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EDITORIAL

BOLD NEWSPAPER HEADLINES to the contrary — no real decisive
battles have yet taken place. To date the war has not been decisive bat-

tles — but military strategy. Allied forces are establishing bases, com-

munication and supply lines, to get set for decisive action. Enemy forces

are attempting to disrupt these plans to the utmost of their ability.
THE SUPREME TEST will come — swiftly — maybe in Australia —

Alaska — or elsewhere.

IF we have done our job well at home, provided our fighting men

amply, and with the equipment they require, decisive action WILL come

—— swift and sure. IF we fail in this task, the war will be long, bloody and

costly.

GIVE ALL YOU'VE GOT, whatever be your chore at home, so our
fighting sons will be equipped and ready for the test.
VICTORY — quick and decisive, will be the reward.

(Editor)

WISDOM, INC.

DONALD M. NELSON SAYS:

* "I have talked to men who
blame labor for lack of produc-
tion. I have talked to labor leaders
who blame management for lack
of production. I have talked to
managers who blame their sup-
pliers. I have talked to suppliers
who blame scarcity of materials.
And I have talked to a lot of people
who blame Washington.

"What have YOU done about it?

"My answer to each of these
people has been: What have YOU
done about it YOURSELF?

"To the business men who
blame labor, I say:

"What have YOU done to settle
the problem forthrightly instead of
merely complaining? Have YOU
really tried to remove the causes
of just complaints against working
conditions in YOUR plant?

"To the representatives of labor,
I say: Have YOU really gone the

limit to adjust YOUR differences
without stopping production?

"To those who whine that Wash-
ington hasn't done enough for
them, I say:

“Where is YOUR initiative?
Where is YOUR enterprise? YOU
are always talking about preserv-
ing free enterprise. Where is it?
Do YOU usually get business by
waiting for the customer to call
YOU and ask YOU to take an
order? Have YOU made a thor-
ough study of what the customer
wants? Are YOU prepared to con-
vert YOUR machinery to those
needs? Can YOU show us what
YOU can do? There isn't time for
the Army and the Navy to deter-
mine what every plant can make.
There must be initiative and enter-
prise at the other end of the tran-

saction. If YOU can show the Army
and Navy what YOU can do and
are prepared to do it, most of the
problem is solved.”
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“"THE DAMNDEST FINEST RUINS”

+ Thirty-eight years alfter it actually happened here, rumors persist that our ]apan?se
friends from across the waters are going to help us celebrate a momentous occasion

in this city’s history.

April 18th, thirty-eight years ago, Dame Nature made a frontal assault on San
Francisco that the Nippens in all their fury could never equal. Without warning. that
morning of April 18, 1906, Nature let go in all her catastrophic might, leaving a thri.v—
ing metropolis shackled and choked by the smouldering ruins of her own debris.

(EDITOR)

D. C. WILEKENS, L. A. GENERAL AGENT. RETAINS VIVID RECOLLECTION
OF FIRE AND EARTHQUAKE

% Do you recall old San Fran-
cisco? 1 have boyhood recollec-
tions of the cable cars on Market
Street. [ remember the old Lincoln
Grammar School, "South of the
Slot,” the homes of the old pioneer
families; the old cafes; the famous
restaurants; the old Palace Hotel;
the "Midway Plaisance” near
Fourth, where "Little Egypt”’ did
her dance; the old Chinatown; the
old Barbary Coast. I remember the
railroad men of the old days—such
sterling characters as Fred Berry,
Jack Inglis, Billy Shotwell, Matt
Clarke, Fred Thompson and many
others.

San Francisco retired on the
night of April 17th with no thought
of what was to come in the morn-
ing. | was residing with a Scotch
family named Phillips at 14th and
Guerrero Streets.

At a few minutes past five [ was
rudely awcakened by a terrific
shock, by the noise of falling walls
and chimneys. I recall a violent
shaking. The chandelier was
swaying back and forth. I jumped
out of bed, but could hardly stand
on my feet. The shock lasted one
minute and five seconds. It was
very severe during its duration.
When it stopped, everyone dashed
into the street to see what damage
had been done. The streets were
filled with fallen cornices, walls
and chimneys. Many of the old
frame houses stood the shock well,
while others were cracked, and
some a mass of wreckage. I re-
member seeing the old Valencia
Street Hotel, a four-story wooden
structure, flat on the ground.

I walked down Market Street—
the cable cars were not running—
and this thoroughfare presented a
memorable sight. We had to walk
in the middle of the street, because
the sidewalks were filled with

fallen walls, stone and brick.

At that time I worked for a
wholesale liquor house at Battery
and Commercial Stireets, and
down in the produce district [ saw
many horses killed by fallen walls.
I remember seeing a drunken
derelict in the gutter, and later
wondering if he picked himself up
before the fire came along.

The fire was starting a few
blocks away. I decided to open
the office and get some of the
valuable books and records to a
safe place. I turned the combina-
tion on the vault, and just then the
second shock came along. Some
bottles and cases that hadn't fallen
on the first shock toppled over, and
I thought my last day had come.
The manager presently come
along and we took the records to
his home.

San Francisco's firemen were
helpless in the face of the rapidly
gaining fire, for the Quake had
broken most of the water mains. I
saw the Palace Hotel begin to
burn, and soon the fire reached
the Call Building. Martial law was
proclaimed and the soldiers from
the Presidio took charge. Many
stories were told of people killed
while looting. Actually there was
very little looting, no tears, wail-
ing or despair; but a great exhibi-
tion of courage, fortitude and good
humor; and a willingness to help
a neighbor.

The refugees from the burned
districts flocked to the parks, ceme-
teries, the Presidio and the Twin
Peaks foothills. Many people lived
for weeks in Golden Gate Park.
Cooking was not permitted in-
doors for about two weeks. The
rows of stoves on every street
presented an odd sight. The Phil-
lips family and [ moved to the foot-
hills.

{Continued on Page 6)

By LAWRENCE W. HARRIS

Put me somewhere west of East Street
where there's nothing left but dust,

Where the lads are all a-hustling and
where everything’s gone bust.

Where the buildin’s that are standin’
sort of blink and blindly stare

At the damndest finest ruins
ever gazed on anywhere.

Bully ruins—bricks and walls—
thru the night I've heard you call.

Sort of sorry for each other
cause you had to burn and fall,

From the ferries to Van Ness
you're a God-forsaken mess,

But the damndest finest ruins—
nothing more or nothin’ less.

The strangers who come rubberin’
and a huntin’ scuvenirs,

The fools they try to tell us
it will take a million years

Before we can get started,
so why don't we come to live

And build our homes and factories
upon the land they've got to give.

"Got to give!” why, on my soul,
I would rather bore a hole

And live right in the ashes
that even move to Oakland Mole,

It they'd all give me my pick
of their buildin's proud and slick

In the damndest finest ruins
still I'd rather be a brick!

EDITOR—WOMEN'S
NEWS SAYS:

We read a rather amusing arti-
cle in one of the magazines for
gals, simplifying the international
situation to the point of infantility.
The definition of democracy is
sweeping—it's all good, no draw-
backs at all; Fascism is all bad.
However, it is in coming to com-
munism that the writer is really on
the spot. Her explanation suggests
a very bad compromise between
our before-the-war attitude to-
wards this ideclogy and a deter-
mination not to say anything
downright nasty about the driving
force behind our Russian allies’
brilliant delense against the Nazis.
All leaving one with the feeling of
knowing about as much as before
reading the article—or maybe a
bit less.



















