ing bows and also for bow strings. It's
a natural textile fiber called “Ramie.”
This material was used during the war
by the British for parachute cordage
and harness and also for making fire
hose when they could not obtain nat-
ural rubber. This material has a dry
strength greater than nylon cr Fortisan
fbers. Also it gains about 30 per cent
in tensile strength when wet, whereas
the man-made fibers lose some of their
strength.

HENRY E. HEILSBERG,
Valley Stream, N. Y.

At last, the day before the wedding, he
put in his appearance, and Helen took him
to task for not coming around.

“Jose,” she said, “do you know that we
have scarcely secen you once since we got
back here? What is the trouble? We want
you to be here tomorrow sure, for we have
decided to hold a double wedding in the
church tomorrow at 2 o’clock and you are
expected to attend. We will be looking for
you to be there.”

‘What?” he cried, jumping up. “Are you
going to have a wedding? 1 must get busy
and get ready. I have only ome day to get
ready in.”

With this, he grabbed his hat and fled as
if pursued by devils.

“Well, well,” said Captain Bates who had
just come up, “what in the heck has got into
that young galoot? He is gettin® worse all
the time.”

The time came at last. Captain Bates, in
a dress suit he had borrowed, and which
was about two sizes too small for him, was
all ready to give the two brides away. No
sign of Jose. They could wait no longer.

They had all just taken their places for
the ceremony when there was a commotion
at the back of the church and Jose elbowed
his way to the front, dragging a very fat
girl by the arm as he came.

“Here!” he cried breathlessly. “Hold on
a minute. Let me in on this.”

What’s New?

Litemetal Dicast, Inc.,, of Jackson,
Mich., has designed and die cast a mag-
nesium hunting arrow tip for the Ken
Hager Arrow Manufacturing Co., mak-
ers of Center-Shot Arrows. Archers
complained that the conventional
broadhead steel arrow tips made ar-
rows too heavy at the nose. This newly
developed magnesium die cast Lite-
metal tip assures a perfectly balanced
arrow when mounted on an aluminum

shaff. The new tip gives greater range,
finer accuracy and the cost is compar-
able to the ordinary steel point.

Litemetal has also developed a die
cast notch for the arrow shaft which
replaces an aluminum machined part.
This innovation will cut production
costs considerably.

These die cast contributions by Lite-
metal complete the trend for an all
metal archery outfit.

Further information is available from
Litemetal Dicast, Inc., 1921 Wildwood
Avenue, Jackson, Mich.

In the past 20 years a lot of expert
archers have found the temper and
dimensions c¢f the Lay Lightmetal
arrow to

COST LESS PER HIT THAN ANY
OTHER, AND ONLY THE HITS
COUNT!

$10.¢0 per doz.
Broadheads $13.50

Made and guaranteed by

NAT LAY

2333 Ransdell Indianapolis 25, Ind.

-

Please Mention The Feathered
Shalt When Writing to
Advertisers

“For the love of Mike, folks,” said Captain
Bates in an undertone. “Just take a look at
the baby elephant Jose has annexed.”

“What about that girl in Matamoras?”
asked Arthur, trying hard to keep a straight
face.

“Oh,” replied the unabashed Jose, “she
is too far away, and most probably she has
another sweetheart by this time. Anyway this
one looks better fed, and I like them pleas-
ingly plump this way.”

So they rearranged the couples to make
room for Jose and his giggling girl bride,
and the ceremony proceeded.

THE END
THE FEATHERED SHAFT

drivel . . .
Continued from Page Twelve

An unearthly racket roused us from our reverie. The
horn of the station wagon was screeching quietly. We
turned our head slightly and there with legs spread wide
and arms akimbo were three very irate red-coated hunting
companions glaring sweetly at your poor tired editor.

“What a hunter you are,” said Fred in his best sarcasm.
“Brother, if we’d have had our camera, that guy Hoff would
have had a cover picture for next month’s ARCHERY.
Here we beat the ground to deagth with our feet and find
you sleeping at the other end!”

“Ah, nothin’ got by me,” we said in a small quavering
voice.

“Oh, yeah? Bruce stood over you and was going to take
your bow away from you, but you had your itty bitty fingers
around the string and we were afraid you might wake up.
You’re lucky those horses over there didn’t step on you.
But that’s o.k. Youll stay awake this afternoon. You’ll do
the driving through that ravine by the cabin.”

So all afternoon we picked ’em up and laid ’em down
through brush even a mouse couldn’t get through—but we
did. But all to no avail. No deer.

