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I wish I could take the American woman and show her

the trail of death and suffering after the plume hunter has
left. I should take her to this place, the extensive marsh
region on tﬁe border of Tule Lake in northern califorpia.

Here I poled a small boat out through the marsh to a grass

island where the grebe hunters camped. A hundred feet beyond

the embers of their camp fire, I found the skinning place.

Here was where they had the chopping bldok. I saw piles and

piles of wiﬁgs 1ike this, each of which would fill a washtub.

At one place I saw a hundred rotting carcasses, The stench
was sickening. At every step buzzing throngs of flies
swarmed up and settled back. ‘

Would I could show you the next scens in all its

reallty., I paddled dut through theiules and found deserted .

nests on all sides, homes that contained eggs thet weme never

to be hatched. Beside two nests lay dead grebe chicks that

had climbed out in search of food that'dead parents could

never bring. Here I saw a home where baby grebes were starving

and burning to death in the sun. Treason of treasons against

nature, that uses motherhood as a lure to slaughter!

Worst of all weré sights that brought the tears,

1 saw grepe mothers that had been shot and had not been. found

by the plume hunters. If you could have seen these grebe

pabies trying to crawl under their dead mothers' wingsj; cold,

helpless, starving,— I can hear them yet.

No one could see the sights I have seen and not be

moved. Think of the women, nay human mothers, all through our

enlightened land, who spréad this sufferinz and starvation
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