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The Couﬁtiug of the Masters

ERHAPS, brethren, we are
prone to underrate the incelli-
gence of the enemy. Perhaps,
since money-grubbing is so
stupid and greasy we are likely
to think its followers cannot be
very wise about anything and
therein make a dangerous error, .

Anyway, the skill with which
mzzzzzz the Coast Defense scare has
just been thrust upon the country is calenlated

#to make us all sit up and think. What the"
Interests -desire above all other things is to
divert attention from economic conditions and
from the arrangements by which the Interest
gentlemen fatten themselves at the nation’s
expense. So long as they can keep the pub-
lic from thinking they can hope to retain their

~ places on phe public’s back. To divert general

# attention from essentials what could be a bet-

ter device than to have an official report on
the defenceless state of the country suddenly
suppressed for fear Europe may learn how
easily a hostile fleet could descend upon our
“coasts and capture everything in sight?

The well-trained press instantly breaks into
clamor. It is shown that we haven’t a gun nor
a fort nor an army nor anything to fight with.
Public men express the most pessimistic opin-
ions as to the security of anything unless we
begin at once upon a vast system of fortifica-
tions. The wild-eved advocates of a greater
navy, always insatiable, shriek aloud wupon~
their favorite theme and the war fever sets
in at the top ‘pitch.

The next appropriation bill is to carry mil-
lions for new armaments, ,

All this sweetly illustrates the utility of the
Carnegie Peace Fund, upon the heels of which
it follows close.

Do you hear any of these war maniacs say-
ing anytning about the nation's enemies at
home that are real and veritable?

Not cne. The whole push is busy screech-
ing about foreign enemies that exist only in
imagination.

To minds of this order, I suppose it is use-
less to review the facts about the tuberculosis
death lists, more appalling than those of any
war ; about the increase of poverty, the growth
of the slums, the inadequacy of our schools,
nor any other pertinent and actual condition.
The only subject that appeals to them is the
hobgoblin of war. Millions for armaments,
but not one cent for tuberculosis.

Meantime, if the gentlemen on the inside
continue to work the scare hard enough they
can keep the people from talking very much
about the increased cost of living.

-About this I have a little suggestion. If
it is so tremendously important to have coast
defenses the gentlemen that are yelljng for
them ought to be willing to do their part in

the glorious work. I fayor the forming of a
regiment of coast deicnders composed exclu-

-

NT ON THINGS DOING \

the Philippines.
~ hideous design of Japan against Alaska.

‘Wait until she begins to do it.

sively of the edit®s that are always sounding
the alarm. Their well-known patriotism will
doubtless make the service a joy to them and
they will receive the suggestion with enthusi-
asm. Then I favor a law that every Congress-
man that declares the country to be at the
mercy of any invader shall be conscripted
into the army for six months. If in addition
we can have a little school to which statesmen
can be sent to learn the origin of war and the
simple way to avoid it, I thuuk we car go qui-
etly about dur business without creating any
more armament bills for the workingman to

pay.

‘Bhere is one phase of this subject that is

still more ominous.
Do you notice from time to time a recur-
rence of the Japanese war

Watch the News scare? Today I was read-
: ing in a newspaper the let-
From Japan ters of naval officers that

privately  assure their
friends of Japan's hellish intentions against
Just before that it was some

These things do not happen accidentally in
a controlled press.

. I beg to suggest to radicals and Socialists
and other persons not believing in murder,
that they observe diligently the news in regard
to Japan. '

Just at this time when the tendency at
home is toward economic inquairy and whén
people are beginning to learn something about
the monstrous System that is saddled upon
their backs, nothing could be so useful as a
war to the gentlemen that ride us.

None of the riding gentlemen would get
shot in it. Only workingmen would lose their
lives, ;

None of the nding gentlemen would pay
the cost of a war. Only workingmen would
have the privilege.

None of the wives of the riding gentlemen
would be widowed. None of their children
would be orphaned. Only the wives and chil-
dren of workingmen would suffer.

