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SORE I'M TOUGH—bat 1 c a n t vrin over worms 
by myself I I had 'em bad, last month. "They're 
nothing:," says the Boss. "Oh yeah?" I groans, 
and he finally gets wise tha t they 're dangerous. 

"THIS'lL StAY -EM." he says, bringing out some 
Sergeant's SURE SHOT CAPSULES. He's r ight! 
"You should've learned to read," he grins. " I 
got the dope from the Sergeant 's DOG BOOK I" 

"BIGGER THEY ARE, HARDER THEY FAIL," is 
the worms' battle-cry. Don't give them a chance 
at your dog. Get SURE SHOT or PUPPY CAP
SULES a t any drug or pet store—and be ready 
to get the worms early I 

FREE-40-pa9e DOG BOOKI 
At ttoret — or with coupon. 

[ S^CUiT^ ADDRESSEREHE 
A small addressing macfaine for Oubs, 

Lodges, Assodatioas, Churdbes* Small 

Stores and Offices—anjrone who wanu 

to save time and labor and the bother 

of hand or typewriter addressing. '5 

WRITE/or 
illustrated folder 

ELLIOTT COMPANY. 
161 «llian) Street 
CtmhtMtt, Mass. 

MEN WANTED 
especially late sleepers 

to join the army 
of men enjoying 

simplified, speedier shaving. 

ENDERS 
SPEED 

RAZOR 
Standard <4 tf>^ airlines 

A product of 

DURHAM DUPLEX RAZOR CO., Mystic, Coon. 

GIVE W I N G S TO YOUR SHAVE 

Pink elephants may vanish with surprising speed when B-1 is added to the old soak's tapering-off routine 

Hungry Nerves 
By Hannah Lees 
lliUSTHATED BY GEORGE DE ZAYAS 

Thiamin may be the an
swer lo the doctor's—and 
patient's—prayer. Still in 
the experimental stage, it 
already has helped cure 
neuralgia, shingles, D. T.'s, 
heart disease and indi
gestion. Not a bad start 

A MAN came into a well-known 
New England hospital recently 
in bad shape. Very bad shape. 

Trees, he said, were growing out of 
his bureau drawers. Lampposts were 
walking around the room spitting at 
him, and there were soldiers shooting 
and a little boy with his legs cut off. 
The doctors in charge didn't need to 
smell his breath to know that his 
trouble was delirium tremens, and 
they started treatment. They pre
scribed a quart of whisky a day; four 

ounces every three hours awake or 
asleep, whether he wanted it or not. 
And at the end of three days he was 
cured. 

Now the doctors who gave this re
markable treatment weren't trying 
to prove the hair-of-the-dog theory, 
or even just to make the patient 
happy. It probably didn't make him 
happy at all, but they didn't care. 
What they were interested in proving 
was that it isn't basically liquor that 
causes delirium tremens; that too 
much whisky doesn't have nearly as 
much to do with the trouble as too 
little of something else, too little 
vitamin Bi. 

Along with his quart a day they 
gave their D. T. patient large intra
venous injections of vitamin Bi, and 
almost as soon as he began getting 
the shots his brain began to clear, 
whisky and all. They tried this quart 
a day plus shots of vitamin Bi on four 
other patients with delirium tremens 
and they all got well in an average of 
two and a half days. To make extra 
sure they took five other D. T. 
patients—sober old New England is 

apparently full of them—and cut off 
their liquor entirely and gave them 
regular old-style treatment in the 
way of sedatives and what not but no 
extra vitamin Bi. They all took twice 
as long, on an average, to come out 
of the horrors. 

Now this is not a testimonial for 
the beneficial effects of a quart a day 
of bonded best, but just by way of 
suggesting what an interesting little 
item vitamin Bi seems to be. We've 
been hearing a lot about vitamins for 
a long time—too much, as a matter of 
fact, so much that we've all got pretty 
confused and more than a little bore*' 
with them. But the trouble has bee» 
that when the man who first discov
ered them named them vitamins he 
didn't know what he was getting into. 
Lumping vitamins A, B, C, etc., to
gether under the name vitamin is 
about as descriptive as lumping 
butter, olive oil, egg yolks and cream 
together and calling them fats. Less 
descriptive, as a matter of fact, be
cause butter and olive oil and cream 
and egg yolks are all fats, but the 
only vitamin that is chemically an 

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



Collier's, The National Weekly 

E l s TROUBLE! 
oMOKE from the ironing-board 
—and smoke from your car's ex
haust—both mean trouble! Next 
time you're trailing a car with a 
smoking exhaust, keep this in 
mind: Smoke is a common symp
tom of excessive engine wear, 
wear that squanders gas, oil and 
power—wear that only costly 
repairs can correct. 

And this needless wear all too 
often results from nothing more or 
less than failure of ordinary oil— 
due to heat, due to cold, due to 
impurities. 

Before it's too late, save yourself 
worry, trouble, expense. Before 
your car becomes a" smoker", change 
to Insulated Havoline Motor Oil. 

For Insulated Havoline is espe
cially made to resist the higher 

D I S T I L L E D A N 

NSULATE 
. . . A G A I N S T HEAT . . . A G A I N S T COLD 

temperatures to which oi l is 
subjected by the modern, high-
efficiency engine. 

Even at zero. Insulated Havoline 
flows freely, prevents those cold, 
"dry" starts that can damage pis
tons and cylinders. 

No carbon-forming impurities in 
Insulated Havoline either, thanks 
to a special distilling process that 
removes them. 

Change to Insulated Havoline 
now at Texaco and other good 
dealers everywhere. 

DON'T WAIT TILL YOUR CAR SMOKES! 
Don't be one of America's caravan of 3,000,000 "smokers." 

Help reduce needless, expensive wear in your car. 

Change now to Insulated Havoline Motor Oil. 

TEXACO DEALERS INV ITE YOU TO ENJOY 
V ' ^ a ' * ^ -
^Jl-Sll—FRED ALLEN in a full-hour program ev- METROPOLITAN OPERA every 
M^WJ > ^ 

y-9V 
ery Wednesday night. CBS, 9:00 E.S.T., 
8:00 C.S.T., 10:00 M.S.T., 9:00 P.S.T. 

Saturday afternoon, NBC. See local 
newspaper for time and station. 

'A 
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J\fAr(/R£'s PRor£cm£ BuND/NG PRoncrs r//£ RUFFED OROUSF 
BELOW: If the RuflFed Grouse stayed out in the 
open like this, they wouldn't last long. The fox, 
the hawk, the hunter w o u l d s o o n make the 
species as extinct as the dodo bird. 

STAN: What are you drinking these days, Dan? STAN: Hey! You've got something! Makes a 
swell highball. How's it in a "Sour" ? 

