





























































































































the Rockies, which seemed to silently
observe our every step.

As she boldly pursued her forays,
our jaunty guide left us farther and far-
ther behind. Just when it seemed that
Aggie and I were to be left entirely
“unguided,” from up ahead there was
a startled yelp, and our black bundle
scurried down the trail, taking up a
position behind us. It seems a large
blue grouse had suddenly boomed up
out of its hiding place, subduing, tem-
porarily, Meg’s exploratory exuberance.

As we progressed, the canyon wid-
ened and green vegetation began to
appear in the creek bed. Then a few
hundred yards farther, we were treated
to the refreshing sound of running wa-
ter. As I held the animated Meg, Aggie
lay on her stomach to drink the cool,
mountain water. Then Aggie held Meg
while I quenched my thirst.

"When it was Meg’s turn, she did far
more than just drink. For a while she
barked at the water, then bounded in
with all four feet to subdue her moist
“adversary,” and finally abandoned her-
self to the ecstasy of the cool water.

The concerted physical exertion of
the hike necessitated that Aggie re-
plenish her blood sugar, so as we sat
watching Meg cavort, Aggie and I ate
two of the four candy bars that we'd
brought along. The candy’s sugar was
a little insurance against the symptoms
of insulin shock—blurred vision, sleepi-
ness, coma—caused by a low blood-
sugar level.

Soon we moved on. The canyon
narrowed and the trail became ob-
scured by a dense overgrowth. Meg
scooted through the brush with the fa-
cility of a rabbit. Periodically she
would return to see what was keeping
us slowpokes. Actually, by this time
Aggie and I were on our hands and
knees, dodging branches, thoms, and
rocks and wondering what had become
of the trail. Finally, after fighting our
way through a thick hedge, we stepped
into a clearing, Before us were the
beaver ponds.

The beauty of the setting was un-
deniable. The light shining from the
clear blue sky was filtered through cool,
green aspen leaves. The carpeting un-
derfoot consisted of lush green grass
and tender plants. This oasis was furni-
tured by a fallen tree that was replen-
ishing the earth from which it had once
drawn its nourishment.

The beavers had long since departed,
the dams had deteriorated, and the
water was half gone from the ponds.
The main beaver lodge was standing,
but it too was in the process of being
reclaimed by relentless Mother Nature.

Since fishing and a playful pup are
incompatible, we tied Meg to a large
shade tree. She frequently made us
aware of the injustice we had perpe-
trated by howling, long and sorrowful-

ly. If an’ occasional trout hadn’t shown
interest in our bait, we probably would
have succumbed to her pitiful petitions
for release.

Before beginning to fish, Aggie rested
a bit in the shade and munched
another candy bar, washing it down
with frequent sips from the creek. The
afternoon catch was four nice trout.
While cleaning them we set Meg free
to explore the ponds, poke around the
abandoned beaver lodge, and chase an
unwary trout that had wandered into
shallow water.

As the afternoon was drawing to a
close, we started back, figuring on
reaching the car about dark. After go-
ing only a short distance, however,
Aggie began to lag behind. She tried
to move faster when I reminded her
that to reach the car by dark we had
to keep moving, but she was unable to
sustain the pace I set. As she was then
eating the fourth and final candy bar,
I tried to convince myself that her fa-
tigue was genuine tiredness, not the
beginning of insulin shock.

My conviction was shattered when
Aggie began to see double. I had to
hold her hand to help her over the
boulders and through the thick brush.

Little Meg blissfully trotted ahead;
then, discovering herself alone, she
would hurry back to see what was
keeping us. She didn’t understand

why her lady master seemed dazed,
stumbled a lot, and didn’t cry out after
taking what was probably a very pain-
ful fall.

By dark we had managed to crawl
through the last of the thick brush,
slide down the mountain slope, and
reach the trail at the dry creek bed.
There were still over five miles to go.

Aggie sank to the ground in a daze.
When I urged her to stand, she ignored
my entreaty. Instead, she curled up
and said, “Go away so I can sleep.”