War, therefore, is never dreadful, except
in a remote, sentimental and plattudinous way
to the gentiemen that ride and that also direct
the affairs of the nation. B

First fact. :

And the second is that the swift industrial
development of Japan is beginning to be very
uncomfortable to these gentlemen. Already
Japan has excluded from the Orient more
than one of our admirable Trusts.

Wait until she begins to tackle us npon our
own shores. At this very moment I believe
she can lay down steel rails anywhere west
of the Rockies for less than the Steel Trust.
Wait until
Japanese steel begins to come in and fill the
contracts. ‘

On that day it will be strange if a race riot
does- not break out in San Francisco, or a
Japanese boy Le reported stening an Ameri-
can, or the flag be insulted in Yokohama, or
something of the kind, certain to fire the
Arerican heart with patriotic frenzy and start
the war mania on its way.

ATCH for it. You will see it. Here
in this country we aresthoroughly
subjugated to the trusts. Japan is
the only danger to. them. It is
striding along gathering all the
markets of the. Pacific. Collision
with our masters is inevitable un- -
less our masters can agree with
Japan for a division of the world’s booty.
When the collision comes and the streets are
filled with madmen shouting for war, how
much then need the Interests fear the prog-
ress of economic agitation?

* ¥ %

Here is the real danger. None of the flap-
doodlists of the Peace Society will lift a hand
or say a word against it, now nor at any other

time. That way. profits
Steel Trust and !'¢- Decause who are the
mouthpieces of the Peace

Coast Defenses Society and the Carnegie
cult? JMen like Elihu
Root. And where do these men come in?

As attorneys for the Interests.
do the Interests come in?

They would furnish the munitions and cop
off the money.

Well, then, was there ever in this world
anyting so funny as fumbling Carnegie and
his fumbling donation to the Cause of Peace?

The very men that will spend Mr. Carne-
gie's Peace fund are the men enployed ta
further war.

At this you can imagine the devil letting out
a whoop of laughter fit to make the volcanoes -
rattle.

Yet it is quite true. Take this Coast De-
fense scare we weve speaking of a2 moment
ago.

WLo will get the fat contracts to provide
the armament demanded because of this scare? =

The Steel Trust. B

Who will rake ofi the profits from it?

The Steel Trust. :

Who are ta spend the Carnegie. Fund?

Well, look over the names.and .see if you
can discover many that are not connected in
one way or another with the great financial
or business Interests, that # turn are depend-
ent upon the central Interests that own the
Steel Trust. . ;

After that vaudeville seems time. -

As one final suggestion on this subject let
me advise you to watch carefully the news-
papers that are engaged in pushing the Coast
Defense scare. .

If you can find one that is not hitched up
with the steel Interests, let me know.

Thus we are governed and this is the rea-
son for it, . i

Some Ehilosophers aver that every people

gets the kind of government it deserves.
Heaven above, but we must have been ter-

rible offenders to deserve in any way the rot-

ter brand of government we are getting now !

HEN business is a little dull in. the
steel trade, the Secretary of War
obligingly booms it for Mr. Mor-
gan by raising the Coast Defense
bugaboo. Whon Mr. Morgan and
his friends the Guggenheims ~de-

sire to rake oif the riches of

-Alaska the Secretary of ihe In-

terior is on hand to help. ;

When Mr. Morgan desires to further ex-
ploit the exploited New Haven railroad the

And where

.\




government’s suit.

en Mr. Morgan desires to boom his

_hear some characteristic ass bray-
I§e || ing about the grandeur of condi-
e |l tions in our beloved land or to
e read in the Outlook some spicy
——2 )] cuff about triumphant democracy
~ < in America. - Now and then one
' this cheerful school gets what is coming
him. The other night on a transcontinental
in, in a crowded buffet car, a blatant young
_person read ‘from a newspaper an item about
gift from John D. Rockefeller to some hos-
_pital and expatiated loudly upon the goodness,
sweetness and lovable qualities of Mr. Rocke-
_feller and Mr. Carnegie, who, he assured us,
“always made such good use of their money.”
'+ A quiet man in the corner locked up sud-
"denly from the magazine he was reading and
-said : : -
~ “How would it do for men like Rockefeller
‘and Carnegie to stop causing disease?”

