
is and were so strangely, disturbingly 
that she had to find out who it was 
had evoked this quiet. It was the 

ress—her waitress, the one of the suc-
nt flesh and the clustering hair. She 
d behind them, broad, menacing, with 
pencil held over her order pad. 
^as it possible, the woman wondered, 

this vulgar girl tyrannized over the 
e in general? They actually seemed 
ii*; their little mouths had taken on 
petulant droop with which youth pro-

it itself. ' 
Hello, Marie," one of them said in a 
gdog voice. 
Hello. Don't ask for the deviled crabs 
iuse there aren't any more," the wait-
said. 

Oh, we don't want deviled crabs." It 
as if the girl fearfully disclaimed any 

I naughtiness. "We just want vege-
e salads and biscuits and tea." 
All right." 
Can we have them in a hurry?" The 
nest was frightened; it was tentative. 
e've only got half an hour." 
All right. Right away." Marie wrote 
II down slowly, moving the moist, red 
of her tongue, and went her way. 
She'll get it for us in a hurry, just like 
terday," one of the young girls said. 
; I was telling you, that canary-colored 
ater has a spot on the shoulder, but 
I could cover it up with some kind of 
oodad, a pin or something, you know." 
•ear of a waitress, the woman thought, 
;ht be despicable, but it certainly 
ded profits in this place. Her fruit 
id had been a staggering problem, a 
ject that would consume half an hour. 
their vegetable salad could be rustled 

in three minutes and served right away. 
ore she would come again to this pai-
ilar restaurant, she must, like the boy 
he fairy tale, learn to shudder, 
ihe turned her head to the mirror and 
umed the young girls' disconsolate look 
he half-closed eyes, the drooping lips. 
A'as a wounding image that came back 
her from the surface of the pitiless 
ss. Such looks can appear with im-
lity only upon the faces of the young. 
; sighed and watched the expression 
ling away. She waited to see the old 
nquilhty, the gentle and integrated set 
features that she had borne Uke a fair 
nner, a symbol of her good intentions, 
o offices and living rooms, theaters and 
taurants and libraries, aU her days. She 
ited and put a chilly hand to her fore-
id and moistened her cold lips. There 
s a change; something was lost; the 
enity of her face had fallefl away. 

"•HERE was a cat tread and a muttered 
"Excuse me." She snatched up her 

;nu to make way for the food and saw 
once that the food was not for her. The 
mnable vegetable salads were being set 
on her neighbors' table. Their napkins 
re being slapped upon the cloth, their 
ih of lemon was being banged against 
?ir iced tea. An icy rage, such a rage as 
5 had never felt before, stiffened her to 
r finger tips. The menu fell from her 
;id hand, grazed the table, lay, like a 
)ve thrown before a duel, upon the 
or. 
"I beg your pardon," she said, glaring 
the waitress. 
"Yes?" the waitress said. 
The brazen detachment of it, the plain 
:t that the hateful female did not care 
the least—the "Yes?" was too much. 
1 have been waiting here for close to 

if an hour. I asked to have a fruit 
lad, and that was impossible. I asked 
r a cheese sandwich and that has not 
peared. Although I hardly feel disposed 
enter into controversy over this trivial 

isiness—" There was a strange, hot 
easure in using words that this vulgarian 
uld not understand—"I should like to 
quire—" 
"Your cheese sandwich," said the wait

ress, glaring back with smoldering, animal 
eyes, "isn't done. It isn't done." 

"When will it be done?" 
"I don't know." 
There was a birdlike confusion, a stir

ring of napkins, a hastening of breaths at 
the neighboring table. One of the smooth 
little faces turned in the woman's direc
tion and sent her a shy, fluttering look of 
supplication. Oh, don't, don't! The words 
might have been spoken, they made them
selves so clear in the young girl's glance. 
And they accomplished at least some part 
of their purpose. They kept her silent 
with surprise for a second, and in that 
second the waitress gained time to make 
a sullen apology. 

"The first one got burned. I'm sorry it 
got burned," she said. 

She left all three of them in a wretched 
state. The young girls, embarrassed and 
contrite, did penance for their undeserved 
food. They could not eat it; they buttered 
their biscuits and let them lie; they stirred 
their tea endlessly and could not bring 
themselves to lift their glasses to their lips. 
Their twittering, too, had fallen to a kind 
of mechanical, halfhearted chirp. They 
reserved their dearest thoughts as they re
served their salads. 

Now their conversation was all of a 
certain assignment. They had unfolded 
a map on which they were to trace the 
movements of contending armies up the 
boot of Italy. They bent over this map 
with feigned attention; they discussed it 
with forced vivacity. But they glanced up 
from it several times each minute, watch
ing with worried eyes for Marie's return. 

THE woman should have been sorry for 
them. She told herself that their hap

piness was, at best, brief and precarious. 
He who would come to one of them to
morrow, to be enchanted by a borrowed 
yellow sweater and the sheen of new-
washed hair, might well come only once 
or twice and then be irretrievably gone. 
Even in the isolation of her grief, even in 
the discreet stillness of this restaurant, she 
could not escape from war. No thought 
could wade out for any distance in these 
austere days without stepping into a pool 
of blood. And yet, and yet . . . 

There they sat, beautiful and wanted, 
with a thousand possibilities hovering like 
bright butterflies about their heads; and 
here she sat, in October dryness, with 
even the last sad moth flown. 