DAN: Perfect! My barman at the Club says 
Calvert tastes better any way you take it. And 

I don't seem to be able to find a whiskey that— 

DAN: I'm way ahead of you —you're looking 
for a whiskey that tastes good. Well, your 
troubles are nearly over. Here! Try Calvert, he ought to know—says he's tried 'em all 

P.S. T>an's barman knows his whiskey. Calvert's exclusive Protective Blend
ing makes possible the most highly refined whiskey — that's why Calvert 
tastes better...any tvay you take it. Just try it and see for yourself. 

CLEAR H E A D S (CLEAR-HEADED BUYERS) 

CALL FOR Calvert 
BLENDED WHISKEY Calvert "Reserve": 86.8 Proof—65^ Grain Neutral Spirits . . . Calvert 
"Special": 90 Proof—72 M^ Grain Neutral Spirits. Calvert Distillers Corporation, N e w York City 

«ti5^i«i****«:»> ^ 1 ^ . . . PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
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amine is vitamin Bi. Only nobody knew 
it at first. 

It all started back in the gay nineties, 
that decade we used to look back to with 
such condescension and now look back 
to with such longing. An inquisitive Ger
man scientist named Eijkman, knowing 
a disease called beriberi was common 
among Chinese who lived mostly on 
polished rice, tried feeding polished rice 
and just polished rice to fine, healthy 
fowl. The fowl promptly developed beri
beri, one form of it at least, which for 
all its sinister-sounding oriental name 
is simply what we would call polyneu
ritis or inflammation of the nerves in 
various parts of the body all at the same 
time. Now there wasn't anything in the 
polished rice that could hurt the fowl, 
so, decided Eijkman, it must be some
thing that wasn't in the rice, something 
perhaps that was thrown away when the 
rice was polished that the birds didn't 
get. Beriberi must be a deficiency dis
ease and maybe if people just ate those 
rice polishings . . . 

He told the world about it but in the 
inevitable way of the world it was ten 
years before his words began even to 
register. Then another man, an Ameri
can this time by the name of Funk, took 
a batch of rice polishings and began 
analyzing it and experimenting with it, 
and pretty soon he found—remember 
way back during the last war when vita
mins first broke on a receptive world? 
—well, he found something in the rice 
polishings that he called vitamine or 
vitamins. Amine because he thought 
it belonged to the amino group in chem
istry and vita because it was apparently 
necessary to life. And he didn't know it 
then, but what he'd really found was 
vitamin Bi. 

Vitamins Aren't Simple 

We'd better not go into vitamins A 
to Z right now. In the first place it would 
take a book, and in the second you're 
probably panting to get back to the man 
who had the lampposts spitting at him 
and so am I. All that the other vitamins 
really have in common with the vitamin 
B group is that as more and more work 
was done on deficiency diseases scien
tists kept discovering first one little item 
and then another that had to be present 
in the diet in an infinitesimal quantity 
if our engines were to keep running 
smoothly. If you didn't get your vita
min A by eating enough butter you'd 
get night blindness. If you didn't take 
enough orange juice or tomato juice, 
vitamin C this time, you'd get scurvy, 
and so on and so on. And after a while 
they began discovering that a good 
many of these single-lettered vitamins 
were really complicated groups, until 
just recently a vitamin researcher said 
that as things were shaping now there 
soon wouldn't be enough letters in the 
alphabet to name all the vitamins and 
they'd have to switch to the Chinese. 

That's why we'll do well to stick to 
vitamin B right now, because, the world 
being the complex place it is, vitamin B 
turns out to be at least eight different 
vitamins. And again about the only 
thing these eight different vitamins have 
in common is that they are all found in 
rice polishings and in other rough grains, 
not to mention liver and yeast. They're 
all there together like one big happy 
family, but a pretty assorted family. 

There's nicotinic acid for one impor
tant member of the family, and if you 
don't get nicotinic acid you get pellagra 
instead. There's vitamin B2 with the 
amazing name of riboflavin, and if this 
is missing from your diet for very long 
you get an unpleasant kind of sore lip 
that they're just beginning to be able to 
recognize. There's vitamin B4. It hasn't 
reached the human experiment stage, 
but chicks who are deprived of this little 
vitamin lie down on their sides, turn 

cartwheels and die, or so I'm told on 
good authority. There are several others 
they are just beginning to separate out 
of the complex they used just to call 
vitamin B. And then there is vitamin 
Bi, which can bring men out of de
lirium tremens even while they're still 
getting a quart of rye a day. 

Vitamin Bi, by the way, if you'd 
rather call it by its name than by its 
letter and number, has been officially 
christened thiamin. Thia for the sulphur 
which it contains and amin for the amino 
group that it is in. Want to see what it 
looks like chemically? Okay. C12H16-
N4SO2. Think of needing infinitesimal 
quantities of all that so you won't see 
pink elephants! 

Anyway, It Worked 

What made those New England psy
chiatrists think that maybe lack of vita
min Bi had something to do with pink 
elephants was one of those trains of 
thought that are always leading scien
tists to strange places. Lack of thiamin 
caused polyneuritis. Everybody knew 
that by now. But one of the common
est other forms of neuritis was alcoholic 
neuritis. People had always thought it 
was the alcohol that caused this neuritis. 
But now look, there was diabetic neuri
tis too, and neuritis of pregnancy. And 
diabetics were very apt to live on limited 
diets low in starches. And pregnant 
women were apt to eat strange and un
balanced diets and burn up a lot more 
nourishment than normal individuals 
besides. 

And here came the final link: People 
who drank too much were usually too 
busy drinking to eat. In fact, people who 
drank enough to get alcoholic neuritis— 
or D. T.'s—often didn't eat at all but 
just lived for days on alcohol, which, 
after all, is almost as full of calories as 
chocolate fudge but singularly lacking 
in vitamins of any kind. However, if 
they did eat their digestive systems were 
likely to be so upset by the alcohol that 
they didn't absorb much food, including 
vitamin Bi. 

What it comes down to is that vita
min Bi is turning out to be a sort of uni
versal nerve food, the kind of thing the 
country-fair medicine men used to love 
to sell at a dollar a bottle without any 
vitamins in it at all. Because if all these 
things are due to lack of vitamin Bi they 
ought to respond to treatment with vita
min Bi and they all do. For some time, 
in fact, before these New England 
doctors tried their quart a day plus 
treatment, other doctors had been giv
ing Bi to people with alcoholic and dia
betic and interesting-condition neuritis, 
and in each case getting rid of the aches 
and pains. And then other doctors be
gan wondering, if this little vitamin was 
good for all those troubles due to under
nourished nerve ends, why mightn't it 
be good for other nerve troubles that 
nobody'd ever been able to do much 
with? 