Needless to say, the heat was on that night at the cabin.
It was very doubtful for a time whether yours truly was
going to run behind the car on the way home or not. They
finally let us ride, however. Nice fellows.

Fred kept muttering all the way home, “What a hunter,
what a hunter! Going to sleep on a stand! Guys have been
shot for less than that. Wait till Hoff hears about this.”

So we thought we’d beat him too it. It’s more honorable
to make an honest confession, don’t you think? Besides,
we overheard him ask Bruce how to get in contact with
Hoff.

We got in the last word, though. “Next time I'm going
out alone,” we said indignantly.

“You're telling me?” snapped Fred.

Boy oh boy, will those guys be green with envy when
we bring in that big buck—if we can stay awake long enough

to shoot him.
X I X
We Need Material . . .

WE'RE running short of stories and articles. During. the

summer, what with the national tournaments and nu-
merous local tournaments, there was plenty of material
to fill each issue. However, our backlog is nearly ex-
hausted. We know we're being rather unorthodox in
speaking so frankly. Perhaps only in a magazine such
as this could an editor make such an appeal to his read-
ers.

We know from the letters we receive that you have
enjoyed immensely the material we have presented. It
has been entirely the work of other readers like your-
self who haye found that their enjoyment of the sport
was too much to keep only to themselves. They wanted
to tell you, the readers of The Feathered Shaft, about
the many thrills they have experienced.

How about you? Don’t you want to share your ex-
periences with other archers all over the world? You
know this magazine goes to all the 48 states and ten
foreign countries. Here’s your chance to “tell it to the
world.”

Maybe you've got a tackle hint that can help some
struggling beginner along the road; or maybe you've
got some new ideas on making tackle; or a thrilling tale
of how you bagged small or big game, Pass it on, folks.
Every reader is anxious to know about it.

This summer, in a talk with one of the prominent
archers from the FEast, we were told that archers as
a group, were not very articulate—that they were pretty
backward about putting their ideas down on paper. We
don't believe it. We've had some very interesting stories
and articles the past year that disproves that statement.
And we believe that there are hundreds of other archers

FOR OCTOBER., 1949

Make Your Own
HUNTING AND TARGET TACKLE

Send for Complete Catalog “F” of BOWS, ARROWS, RAW
MATERIALS, and 94 Page Handbook by America’s Pioneer
Bowyer and Fletcher.

L. E. STEMMLER

MANORVILLE NEW YORK

—>@= ROVING
" ARROWS

Port Orford Cedar with hardwood footing, 5-16" or
11-32”, parallel shaft, matched in weight and spine, 4%2"
feathers, beautiful cresting. Specify colors, and give
weight of bow and overall length of arrow.

With Steel Target Poinis...... . . $7.75
With Bear Field Points. . ... e 8:25
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FOR IMMEDIATE

CONOLON BACKING-—fool proof and break-
proof 114”x36” $5.50 pair.

GOOD OSAGE or OREGON YEW strips for
laminated bows. State thickness, surfaced
free if desired. $2.00 pair.

CASCOPHEN GLUE-—easily used, absolutely waterproof
and the joints will not break or let loose, fast setting
at room temperatures. Y24 pt. $1.00; pint $2.50.

Ask for Qur New Catalog—It‘'s Free

27 Years of Good Materials and Service
WHEN IN A RUSH--SEND YOUR ORDER TO US. EXTRA PROMPT SERVICE

Indianhead Archery Mfg. Co.

Box 303—FS LIMA, OHIO Phone 82811 or 95261
SEND NO MONEY - YOUR CREDIT IS GOOD

who can equal or better the quality of material that has
been published in this magazine. It just takes the old
“get-up-and-go” to sit down at the typewriter and bang
out some literary gem that will make these pages sparkle.

How about it? Do you want to have an enjoyable winter
season by the fire reading a really interesting magazine
or do we have to put up with dreary stuff like our
“drivel” column? It’s up to you folks.

And don’t forget that two-year subscription offer still
goes. We're setting a big barrel by the door so the stag-
gering mailman can dump the manuscripts in it. Don’t
let us down. Thanks much.
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PENNSYLVANIA STATE TOURNAMENT

The 15th Annual Target Archery
Championship of the Pennsylvania
State Archery Association Incorporated
was held on the campus of Penn State
College, September 3, 4 and 5. One
hundred and twenty-seven contestants
from all parts of Pennsylvania shoot-
ing at 40 targets in a straight line pro-
vided a most attractive picture and set-
ting. During the three days event many
spectators were heard to say, “I never
thought there was so much to see at an
archery tournament.