There they were, all of them, all young 
and all in league with one another, all sis
ters in spirit, whose veins were filled with 
the living, golden liquid of youth. These 
two, and that one who had taken away her 
beloved. These two and the coarse, dark, 
Mediterranean one whom they protected. 
These, and her nieces, and the new stenog
raphers in the office, and the college girls 
in the street. All, all of them, brushing 
their glossy hair at a thousand mirrors; 
closing their firm white arms around the 
necks of a legion of lovers; smiUng their 
sweet, vague, stupid smiles among the 
foliage of parks all over the world; mov
ing their lithe bodies to the tune of cheap 
recordings; chattering, singing, kissing, 
sinking down on a thousand couches, a 
thousand bits of leaf-sheltered turf, to 
know that ecstasy which she had never 
known . . . 

"E.vcuse me." 
She started at the voice. Her own lean 

knee struck against the table leg, and the 
water glass shook. The brown face was 
too close. The girl had bent to set the 
sandwich down. Her neck was repellent— 
soft, full; there were creases in it when she 
turned her head; the hair at the nape had 
escaped in coarse, glossy curls. A musky 
sweetness tainted the air around her. The 
dark finger that settled the plate wore a 
broad band, an obvious, boastful wedding 
ring. The neck—how many times the neck 
must have been kissed! 

She turned from the waitress to the I 

THERE have been some mighty 
screwy trades in the baseball busi
ness since Abner Doubleday trans

formed the old game of rounders, and 
with things as they are today, it is not too 
fantastic to expect more of the same. 
Don't be too surprised if you read in the 
paper some morning that a fast, hard
hitting shortstop has been traded for a 
thick, juicy steak; or a lumbering, muscle-
bound outfielder for a slab of cheese— 
Gorgonzola, of course. And a baseball 
magnate who has been cannily hoarding a 
prewar carpet sweeper should be able to 
swap it for a whole thundering herd of 
pitchers. If he's lucky, he might even get 
one who can stand on his feet for three 
innings. 

Before you say "How ridiculous!" bear 
in mind that Joe Engel, one of the great 
showmen of the game and president of 
the Chattanooga team of the Southern 
League, once traded Shortstop Johnny 
Jones for a big, fat turkey. Then he served 
the bird at a dinner for local sports writ
ers. When asked why he had done such a 

"Buzzy" Wares took the place of rent 

thing, Engel said simply, "The boys were 
hungry. Anyway, I like turkey." 

And Lefty Grove, one of the greatest of 
southpaws, was swapped at an early period 
in his career for a wooden fence. The 
Martinsburg, West Virginia, club owned 
Grove and wanted a fence around its ball 
park, while Jack Dunn of the Baltimore 
Orioles wanted Grove and had enough 
money to build the fence. So the trade 
was made. 

Some years ago, "Buzzy" Wares, now a 
coach for the St. Louis Cardinals, went 
south to Montgomery, Alabama, to get 
a tryout with the St. Louis Browns 
who trained on the Montgomery club's 
grounds. When the Browns returned to 
St. Louis, Wares was left behind in Mont
gomery in payment of the rent on the ball 
park. 

Chris von der Ahe, owner of the old 
St. Louis Browns of the 1880's and one of 
baseball's legendary figures, was noted as 

Lefty Grove was swapped for a fence 

a slick trader; he'd swap a ballplayer for 
anything that struck his fancy, and usu
ally got the better of the deal. Once he 
wanted a pitcher who was hurling sensa
tionally for Bay City, Michigan, and hit
ting well besides. He made an offer, but 
Bay City refused to sell the pitcher unless 
von der Ahe bought the other nine players 
of the team. So he did, kept the pitcher, 
and sold the others at auction, realizing a 
big profit. 

AJid then there was Pitcher Joe Martina, 
who for years was known as "Oyster Joe" 
because the New Orleans Pelicans of the 
Southern League bought him for a sack of 
oysters. And Jack Fenton, a first baseman 
—Memphis sold him to San Francisco for 
a box of genuine prunes. On the other 
hand, Clark Griffitii of the Washington 
Senators sold his son-in-law, Joe Cronin, 
to the Boston Red Sox for $250,000 and 
Shortstop Lyn Lary. . . . ERNIE HARWELL 

Johnny Jones was traded for a turkey 
PRESS ASSOCIATIOH, I H C . 
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"Three-Way" 
in Morocco-

grain Sheepskin— 
}3.S0 + l°< 

o n e y y o u d o n ' t s e e , y o u d o n ' t 
s p e n d ! P r o v e that for yourse l f w i t h the 
Lady Buxton ' s ''Secret Pocke/.'"...made by 
s imply t u c k i n g t h e inner - fo ld o p e n s i d e 
d o w n . W i t h t h i s s w e l l h i d e a w a y s o 
handy, you' l l find it's a c i n c h t o salt away 
1 0 % o f your i n c o m e for W a r B o n d s ! 

Lady Buxton's a complete "Pockel File," too, 
with nine different compartments. W h e n 
you open your handbag and take out your 
Lady Buxton there's no fumbling, n o em
barrassed excuses . . . everything's in place 
from keys and coins to shopping lists and 
identification papers. 

Best of all—there's a "Magic Pune,"easily 
removable for use with slacks or uniform. 

Lady Buxton is made o( the finest leather. 
What's more, it keeps its trim shape. A pat
ented construction lets it expand when full 
. . . "slenderize" when the load is l ightened! 

If your dealer is sold out of Lady Buxton 
Billfolds don't blame him . . . they ore the first 
choice of so many of his customers. 

THE BUXTON THREE-WAY. 