Some began trying it on shingles, that 
unpleasant disease that starts with in
tense pain along a nerve path and then 
develops into whole rows of horrid fever 
blisters following the trail of the nerve 
along the skin. And they found that 
shingles, which they might have ex
pected to last for a matter of painful 
weeks, when treated with vitamin Bi 
became a matter of much less painful 
days. 

Oi'her doctors have used Bi to treat 
tic douloureux. Tic douloureux is that 
excruciating tri-facial neuralgia that 
you're apt to run across in detective 
stories as giving the suspect a legitimate 
right to take done and contort his face 
and act in a generally suspicious man
ner. And the detective stories aren't ex
aggerating. I know of at least one man 
who committed suicide because the pain 
of it was so unbearable. Until recently 
the only really useful treatment has 
been a difficult operation that actually 
severed the offending nerve. But some 
doctors are reporting that shots of vita
min Bi do a good deal to relieve the 
excruciating pain. 

Another doctor I know has been using 
thiamin for migraine. Not for any very 
logical reason; migraine has been con
sidered chiefly allergic, though nobody 
really knows. Not with any very logical 
system, he gives far, far larger doses 
of the stuff than you'd ever run across 
in any normal diet, larger amounts than 
any human body could possibly be de
ficient in. But nobody has proved that 
migraine is allergic. Migraine head
aches might just as well be nervous, and 
perhaps they are. At least several very 
miserable people with migraine head
aches whom this doctor has injected 
with tremendous doses of vitamin Bi are 
sure of it, for their headaches have dis
appeared. 

An5rthing as new as thiamin, espe
cially anything that has done such spec
tacular things, as it has in the various 
neuritises, is bound to be used to death. 
Some authorities are advocating putting 
a small quantity of it in all liquor just 
to counteract any possible alcoholic neu
ritises or spitting lampposts, and not a 
bad idea either except that it might 
make too much of a virtue of drinking. 
Another authority with an adding-ma-
chine mind has calculated that exactly 
three million, forty-six thousand, seven 
hundred and twenty symptoms can be 
due to deficiency of the vitamin B com
plex in all its many combinations. 

And No Harm Done 

Most sensible doctors won't go that 
far, but a good many of them are begin
ning to think that a lot of our vague 
aches and pains may be from not enough 
thiamin in our diet. And they're prob
ably right, for where would we get it? 
How many of us ever eat any rice but 
polished rice and how much brown or 
whole-wheat bread compared to the 
nice, refined white kind. Unless we have 
pernicious anemia we don't eat much 
liver compared to other meats. And as 
for yeast, we certainly don't get enough 
of that to amount to much. Maybe this 
idea of putting thiamin in liquor and 
more practically still in white bread, as 
one company has been advertising re
cently, isn't such a bad one. Particularly 
since, as far as anyone can find out, too 
much thiamin can't do you any harm 
even if you don't need it. 

Animals have been cut off from 
thiamin and their digestions have been 
seen under X-rays to get all sluggish 
and torpid and then speed right up when 
they were given a shot of the stuff. Do'c-
tors are beginning to think that perhaps 
that bankers' ailment called Wall Street 
colic or LaSalle Street colic may not be 
as much a result of the hectic lives they 
lead as of the deficient lunches they eat 
—or drink. And lots of poor appetites 
seem to be just a vicious circle, the less 
you eat the less vitamin Bi you get; the 
less Bi you get the less you eat. At 
least many of the unexplained variety 
of poor appetites vanish under shots of 
vitamin Bi. 

As for heart disease, well, it may seem 
a far cry from neuritis to an enlarged 
heart but the Chinese don't think so. 
As long as there has been beriberi there 
have been two kinds: dry beriberi, which 

Wondereel 
Mtf^cmS'mtMexijmes 
The greatest thrills come after 
dark. It's no longer necessary 
to struggle with troablesome 
backlashes night or day. Now 
fishing's fun for M the family. 
For Bait Casting $6.50, $8, 
$10, $15. For Surf Casting 
$8.50 and $9.50. 

Stni for Fftff FiMng Guide. 
D NEW GLOUTE WONDER BAIT-KIOWB 6 
hn. If exposed 3 minates to ran or flashlight. 
60c postpaid (90c valnc-.limited supply). Send 
cash or stamps. 
O FREE 80 page PIshinr Guide and Catalog. 
Write for your copy today. 

C U H U C C D C I I D C nn 24« E. KALAMAZOO AVE. 
o n H n C d r C H H C Kill, KALAMAZOO, MICHIQAN 
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Worry of 

FALSE TEETH 
Slipping or Irritating 

The annoyance and embarrassment caused 
by a loose or wabbly dental plate are a constant 
source of worry. Loose plates often irritate 
tender gum tissues. Thousands sprinkle their 
plates with FASTEETH. It gives them a 
wonderful sense of security and added comfort. 
FASTEETH holds false teeth firmer, and 
being alkaline (non-acid), checks gum soreness 
and irritation due to the chafing of a loose 
plate or to excessive acid mouth. No gooey, 
pasty taste or feeling. Get original alkaline 
FASTEETH at your druggist. Accept no 
substitute. 
When Gams Shrink, Plates Loosen—See Your Dentist 

Did "Diamond J im" Have 
Stomach Acid Pains? 

It is hardly likely that Diamond Jim Brady could 
have eaten so voraciously if he suffered after-
eating pains. Sufferers who have to pay thfe pen
alty of stomach acid pains, indigestion, gas 
pains, heartburn, burning sensation, bloat and 
other conditions caused by excess acid should try 
a 25c box of Udga Tablets. They must help or 
money refunded. At drug stores eversrwhere. 

ITCH STOPPED 
tnai/i'/ftf 

-or Money Back 
For quick relief from itching of eczema, pimples, ath
lete's foot, scales, scabies, rashes and other externally 
caused skin troubles, use world-famous, cooling, anti
septic, liquid D.D.D. Prescription. Greaseless, 
stainless. Soothes irritation and quickly stops intense 
itching. 35c trial bottle proves it, or money back. Ask 
your druggist today for D. D. D. PRESCRIPTION. 

"Wont 
Dollars 

for 
toot 

% \ /n0s: 

IF YOU want extra funds for clothes, travel 
or 1,001 other things, try this practical 

plan. Hundreds of men and women in almost 
every walk of life are earning extra dollars 
by taking advantage of our attractive offer. 
In the same way, you may increase your 
income by looking after new and renewal 
subscriptions for COLLIER'S and the other 
popular Crowell-CoUier Publications. For 
free supplies, address a penny postal to— 

Independent Agency Division, Desk C-73 
The CrowelUCollier Publishing Company 

250 Park Avenue, New York, N. Y. 
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NOW MORE NECESSARY 
THAN EVER BEFORE 

THE NATIONAL ENCYCLOPEDIA 
Now at an Unbelievably Low Price 

Now at its low price everyone can 
afford to own this modern authori
tative Encyclopedia! 