Filleting one of the fish with my
pocket knife, I cajoled and finally
threatened her into eating pieces of the
raw fish, which made her feel more
alert and able to move on after a bit.

By this time, only Meg could see the
trail, and we found ourselves trying to
follow this coal-black guide through
the dark canyon. We often lost sight
of her, crossing the creek on what we
thought was the trail, only to find our-
selves stumbling over boulders and
fighting seemingly endless thickets.

When we got off the trail like that,
I'd call “Meg! Meg!”—and soon the
little black bundle would peer around
a bush or whatever, and we would be
able to follow her back onto the trail.

When Aggie became dazed again,
we had to stop. Bravely she forced
down another raw fish. We started

(Continued on page 46)
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Surprisingly enough, yes. It was in 1829
that Sic Robert Peel reorganized
the London Metropolitan Police, who
promptly became known as “Peelers” or
“Bobbies”. But this was sixty years affer
Alexander Gordon had introduced his
remarkable gin to London and given it
bis name. Happily, the Gordon’s you
drink today is based on that original
1769 formula. That explains its unique
dryness and delicate flavour. Explains,
too, why Gordon’s is the biggest sell-
ing gin in England, America, the world.
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J. Ford Zietlow

All Elkdom was saddened to learn of
the death of J. Ford Zietlow of Aberdeen,
S. D., on January 4th. He is survived by
his wife and two daughters.

Born September 23, 1879, J. Ford Ziet-
low devoted most of his adult life to Elk-
dom. A long-time Elk, he became affiliated
with Aberdeen Lodge No. 1046 upon its in-
stitution in 1807, and served as its Exalted
Ruler from 1809 to 1911.

Deeply interested in the affairs of the
Order, particularly Elkdom in South Da-
kota, Mr. Zietlow worked arduously for
his State Elks Association, so much so that
at its 1948 Convention he was paid special
tribute for his long-time assistance.

His capabilities were recognized and
utilized by the Grand Lodge. In 1912 he
served on the Grand Lodge Credentials
Committee. Then in 1935, under Grand

Exalted Ruler James T. Hallinan, he was
named Grand Esteemed Lecturing Knight,
and in 1937 he served the first of five terms
as a member of the Board of Grand Trus-
tees, holding the Chairmanship of that
body in 1941-42 during the tenure of Grand
Exalted Ruler John S. McClelland. He also
had served as a member of the 1950-51
Grand Lodge State Associations Committee.
During the World War II years, he
gave yeoman service as Western Field
Representative of the Elks War Commis-
sion under the Chairmanship of Past
Grand Exalted Ruler James R. Nicholson.
In that period, the lodges within his
jurisdiction worked diligently for the re-
habilitation of returning servicemen.
Funeral services were held January 6th
zt St. Marks Episcopal Church in Aber-
een.

#

discovered that it was easier than ever
to kill this sheep for its meat. Subse-
quent uncontrolled killing has all but
wiped out the aoudad in many areas.

“It may well be,” a New Mexico
biologist told me, “that one day peo-
ple will come to the southwestern
United States if they want to see or
hunt an aoudad. Ours may be the
world’s only ones preserved for pos-
terity.” ,

The threat of extinction is not to be
minimized. When New Mexico began
its program, it sent a team of collectors
to the Sudan, near the Red Sea, for
Nubian ibex. The fieldmen discovered
that the species was all but extinct. In
fact, it was so rare that not enough
could be trapped for the team’s pur-
poses, nor could enough be located in
zoos even to found a breeding herd.

It was necessary to change plans and
go after Siberian ibex instead. Hap-
pily, it appears that the Siberian variety
will be even more adaptable to condi-
tions in New Mexico than would the
Nubian. For the areas where they will
eventually be stocked are hot in sum-
mer, cold in winter, and the Siberian
ibex can tolerate temperature extremes.

In Africa, game herds have been in-
discriminately slaughtered over the
years. Attempts at conservation have
been made, but natives and ranchers
with workers to feed have, in many
cases, sorely depleted the game.

A friend of mine recently returned
from an African hunt. He admitted
that his safari had been successful;

however, he was disturbed.