/ . A Regular "Pockel File"! The 
inner-fold, cpen side up. ftives 
you 3 fult-leoitth compartments 
separating bills, ftas-ration 
books, shopping lists. 

2. ForGlamorous Evenings. 
Draw the inner-fold toward 
you. I t unlocks—li f ts out. I t 's 
a separate, wafer-thin billfold 

N|i^ to slip into your evening bag. 

^ 3 . A Secret Hideaway. Insert 
inner-fold containing your big 
bills, open iide down. Valuables 
are hidden from prying eyesf 

plate. The sandwich was burned. The 
edges were black. And the hateful girl 
knew as much, had turned her back, was 
scurrying like a scared cat across the floor. 

"One minute, please!" 
How loudly had she said it? The dis

tant diners straightened above their food, 
became absorbed in their newspapers, 
stared resolutely at the view of the park 
beyond the glass. Both the pale brown 
heads turned her way. "Oh, don't, don't, 
please, don't," the two pairs of eyes said 
at once. The disconsolate droop, the silly 
looseness, came upon their childish lips. 

THE waitress, frightened out of all ar
rogance, like an animal that has been 

shouted at and can only creep back to 
take its beating, returned to the table. 

"The sandwich is burnt." 
"I know. It got burnt while I was talk

ing to you about the other one. It—" 
"You know? What sort of answer is 

that—you know?" 
"I can't help it if it is burnt. I can't be 

two places at once. I can't—I can't—I—" 
And suddenly the whole hushed, re

spectable room was filled with the sound 
of passionate Latin weeping. Raw grief 
had broken ujjon them all, like a salt and 
icy tidal wave. They all turned and looked 
reproachfully at the elegant woman who 
had let this harsh, primeval confusion in. 
Above all the moving things—the flutter
ing menus, the turning heads, the hands 
going up in consternation, she saw the 
mirror and the face in the mirror—face 
of an old v/oman, face of a harpy, hover
ing above all of it, staring upon it with 
hungry, baleful, cold, malicious eyes. 

She who was to borrow a yellow sweater 
found her courage and her voice. "Oh, 
don't! Marie's in awful trouble," she said. 

"Who cares? Who cares about that? 
Nobody cares about that," the waitress 
wailed. Then she raised her apron to 
cover her mottled face and was gone. 

The silence which followed her exit into 
the kitchen was not so much a silence as 
a general sigh. Everybody sighed and 
waited. They waited for the hostess, the 
restorer of decency, the agent of human 
dignity. And after a short delay—for dis
cussion with the guilty party in the 
kitchen, no doubt—the hostess came, a 
blond and tailored peacemaker, with per
fect curls on the top of her head and a 
neat little bunch of lace under her chin. 

"Is anything the matter?" she said. The 
question was so evidently ridiculous that 
she did not wait for an answer. "I hope 
you'll excuse it," she said and smiled. 

Suddenly the aging and elegant lady on 
the other side of the table found that she, 
herself, was on the point of tears. The 
wild, salty grief was pulling her along with 
it, like a tide. She wanted to run to the 
kitchen, to howl aloud as the poor brown 
wretch must be howling now. She wished 
to be gone, but she knew that she could 
not leave this restaurant without knowing 
what it was—the awful trouble that Marie 
was in. , 

The hostess moved a little closer and 
said in a hushed voice, "She's very diffi
cult, I know. She's been terribly rude to 
a number of our guests—these girls, here, 
can tell you—and yet we can scarcely let 
her go under the circumstances. She's 
been with us five years. And only last 
week, her husband—her husband was re
ported killed in Sicily." 

The dark, moist curls—the poor, kissed 
neck—the blatant wedding ring. "Oh how 
terrible!" the woman said. 

For a thin, attenuated moment the host
ess stood waiting for some suitable phrase 
to come into her head—some felicitous 
sentence that would polish the roughness 
from the occasion. And in that moment, 
the woman thought how everything is 
bearable, everything is even blessed and 
fortunate, everything this side of death. 

He is not dead, she thought. Tomor
row he will stand beside me when I crum

ble the bread for the pigeons that come to 
the office window sill. I will hang my coat 
beside his on the rack, and, in the touch
ing cloth, our arms will touch. There is 
still the possibility that he will be on the 
next bus, at the next concert, around the 
corner of the next street. He is not for 
me, but he still is. He moves about; he 
speaks; his breath comes and goes, mak
ing a precious thing of the air I breathe. 
When I lift the account book from his 
desk tomorrow, I will find upon it the 
living warmth of his hand. He might be 
dead. So many are dead in places whose 
names I do not know, under strange trees, 
in foreign ground . . . 

"Will you excuse her?" the hostess said. 
"There's nothing to excuse. Please ask 

her to excuse me. I came here in a bad 
humor, because of some small trouble. It 
was entirely my fault. I—" 

The felicitous phrase had come at last. 
The hostess delivered it with a flourish of 
her piled curls. "I kney« you'd be gracious 
about it," she said. 

"I? Why?" 
It was a bald question and demanded 

Buxton, Inc. 
or, Dept. H, 

4481 Orleans St., 
47 West 34lh Si., 

Sprinflfietd I, Mass. 
New York 1, N. Y. 
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". . . and don't accept something 
'just as good.' Ask for the 
real substitute, by name . . ." 

OLLtER'S DAVE GERARD 

something more than a pretty answer. The 
hostess blushed a little and said, "If you 
don't mind my saying so, you have a kind 
face." That phrase, too, she had turned 
\vith a neatness that surprised herself. 
Rosy with embarrassment and compla
cency, she bowed and went back to her 
station at the door. 

