possible. If the American public is will-
ing to let the public universities deteri-
orate, it will hardly deal more kindly
with the private universities.

Plainly, it is indifference, not ex-
pense, which explains the failure of the
State universities to carry out the quali-
tative plan of Thomas Jefferson. They
have preferred the large numbers, the
masses, which satisfy their American
zest for magnitude and grandiosity, to
the small numbers, the select few,
which would appeal to an imagination
interested in excellence and magna-
nimity; and they have buttressed their

preference by a pseudo-democratic:

idealism subversive of higher education
and social stability, tenable only in a
young, exuberant nation that can afford
to be indiscreet because of its security
and its easy opportunites. Pscudo-
demaocracy, with its curious mixture of
sentimentalism and imperialism, pre-
vents us from adopting the plan of
State support of superior students. In
the latest edition of American Col-
leges and Universities the annual ex-
penditures of even a comparatively un-
developed institution like the Univer-
sity of Wyoming are given as $1,141,-
051.61, while those of the University of
Michigan are $10,366,826.44 and of the
University of California $16,204,582.36.

The State universities are handling
large sums of money, but not in the
interest of the most promising and valu-
able young citizens of the State. Far
from supporting these young citizens
by means of undergraduate scholar-
ships, they require them to pay the full
tuition and meet all other expenses.
Some States, to be sure, have a few un-
dergraduate scholarships; but they usu-
ally carry stipends that cover only a
fraction of the cost of a college educa-
tion. From time to time members of
the faculty receive letters from high-
school teachers or principals, inquiring
whether the university cannot some-
how find a scholarship to enable some
exceptionally qualified youngster to se-
cure a college education. In one such
letter the teacher, an alumnus of the
university, declared that after ten years
of service he had found an ideal stu-
dent, but unhappily also a penniless
student—could not something be done
for him? Was not a scholarship avail-
able? The answer was No, the State
university had no scholarships to en-
able such students to come to college.
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The Danger Line of Drink
By Richard R. Peabody

What are the signs which indicate that liquor is *' get-

ting'’ a man? Ls the “hair of the dog’" as salutary as it

is supposed to be? Here are five rules by which to judge
whether the road to alcobolism is open

ELL-GROOMED, erect, clear of
voice and eye, certainly he did
not look the part of the man

who had been “got” by whiskey. Yet
he told me that during the first year of
the depression, when his business fell
off seriously, he had begun resorting to
alcohol to buck up his spirits and re-
lieve his worry. There came a time, he
said, when he took a drink in the morn-
ing because he was jittery, and these
jitters he knew were different from
business worries because they seemed to
come from the previous night’s indul-
gence. One day, even though his bus-
iness had begun to pick up, he found
he could not stop.

“If a fire gets big enough,” he ex-
plained, “it creates its own draft.”

Though he had no idea of it, that
man had stepped over the danger line
when he took his first morning drink.
He called it an “eye-opener,” but it

would be more exact to describe it as a
drug to soothe his nerves.

Let me state once and for all that I
have no prejudice against alcohol as a
beverage, .and little sympathy for the
well-meaning  reformers who run
around with sharp sticks chasing De-
mon Rum. 1 recognize that “the cup
that cheers” has advantages of social
value. It relieves self-consciousness, pro-
motes good-fellowship, and in general
contributes to the gaiety of many occa-
sions, What I would like to do here
is to indicate to those who are accus-
tomed to drink, and who know how to
handle alcohol (or believe they do),
certain signs by which they may be
warned when they are entering the
twilight zone of danger. These signs
I have learned from long observation.
Tt is an old old story for me to hear: “If
1 only had known ten years ago as much
about the effects of drinking on nerv-
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ous systems like mine as I do now, 1
certainly would have saved myself and
my family an enormous amount of
suffering.”

Most everybody knows of some per-
son, too often an-intimate friend or
relative, who has “gone to hell” from
drink, and they may know more than
one; yet how many people stop to
think of this danger in connection with
their own conduct?

Of course the great majority are so
relatively abstemious that this reflec-
tion is not necessary, but there are
nevertheless a great many men who
might profitably pause to consider
whether or not drink has become a
potential danger to them. Certain ways
of drinking indicate a mordid interest
in it. Sometimes small parties, and even
small drinks, taken during certain
states of mind are not as innocent as
they may seem. ‘

Unfortunately, there is no clear-cut
difference between what might be called
normal drinking and alcoholism, the
way there is between a broken leg and
a whole one. In dealing with mental
states it is not nearly so easy to make a
definite diagnosis as it is in the physical
field when the organs can be examined
by various mechanical methods. So to
avoid wasting our time in hair-split-
ting we will have to make certain state-
ments, and then discuss the exceptions.