. After that for a long tume nothing was
_heard but the roar of the train as it leaped
from one unsafe rail to another until George,
“the waiter, put his head in the door and said,
*Will any other gentleman have anything?”

S Faz V2

= JRESIDENT DIAZ understands
this countrv perfectly well. When
his supremacy is threatened by a
revolution, he gives a seven-page
advertigpement ta the American
pewspapers. Whereupon they
wnamimously declare that the revo-
Jution is a failure and Diaz is not
only the greatest man that ever lived, but cer-
‘tain to rule forever. :

 And still there are some persons in this
country that question whether we have a free
press. How strange!

+ Yet let us be perfectly accurate in all our
‘statements. The American press is not free
in the sense that you can get it for nothing,

>

In that sense it is free as the air. You bet.

" The City of Pasadena, California, is one
Vof the grandest places on the continent.
- Every American citizen should go to Pas-
: adena and explore it un-
der othe direction of Mr.
Ballard, the competent
; = town guide. . Pasadena is
: : - the home of more than
two hundred millionaires. It is perfectly
~grand. _ ‘
® As you go about admiring the houses of
our princes of industry you should learn how
~each one made his money. That will fill you
with admiring thoughts and give you addi-
tional pleasures as you stand in the street
‘and rubber-neck over the hedge at the roses,
fountains, geraniums and grottoes.
- Pasadena is strong on architecture, Mr.
_Ballard will truthfully inform you “hat no
wo of ‘the happy homes of our millionaire
-nobility are alike. After a time you are guite_
~ready to admit this fact as vou wend your
- way, wondering what kind of, houses Bedlam
%guld erect if it were turned lose upon the
The object of the Pasadena millionaires has
en tc spend their money. It is an object
~has weighed grievously upon them and
_some cases, I should say, has undermined
r intellects. y oA
One gentleman has copied an Italian villa
Naples, reproducirg the garden and all.

torney General helps him by withdrawing
" Tlica of a Mohammedon mosque. Another has
turned to Japan. Three have reproduced

'Honduras loan and his Chinese loan the Pres-

trees.

“but you can buy it ary time for a good big ad.

has imitated a Greek temple. An-

e ,‘, e 2 i
other has been gb‘o.l enough to give us a rep-

English country houses. Seventeen have fa-
vored us with imitations of the Italian renais-

sance and six with imitations of French villas.

One gentleman has striven conscientiously to

- satisfy all tastes by beginning with German
renaissance, putting in a dash of colonial and

ending with Moorish. Some have gone in
heavily for exotics and strange plants and
Some have artificial fish ponds and
caves and mazes, -all imitated and reproduced

from something .abroad. One gentleman in

the beer line has spent millions on a vast gar-
den, a feature of which is an artificial brook
that turns a mill. and the mill is a reproduc-
tion of some inill in England. Another of the
fortunate has a house with gold door knobs
and gold hinges. This seems to be the only
origmal thing in Pasadena. .Nobody in Italy
or England ever thought of such a grand and
useful device, which is, I am sure, a credit to
our native ingenuity.

I asked what the owners of all these splen-
dors did with their possessions, but the result-
mg information was meagre. It appeared
that many of them did not come to Pasadena
at all; they just owned houses there, and
covered them with gilt and things, or built
them in the manner of Greek temples, because
that was the proper:thing to do and they must
keep up with the procession oi the millionaire
order. But thev didn't live in their temples
and mosques and things. They just built
thent. Some miilionatres occasionally lived in
Pasadena, of course, but it didn’t appear that
their grottoes, towers, férneries, sunken gar-
dens, fish ponds, artincial brooks, water mulls,
gold hinges, gilt trinimings, trained monkeys,
English butlers, and other accessories afforded
thern any particular satisfaction. One native
offered to bet that rinety per cent of the noble
residents had never been inside their own
gardens aud couldn’t tell one artificial brodk
from another.