THE woman rose and left a tip on the 
table. It took her a long time to pull 

on her gloves and find her purse, because 
she did not see anything that her hands 
touched. Her eyes stared straight into the 
long, harsh mirror. At first they were 
dimmed—dilated by the impact of what 
had passed; but slowly they focused and 
saw the image bright and plain, a pale 
face, aging but tender, grateful and well-
meaning, at peace with itself. 

A few of the diners could not keep 
themselves from glancing in her direction. 
It was part of her penance, she thought, 
that they should see the shine of risen 
tears in her eyes. She bore her face 
through the restaurant like a fair banner, 
and the girl who wanted to borrow a yel
low sweater lifted her young brown head 
and smiled—smiled beautifully at her as 
she passed. 

T H E END 
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ZenitWs Crusade to Lower the Cost of Hearing 
Brings High Quality within Reach of All! 

The New Zenith 
Radionic Hearing Aid 

/^f^Mij^^t ^fu^ 7iz4^y 

DAILY, all over America, hard ot 
up hope of being helped or w 

hearing aid, are finding a new worlif 
covering the thrill of "Radionu He.i 
precision instrument at about ont • 
vacuum-tube instruments on tiie ni.i 

Zenith, pioneer in radionu.s arii! 
turer of radionic products exclusivt 1 
hearing "Another Zenith First," V 
quality that modern science anci enui 
reach of all who need it. 

If we at Zenith never made ,i dtili 
Radionic Hearing Aid, we would tci 
fold by the expressions of dehght, tl: 
cases the tears, of sheer gladness • > 
grateful people. 

For the first time, many ot then; 
wartime jobs and do their rightful 
wartime emergency. Many are hear 
voices of their children, their hinii 
youngsters, too, can now be sa\ ed h i 
standing due to hearing deficient le--
revoiutionary new instrument h.ivt 
ing aid before! 

If you are hard of hearin.;, yor 
—and your country—to see ,i demon 
described below which ONL\ /HNI i 
have a relative o.' friend who is h,ii. 
to urge attending a demon^trarui: 
optical establishment franchised h-
judge. No one is pressed to bin , \ i 
free descriptive booklet, mail the c 

learing persons who had given 
111 could not afford an adequate 
)t happiness. They are dis-
ing" with this high quality 

.juarter the price of other 
rket today! 

world's leading manufac-
\ has brought the hard of 

j>laces the fine precision 
leering can produce within 

on the New Zenith 
repaid a thousand-

smiles and in many 
the faces of these 

I re able to hold vital 
h.ire in Uncle Sam's 
u, jor the first time in years, the 
t s, their friends. Handicapped 
: lives of failure and misunder-
S 7o of all who are buying this 

u ver owned an adequate hear-

Ae it to yourself—your friends 
ii.ition of the great advantages 
I offers in a hearing aid. If you 

if hearing, you owe it to them 
low going on at your local 

.''.enith. Let their ears be the 
.desman calls at the home. For 
\enient coupon below—today. 

ONLY ZENITH GIVES YOU... 
"1 The fine precision quality that mod-
' ' - ern l<no\vledge and engineering 
make possible In a hearing aid, yet 
priced at only $40, complete, read\ lo 
wear. One model—x\a "decoys". , . " ' .e 
pWcf—$40 , . . One quality—OMI hist. 
You need not pay more or accept u s-;, 

C% Four-Position Tone Control, I lie 
^ flick of your finger instantlv .u'-
justs it to the most effective comhm.i-
tion of low, medium and high tiiiits 
for individual needs in varyiny 
surroundings, hearing deficiencies in 
various ranges. No further adjust
ments necessary. 

O Special Battery-Saver Circuit, In-
*-* sures economy in battery con-
mpt ion , , . results in substantial 
iving of battery life and battery re-

icement expense. 

A Zenith Quality—Zenith Guarantee. 
^- Zenith, world's leading manufac-

:: er of radionic products exclusively, 
fortunate in having the knowledge 

I precision production that makes 
i 1 issible this quality heating aid at a 
; eniarkably low price. Guaranteed for 
.: lull year, with unique service insur-
..lue plan. 

The Zenith Radionic Hear ing A id is avai lable through 
reputable optical establishments franchised by Zenith. 

4̂0 
READY TO WEAR 
Complete with Radionic Tubes, Crystal 

Microphone, Magnetic Earphone and 

Batteries. One mode/ — no "decoys " . . . 

One pr ice—$40.. .One qualify—Zenith's 

best. Covered by a l iberal guarantee. 

Accepted by American Medical Association 
Council on Physical Therapy. 

BY THE MAKERS OF 

• lOMO DISTANCE* RADIO 
RADIONIC PRODUCTS EXCLUSIVELY-
WORLD'S LEADING MANUFACTURER 

To Physicians: A detailed 
Further technical details will apfie. 

scieiiritic .u 
ir in 

prion will be sent upon request. 
, iical journals. 

There are cases in which deficient f" 
hearing is caused by a progressive 
disease and any hearing aid may 
do harm by giving a false sense 
of security. Therefore, we recom
mend that you consult your otolo
gist or ear doctor to make sure 
that your hearing deficiency is the 
type than can be benefited by the 
use of a hearing aid. 