Despite the opinion of prohibitionists
the man who is somewhat under the
influence of liquor every evening is by
no means an alcoholic problem, pro-
vided he goes about his business soberly
in the day time and is reasonably sen-
sible. while drinking. He may be a
drunkard in the making but he is not
one at the moment.

Ar what time then in a man’s drink-
ing career does he show definite signs
of alcoholism, either in process or in
fact? One answer is when he begins
to drink in the morning. This is an
unmistakable danger signal. When he
needs “the hair of the dog that bit
him” to restore his nerves so that he can
get on with the day’s work without
“going crazy” from an indescribable
state of depression and jitters, then he
is a drunkard real or potential, the lat-
ter depending on how much the alco-
hol that he consumes on the following
day affects him. In other words, at this
point drink has become a drug, and a
major drug at that. A man who cannot

go out with the boys in the evening and
return with them to their work the
next day because he is drunk again is
a drug-addict, and if he is returning
with the help of a pick-me-up he is a
drug-addict just the same.

Normal drinkers, no matter how
much they may have imbibed the night
before, cairy on the next day without
“eye-openers”; and they do this not
because of will power, but because
such an idea physically disgusts them.
Their unhappy friend is going to have
a drink because he is suffering from a
painful mental reaction which they
know nothing about, for if they felt the
way he did they would have ore too.

While my work is confined to treat-
ing those who are disturbed by their
excessive indulgence I make it a point
to go into the matter with normal
drinkers from time to time in order
that I may be informed as to how,
when, and in what manner they drink.
They invariably tell me that, no matter
how intoxicated they may have been
the night before, the last thing in the
world they want is a drink the next
morning.

When 1 asked a certain patient how
he started to drink in the morning he
replied, “About four years ago I went
on a party with a man who was in
somewhat the condition that I am now.
The next morning we awoke very much
the worse for wear nervously. This was
extremely unfortunate for me as I had
an important and difficult engagement
which I seemed absolutely incapable of
keeping. When I told my friend of my
predicament he said, “A hair of the
dog that bit you is ail that you need,”
and forthwith set the example by hav-
ing one himself. I had one too, though
the idea was distasteful to me, and in
the course of a few minutes [ felt all
right. “Now,” I said to myself, “I have
found a way to beat hangovers!” And
I had for a while; but as time went on
and my nerves got worse I had to keep
increasing the dose, until T found I was
more or less drunk all the next day.”

Those then who wish to enjoy mod-
eration, interspersed with occasional
parties, would do well to avoid drink-
ing anything until lunch time, and if
they can wait until dinner so much the
better.

At this point I realize that certain
readers are reflecting on the exceptions
that they know of, and as a result are
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wondering whether [ am an extremist
who does not know his business. Are
there any exceptions to these somewhat
dogmatic statements? Yes, there are. In
fact T once had a patient whose father
took only one drink a day and that was
before breakfast, Nevertheless none of
these exceptions is strong enough to
vitiate the fundamental symptoms of
chronic alccholism as set forth here.
However we will take up the most
common for consideration.

For instance, there are a relatively
few older men who can and do take a
pick-me-up in the morning, not habitu-
ally, but after particularly big parties.
These men, because of their age, can-
not be considered alcoholics, past, pres-
ent or future. If a man under thirty-five
or forty is doing this he’d better look
out, but if he is fifty or sixty and is not
increasing the dose then his habits have
unquestionably crystallized and such ills
as result from drinking will be those
of the body. Men who could drink
slowly all day long (and still be a suc-
cess in the office and home) without
doubt existed a century ago; but high
speed business and high speed pleas-
ure have made such demands on the
nervous system that it can no longer
withstand an all-day-every-day ration
of alcohol. Drinking does not help
under any condition; but in this era
of keen social as well as economic
competition, the nerves must have fre-
quent respites or we may expect alco-
holic breakdowns on the part of those
who persist in abusing it.

Another exception is the reunion
common to college men, business asso-
ciates, and war veterans, to mention
just three groups. Here large bodies of
respected men may set out to become
intoxicated for the better part of two
or three days or longer. Conservative
people may question the good taste of
these performances, but those who in-
dulge in them cannot be considered
abnormal by any stretch of the imagina-
tion. The obvious reason is that too
many normal men do it.

Now the discouraging part of this
change from normal social drinking to
abnormal drug addiction which wrecks .
so many lives is that its onset is often
insidious. A man may have a full
blown case of alcoholism before he is
really aware that he is the victim of a
dangerous narcotic. He is drinking the
same beverage that he always drank
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and that his friends are still drinking
with impunity. If he had to retire to
the privacy of his room in order to give
himself a hypodermic injection he
would realize that he was doing a thor-
oughly abnormal and dangerous thing
the first time he did it. But when he
is only drinking a little more of the
same old stuff for a little longer period
of time, he fails to realize that he too
is a “hophead,” and it sometimes takes
what might be termed a prolonged
catastrophe to educate him.