E. Hill Turnock, Pittsburgh, won his
11th state championship by shooting a
score of 2086. Robert Schriver, Scot-
land, placed second with 1872, while
William Reid, Philadelphia scored 1971
to place third, R. G. Heintzelman, Al-
lentown, scored 1957 to finish fourth,
with Tom Mansell, Aliquippa, finishing
fifth with 1903. The championship was
decided on the Single York and Double
American rounds. John Fry, Syracuse,
N. Y., took out of state honors.

Mary Jane Everett, Allentown, won
her fourth consecutive championship by
scoring 2198. Patricia Baier, Glenside,
placed second with a score of 2141,
while Elsie Ervin, West Point, placed
third with a score of 2026. Lillian Bas-
sett, Glenside, scored 1971 to place
fourth and Margaret Shenk, Lancaster,
totaled 1958 to place fifth. Grace Mid-
dleton, Oaklyn, N. J., took out 0f.state
honors for the ladies. Single National,
Single Columbia and Double American
decided the ladies’ championship.

Four boys and four girls shot in
Junior Division. In this division Anne
Forbes Camp Hill, took first place for
the girls by shooting 2203, Janet Lgh-
mer, Harrisburg placed second with
2039. Harold Duppre, Pittsburgh, took
the Junior Boy’s Championship with a
total of 1993, while 11-year-old Donald
Heintzelman Allentown, placed second
wtih 1438.

Mrs. F. G. Haines, Warren, shot an
arrow 545 yards and 2 feet to take
flight honors for the field. A. C. Gigler,
Ambridge, placed second with 534
yards.

The ladies clout champion is Mar-
garet Shenk, Lancaster, who scored
232 points, with Verna Leaman, Bird-
in-Hand placing second with 229. Ernest
Lehmer Harrvisburg, retained his title
of 1947 and 1948, His score was 220.

Charles W. Stoddart was the Field
Captain and Miss Myra 1. Wade the
Lady Paramount. Clayton B. Shenk,
Executive Secretary of the Association,
was ably assisted by Harold Reynolds,
Frank Childs and S. Robert Leaman.

The 16th Annual Target Champion-

ship Tournament will be held in Allen-
town, Pa. The Walden Archers are the
sponsors. George W. Brooks, 820 N.
26th Street, Allentown, was elected
president of the association for 1950.

Men
E. H. Turnock, Pittsburgh ... 314-2086
Robert Schriver, Scotland ... 296-1972
William Reid, Philadelphia.., 307-1971
R. G. Heintzelman, Allentown 305-1957

Tom Mansell, Aliquippa .. 305-1903
Winfield Ervin, West Point .. 298-1846
Charles Mort, Pittsburgh .... 297-1829
Paul Bohlander, Aliquippa ... 299-1825
John Fry, New York ... .. 299-1799
H. Leibensperger Allentown.. 296-1780
Women
Mary Jane Everett, Orefield. . 324-2198
Grace Middleton, N. J. ...... 322-2'190
Patricia Baier, Glenside ..... 321-2141
Elsie Ervin, West Point ..... 318-2062
Lillian Bassett, Glenside . 305-1971
Margaret Shenk, Lancaster .. 310-1958
Marie Pearson, Butztown .. 314-1934
Fay Steinbart, Pittsburgh . 313-1931
Anne Melzer, Ellwood City.. 315-1917
Marie Mohn, Boyertown .... 315-1917
Clout—Men
Ernest Lehmer, Harrisburg .... 36-220
Paul Ehlander, Aliquippa ..... 31-177
Richard Davis, Harrisburg...... 31-167
Bud Shedrick, Dallastown ..... 32-162
Robert Bruce, New York ...... 33-159
Floyd Gaham, Swarthmore .. 31-153
Clout—Women
Margaret Shenk, Lancaster ..., 36-232

Verna Leaman, Bird-in-Hand., 35-229
Viola Walker, Altoona 35-223

Fay Steinbart, Pittsburgh ...... 36-220
Dorothy O’Roark, Pittsburgh .. 35-213
Kay Lundell, Pittsburgh .,.... 36-208

Junior Clout
Janet Lehmer, Harrisburg ..... 36-226
Marlyn Melzer, Ellwood City... 35-185
Fay Louise Steinbart, Pittsburgh 33-161

Harold Duppre, Aliquippa ..... 28-156
Flight—Men
A. C. Gigler, Ambridge ...... 534 yds.
F. G. Haines, Warren ........ 524 yds.
Flight—Women
Evelyn Haines, Warren .. 545 yds.2 ft.
Joan Coleman, Md. . 223 yds.
Teams—Men
Pittsburgh No. 1—
E. H. Turnock ................ 96-656
Tom Mansell ... 9D-613
Paul Bohlander . Cea.... 94-536
Charles Mort N 94-644
379-2449