COPYRIGHT 1 9 4 4 , ZENITH RADIO CORP, 

_ _ — Mail Coupon for Free Descriptive Booklet 1 

Z E N I T H RADIO CORPORATION, D E P T , C-7 

P, O, Box 6940A, Chicago 1, Illinois 

Please send me your Free descriptive booklet on the 
New Zenith Radionic Healing Aid. 
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TEETHING PAINS 

RELIEVED 

QUICKLY 

your baby suffers from 
teething pains Jus t rubafewdrops 
of Dr. Hand's Teething Lotion on 
the sore, tender, little gums and 
the pain will be relieved promptly. 

Dr. Hand's Teething Lotion is 
the prescription of a famous baby 
specialist and has been used by 
mothers for over fifty years. One 
bottle is usually enough for one 
baby for the entire teething period. 

Buy it from your druggist today 

DR. HAND'S 
TEETHING LOTION 
Just rub it on the gums 

BACKACHE, 
LEG PAINS MAY 
BE DANGER SIGN 

Of Tired Kidneys 
If backache and leg pains are making you miser

able, don't just complain and do nothing about them. 
Nature may be warning you that your kidneys need 
attention. 

The kidneys are Nature's chief way of taking excess 
acids and poisonous waste out of the blood. They help 
most people pass about 3 pints a day. 

If the 15 miles of kidney tubes and filters don't 
work wellj poisonous waste matter stays in the blood. 
These poisons may start nagging backaches, rheu
matic pains, leg pains, loss of pep and energy, getting 
up nights, swelling, puffiness under the eyes, head
aches and dizziness. 

Don't wait! Ask your druggist for Doan's Pills, 
used successfully by millions for over 40 years. They 
give happy relief and will help the 15 miles of kidney 
tubes flush out poisonous waste from the blood. Get 
Doan's Pills. 

Step Right Out 
Of Foot Misery 

Now, when your feet cry out for relief, sprinkle 
them with Dr. SchoU's Foot Powder. Also dust it into 
your shoes and stockings. Presto! Your feet feel grand 
—soothed, refreshed, rested. You'll marvel how the 
foot powder formulated by this famous foot authority 
relieves your hot, perspiring, tender or odorous feet 
. . . how comfortable it makes new 
or tight shoes feel. Helps prevent 
Athlete's Foot by keeping feet 
dry. Be foot-happy from now on 
by using Dr. Scholl'sFoot Powder 
daily. At your Drug, Shoe, De
partment Store or Toilet Goods 
Counter. Costs but a trifle. 
" 1 5 BECOME AN EXPERT 

ACCOUNTANT 
Executive Accountants and C. P . A . ' s earn 82,000 to SIO.OOO a year . 
Thousands of firms need them. About 20,000 Certified Public Account
ants in the U. S. We train you thoroty at home in spare time for 
C. P . A. examinations or executive accounting positions. Previous ex-

Serience unnecessary. Personal trainintf under supervision of staff of 
. P . A . ' s , ineludinff members of the American Institute of Account

ants . Write for free book, "Accountancy, the Profession That P a y s . " 
LaSalle Extension University, Oept. 540-H, Chicago 

A Correspondence Inst i tu t ion 

'"/R^rPSORIASIS 
MAKE THE ONE 4 - ^ 

SPOT^S 
T E S T . / 

^D6RmOiL 
prove It yourself no matter 

how long you have suffered 
o r w h a t you h a v e t r i e d . 
Beautiful book on psoria
sis a n d D e r m o i i with 
a m a z i n e , t r u e p h o t o 
graphic proof of results 
sent FREE. Write for it. 

SEND FOR 
CENEROUS 
T R I A L 
S I Z E ^' 

Don't mistake eczema 
for the stubborn, ugly 
embarrassing scaly skm 
disease Psoria~'~ 
non*5ta in lng 
Thousands do lor acaiy 
BDotB on body or scalp. 
Grateful users, often after 
years of s u f f e r i n g , report 
the scales have gone, the 
red patches u radua l l y dis
appeared and they enjoyed the thril l 
of a clear skin again. Dermoii is used 
by many doctors and is baclted by a positive agreement to 
g i ve d e n n i t e bene f i t i n 2 w e e k s or m o n e y is r e f u n d e d w i t h 
o u t q u e s t i o n . S e n d 1 0 c ( s t a m p s or co in i f o r gene rous t r i a l 
b o t t l e t o m a k e ou r f a m o u s " O n e Spot T e s t " . Tes t i t y o u r 
s e l f . R e s u l t s may s u r p r i s e y o u . W r i t e t o d a y f o r y o u r t e s t 
b o t t l e . C a u t i o n : U s e o n l y a s d i r e c t e d . P r i n t n a m e 
p l a i n l y . D o n ' t d e l a y . S o l d by L i g g e t t a n d W a l g r e e n D r u g 
S t o r e s a n d o t h e r l e a d i n g D r u g g i s t s . L A K E L A B O R A T O R I E S 
B o x S 4 7 , N o r t h w e s t e r n S t a t i o n , D e p t . 2 0 2 3 , D e t r o i t 4 , M i c h . 

lUE UB. 

whether they had preconceived plans for 
a fighter which the V-143 exerriplified, or 
whether the V-143 gave the Japs ideas. 
But they liked it, put down $100,000 and 
shipped it to Japan. Vought broke even 
on the deal, breathed a satisfied sigh and 
went to work with plans of its own for a 
fighter. 

The result was the F4U Corsair, now 
used with great success in the Pacific by 
the Marines and the Navy, whose Skull 
and Crossbones fighter squadron is home 
for a rest after bagging 154 Jap planes in 
76 days of fighting, with the loss of only 
13 of their own. 