Taking a drink in the morning as
a relief from the excesses of the night
before is only one danger signal. An-
other one is using alcohol as a means
of escape from a disagreeable reality.
Life itself, particularly in these days,
provides a good many reasons for ner-
vousness and depression and so the
desire to escape into a pleasanter world
of fancy is pretty strong for many peo-
ple. But alcohol is intended to be used
for purposes of celebration and not con-
‘solation, for in the long run it makes
a poor if not disastrous nerve medicine.
Drink if you like to make a good time
better but never to make a bad time
good. Boring social functions may be
excepted from the latter part of this
statement. It may be all right to blow
off steam on Saturday night, but the
person who deliberately and with in-
creasing frequency seeks refuge in the
bottle is headed for serious trouble. The
cause may seem justified, but that does
not prevent the end from being tragic.
Drinking to escape from the hardships
of life then is the second danger signal.

Incidentally if it is true that a great
many people are worried and unhappy
more or less because of the depression,
why is it that alcoholism has not in-
creased by leaps and bounds? The an-
swer is that the average man, while he
may be unhappy, while he may be
none too strong of will, and while he
certainly knows the temporary sooth-
ing effects of a drink, simply does not
choose this way out of his troubles. He
instinctively knows that it will not
work, and furthermore that, except for
a brief period, it will make matters
much worse. It is not a question of will
power so much as lack of desire. In this
he is fortunately diametrically opposed
to the person whose nerves have be-
come poisoned by alcohol.

I don’t want to weaken the truth of
my statements by being misunderstood
and hence considered fanatical. Any
sound theory can be made ridiculous
by carrying it to an absurd degree.
Plenty of normal drinkers do seck a
party with their friends because they
are “fed up,” but they do not make a
habit of it because they know from
experience that it will work satisfac-
torily only once in a while. They go
to the great majority of their parties
because their friends are going also,
and not because they are unhappy or
worried.

This brings us to the third point in
our consideration of what signs indi-
cate that the danger line of drinking
has been or is about to be passed. Is
the monthly or yearly dosage being
steadily increased even if slowly? Most
men’s habits, certainly their drinking
habits, have more or less crystallized
by thirty. So if a man’s drinking in-
creases after that he may easily be con-
cerned without being accused of mor-
bid introspection. A man who is stead-
ily drinking more at thirty-five than he
was at thirty, and more at forty than
he was at thirty-five, has cause for
worry, unless of course drinking has
always been a matter of negligible im-
portance in his life. This increase is
often subtle, and it is generally accom-
panied by a series of plausible excuses.
But the fact remains that the normal
man tends to do most of his drinking
when he is young, and his nerves and
body can stand it. As he advances in
age, and responsibilities develop, he
drinks less. In other words he restricts
his consumption of alcohol to that
amount which does not injure his
health, his reputation, or his efficiency.

Still another danger signal to bear
in mind is how much more, as time
goes on, a person depends on alcohol
for enjoyment. Has he the same en-
thusiasm (with due regard for advane-
ing age) as he had five or ten years
ago, or is he leaning more and more
on alcohol in his attempt to get hap-
piness out of life? T do not mean he is
depending on it in the same quantity,
to enjoy those social fuactions where
it is habitually used, but is his drink-
ing slowly becoming a necessary ac-
companiment in the gaining of pleasure
from those things which used to be
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spontaneous hobbies and which should
be still? Has the “nineteenth hole” be-
come the most interesting one to the
golfer, and is the flask as important to
the fisherman as his bait? If so, be care-
ful.

As a final symptom to be watched
we will add insane conduct, that is, be-
havior extremes beyond the point of
ordinary drunkenness. Most men who
drink to excess at all do something
sooner or later which causes them much
chagrin, but the man who frequently
and without cause fights, insults ladies,
or in any way conducts himself in a
dangerous, crazy, or indecent manner,
shows an abnormal mental deteriora-
tion. I am not concerned here with the
moral or esthetic effects of alcohol, but
such behavior as has just been men-
tioned denotes mental sickness, and
thus it is a danger signal of serious
trouble ahead.

Just as we have qualified our state-
ments in the direction of leniency to-
ward drinking—that is breaking rules
without danger—so in the other direc-
tion too much should not be made
of technicalities to bolster up oneself
in the belief that one is indulging in a
safe and sane manner. For instance, the
man who waits until lunch time to be-
gin drinking, but who from that time
habitually keeps on for the rest of
the day, need not pride himself that
his use of alcohol is safe and sane. He
may have one of those very rare cld-
fashioned nervous systems, but the
chances are that unless his consumption
and his reaction to it have become fixed
for a considerable period of time he is
a semi-alcoholic in process of becoming
a full-fledged one.