York No. 1—
Robert Scriber ............... 96-664
Ralph Hull & 6o sy fiede s 94-596
Ed Moyer .........couirinunas 96-600
Ray Shewell ................. 91-566
377-2421
Walden Archers No. 1—
R. G. Heintzelman cev. . 96-662
H. Leibensperger ............. 95-601
Robert Beecher siaines e 95=-569
Carson Kemp ...... G . sEEAT 96-562
382-2394
Team—Women
Abington—
Patricia Baier ... ........... 95-641
Lillian Bassett ................ 96-604
Elsie Ervin suwas - snsem sy i 94-638
Matilda Johnson : 95-587
380-2470
Pittsburgh—
Fay Steinbart s N s 96-620
Anne Melzer ......oi..oiiius 95-601
Dorothy O’Roark D sk 95-523
Kay Lundell .. ........... . 81-387
367-2131
Walden Archers—
June Kemp ,.......ccnn'ivnnn. 93-555
Marie Mohn A ... 95-573
Florence Heintzelman .,. ..... 88-484
Erma Leibensperger e 94-514
370-2126

Cleveland Elects Officers

The Cleveland Archery Club elected
new officers for the 1950 season.

Those elected were: George Reeves,
president; Bill Aingworth, vice presi-
dent; Eleanor Bottomley, secretary, and
Stan Landgrabe, treasurer.

’ | ]
Hunter's Special!
for one month only
First quality bamboo backed osage

roughed-out bows, with straight tips,
12” wide. Immediate delivery. $8.00

Sierra King Reflector Ovens
$5.95 postpaid

“JIM DEEDS”

ARCHERY COMPANY
2615 W. 132ND AVE. SAN LEANDRO, CALIF.

GRIZZLY-BEAR

Finest Laminated Bow of wood
and metal, wis. to 100 lbs. '534050

PAR-X Finest Metal Bow

$29.50

FORTISAN
Thread - Backing
4 oz. Spool Thread $2.00
BACKING
Standard Wt. $1 per 17x72"
Heavy wi. $1.50 per 17x72"
3109 BURNET AVE.

Specialists in FLIGHT ARROWS
, . Readily glued with any plastic glue. Standard
BOWBACKING—Sinew Fortisan - Glass | thickness .020 width to 12”. Price $1.50 per
1”%72"”. Other thicknesses made 1o order in

Multiples of .010.

Custom Made Tackle

E. BUD PIERSON

GLASS BOW BACKING

CINCINNATI 29, OHIO
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THE FEATHERED SHAFT

STATEMENT OF OWNERSHIP, MANAGE-
MENT, .CIRCULATION, ETC.,’REQUIRED
BY THE ACT OF CONGRESS OF AUGUST
24, 1912, AS AMENDED BY THE ACTS OF
MARCH 3, 1933, AND JULY 2, 1946.

Of THE FEATHERE SHAFT, published

monthly at Minneapolis, Minn., for Oect, 1, 1949.

State of Minnesota,

County of Hennepin, ss,

efore me, a notary public, in and for the State
and county aforesaid, personally appeared Ewverett

A, Johnston, who having been (luly sworn  ae-

cording to law, deposes and says that he is the

owner of THE FEATHERED SHAFT and that
the following is, to the best of his knowledge and
helief, a true statement of the ownership, man-
agement (and if a daily, weekly, semiweekly or
triweekly newspaper, the circulation), ete., of the
aforesaid publication for the date shown in the

above caption, requived Ly the act of Augnst 24,

1912, as amended by the acts of March 3, 1933

and July 2, 1946 (section 337, Postal Laws and

tRt‘.gu]_::lmlm}, printed on the reverse of this form,

o wit:

1. That the names and addresses of the pub-
lisher, editor, managing editor, and business man-
agers are:

Publisher Everett A. Johnston, 4007 Dupont Ave.
North, Minneapolis, Minn.

Publisher, Everett A. Johnston, 4007 Dupont Ave.

= North, Minneapolis, Minn.

Editor Everett A, Johnston, 4007 Dupont Awve.
North. Minneapolis, Minn,

Managing Editor, Dorothy D, Johnston, 4007 Du-
pont Ave. North, Minneapolis, Minn,

. 2. That the owner is: (If owned by a corpora-

tion, its name and address must be stated and

also immediately thereunder the names and ad-
dresses of stockholders owning or holding one
per cent or more of total amownt of stock. If
not owned by a corporation, the names and ad-
dresses of the individual owsners must be given

If owned by a fq‘m, company, ot other unincor-

porvated concern, its name and address, as well

as those of each individual member, must be
given.)