The V-143 as it went to Japan and the 
Zero which the Navy captured in Alaska 
in the summer of 1942 and which bore a 
manufacturing date of February, 1942, 
are generally alike in appearance, but to 
the engineer and the fighter pilot there 
are few points of similarity other than 
those shared by many other American 
and foreign fighters, 

A close study of the two types shows, 
of first importance, that the Zero is heav
ier by more than 1,000 pounds, the V-143 
weighing 4,300 and the Mitsubishi S-00 
Zero "Zeke" tipping the scales at 5,500. 
Then the Zero's wing area is larger by 69 
square feet, and its wing span of 39 feet 
5 inches is six feet greater than the Ameri
can plane's. The Zero's length of 29 feet 
7 inches compares with 25 feet 11 inches 
for the Vought, 

The wing is different in design, too, the 
Zero being of the sweep-back type, while 
the V-143 wing extends outward from the 
fuselage in a straight line. The Vought's 
wings were built in three pieces, a center 
section to which the fuselage is attached 
and two outer wing panels. In the Zero, 
the wing is built in a single piece. 

The Zero also has a tail of Jap design. 
While the landing flaps of the V-143 con
tinued across the bottom of the fuselage, 
the Zero's flaps stop where the wings join 
onto the fuselage. Internally, there are 
many more differences which engineers 
alone would appreciate. 

The points of detailed similarity be
tween the two are in the landing gear and 
the power-plant installation. The Zero 
retractable landing-gear mechanism is 
copied rather closely from the V-143, The 
wheels of both fold inward, but in the 
143, the wheels fitted into bulges from the 
leading edge of the wing just under the 
engine and were uncovered. In the Zero 
the wells that house the wheels are behind 
the leading edge and the wheels are sealed 
over in flight, 

IN MOUNTING their Nakajima "Sa-
kae" NKI 14-cylinder, twin-row air-

cooled engine of 900 horsepower (a direct 
steal from the Pratt & Whitney twin-row 
Wasp), the Japs followed typical Ameri
can practice, using the cowling, or enclos
ure, for the engine developed by our 
National Advisory Committee for Aero
nautics, There are some slight technical 
variations, but the engine installation is 
pretty much American standard. The 
same can be said for the fuselage con
struction, except that the aluminum cov
ering is much thinner than our safety 
requirements. 

No armament was sold with the V-143, 
but provision was made for two ,30-cali-
ber guns to fire through the propeller. 
The Zero not only has two 7,7-mm, guns, 
which are slightly smaller than our .30-
calibers and synchronized to fire through 
the three-blade propeller which they also 
swiped from us, but carry two low-muzzle 
velocity 20-mm. cannon, one in each 
wing. 

In speed, range and altitude, the cap
tured Zero was superior to the V-143, 

Wing Talk 
Continued from page 8 

due primarily to its increase of at least 
200 horsepower and to other refinements 
which the Japs either worked out or ap
propriated in the intervening years. Its 
paramount advantage was in its high 
speed of 326 miles per hour at 16,000 
feet, whereas the best comparable figure 
for the Vought was 270 at 15,000 feet. 
It also had a service ceiling of 38,000 feet, 
while the V-143's highest efficient operat
ing point was 30,000, The Zero's cruising 
range at 10,000 feet was 1,100 miles, and 
the closest comparable figure for the 
V-143 was 870 miles at 15,000 feet. The 
Vought people ran no high speed tests at 
30,000 feet, but the Zero showed 306 
mph at that altitude. 

In only one category were the two 
types equal and that was in the rate of 
climb at sea level, both recording 2,700 
feet per minute. 

A year after the sale of the V-143, 
Seversky Aircraft Corp., of Farmingdale, 
N, Y,, was granted a license to sell to 
Japan sixteen "export versions" of the 
P-35 fighter it built for the Army. Japan 
in those years was an avid customer. From 
1936 to 1939 inclusive, when the "moral 
embargo" stopped sales of completed 
aircraft to Tokyo, Jap purchasing mis
sions acquired 90 airplanes for which 
they paid the American aircraft industry 
$7,000,000, Included in these orders was 
the DC-4 which was built by the Douglas 
Aircraft Company in co-operation with 

five major airlines of the United States 
as a successor to the DC-3, 

The DC-4 is often referred to as the 
prototype of the C-54 which carried Pres
ident Roosevelt to Cairo and Teheran ai: } 
which has further shrunk the world in 
its service to the Army and Navy as a 
four-engined transport of top efficiency. 
However, there is little comparison be
tween the two. The DC-4 was unveiled 
early in 1938 and was a highly experi
mental ship, embodying the ideas of a 
great many people among the five spon
soring airlines and the Douglas engineers. 

After the Japs got it, the Douglas Com
pany received two large orders for spare 
parts which indicated back here that the 
ship had had two accidents. Although the 
Japs were very secretive about its opera
tions and purpose. Naval Intelligence 
learned to its satisfaction that it was de
stroyed in its final crash. 

MILITARY airmen doubt very much 
that the Japs profited much by this 

type in reproducing four-engined bombers 
from it, because it was a passenger trans
port design, and they did not have it in 
their possession long enough to develop a 
type f̂ or their own peculiar needs. 