To sum the matter up we may say
that the danger line of drink has been
reached under the following conditions:

(1) Drinking to get over the effects
of previous drinking, particularly when
it is done in the morning. (2) Using
alcohol as a means of escape from a dis-
agreeable reality. (3) Slowly but surely
increasing the monthly or yearly do-
sage. (4) Depending more on alcohol
for enjoyment, particularly in connec-
tion with those things to which it is
not a normal accompaniment. (5) Ex-
treme conduct while under the influence
of drink, that can only be described
as “crazy.”
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By Jean Davis

“Mulm,” explains Mrs. Davis with
Squires as an authority, 'is an accumu-
lation of waste.” “Bookbinding in the
South Seas” in the February SCRIBNER’s
was written by Mr. Davis on Mrs.
Davis’s hobby. Now, Mrs. Davis gets
her innings.

At least, says Mr. Davis, while in
Tahiti she took enough interest in tropi-
ical fish to learn to spear them under
water, using diving goggles. So far as
he knows she was the only white wom-
an in the islands ever to have done so.

A year ago when I gave David as a
Christmas gift a tankful of tropical fish
(not goldfish, not “goopies,” but the
exquisite large fish which live by elec-
tric heat and expert pampering) he
was first delighted with them, then
extremely annoyed by their death. I
also was annoyed, for again I found
him spending long hours in his stuffy
writing room, trying to convince him-
self that the typewriter was his major
interest in life. He brooded, and at last
he admitted that his failure as a keeper
of fish was depressing him.

Within the week he bought a dozen
more, and he became grim and watch-
ful of them, placing their tank between
the bookshelves, acrating and heating
them according to the jumbled instruc-
tions of half a dozen books on the sub-
ject. This first tank was really effective
when the lights were lowered and its
jewellike contents of fish and rock
and plant glowed softly against the an-
cient books, but the next week brought

another tank, a larger one with larger
fish, David is a very thorough person.
He bought more tanks, more varieties
of fish, more gadgets, until scon he had
to build more bookshelves to hold
them. Then he bought more books to
fill the gaps between tank and tank.
And when the fish gave birth to their
numerous young he built more shelves
for more tanks again. It was a vicious
circle, revolved not only by his en-
thusiasm but by the doubtful kindli-
ness of friends who heaped upon us
tanks and discarded paraphernalia of
all sorts, mostly hideous.

Scon there were 60 fish in the living
room, or 110 as David reckoned it,
counting the unborn young of the
gravid females. There were fish at the
head of my bed and at the foot, gro-
tesque beasts as a center-piece for the
dining-room table; and David moped
over them all day lovingly, mumbling
of “Trichogaster Tricopterus,” and
“Hemigrammus Ocellifer,” and “Pan-
todon Bulcholzi.” I learned that aqua-
rists, as his sort are called, refer to their
pets by their Latin names only, though
I could never remember the very good
reason for this. I maintained that no
one could feel warmly toward a pet
with a ten-syllable Latin name, but he
pointed out to me that tropical fish
were (1) inexpensive, (2) quiet, (3)
unnecessary to house-break, (4) beauti-
ful, (5) biologically instructive, and
(6) occasionally profitable, ergo one
could not help but love them.

Such was his ardor that after only a
fortnight’s acquaintance with his finny
friends he must sell a dozen of them
to a sporting-goods store. He spent half

a day trying to catch them in his little
net and placing them in the store tank
with their proper plants. He made a
profit of 47 cents exactly. It was ob-
vious, then, that he must breed them.
He did, all around my bed.

First, worms were introduced to our
happy home, and David bred the white
worms to feed to the breeding fish
which required special nutriment. The
long red tubifex worms were kept con-
tinually under the drip of the kitchen
faucet, and chosen, worm by worm and
carefully, by their master before he fed
them to the fish. Lettuce was allowed
to rot in an open jar of water to pro-
vide infusoria for the tiny fry. For
three days we sacrificed ourselves on
the altar of pisciculture while water
aged in the bathtub, because fresh tap
water was a dangerous thing; but all
this trouble was worth its pain, I felt,
when David came leaping to waken me
one morning with the announcement
that the fish had spawned. He was tri-
umphant, changed in character com-
pletely. He showered me with atten-
tions I had missed for months, and
though still he bought underwater
plants for the fish and for me no roses,
I was content.

Until the fish began to die. Until two
of the tanks clouded and our guests
complained of a perfume to which we
were already hardened. We had to dis-
mantle the twenty gallon tanks, change
the water, boil the gravel, throw the
putrid plants away. During the re-
moval of the fish a2 Mexican male Hel-
leri slithered beneath the treble strings
of the piano. David jumped about fran-
tically, on top of the piano and under
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