Everett A. Johnston, 4007 Dupont Ave. North,
Minneapolis, Minn,

3 That the known hondholders, mortgagees,
and other security holders owning or holding 1
per cent or more of total amount of bonds, mort-
gages, or other securifies are: (If there are none,
s0_slate.)

None.

4. That the two paragraphs next above, giving
the names of the owners, stockholders, and se-
curity holders, if any, contain not only the list
of stockholders and Security holders us they ap-
pear upon the books of the company but also, Rl
cases where the stockholder or security holder ap-
pears upon the hooks of the company as trustee
or in any other feduciary relation, the name of the
person or corporation for whom such trustee is
acting, is given; also that the said two paragraphs
contain statements embracing affiants full knowl-
edge and belief as to the circumstances and condi-
tions under which stockholders and security hold-
ers who do not appear upon the books of the
company as trustees, hold stock and securities
in a capacity other than that of a bona fide own-
er; and this affiant has no reason to believe that
any other pergon, association, or corporation has
any interest direct or indirect in the said stock,
honds, or other securities than as so stated by him.
. 5. That the average number of copies of each
issue of this publication sold or distributed, through
the mails or otherwise, to paid subseribers during
the twelve months preceding the date shown above
is—(This information is required from daily,
weekly,  semiweekly, and triweekly newspapers

only.,)
EVERETT A, JOHNSTON
Publisher
Sworn to and subscribed before me this 7th
day of October, 1949,
(SEAL)
REATRICE A, LAPPING
(Notary Public)
My commission expires Sept, 13, 1950,

-
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AND ARTICLES
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Long Beach Archers

By PATRICIA P. GALEY

Oh happy days. At last we have our
new range and is it wonderful! Big
and roomy and everyone is so proud
of it. It hasn’t got the grass in yet, but
it will have and when it has grown it
will really be some range. Colonel
Jesse Jackson came after dinner and
we personally thanked him for all he
has done for us in obtaining the range.
We all appreciate it very much.

Well, it seems like old times again,
Jim Murray is back again shooting, and
shooting very well, too, for being away
i1l for so long. Welcome back, Jim.
John and Mrs. Burch, Bud and Mary
Myrick are back too from vacation
and it surely- was nice seeing them.
An old Long Beach member came to
see us yesterday—some of us knew him
from old, but others became acquainted
with him yesterday-—who is he? Why,
Bud Newman, of course. Bill West was
shooting with us after being away for
so long.

Attention folks! Wha’ Hoppen’? After
threatening to do so for a long time,
Don Brasch shot into “B” class, but I
guess it was too much for him, because
I saw him staggering across the field
like a man in a dream and muttering
“587 wha’ hoppen.?’” Those members
who have mnot as yet shaken his
hand kindly do so next meeting. An-
other up and coming archer is Bob
Whitley. It was his second tournament
and he shot a 503. Did everyone notice
that Bee Miller shot a six gold? I hope
so because she was the only one who
did so all day, much to the disgust of
the men.

A new member joined the club, too.
Bernadine Malen. Bernadine hasn’t shot

CLASSIFIED
ADVERTISING

30 CENTS PER LINE EACH INSERTION

ARROW PARTS POSTPAID! Long taper or
short skid field points 35c doz. Long Colored feath-
ers 65c doz., Gray barred 50c¢ doz. P.O. Cedar
shafts 90c any size. Close-out of medium and large
shooting gloves at 79c each. Leather for quiver
kits and raw materials reasonably low. Folder of
finished tackle on requestt. WENONAH ARCH-
ERY SALES, Essexville, Mich.

DR. HICKMAN’S Science film—Archery for Be-
ginners—and Activities at TWAC. 16 mm movies
for rent. $5.00. 3 reels. Send also for Archery
Technique chart (25c¢, printing and mailing cost.)
An invaluable aid in shooting and teaching. Write:
E. B, Millers, 450 W. 24th St. 16AF, New
York, 11, N. Y.

HUNTING ARROW ENSEMBLES—Matched
Cedar Dowels, Speed Nocks, Ground Feathers,
choice of Bodkins or Deerslayer heads. No charge
for tenoning when draw length is given. Require
bow weight. Per dozen $5.25. Fletched with four
feathers $7.00. F.O.B. Earl L. Ullrich, Roseburg,
Oregon.