It would not have been good for diplo
matic and commercial relations in 1939 
for the Douglas people to have said that 
they sold Japan a lemon when they un
loaded the DC-4—but it was. , . , F. R, N. 
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Words 

GATHER 
CANDIDE 
SORBONNE 
GROTON 
POUGHKEEP-

SIE 
REGATTA 
CARROUSEL 

SANS SOUCI 
POWHATAN 
TEPEE 

ADOBE 

PUEBLOS 
BRIGANDS 
MESQUITE 
POSSE 
VIGILANTES 
DEBACLE 
DUEL 
DUAL 
GOVERNMENT 
CHARGE 

D'AFFAIRES 
DEPRIVATION 
AGGRANDIZE

MENT 
REALPOLITIK 

HUSSAR 
EPIZOOTY 

LARYNGITIS 
DIATHERMY 
CHOLERIC 

MISANTHROPE 
MISOGYNIST 

MISOGAMIST 

HORS 
D'OEUVRES 

CANAPE 
SALMON 
SECKEL 
INDICTED 
MARIJUANA 

NIPPONESE 
HARA-KIRI 

Pronunciation 

kaa ther 
kahn deed 
sore bonn 
grott'n 
po kipp sy 

re gatt ah 
ka ru zel 

san soo see 
pow hah tan 
lee pee 

ah dob ey 

pweb loze 
brig andz 
mess keet 
pass e 
vig ill an tees 
dee bawk'l 
due ell 
due al 
guv ern ment 
shahr zhay dah 
fair 
depry vay shun 
a grand iz 
ment 
ray all polie 
leek 
hu zahr 
eppy zo otie 

larrin /(' tis 
die ah thurmy 
call er ik 

miss an thrope 
miss oj in ist 

miss og ah mist 

or dervr 

kah nah pay 
sam un 
seck'l 
in dight ed 
mah ree hwa 
nah 
nippo neez 
hah rah keer y 

Caution 

Short a, th vocalized 
Accent the deed 
Accent the bon 
First o short, clip the last 
Say kip, not keep 

Accent the gat with short a 
Accent zel, short a, ou as 
in foot 
Short a, accent last syllable 
Accent the tan, ha is broad 
Both e's long, accent the 
first 
Three syllables, accent sec
ond 
Two syllables, accent first 
Accent the brig 
Accent the keet 
Short o, two syllables 
Short a, four syllables 
Accent the balk, broad a 
Don't say dool 
Don't say doo-ul 
Don't say guvermunt 
Keep it French 

Short e 
Accent the grand 

Keep it German 

Accent zar, u as in put 
Don't say zooty 

Accent the ji with long i 
Accent the die 
Accent first syllable with 
short o 
Accent mis, three syllables 
Soft g (a hater of women) 

Hard g (a hater of mar
riage) 
Better listen to a French
man 
Broad a's, accent the pay 
Knock the 1 out of it 
Not sickle 
Don't say dikted 
Sound j like hw 

Accent the knees 
Broad a's, long e 

Sounds like 
or rhymes with 

blather 
con-DEED 
forGONE 
rotten 
so-TIPSY 

the-GAT-ah 
Clara ZELL 
(about) 
can-Sue-SEE 
ow-hot-ANN 
sleepy 

ah-TOBY 

WEB-blows 
RIG-ands 
mess-MEAT 
bossie 
midgy-PANTIES 
we-BALK-hull 
fuel 
DUE-al 
LOVE-earn-rent 
Marge (zh)-A.'s 
AFFAIR 
deprecation 
a-GRAND-is-
meant 
say-all-holy-
WEEK 
huh-CZAR 
peppy-SHOW-
boat-eh 
Garrin-BITE-this 
DIE-a-worm-eh 
CALL-her-Ick 

KISS-an'-hope 
Miss STODGy-
missed 
this-COG-ah-
missed 
or-SERVE 

gone-AWAY 
mammon 
heckle 
incited 
Ma-we-
H'WANNA 
nip-o'-CHEESE 
rah-rah-DEARY 
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'Whafs a summer resort got 
that we haverCt got?'* 

We've got breezes right on tap 
with our Emerson-Electric Fan 

'Sure—we'd like to see some new scenery 

. . but we are at war on the home front, 

too, and I agree with Uncle Sam that 

pleasure t r ips must wait until after 

Victory. We can enjoy ourselvts right 

here with our trusty Emerson hlectric 

Fan, plus all the conveniences ct home. 

We've been through plentv of hot sum

mers together . . . and that ^ood . >ld fan's 

kept us cool and comfortable wfu n other 

folks were limp and sweltering 

"Oh, I know we're lucky—because now

adays fans are not being made tor civil

ians. But just the same, we were pretty 

smart, too, when we chose the kind of 

fan we could really depend on! We 

bought our Emerson-Electric Fan with a 

five-year guarantee—fifteen years ago— 

and it's still going strong. Of course, 

we've taken care of it—and you can bet 

we'll go on taking care of it. We'll keep 

'er blowin' 'til this war's won—and long 

afterwards, too!" 

THE EMERSON ELECTRIC MANUFACTURING CO. 
SAINT LOUIS 3 , MO. 

Branches: 

NewYork • Chicago • Detroit • Los Angeles • Davenport 

THREE WAYS TO KEEP YOUR 

EMERSON-ELECTRIC FAN 

ON THE JOB 

1 , Don't wait. Check your fans now 
and you will be sure they are ready 
when you need them. 

2 . If they operate satisfactorily, clean 
them thoroughly, and oil wi th 
medium-weight mineral oil, grade 
SAE 10 or 20. 

3 * If there is any unusual noise or vi
bration, due to worn parts, or faulty 
electrical connections, take the fan 
to your Emerson-Electric Dealer or 
Electrical Repair Shop for repairs. 
(Generally, if your Emerson-Electric 
Fan is not more than 20 years old, 
parts are available.) 