Never before has it been so necessary 
to be artmd with knowledge! In these tu
multuous times the only chance of world 
salvation, the only assurance of future 
security can come through understanding, 
through knowledge! Yet much of what 
you learned no more than a decade ago is 
obsolete! The need for new, up-to-date 
knowledge shouts from the housetops. 
But where can you find the answer? 

HERE IS THE ANSWER 
Thousands upon thousands of men and 

women have discovered that there is a 
key to the solution of the confusion and 
disturbing mysteries of this frightening 
world! They have found it in the great 
National Encyclopedia, which places at 
your fingertips a library of living, vital 
facts . . . literally gives you the answers 
to the maze of questions aroused in your 
mind by current events. 

SUPREMELY USEFUL 
Here is a work so modern and up-to-

date that it covers all late world events 

and political changes, so comprehensive 
and thorough that it surveys the entire 
range of human knowledge, so useful that 
it is found in business oiEces, radio sta
tions, newspaper offices and in the princi
pal public university and school libraries 
throughout the country. 

It is so universally accepted that its 
thousands of owners represent a com
plete cross-section of the American 
public. 

SYMBOL OF OUR AGE 
The National Encyclopedia is a symbol 

of our age, fresh, alive and supremely 
useful. It has sold with the rapidity of 
the best-seller contemporary novel, so 
perfectly is it in tune with what people 
want in a reference work. The National 
Encyclopedia is the ideal work for the 
American family, for every home with 
children of school age, and for every man 
and woman who can ill afford to be satis
fied with anything other than the best in 
reference material. 

Send TODAY for the full description of 
this superbly new Encyclopedia, with de
tails of prices, terms, and types of bind
ings. This information will be sent you 
free and you will be placed under no obli
gation to purchase. 

SEND FOR BEAUTIFUL BOOKLET FREE 

Send For 
This Valuable 
Booklet Free 

Mr. 
Name {Mrs.. 

Miss 

Address. 

P. F. COLLIER & SON CORPORATION 
250 Park Avenue, New York 

Send me without cost or obligation your beautiful booklet, 
describing the newNational Encyclopedia, and including "Quiz." 
Also, please advise how I may secure the Encyclopedia by small 
monthly payments, at lowest price offered since publication. 

is polyneuritis, and wet beriberi, which 
is an enlarged heart with shortness of 
breath and a rapid pulse and general 
puffiness. Nobody can tell me why they 
both have the same name, but now what 
they seem to have in common is a cry
ing need for thiamin. The aches and 
pains of dry beriberi vanish away under 
thiamin, and so does the enlarged heart 
of wet beriberi. Melts away, as one 
scientific writer poetically puts it, like 
snow under the summer sun. I have 
actually seen X-rays of a patient with 
this sort of tremendously enlarged heart 
taken before and after. The one taken 
after three weeks of thiamin dosing was 
amazingly smaller, right down to normal 
again, and with no digitalis, which is 
usually the first thing given in heart dis
ease. 

I can't explain these heart and diges
tive symptoms from thiamin deficiency 
as plausibly as I could the nerve symp
toms. Hundreds of research workers 
are doing hundreds of experiments to 
try to find out the whys and wherefores; 
experiments with plants, with human 
tissue, with guinea pigs and with human 
guinea pigs. And all they can tell us is 

that thiamin, when it is absorbed, turns 
into certain specific enzymes which act 
as catalysts to help cell oxidation and 
promote growth. Which seems pretty 
vague to me but will have to do till to
morrow. They're probably going to find 
out a lot more about thiamin in the 
next few years or even months. They 
may find out that some of the things I've 
just been telling you about aren't true 
after all, but they're almost certain also 
to find out that a great many more still 
remarkable things are true about it. 

I heard a horticultural-looking damsel 
at a cocktail party the other day 
solemnly assuring her neighbor that 
since she had been feeding her plants 
with vitamin Bi they had developed 
much longer stems and bigger blooms. 
When I cornered her on the second cock
tail and taxed her with it she soberly 
assured me that all intelligent garden
ers were using vitamin Bi on their 
plants. 

So step right up, ladies and gentle
men, get your Universal Nerve Medi
cine. 

And it certainly is, but I'll still take 
brown rice and whole-wheat bread. 

A Brother Offended 
Continued from page 13 

the shine of their hide got to do with the 
way they pull?" 

"I dunno," Sandy said. "Maybe a 
horse likes to look nice, same as a man." 

Red roared with angry mirth at that, 
and in the days and weeks that followed 
he continued to ridicule Sandy's solici
tude for his team. As though to prove 
his point, he somewhat neglected his 
own; yet that was a winter when a man 
needed a good team. They were cutting 
spruce and hemlock on the high ground 
north of the river, and every stick of it 
had to be hauled down to the landing 
to wait till the ice went out in the spring. 

The men, routed out long before dawn, 
struck the first ax into the tall trees as 
soon as it was light enough to see. Camp 
was on the edge of the intervale, at the 
foot of the hill; but twice a day old Ike 
Marner, the cook, hauled a robust meal 
of pork and beans and biscuits and pie 
and coffee up to them, in a two-wheeled 
cart with a pair of birch poles lashed to 
the axle and trailing behind to hold the 
cart on the steep grade when the team 
stopped to breathe. 

The hill was a quarter mile long, and 
it was a bad one. If it had been a few 
degrees steeper, Jock Macllroy would 
have built a slide and let the great logs 
go down by gravity; but as it was, they 
used a snub line. This was a hawser a 
full three inches thick and long enough 
to reach from the top of the hill to the 
bottom, with some to spare. When a 
teamster reached the top of the pitch 
with his sled loaded high with logs, he 
stopped and took the end of the hawser 
and passed it around the load, throwing 
two or three half hitches so that it would 
draw tight and hold. With the bight of 
the line he laid four or five coils around 
a three-foot hemlock stump at the head 
of the grade, and then started his team 
down the hill. The weight of the heavy 
hawser kept a pressure on those coils 
around the stump sufficient to check 
the load. 

EXCEPT on the hill itself, the road 
was glare ice, sprinkled every night; 

and on this glassy footing a team could 
move a tremendous load. But on the 
hill, there was no ice, and whenever snow 
fell the men cleared the worst of it away; 
and dirt and sand and small boughs were 
thrown in the way to give friction that 
helped check the heavy descending 
loads. The road down the hill ran as 

straight as possible; but there was one 
left turn near the top, and another more 
gradual near the bottom, and these 
turns were well banked to make it easier 
to hold the heavy sleds in their ap
pointed path. 