YEWWOOD. Seclect roughed out spliced billets.
Air dried 6 yrs. Price $6.75 prepaid. State if for
hunting or target. DOUGLAS ARCHERY CO.,
2619 E, 6th St., Long Beach, Calif.

SELECTED P. O. Cedar 11-32” shafts, fitted
with index nocks, spiral fletched with 4%” feath-
ers, matched to within 15 grs. Nicely crested and
varnished, for either Field or Hunting arrows.
Ship. wgt. per doz. 2 1lbs, (Less points.) Price
$5.50 per doz. F.0.B. Abbotsford. J. M. HOFF,
Abbotsford, Wis.

before, either, so let’s give her some
good coaching and encouragement. A
rumor came to me from a reliable
source that a certain Mr. and Mrs.
Herbert Halliday may join us before
long, so we have something to really
look forward to.

r

willin’ to let ’em do it!®’

“There’s one thing ahout arch-
ery clubs. They’re made up of
100 per ecent willin’® workers.
Even to the extent that 5 per
cent are willin’ to do the work

and the other 935 per ecent

Twenty-five




The Cross Bowman . . .
Continued from page 10

ous seasons and various times of day
or night. The ways of game the year
around, in full-moon and no-moon, and
so on. That game doesn’t look like
game, unless it does! (I found this out
staring at some “wood” for five min-
utes, wondering how it could resemble
a hawk so much—even to the yellow
legs—and finally decided to lob an ar-
row that way about the time the hawk
decided to fly away!) With all this
knowledge I am a better man in the
woods today, a more deadly and effi-
cient hunter.

BUT STILL I MISS ... !!

(Editor’s note: Here the MS trails off
incoherent of logic and illegible of
script.)

State Police Note: We found this
man-thing in a sylvan glade just off
the Taunton Pike. The coroner pro-
nounced death due to extreme exhaus-
tion brought on by a fit of dementia
which had caused him to run wildly
through the woods, perhaps for hours.
There were no possessions about him,
but in his left hand was clutched a
dead field mouse, Rilled by some small
blunt instrument. Macabre, sir, very
macabre.

— i et it

Please Mention
The Feathered Shaft

The “Bowman’s Bible’’
is back in print again!

Hunting

with the
Bow .na Arrow

by Saxton Pope

Revealing the secrets of the fa-
mous Yana bowmen and drawn
from the experience of the great-
est masters, this classic on the
art of bow-and-arrow hunting
has been the guide and inspira-
tilon for thousands of archers.
With numerous drawings and
photographs.

MAIL THIS COUPON NOW

THE FEATHERED SHAFT
4007 DUPONT Ave. N
MINNEAPOLIS 12, MINN.

I ENCLOSE #.____ IN CASH (OR MONEY
ORDER). PLEASE SEND ME.___ COPIES OF
HUNTING WITH THE BOW AND ARROW
AT $3.00 EACH.

IT IS UNDERSTOOD THAT | MAY RETURN THE
BOOK(S) IF NOT SATISFIED, WITHIN 10 DAYS
FOR MY MONEY BACK.

NAME

ADDRESS

CITY. STATE

Twenty-six

OH, DEER!
By STEW FOSTER
La Canada, Calif.

(With apclogies to D. E. Garrison,
Greeley, Colo.)

IF YOUR back is hump-shouldered
from carrying all those ribbons on your
bosom; if your mantle sags beneath
the weight of those glittering trophies
then you are the one who did not miss
your deer at 50 feet or less. Didn’t miss,
did you?

This under the chin draw and anchor
puts the shaft where wanted on still
targets and sometimes on moving tar-
gets, on terrain and obstacles that will
not allow a vertical bow which are
usually short targets. Just tilt the bow
and it will not make difference in your
windage. I have killed a lot of rabbits
and 90 per cent have been still shots,
and 90 per cent of my hunting shots in
11 years have been shot swhere I
I could have used under the chin draw.
I have hunted in five western states.

If you will set your sight or mark at
20 or 25 yards and concentrate on your
target or game, there isn’t any obstacle
that can get in your way as long as you
can see your target. The only time you
look at your sight or mark directly is
when it falls directly on your target,
said distance being from 20 or 25 yards
to zero. In other words, from 25 yards
to zero your mark will be right where
you want your arrow to:.go. Can you
imagine what you could do to most
rabbit shots with a set-up like this?

I happened to be on a hunt with a
man who shot a mountain lion while
drawing left handed. He had never in
his life drawn a bow that way before.
Terrain prevented his normal draw, but
anyone, no matter what his basic train-
ing, could do that at short range.

What am I driving at? Simply that
it you want to be a good hunting shot
or any kind of a good shot, you must
learn to know how to scientifically aim
at what you want to hit.

