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pistol-to-congress'-head address. That, we
agree with a recent Safety Valve writer, would
be a calamity. :

gthanging the parity formula but permit the

t to make other adjustments in the
Interest of real equity—and that goes even
farther in the direction of illogic,

How, then, may logic and the facts and the
need to avert inflation be reconciled? To our
mind, by applying even more logic. If a parity
formula in which farm wages are included rep-
pesents strict justice, no more and no less—why
permit any farm prices above parity? Cut down
those now above parity.

There is another benefit to be gained by get-
ting this thing settled, no matter how. It is the
retail price of each farm commodity that is to
be controlled. Right now there is too much
spread between prices paid to the farmer and
prices paid by the consumer. But the latter
cannot be controlled until the farmer’s price
is 110 per cent of parity. At that point—or at
100 per cent under the proposed legislation—
OPA can begin to control consumers’ prices.
There is some hope—perhaps thin—that when
this happens the spread may be reduced so the
farmer will get a fair price, yet the retail costs
of foods will go no higher.

Hunka Tin

Even if there is no acceptable new war song,
some fair verse in support of home front activi-
ties has been produced. The parody on Kipling
entitled “Hunka Tin" which we quote below,
was recited by “Falstaff” recently on the Fred
Allen radio program in support of the salvage
gampaign:

You may talk of tin and leer
; As you pour your can of beer

Or you empty out your can of pork and beans

You may chortle loud at famine

As you purge a tin of salmon

Or roll the cover back on your sardines

o Yes. There used to be a day

When all tin we'd throw away

Cans were tied ol dogs fo raise a din

Couples newly married

With old tin pans were harried

We had no use for any Hunka Tin
It was Tin, Tin, Tin.
“Out with it! Thow it in the bin.

There never was a man
Who saved his old tin can

Of course, everyone remembers Pearl Har-
bor, There were two things to remember: the

treachery of the enemy’s attack before war had
declared, gnd our own forces’ lack of

Solomons and elsewhere our forces

:

Sweet News

You don’t hear much about sugar rationing
any more. It just goes to show how quickly peo«
ple adjust themselves to restrictions—congress
iIn its hesitation to impose others might take
note of this. It's true that sugar rations have
been increased and some housewives are won-
dering whether the whole thing wasn’t a scheme

to sell more sugar. But at least we've gotten
used to the rationing routine.

Recent “sweet news” is to the effect that by
New Year's day there will be a sufficient supply
of sugar in continental United States for the
full year ahead. More sugar than first expected
is coming from Hawaii, Cuba and Puerto Rico
but a big share of credit for licking the short-
age belongs to the west’s sugar beet industry—
and the industry alone, not the department of
agriculture. Acreage ‘quotas were lifted but
the department didn’t include sugar beets in
the first “food for victory” campaign, for rea-
sons you might guess. The sugar beet® growers
on their own motion and out of their own
foresight increased plantings by one-third and
raised their production from 1,500,000 to 2,-
000,000 tons.

Scrap Drive

(By Assoclated Press) -

One of the most vital campaigns to carry Ameri-
can armies to victory is beginning.

It is a campaign in which every American from
tots to grandparents can and will participate.

It is the all-out drive to collect scrap. American
steel mills are roaring, but they could roll out
millions of tons more, if they had more scrap.

For want of steel, ship contracts have had to be
cancelled, production of armament is below what
it might be, victory Is farther away, lives jeopard-
ized.

America's newspapers are acting as the spear-
head of the intensive drive. It is a drive to collect
everything you, Mr. and Mrs. America, can give
up that is made of needed material—ash trays,
golf clubs, bed springs, skates, yes and big things
like unused furnace boilers, radiators and wash-
ing machines.

Everything you can spare, even if it hurts.

The steel mills, with facilities to produce 90
million tons of steel, this year will produce
about 85 million tons. The main reason for
inability to produce to the limit is shortage
scrap.

Alarmed that output might fall even
Donald M. Nelson, war production board
asked the newspapers to take the lead ‘in
communities to stimulate collections which
been lagging.

The nationwide scrap ghthering campaign
government direction has been going on for mon
and will continue till the war's end. The concen-
trated help to be given by the newspapers
in some sections . Officially it starts
September 28 and ends 117.

Many newspapers since' Pear] Harbor have
spurred their communi to greater salvage ac-
tivity. But this first time that news-
papers from to coast have concentrated
on the same effort at the same time.

The mills, which until the war's start normally
had a six weeks’ supply of scrap on hand at all
times, now barely have two weeks supply.
are chewing up scrap at the rate of 4 million
a month, the greatest consumption in history.

They want 17 million tons of it in the

months between now and January 1. Once snow
falls, scrap collections dwindle.

American mills, producing tools of war for the
United States and its allies, have an output one-
third greater than all the steel mills of the axis
nations combined.

But this country’s armament production will not
reach its peak till January 1, a fact which makes
a great scrap pile by the end of this year more
vital than ever.

There is a vast reservoir of scrap lying idle now
in homes, on farms, in office buildings and in in-
dustrial plants.

Even those homeowners, shop foremen and farm-
ers believe they already have cleaned out their
premises of scrap are being asked to take a “sec-
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The newspapers’ methods of needling and prod-
ding their communities into greater action wWill
vary from city to city and state to state.

ers into service as spotiers or collectors or poduc-
es of scrap. Even army trucks will help where they
antl?pickingt.mmﬂaljunk.
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The ‘Inside Story’
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tila the Hun slew his own broth-
er that he might be

supreme in

de-
e

 “And again like Attila the
Hun, the Hun we call Hitler be-
lieves in soothsayers and omens,
and consulted them on the eve
of the battle of Chalons, one of
the decisive battles of all his-
tory. The soothsayers frretold
defeat for him, but Attili was
commitied to the coriflict, and he
is said to have concealed his
alarm, and to have ridden among
his men—reminding them
their valor and conquests, prom-
ising that victory would be re-
vndt;l.wa?ma:rhcthmof
their » fell, in dying
for him. m&nplmdehu
Huns impatient for battle. How
like Adolf, exhortihg his armies.
But when the battle was joined
and had been fought to its con-

have confidence in the justice of
providence. How alike the two
stories are, thus far in the story
of Hitler.

+ “Attila's crown for Hitler, from
his many admirers? Well, why
not, if the thing can be found?

him wear it, in the hour when
he steps to the scaffold, as the
last of his infamous line.”

Random Harvest

By JAMES HILTON

130—Young People’s Church of the
C. W. A. reports that she had v

Chapier 38 (Continued)

For five days he walked about
Selchester alone. He visited the
cathedral, sat for hours in the
close under the trees, spent an
afterncon in a very dull munici-
pal museum, watched the traius
in and out of the railway sta-
tion, read the papers in the free
None of these pursuits
involved conversation, and—ex-
cept to waitresses and the maid
at the hotel—he did not utter a
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in Selchester almost a week. He
had a definite desire to go to the
theatre and see the show, but
he could not decide until he felt
certain what his desire signi-
fled. If it were weakness, an
urge to go back on his pledge
to himself, he would not give
way; he could endure plenty
more of the aloneness, it would
not break him. But, on the other

not

weakness but strength—suppos-
ing it meant that he could now

walk into a theatre as pormally
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something up, but only blind-
fold, haphazardly, without the
power of selection. He could

2:00—Swedish

2:30—-Portiand Classes
3:00—First Nighter.
3:30—Nobody's Children.
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