The heavier the load, the quicker it 
came down the hill, but Sandy saw to it 
that his own sled loads were kept within 
reasonable bounds; and, as the winter 
wore on, Red began to deride him for this 
excess of caution. Also because for ob
scure reasons it had become necessary 
to his own self-respect that he prove 
himself a better man than Sandy in 
every way, he handled mountainous 
loads, working his team to a lather, driv
ing them cruelly hard. . . . 

ON a day in January, Red came down 
from the cutting, standing spread-

legged atop his tremendous load, high 
above the ground; and at the snubbing 
post he checked the horses and leaped 
down. He threw the end of the snub line 
around the load and made it fast. Then 
he mounted the load again and laid the 
whip to his horses, and they settled in 
the traces, their feet flying, and started 
the load down the hill. 

The first pitch was relatively easy. 
They passed the first turn and dipped 
into the steepest part of the run. They 
were halfway down it when Red felt the 
hawser jerk like a plucked violin string, 
felt the shock run through the load 
under his feet. Instantly, he whipped 
his horses, shouting at them warningly; 
but behind him the weakened hawser 
parted, and suddenly the sled load of 
logs was sliding free. 

There was another ten rods of steep 
descent below them. The sled with its 
massive burden gathered speed, the 
horses breaking into a run to keep it off 
their heels, and Red jumped. He took 
a flying leap and landed on his hands 
and feet, sprawling in the snow. The 
sled plunged on. The desperate horses 
raced to outrun it, but without any guid
ing hand upon the reins they floundered, 
and the sled overtook them. Red heard 
them scream, and the men at the camp 
below heard them scream, and the men 
at the cutting, half a mile away up on 
the high land, heard them too. The sled 
piled into them, the chains parted and 
the great logs cascaded down upon the 
fallen horses, smashing them into a 
bloody pulp. 
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Jock Macllroy had been tramping up 
the trail from camp to the cutting; and 
he was first to reach them. The one that 
was still alive, he killed with his ax, put
ting the beast out of its wretched agony. 
Then Red came racing down the hill. 

"The damned snub line parted!" he 
roared. 

"Aye," Jock agreed. "I c'n see that, 
Red." He asked: "Hurt, are you?" 

"No, I jumped clear." 
"It was a good team," Jock com

mented. "But you loaded them too 
heavy once too often!" 

Red, knowing himself in the wrong, 
was the more angry for that knowledge. 
"Don't you try to tell me!" he cried 
furiously, and he lunged at Jock Mac
llroy, his fists swinging. 

To attack Jock was not considered 
safe, and in his calmer moments Red 
knew it; but rage drove him witless, and 
he suffered for it now. Jock was twenty 
years older, and twenty pounds lighter; 
but he reversed his ax and with the 
handle cut Red's scalp to the bone and 
laid him senseless. He kicked snow on 
Red's head to fetch him around, and 
when the other could sit up Jock told 
him calmly: 

"And the next time, I'll use the other 
end of the ax, Red; so don't cut your 
comb at me!" 

Then as the men, drawn by the 
screams of the dying horses, came troop
ing down the hill, he faced them mildly. 
"All right, boys," he said. "Red sluiced 
his team, so we've got this mess to clear 
away." 

Now a snub line may break with any 
man, and when one breaks death takes 
a hand. So no one blamed Red for 
jumping; but Red blamed himself, and 
he read blame in their eyes where there 
was none. Also, he had tackled Jock 
Macllroy, and Jock had handled him, 
and since he had come to manhood no 
one had bested Red in any physical en
counter. When a man has been used to 
success, failure is a bitter pill. Red took 
the thing hard; and because they saw 
this, some of the men kept him re
minded of what had happened. Sandy 
was his only open defender, but Red 
resented that too; and he bade Sandy 
tend his own affairs, and Sandy held his 
tongue and hoped Red would be better 
by and by. 

Red was still—next to Sandy—the 
best teamster in the crew; so Jock put 
Fergus MacConnell to work as a 
swamper and gave his team to Red. But 
Fergus had an ill-mated pair of horses, 
forever squealing and nipping at each 
other; and Red, always heavy-handed, 
was constantly in trouble with them. 
The fact that Sandy continued to move 
more than his share of logs, in a calm, 
unhurried way, keeping his horses al
ways in fine temper and condition, 
seemed to Red like a deliberate affront. 
He became surly and morose, working in 
a sour silence. 

A FTER the accident, the work inevita-
•^*- blyslowed. JockMacIlroysentdown
river for another team, but till it could 
arrive, the horses still working could 
not keep up with the rest of the crew. 
Also, Red had always been the pace 
setter, but now he lagged, and the work 
lagged too. Then one day his ugly humor 
came to a head. At the cutting, loading 
his sled with logs, he had trouble with 

; his horses. The temper in him com
municated itself to them, and they 
squealed and bridled, and one of them 
lashed out and his hoof brushed Red's 
trouser leg. His whip was not heavy 
enough to punish them as he wished, 
and he caught up a stave beside the load 
and swung it high. 

Sandy's sled, waiting to be loaded, 
was just behind Red's; and Sandy, lov
ing horses too well to see them abused, 
reached the big man before he could 
strike a second blow. He dove at Red 

like a bull and rolled him in the snow; 
and then Jock Macllroy was on top of 
them, spinning Sandy away while Red 
scrambled to his feet. Red was raging 
to get at Sandy, but Jock had his ax in 
his hand; and he said curtly: 

"That's enough. Red." He called old 
Fergus MacConnell, whose team this 
had been. "Gentle those horses, Ferg," 
he said, "and take that load down. You'll 
drive from now on. Red, get your ax 
and go to swamping." He added flatly: 
"Or roll your bed and get out of camp!" 

Some thought for a minute that Red 
would jump Jock again. He stood with 
lowering eyes, taut and scowling. But 
then Fergus tried to swing the team, and 
the nigh horse squealed and bit his mate 
and reared and straddled the traces; and 
half a dozen men leaped to steady them, 
and Red grinned maliciously. 

"Go it, Ferg!" he called to the man 
who had displaced him on the load. 
"You're welcome to 'em, for all of me!" 

He was laughing, but when he caught 
Sandy's eye he stopped laughing; for it 
was Sandy who had rolled him in the 
snow. "I'll teach you to keep yore 
hands off of me, farmer," he said grimly. 
"But that can wait a spell." He clam
bered on Ferg's load to ride down and 
fetch his ax; and the team headed away 
for the landing. 

SANDY did not speak. He went on to 
get his load of logs. They were cutting 

a vein of big spruce, two feet and better 
at the butt, sawing the stuff to fourteen 
and sixteen feet where it fell. Sandy 
helped load four logs, and three atop 
them, and two, and one to cap the pile. 
He saw them snugly nested and chained. 
Ten logs of that size would have been 
too much load for some teams, but 
Sandy's team in Sandy's hands could 
handle them. 