TODAY Emerson-Electric power -oper 

a ted gun turrets and electric motors 

fo r a i rcraf t a re in active service on 

al l bat t le fronts of the wo r l d . 

^0<,ci^ 
M O T O R S F A N S - « 

C f̂̂  rjs fe ^^ 

A P P L I A N C E S 
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THE U. S. AND ARABIAN OIL 

WHAT'S the sensible American attitude to
ward the Navy-Ickes plan for a postwar 
1,250-mile oil pipe line from the Persian 

Gulf to Haifa or Alexandria? So far as we can 
make out, the sensible attitude is: It's loaded with 
interesting and dangerous possibilities. But can any
body offer a better scheme? 

The plan is based on the fact that during this 
war we are pouring out our own petroleum in colos
sal quantities, and on the belief that we have only 
about fourteen years' supply of our own oil left in 
sight. Our civilization runs largely on petroleum 
and its products. British and Dutch interests largely 
control Venezuelan oil. The Mexican oil fields are 
in bad shape following Mexico's expropriation of 
United States citizens' Mexican oil holdings, and 
the luck the Mexican experts did not have in run
ning the properties thereafter. 

Near East oil deposits in Iraq, Iran and Saudi 
Arabia are believed to be the largest remaining in 
the world. Britain's Anglo-Iranian and Iraq Pe
troleum companies pretty well ^ontrol Iran and 
Iraq oil, with American interests represented in a 
minority capacity. In Saudi Arabia, on the other 
hand, the Arabian-American Oil Co. (owned jointly 
by Standard of California and the Texas Co.) has 
had a big oil concession for the last ten years. 

The Navy-lckes plan is for our government to 

finance the pipe hne, at a cost of some $125,000,000, 
and for American private oil interests to expand 
existing refineries enough to put 300,000 to 400,000 
barrels of oil a day into the pipe line. The private 
oil interests would run the whole show, paying the 
pipe-line cost back to the government in twenty-five 
years, guaranteeing the government a billion-barrel 
oil reserve, and making what they could out of the 
rest of the business. 

However—and this is the nub of much, of the 
heated argument going on about the whole proposi
tion—the government, through a company of its own 
called Petroleum Reserves Corporation, would keep 
legal title to the pipe line. 

We can't work up much excitement over the 
charges that this is a sinister plot to ease the govern
ment toward eventual confiscation of oil companies 
in the United States. The Anglo-Iranian Oil Co., 
set up soon after World War I to assure British sup
plies of oil from the Near East, is 56% owned by 
the British government but has yet to show a sign 
of betraying the British people into Bolshevism. 

We can see the argument that this scheme, if it 
materializes, will put the United States government 
permanently into Near East politics—and we're well 
aware that some of the kings, sheiks and tribal chiefs 
in that part of the world are tough characters to deal 
with. 

It is true, too, that if our government keeps leg; 
title to the pipe line, it will have to go officially t 
the defense of the pipe line in case anybody—'' 
Arabs and Bedouins, for instance, and maybe afvt 
a while the Russians—threatens American opert 
tion of the refinery and pipe-line setup. That is ju; 
what is contemplated—that American public opinio 
will stand behind the government in such a cas< 
whereas American public opinion was generall 
against the government's going to the aid of the pri 
vate-enterprise victims of the Mexican oil robber) 

It may be, too, that big new oil discoveries will b 
made in this country and again put off the time whe; 
our oil reserves will sink below the danger Itve 
That happened shortly after the big oil-exhaustio: 
scare of 1921. 

But as of today, the situation is that we ari 
bleeding ourselves of oil for the war, that our knowi 
oil reserves are running short, and that the Navy 
Ickes plan offers one possible way of eventually re 
inforcing our oil supply. 

As we say, it's a chancy plan with many element 
of risk. It ought to be debated from top to bottom 
and the American people ought to know just wha 
they are going into if they do finally finance this pip( 
line and take permanent title to it. But we think ths 
main question on the subject up to now is: Has any 
body a better plan; and if so, what is it? 

HOW ARE THE SCHOOLS DOING? 
I do not think we can maintain our position in the 

postwar world unless we are an exceptionally well-
educated people.—Prime Minister Winston Churchill 
in his March 26, 1944, world-wide broadcast. 

THAT goes, we'd say, for practically any people, 
not alone for Mr. Churchill's fellow Britishers. 

In which connection, we think Americans would do 
well to pay close attention to the mounting attacks 
in our educational circles on the Progressive Educa
tion system. 

This system has its fanatic supporters, who say 
it produces vigorous, inquiring minds and stimulates 
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youngsters' initiative and enterprise. It also has its 
fierce opponents, who say it has produced chiefly a 
lot of youngsters who know very few facts and have 
no idea of how to think straight, if at all. 

It is a most important debate and one in which 
the general public ought to insist on a fair hearing 
for everybody who has anything to contribute to it. 
It is of the highest importance for the reason indi
cated by Mr. Churchill—that a democratic country's 
hope of survival depends heavily on its having the 
best obtainable system of popular education. 

Our own feeling about Progressive Education is 
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(1) that it has contributed permanently to the Ameri
can school philosophy by hammering home the faoi 
that you learn best those things in which you au 
interested or can be interested; but (2) that in some 
instances. Progressive Education has gone far too fai 
under the guidance of, so to speak, problem children 
grown to manhood and womanhood physically but 
not otherwise. 

Having said which, we pause to welcome brick
bats from both sides. It's all in a good cause, though, 
because this is one question that has to be settled 
right. 
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