Nevertheless, Pasadena is a grand place”

and full of instruction to the inquiring mind.
Some persons have wondered about the great
American grab game whether it were worth
while. You sail in and wrest from your
fellows the bread they need and you don't
need; vou duck and dodge and twist and lie
and scheme and evade or break the laws that
you prate so muc about; you help to make
poverty, slums, destituticn and disease; you
help to create a condition, in which the major-
ity of mankind must live in darkness and insuf-
ficiency while you have a useless superfluity;
von steel your heart against every decent im-
pulse until it becomes dead and cold and all
the joy of life dies with it. You trample upon
other men and ruin them and outwit them;

and at last you join the sacred ranks and be--

come a millionaire. What fcr?
Well, here in Pasadena you can see what for.

So that you can have a house with gold

hinges and gold knobs or reproduce an Eng-
lish water-mill or construct a sunken garden
that you never look at.

Grzat, isn’t it? Seems so reasonable as an
object of life. '

* %

And now if you will just step. from Orange
Crove Avenue in Pasadena to any one of the
260 rotten, stinking, filthy courts of Lios An-

geles and see how the peo-

; le live in them, and in
?'“ﬂ.ym‘.ls-’m‘gvhat conditions, you will,
mn c"hﬁ’"'w I am sure, be filled with
g complete admiration for
the present organization of society and under-
stand how sweet are its blessings.

“There is no poverty out here, you know,”
says the complacent, well-fed, Los Angeles
man, riding comfortably upon the backs of the
populace. “It’s of no use to tell us about
slums; slums are confined to eastern cities.”

Yes? Well, I had not noticed that. My

impression was that California. the state of

overflowing abundance, the woild's granary

. and orchard, comains som~ of the worst pov-

-

| el
erty to be found on this earth. In spite of
the optimistic opinions of my Los Angeles
friends, I am still of that opinion. .

But don't let anything of that kind disturb
vou. Think of the sunken gardens and the
artificial water-falls! :

Two weeks ago in these columns I made
some inadequate reference to George R. Kirk-

- patrick’s extraordinary book, “War—What

For?” Since then I have

: observed that the sissy

Never .h{md boys and mental perverts
the Critics that write the bulk. of the

literary criticism in Amer-
ica have discovered that they are not pleased
with Mr. Kirkpatrick’s style and are, there-
fore, favoring him with some of their pon-
derous and dull animadversions.

Suppose we take a look at this. Anybody
that knows anything about George Kirkpat-
rick knows that he is a master of English and
could have put forth his book in about any
style he might care to adopt. If he had so
elected he could have turned out essays on
“War” couched in dignified and classic phrases
of the most fashionable type. Doubtless if
he had so desired he could have written his
book in the dull, juiceless and atrophying .
manner habitually praised by the sissy boys.
He might even by a supreme effort have killed
his book by making it stupid enough to win
their good word.

But having a great message on a great sub-
ject he deliberately chose so to frame it that
no reader could possibly escape the terrific im-
port of every word in that message.

Therefore, he has written a book that will
last instead of one that the junk dealers will
collect, as they collect all the favorite works
of the sissy boys. *“War-—What For?” will
be studied and referred to when butchers are
using the polite essayists to wrap meat in,
and when by no shred do the library heroes of .
the Miss Nancy school hang upon the human
memory. ‘

Dut, anyway, I congratulate Mr. Kirkpat-
rick. He has won the hostility of the worst
judges of literature in the worid and that &
an achievement worth while. For some years
I have watched these literary invertebrates
and their futile work and 1 have never yet
seen a book fail if they could only be induced
unanimousiy to condemn it. I know of no
safer guide to good reading than to copper
the criticisms of the jelly fish that pose as eur.
foremost critics. If they say anything is bad
you may be sure it is good; if they sov, it is
very bad go right out and buy it because it
is something you will want to read Tf you are
more than nine years old and do not play
marbles nor smoke cigarettes.