As far as the snubbing post at the 
head of the steep pitch he brought them 
briskly. The road was glare ice, banked 
at the edges with old snow long since 
packed and frozen hard. On the level 
they moved the sled easily; and for the 
occasional short upward slope Sandy 
gave them a flying start. 

At the top of the hill he halted them. 
The snub line lay loosely coiled around 
the old hemlock stump, one end of it in 
sight four or five rods down the first 
pitch, the other end going on down the 
hill to where Fergus on his last descent 
had loosed it from his load when he 
reached the level intervale. Sandy 
hauled in the short end and bent it 
around his load and threw the hitches 
to hold it. He ordered the coils on the 
snubbing post, taking up what slack 
there was; then climbed up to stand 
poised on the single log which topped 
his load, eight or nine feet above the 
ground. He spoke to his horses, cheer
fully yet briskly, gathering the reins. 

"SoBlackie! Mike! Take it away!" 
They chose their vantage with minc

ing hoofs, tightened the traces and 
threw their weight into it. The sled 
lurched forward, slewed a little side-
wise, then started down the hill. Here 
there was no ice under them, and little 
snow; and they had at first to work to 
keep the sled moving, till the grade in
creased and helped them. The long end 
of the snub line, sliding up the hill as 
they went down, was on Sandy's left. 
He kept the team to the right to leave 
it clear. 

As the grade increased, the road made 
an easy left turn to clear a boulder that 
had been too big to move. A young 
hemlock, three or four inches through, 
grew there and fended the snub line 
away from the boulder; and Sandy 
noticed as he approached the spot that 
the winter's work had worn that hem
lock through. It was broken off since 
his last trip, and the line was running 
now against the ice that sheathed the 
side of the boulder. The hemlock must 

Qrigiiial Factoiy 
Paits Perfonn Belter, 

Tw o simple steps can save you money 
on car repairs. Go to a reliable serv

ice man; insist on service parts built by 
the original equipment manufacturer. 

This is particularly important when it 
affects the electrical system of your car. 

More than half of America's car man
ufac turers s tandard ize on Auto -L i t e 
electrical equipment. T o cut repair cost, 
eliminate the possibility of failure on the 
road, see the man in your neighborhood 
who displays an Auto-Lite sign. Because 
he is an automotive electrical exper t . . . 
specially trained . . . equipped •with accu
rate testing devices, he can put his finger 
on the part causing trouble and correct 
it. The Auto-Lite Service Sign is your 
guarantee of expert workmanship and 
original Auto-Lite parts at a fair price. 

THE ELECTRIC AUTO-LITE COMPANY 
TOLEDO, OHIO • SARNIA, ONTARIO 

HIS BUSINESS is saving you money 
by keeping little troubles in your 
car from developing into big ones. 

Wherever you 
see these signs, 
you wi l l g e t 
e x p e r t a u t o 
mot ive se rv 
ice and or ig-
inal Auto-Lite 
service parts. 

ORIGINAL PARTS ASSURE "LIKE-NEW" PERFORMANCE 
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I Us splendii mh^t wins Bpphuse 

Throughout iur thirsty nation; 

It spwtkhs oxfra long foeairse 

Of homhd c^honintion! 

O o . o 

SPARKLING WATER (SODA) * PALE DRY GINGER ALE * GOLDEN GINGER ALE 
/>» fan pounce quarts and smaller sizes 

have fallen under the strain of the last 
descending load. Sandy made a mental 
note that something must be put to re
place it before the line should begin to 
rasp against the naked boulder itself. 

He saw Red, just below the turn, 
tramping back up the hill to the cutting 
with his ax over his shoulder. He hoped 
Red would lift a hand in greeting, but 
Red did not even look up as Sandy and 
the team went by. 

Below the turn, the steepest part of 
the descent began. The sled slid almost 
of its own weight, and the horses needed 
only to give it a twitch now and then to 
keep it moving. Sandy guided them 
with a light, sure hand; a quiet word. 

He was five or six rods below the turn 
when the sled under him vibrated to a 
sharp flip of the line; it lurched forward 
more sharply, then checked again. 
Sandy knew what had happened. Some
where up the hill behind him, between 
him and the snub post, a strand in the 
hawser had parted. 

•pHERE was still a chance that the re-
••• maining strands might hold, or that 
the sled might check sufficiently so that 
he could swing the horses sidewise off 
the road and twitch the sled around and 
bring it to a halt. He gathered the reins 
to take that chance if it came. 

But it did not come. A second strand 
let go, and the sled plunged ahead as the 
third strand straightened. Then it too 
broke under the heavy strain, and the 
sled was free. It began inexorably to 
gather speed. 

Sandy yelled sharply to the horses. 
He flipped the reins, and they felt the 
sled upon their heels and leaped into 
a headlong run. Sandy, high above 
them, might have jumped; but he did 
not. He settled his calks into the great 
log he rode and steadied Big Mike and 
Blackie with firm hands upon the reins 
and took his chance with them. 

Within three rods, the sled was in full 
career, the horses racing headlong, hurl
ing themselves down the sharp descent 
with an avalanche of death upon their 
heels. They tried to swerve aside, but 
Sandy held them in the road. If they 
swerved, the sled plunging straight on 
would whip them off their feet, roll 
them under and crush them utterly. 
Speed was their only chance, and 
Sandy's steadying hand upon the reins. 

So they ran, and Sandy atop the load, 
crouching a little to hold his balance, 
spoke to them in low, pleading tones 
that yet were clear and bold, urging 
them on. The steepest part of the de
scent was perhaps twenty rods in length. 
Beyond that, the grade became progres
sively less as the road made out into the 
intervale for the half-mile pull to the 
landing by the river side. If they could 
keep ahead of the sled till the grade be
gan to ease, they might win through; 
but till then any slackening of their 
pace, or a stumble by either one, and the 
sled would run them under as a liner 
runs down a helpless fisherman in a 
foggy night on the banks. 

Sandy did not think of his own danger, 
though that was real enough. If the 
horses fell—or even if the chains which 
held the logs should break—he would 
be caught and crushed as easily as a fly; 
but he forgot that, intent only on doing 
all a man could do to help his team win 
through. 

It seemed to him a long time before 
the grade flattened out ahead of them. 
After that there was still ten or twelve 
rods to go to reach the level intervale, 
but now the pace of the sled was no 
longer accelerating, and presently it 
would begin to slow down. Yet the 
horses by this time were running so 
fast, in blind and desperate flight from 
the sure destruction on their heels, that 
as the sled slowed they began to bring 
the traces taut again, to put some trac
tion on the load. Sandy swung them 

around the last turn, and saw the border 
of the wood ahead, and the intervale 
beyond; and then they burst dut from 
the cover of the trees and hit the well-
iced road across the level to the landing. 