“Lack of protection for the game
herds is unsettling,” he told me. “Limits
are ultra-liberal. In some areas slaugh-
ter by natives is no longer controlled.
Time was when a game herd that
trampled a native’s field was driven off
or had at least careful, thoughtful con-
trol applied. Now, in tco many in-
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stances, the natives simply kill all the
animals. Tomorrow isn’t important.”

Under previous colonial regimes,
firearms were generally prohibited to
natives. But this restriction has largely
gone by the wayside as native popula-
tions in increasing numbers acquire
new freedoms. Game is being hunted
today that previously was denied them.
In some cases, the wildlife situation is
out of hand. And even where attempts
at protection are made, there are en-
forcement difficulties. Poachers are con-
tinually active.

The New Mexico fieldmen found it
extremely difficult to gather even a few
kudus, since the kudu herds have been
gunned to near extinction. The spring-
bok—the once awesomely abundant
South African “national animal”—is in
dire trouble on its home ranges, but
may be preserved in our Southwest.

In Arizona, the Phoenix zoo has
practically managed to corner the mar-
ket on Arabian oryx. A herd of modest
size has been established there for
breeding purposes. These oryxes and
less than a dozen others of the species
are all known to be left in the world!

So it appears that the United States
may one day soon take on the appear-
ance—in many wilderness areas—of a
z0o. I recently learned that the U.S.
Department of Interior, pressured per-
haps by private and state interest in
exotics, has begun a study to ascertain
just which foreign big-game animals
may best survive in various parts of
this country. A two-man team has
been set up to study all angles—dis-
eases, parasites, ecology, etc.—and to
set forth policy recommendations on
the advisability of stocking public lands.

As an example of what’s being done
along these lines, twin ibexes were re-
cently born in New Mexico at the Rio
Grande Park Zoo. It's possible these
baby ibexes may be the start of an ibex
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population in the Southwest that will
furnish sport to the next generation’s
hunters. And they may be the species’
lifesaver as extinction at home looms.

Efforts on behalf of the world’s
larger animals are evident in many
places. A man in Florida is currently
building a 10,000-acre preserve on land
very similar to African terrain. He
hopes—imagine it!—to make it a haven
for the all but extinct white rhino, for
the giraffe, which is in trouble at home,
and for the cheetah.

One day recently Mr. Charles
Schreiner III, owner of the previously
mentioned YO Ranch, was talking to
me about his plans for raising more and
more species of exotic big game. “It’s
possible,” he said, “that in a few years
the blackbuck, as fine a game animal
as ever lived, and perhaps the most
beautiful of the world’s antelopes, may
be as common as our native deer.”

I reminded him that the Chinese
ring-necked pheasant, when I was a
boy, was a rare sight indeed. There
were those who said it would take over
the countryside, ruin the farmer’s lands,
drive out native game birds. What it
actually did, as changing U.S. land-use
conditions drove the prairie chicken
and sharptail grouse to the verge of
extinction, was to fill the gap. Today
the pheasant, on U.S. soil for well over
half a century now, is possibly our
most important upland game species.

Mr. Schreiner remarked to me, “I
have many people visit our home each
year from other parts of the country
who ask if it is true that there are all
these unusual hoofed and horned game
animals here. I tell them, ‘Indeed it is
true, and I can show you some very
easily. I have taken numerous persons
for a drive just to see these animals.
They invariably come away thrilled.”

In our lifetime several species of
animals and birds have passed over the
brink into extinction. Today the larger
animals of the world are the most vul-
nerable ones. Their shrinking numbers
are too much in evidence for the
slaughterer and the poacher. Or some-
times they stand in the way of “prog-
ress.”

But thanks to the sportsmen and
conservationists, these creatures have a
growing number of champions. New
American wildlife frontiers are being
marked out; it’s the nature story of the

century. [ 2 )

Little Meg
(Continued from page 41)

moving again when she felt better.
This procedure was repeated twice
more, with Aggie making less progress
after each rest period. Hours were
literally slipping by. Finally, there were
no more fish; Aggie was oblivious



























