THE EBITORS WANT YOU to meet Tim Burr. At the bot-
tom of this and the adjoining page is chronicled a
typical adventure in the life of Mr. Burr. We don’t
know exactly where he works: he doesn’t last too long
in any one place. He works in the woods a while; he
has been known to work in the mills; he lays off oc-
casionally, too. By now, branch personnel offices have
learned to expect that he will show up every so often.
It’s not that he isn’t a good worker—he is. The unfor-
tunate thing about Tim is that he’s a dope when it
comes to safety. Sure, he reads the signs posted in the
mills and camps. He tries to be conscientious. Just ask
him. He’ll tell you he tries. Actually, there is only one
thing wrong with Tim: he doesn’t keep his mind on
what he’s doing. When he doesn’t keep his mind on
what he’s doing, something is bound to happen. Things
happen to Tim all the time. (Any similarity between
his adventures and those of actual people is somewhat
intentional.)