My system is not the only one used
that is good. A high anchor looking at
the point of your arrow, which I will
not try to explain because I don’t use
that system, is also good.

So if you will spend as much time
as a man has to spend to learn instine-
tive shooting (as they call it) to get so
you can hit a milk bottle cap set at 40
feet, once out of three shots, you will
hit that cap twice in three shots sight
or mark shooting. If people would stop
trying to shoot like the Indians and
learn a good scientific method, we
would have a lot better shots and a lot
more game taken with a bow.

e

Boeklet bv Arnold Haugen to
Be Translated inte Swedish

The Michigan conservation depart-
ment game booklet “Deer Hunting—
Indian Style,” familiar to many Michi-
gan bow and arrow hunters, is going
to have a Swedish version.

Hakan Bleckinberg, head of a Stock-
holm sportsmen’s club, has requested
permission to reprint and distribute the
instructive booklet on archery hllntlng
in order to promote interest in the
sport in Sweden.

Author Haugen, former chief of the
conservation department’s Cusino wild-
life experiment station and president of
the National Field Archers Association,
recently left to assume leadership of
wildlife research work at Alabama
Polytechnic Institute.

Estimated 12,000 Michigan
Archers Take to the Woods

The largest bow hunting army in his-
tory kicked the lid off the deer sea-
son in Michigan Oct. 1. .

With more liberalized hunting regu-
lations and more bow hunting converts,
the conservation department estimated
there were about 12,000, or nearly 25
per cent, more archers than last year.
On the basis of 1948 report cards re-
turned, the department estimates 9,875
bow hunters bagged 583 deer. :

Archers are becoming more skillful
for in 1947 only one in 20 got a dee}’;
last year one in 17. As high as one in
15 hunters is expected to bring home
venison this season.

Last year three-fourths of the arch-
ers limited their stalking range to a
half-dozen counties. With the higher
hunter concentration in Roscommon,
Allegan, Crawford, Oscoda Iosco and
Montmorency counties, 85 per cent of
the deer were harvested in these lo-
cations.

Male deer may be taken in any
county from Oect. 1 to Nov. 5. Liberal-
ized regulations this year provide for
taking of deer of either sex in this
period in Alecona Antrim, Alger, Baraga,
Benzie, Charlevoix, Crawford, Delta,
Gogebic, Grand Traverse, Iosco, Iron,
Lake, Leelauna, Luce, Mackinae, Man-
istee, Mason, Montmorency, Ontonagon,
Oscoda, Roscommon, Schooleraft, Wex-
ford, Drummond Island in Chippewa
county, and that part of the state lying
south of the north line of Townline 16,
except Allegan county. Special bow
season in Allegan county on deer of
either sex runs from Oct. 1 to Dec. 15.

4007 Dupont Ave. N.

NAME

Please enter my subscription te

E The Qecthered 3/taﬂ ~

[] One Year $2.00 or [ ] Two Years $3.50
Foreign Subscriptions One Year $2.50, Two Years $4.00

——

Minneapolis 12, Minn.
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ZONE STATE

THE FEATHERED SHAFT

SEEF AB again!

At the World Championship in Paris this
year the Men’s Championship was won with
a SEEFAB bow. This is the 14th World
Championship won with this famous bow.

Buy a SEEFAB bhow

the bow the world champions use

the best and most reliable bow

on the market

Two types available:
"G"—5V2 feet long. Drawing sirengths

22-46 lbs. at max. arrow length 28",

"L"—A4l2 feet long. Drawing sirengths
23-32 lbs. at max. arrow length 25“.

the new reduced price

of either type is

$31.95

if your dealer cannot supply you

write to:

CARL-HENRIK BERGSTROM

19 Lenox Place, Scarsdale, N. Y.

U. S. Representative for
SEE FABRIKS AKTIEBOLAG

Originator of the Tubular Steel Bow

Sandviken, Sweden

Tempered clock spring steel bladed broadheads. Same
high quality for 22 years. Ask the old timers! Dip sol-
dered construction—no welds to burn the steel. Price
per dozen, not sharpened, $2.50; sharpened, $3.25. Blades
and ferrules with complete instructions for home assem-
bly. Weight 118 gr., 5-16” or 11-32” i.d. ferrules. $1.30
per dozen; $7.50 per 100. Postage paid.

ROY CASE — 1757 S. Main St.. Racine, Wis,

Please mention THE FEATHERED SHAFT
when writing to Advertisers

No Rudhs . . .