The horses were still in full career, 
and the sled here needed little help. 
Its own momentum was so great that 
when it hit the ice it seemed to leap 
ahead. Sandy began to gather the team; 
to check by ever so little, and with voice 
more than with hands, their headlong 
race. The great pile of logs at the 
landing seemed to leap toward them. 
In their panic they might plunge blindly 
into it, to be crushed by the load be
hind; but Sandy little by little slowed 
them and he swung them at last into the 
soft snow, not deep, beside the road. 
The snow checked the sled and the 
traces lent their pull to Sandy's on the 
reins. He stopped them safe and sound. 

When they were still, Sandy leaped 
to the ground and came to their heads, 
speaking to them easily, so that his 
steadiness might steady them. 

"So, Blackiej" he said. "So, Mike. 
Good running, iaoys! You done well!" 

Then men were crowding around him, 
clapping him on the back, applauding 
him and praising the team; and from 
the bunk house old Ike Marner, his 
white cook's apron flapping, came run
ning across the intervale, and Fergus 
MacConnell and other men were on his 
heels. 

It was Fergus who stopped on the way 
to look at the broken end of the snub 
line, and when he came on, he dragged 
the hawser after him, and when he was 
near enough he shouted: "Sandy, it's 
been cut. Look a-here!" 

The men trooped to meet him, Sandy 
last of all. Sandy walked slowly, and 
his face was white, and he walked stiff-
legged as a dog. They made room for 
him, and Fergus put the frayed end of 
the hawser in his hands. 

The evidence was plain enough. The 
hawser, dragging down the hill in the 
wake of Sandy's headlong flight, had 
raveled out; but it was still possible to 
see here and there strands that had been 
sliced across at an angle by some sharp 
edge. Sandy, looking at it, was white as 
snow. 

Then he looked yonder toward where 
the road came out of the woods, and 
they all saw Red Fowler appear there. 
Red was running. His ax was in his 
hands. Sandy went to meet him. 

After a few steps, Sandy too began to 
run, like a thirsty man in sight of water. 
The others followed on. Red saw them 
coming, and he slowed, and when he was 
near, some of them saw that his eyes 
were shining as though with a high satis
faction; and he shouted: "Brought 'em 
down, did ye, Sandy? Good man!" 

Sandy, still running, answered him. 
He did not shout, but every man heard 
him plain. 

"You cut the snub line. Red!" he 
called in icy tones. "You tried to kill 
my team!" 

And with the word, and before Red 
could speak, he drove home his charge. 
He hit Red fair, his fist landing in a 
looping overhand blow that smashed 
Red's nose and sent him reeling back
ward. Red's ax flew out of his hands, 
and the bigger man went down. 

RED, after Jock took his team away 
from him, had been in a storming 

rage against Sandy and the world; but 
by the time he had ridden down to camp 
and tramped halfway up the hill, he 
was almost himself again. When he 
met Sandy's sled, descending, he hoped 
Sandy would call a word to him; but 
Sandy did not, and Red passed without 
lifting his eyes. 

He had reached the snubbing post 
when, down the hill below him, he heard 
the hawser let go, one strand and then 
another. He turned to shout and to run 
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after Sandy. He yelled to the other to 
jump. But he knew Sandy would not 
jump, and he raced down the hill, ex
pecting to hear the crash of the sled, 
speeding to drag Sandy from the wreck
age, to help him if there was help any 
man could give. His heart in him was 
big with something like prayer that 
Sandy might go unhurt, and as he ran 
he cursed Sandy for a fool to risk his 
neck by sticking to the sled. 

When he passed the turn by the hem
lock, he caught a glimpse of the career
ing sled as it rounded the curve far 
below him; and since the horses thus 
far had held their own, he began to hope 
Sandy might bring them through. He 
galloped down the hill, slipping and slid
ing and stumbling, and emerged into the 
intervale and saw the horses and the 
sled safe and sound. He raced toward 
them; but then the men clustered 
yonder began to run to meet him, Sandy 
in the lead. 

When they were near, he called a glee
ful word to Sandy, and then Sandy ac
cused him of cutting the hawser; and 
Red stopped still in a blank astonish
ment, and Sandy hit him like a pro
jectile and knocked him down. 

THAT blow cleared Red^s head. Fight
ing was a thing he understood. Sandy 

turned to jump at him on the ground, to 
drive home his calks, but Red rolled 
clear and came to his feet, and they met 
face to face again. 

Red was now the aggressor, and after 
a moment his weight and strength began 
to tell. Sandy gave ground, a little and 
a little more. No one interfered. Jock 
Macllroy might have stopped them, but 
he was at the cutting, a mile away. Of 
the others, none chose to part these two. 

And Red beat Sandy down. Oh, Sandy 
made a fight of it! For a while it seemed 
that the cold rage in the smaller man 
might even carry him through to vic
tory ; but it did not. Red beat him back, 
and Sandy began to sag, and at last, not 
from one blow but from many, his knees 
let go. 

He did not fall. He clung limply 
against Red, and those who watched ex
pected to see Red fling him down and 
put the boots to him; and they surged 
nearer, all of them Sandy's partisans, 

ready to pull Red away from the beaten 
man. 

But when Sandy could no longer 
strike a blow. Red caught him, and then 
as gently as a woman he eased Sandy 
down till he himself was on his knees, 
holding his brother in his arms, Sandy 
still fought weakly to be free; but Red 
held him and he said in a fierce tender
ness: 

"Hush now, little man! Hush! Be 
easy! Have some sense, Sandy! You 
know well I'd never want to hurt you 
nor your team!" 

THEY found the answer when they 
went up the trail to see. Where that 

small hemlock had been chafed through, 
letting the hawser rasp against the 
boulder, someone had tossed aside, in 
the fall when the camp was young, a 
bottle that had held rum. The bottle 
broke against the boulder, and the bot
tom half of it had been buried these 
weeks since in packed ice and snow till 
the sliding hawser wore the ice away 
and laid the keen edge bare. The broken 
glass had cut into the hemp in fifty 
places; and when the cut places slid 
around the snub post and took the 
weight of the load, these severed strands 
began the break that the weight of 
Sandy's load finished. 

Sandy was contrite when he knew. 
"I'm sorry. Red. I was an awful fool 
to think you'd do a thing like that! Now 
I've busted your nose and all." He 
grinned at himself. "And I was a bigger 
fool to think I could handle you!" 

Red chuckled. He was feeling fine! 
Lusty violence had purged the ugly 
humors out of him, and it was good to 
be in the right again, and—he had al
ways loved this little man. "You nigh 
had me," he proudly confessed. "You 
were plumb numerous for a while. I 
didn't know if there was one of you or 
ten, and the church bells were ringing 
in my head!" 