We finally got just about caught up with orders and
are now filling them as they come in for osage hunting
bows and arrows armed with Black Diamond, Fang or
Cobra heads. Any hunting bow ordered now will be
shipped within a week of receipt of your order.

If you don’t want your hunting or field bow now,
how about entering your order, to be shipped just after
the deer season so you can work on it all winter. One of
our roughed out, with whatever backing you want,
staves, either straight or recurved, will kill that boredom
when the winds howl this winter. We rough them out so
a rasp, file, scraper and sandpaper will be all you need
in the way of tools.

To those who bought our new glue for making feath-
ers really stay on metal shafts in wet weather, send in
your reports as promptly as possible. We're sold on it,
but want the opinion of others before going whole hog on
it. $1.00 for a six ounce tube. You can even patch your
pants with it.

OSAGE ORANGE ARCHERY SHOP
Paul C. Crist . . ... Est, 1928

R.R. 2 on Route 45 North of Urbana Ill. Phone 7-6013

Tlu-Ztelch

FIELD ARROWS
Sold in 41 States and 4 Foreign Countries

19 ARROWS FOR $3

Your money will be promptly refunded if you are not
completely satisfied. Send your order to:

NU-FLETCH, 160 Pleasant St., Brockton 46 Mass.
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$300

DOZEN

Discount
to
Dealers

The Hunting Head
That’s A- head

ﬂmawdmd/zd

Box 834 SALT LAKE CITY, UTANH

ARROW SHAFTS

FROM SELECT PORT ORFORD CEDAR
100 500 1000
Parallel—14” to 3" (inclusive) .. $4.50 $21.25 $40.00
Tapered (see note below) ... . . 500 2375 45.00
Barreled (see note below). . 5,50 26.25 50.00
Zamak Parallel Pile Pts,, 9-32, 5-16 1.00
Plastic Nocks, 14" to 11/32” (incl) 2.50
Ace Big Game Broadheads and Hi-Speed Broadheads
11-32” O.D., $3.50 per dozen; Hollow Point Blunt,
3-8” 0.D., $1.20 per dozen.
NOTE: Please specify size at point and nock on tapered shafts,
and at point, nock and belly, also length on barreled shglfts.
$1.00 per 100 extra for rough spining. Please state bow weight.
Prices f.0.b. Powers. Orders shipped by Express Collect
unless C.0.D. or accompanied by postage.

ROSE CITY ARCHERY CO.

POWERS . OREGON

LOCATED IN THE HEART OF THE CEDAR AREA

CUSTOM MADE ARROWS

Made of the finest material available and crested
in your choice of colors.

Matched field arrows.......$ 9.50 doz.
Matched hunting arrows 12.00 doz.
4 bladed Black Diamonds... 1.00 doz. exira

11-32 tapered or parallel shafts. P.O. Cedar
Black Diamond Heads

CAsH or C.O.D.
STATE BOW WEIGHT AND LENGTH OF ARROW

JOHN HAUCH
RR1 Box 110 Si. Joseph, Mich.

' THE CALL

OF THE

MORE FUN TO GET GAME THE HARD WAY
MORE CERTAIN WITH BEN PEARSON TACKLE

Snappy Autumn air...pungent wood smoke...painted leaves...
lively game large and small. Yield to that impulse, get out and
hunt; hunt with a bow and arrow. There’s no thrill to compare. ..
no sport with such satisfaction. But in tackle you’ll want the best.
Find the dealer who sells Ben Pearson tackle. Select yours to fit
you. You’ll just k-n-o-w, by the looks, the f-e-e-l, the heft, the pull,
and the sprightly spring and spirit, that it’s the finest possible to
produce. A wide selection. The finest woods, feathers, fibers, metals,
leathers and strings. They’re precision crafted and scientifically
tested, to enhance the hunter's skill. Don’t settle for less than Ben
Pearson equipment. Give yourself the edge. Ben Pearson complete
catalog free. Write today. ]

~BER PERRS R~

PINE BLUFF, ARKANSAS

Center Shot Arrows

We make only metal arrows
Target and field arrows $17.95 per dozen.

Hunter’s
SPECIAL

12 matched arrows
6 with broadheads—6 with field or target poinis

$19.95
28" arrow—382 gr.

We have the lightest
BROADHEAD

on the market today

62 gr.
Broadheads alone $4.95 per doz.

The hunter’s desire fulfilled at last. Size and shape of
best proven game killers. Will not bend when shot into
ground, trees, or tin cans.

Ken Hager Arrow Mfg. Co.

332 Union Street Jackson, Michigan

PAR-X, GRIZZLY and FOLBERTH BOWS
Dealer inquiries invited.,