"You filled my dish!" said Sandy. 
"But I needed worse than I got, for 
blaming you at all. I'll find a way to 
make it up to you." 

Red grinned and clapped the other's 
shoulder. "Why, that's easy done," he 
said. "Just let me stand up with you 
and Molly when the drive is down!" 

S t i « ^ « ^ < / ' 

"You can't wear thai io a picnic, dear. Keep it for a 
formal party where you don't take off your coat" 

GEORGE S H E L L H A S E 

T h e r e are approximately umpteen 
thousand people in this photo
graph of Coney Island beach. 
(You have our permission to 
count them, if you doubt our 
figure.) 

There are approximately 100,-
000,000,000,000,000,000 grains of 
sand in Coney Island beach. (If 
you doubt it, we refer you to that 
delightful and intriguing book. 
Mathematics and the Imagination.) 

But it really isn't very impor
tant, to us or to you, exactly how 
many people there are in the pho
tograph, or how many grains of 
sand comprise Coney Island 
beach. In cases such as this, fig
ures of the roughly-speaking or it-
is-estimated variety do very well. 

Not so in the case of Business 
and Industry! 

Management needs accurate fig
ures—on profit and loss, sales and 

markets, production and inventory 
— and it needs those figures fast. 
For figures—accurate, up to date 
and objectively interpreted—are 
the basis for many of Manage
ment's most important decisions. 

That fact explains why Compt
ometer adding-calculat ing ma
chines, and modern Comptometer 
methods of handling vital figure 
work, play such an essential role 
in the theater of American enter
prise . . . why the phrase "Compt
ometer Economy" is becoming 
synonymous with "more figure 
work handled in less time at lower 
cost." 

Felt & Tarrant Manufacturing 
Company, 1714 North Paulina 
Street, Chicago, Illinois. 

COMPTOMETER 
REG. U . S . PAT. O F F . 

ADDING-CALCULATING MACHINES 
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^^Their Finest Hour" 
TTNY dawning now, Hitler's invasion forces 
Z_\ may sneak across the Channel or the 

•*• * North Sea or both and hammer at the 
walls of Britain's island fortress. 

Hitler is said by some military authorities, 
although there are no trustworthy figures 
available for publication, to have as many as 
36,000 to 70,000 planes, 225 divisions of sol
diers (ten to twenty of them armored, with 
450 tanks apiece); fleets of ingenious barges 
and deadly little torpedo boats; heavy com
plements of parachute troops and air-borne 
infantry; perhaps some tank-carrier planes; 
bombs of unheard-of explosive power, a silent 
airplane engine, aircraft-detection gadgets of 
all but human intelligence. 

Against this array, the British from general 
report can pit an army of about 2,000,000 sol
diers, 2,000,000 home guards, a Royal Air Force 
inferior in quantity but superior in quality to 
the Luftwaffe, a huge and intricate system of 
beach and coast defenses and most of the su
perb fighting ships of the British navy. Per
haps the British also have a "blue wonder" up 
their sleeves—a mechanical "blue wonder." 

There is one "blue wonder" (Hitler's phrase) 
which the world knows the British have—their 
eternal courage and stubbornness; their down
right mental inability to be frightened by bluff 
or propaganda or to know when they're licked. 
And it may be that that quality will wia for 
them in the end. 

As to that, we don't attempt to predict. Pre
dictions are worse than foolish. 

We do want to pass along, though, this quo
tation that we ran across the other day, from 
John Bunyan's (1628-88) "Holy War": 

For here lay the excellent wisdom of him that 
built Mansoul, that the walls could never be broken 
down nor hurt by the most mighty adverse potentate 
unless the townsmen gave consent thereto. 

As nears what Churchill said would be their 
finest hour, we feel that we voice the senti
ments of at least 90% of the American people 
when we wish the British people all the luck 
in the world in meeting this mightiest chal
lenge in all their history. 

How to Teach Democracy 

LAWRENCEVILLE, famous prep school, an-
J nounces a new course for all its fourth-

formers—a course in the fundamentals of 
democracy. 

That sounds bad at first; calls up memories 
of high-school textbooks in civics, than which 
earth knows no drier, to the best of our recol
lection. But the Alma Mater of Owen John
son's Tennessee Shad, Doc MacNooder and 
Dink Stover doesn't plan this course to work 
out that way. 

Lawrenceville intends henceforth to show 
its fourth-formers how democracy's essential 
wheels go around. There will be open forums, 
field work, outside reading, lectures by in

formed and interesting experts rather than by 
professional patriots, some social-service work 
—all designed to show the students how our 
democracy really works today, instead of 
pumping them full of hoary theories on how it 
ought to work. 

It sounds good to us. This is obviously the 
way to propagandize for democracy inside a 
democracy. Make it interesting. Let the facts 
speak for themselves, and show the boys just 
how and why their lives are more livable in a 
democracy than they would be under some 
other kind of government. And above all, hire 
persons of imagination, vision and enthusiasm 
to do the teaching. 

In which connection we remember the con
fession of a young reformed Red which was 
printed some months ago by our esteemed col
league, The American Magazine. The boy said 
the main reason why he had joined the Com
munist party was that at no time had he ever 
been taught, either in school or out of it, the 
very things that Lawrenceville plans to teach 
its students. 

We expect to follow this experiment with in
terest, we wish it every success, and we hope 
it turns in the answer to the problem of how to 
make democracy come alive in the minds and 
hearts of the young people of at least one demo
cratic nation. 

Freedom for Saboteurs 

TT APPEARS that our key labor law, the 
i Wagner Act, can be so interpreted as to for
bid employers to hire detectives to track down 
saboteurs in their own plants. That seems 
passing thick to us. 

One of the original objects of the Wagner 
Act, of course, was to wipe out the labor-spy 
racket. That was and is an excellent object. 
The practice of hiring spies, finks, stool pi
geons, etc., to bulldoze workers out of joining 

unions is a vicious practice. In its prime it 
worked perhaps a thousand injustices and tyr
annies for each genuine labor faker or racke
teer that it thwarted. 

But when the Wagner Act is used to keep 
employers who are actually menaced by sabo
tage artists from hiring detectives to ferret out 
wreckers and jerk them into criminal court, 
that is going too far. That can't have been the 
intention of Congress when it adopted the Wag

ner Act. Now, with defense the urgent-rush-
special No. 1 Item on the national agenda, a 
Wagner Act loophole for saboteurs to crawl 
through is intolerable. 

Amendment of the act in this respect by 
Congress is strongly indicated—or some clear 
rulings on the point by the National Labor Re
lations Board. We can't see any excuse for 
fooling around about it, either. The times are 
too critical for dilatory tactics. 
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