And the best possible advice one can give
to young writers is to study carefully what
the sissy boys like and strive conscientiousiy
to get as far as possible from anything like
that. This is the sober truth.. Run over the
writers in America that have the largest audi-
ences. Alfred Henry Lewis, Arthur Brisbane,
David Graham Phillips, Ella Wheeler VVilcox.
Robert Herrick, and-you will find that every
one of them is consistently damned by the
critical fratermty of slusz. Turn next to
the writers that are praised by the silly billies
and.you will not find those whose works are
sold otherwise than by the pound.

The moral is if yor: want an audience write
so that the Atlantic Monthly will be horiified.
If you want to write for paper stock consult
the reviewers | :

. If youv care to get this in condensed form
mquine ahout Robert Herrick's latest book.
Without a dissenting voice tiic sissies smote
that on the wrist and it was not only Herrick’s
best book, but has proved to be his best seller.

Why didn’t the critics like it? Why, for
tile same reason they do not like “War—-What
For?” : oy

It handed out eternal truth instead of a’

flabby imitation of Walter Pater.




QUEER  devil—a whimsical devil—a
funny devil. He is desperately in ear-
I nest—he does not believe a word he
| says—fool—a genius. A madman—a
I} Mountebank—a magician. Most of the
I inhabitants of these islands have at one
time or another taken a hand at the
game of xplammg .Bernard Shaw.
lie has been explained in every little corterie of
Fabians and Social Democrats. IHe has been ex-
plained in the drawing-room and the kitchen. He
has even been explained in Parliament.

And not a single one of his explainers has guessed
Shaw's secret. But Shaw knows it. So do L

I am disclosing his secret from a sense of duty
i order to save forty millions more, or less, of
astonished and mystified Britishers from wearing
sthemselves to death in an effort to unravel the tangle
of Shaw's psychology, thus distracting: them from
the business of running the Empire:

I have watched Bernard Shaw closely. H:..n'e
spoken frem the same platform with him. Have
taiked to him and at him. Have stayed with him at
the same hotel. Watched him eat and drink.  Know
suinething of the way in which he sleeps. And |
bedeve 1 have fathomed his secret.

In the first®place 1 would ask you to notice with
ifie certain characteristics of this man, who is inter-

esiing m the way that all things unbwman are in- .

tecesting,
The Darling of the Gods.

The first thing that strikes you about this Mephis-
topheaan Puck, this dariing of the gods, is the way
in which he flouts all the rulers of the earth-game.
L he ordinary human being when he wants to convey
anything says what he means. Shaw, with diabol-
ical intuition, says exactly the opposite to what he
means to convey, and conveys it. The language of
the man-in-the-street is to the point; the language
of Shaw is tangential and paradoxical. He will
frove with equal facility and at any given monient
that black is white, that Anarchism and Conserva-
tism are one and the same thing, that he is not 2 So-
cialist, and that ne is the only Socialist. He has an
uncanny capacity for balancing uncertainty on airy
nothing. He 1s a juggler in phrases, with a diabol-
ical quickness of brain in manipulating the colored
balls of his words, until he stands, god-like; framed
m the halo of his verbal pyrotechnics. He is the
only man alive today who can show that, underneath,
good and evil are one and the same thing: He has
mastered the secret of the gods—knowing good and
evil to be one.

Some twenty years ago he showed this devilish
capacity in his own peculiar fashion at Willis’
Rooms, where he lectured on “The Fallacies of
Anarchism.” A few devoted Anarchists turned up

~ to support their theories, but Shaw, who then had

all the serpentine qualitics which he possesses to-
day, after lirst making them swallow their own
words, covered them with his slippery elogquence,
and proceeded to assimilate them with that delightful
ease which distinguishes his intestinal mentalitv from
that of ordicary humamns. Just about this time he
contributed an article to the Anarchist paper, “Free-
dom,” in which he advocated vigorously the theories
of Anarchy, absorbing its opponents with the same
boa-constrictor-iike ease with which he had at
Willis' absorbed its votaries. When some of the
“fool-people” asked him to explain the apparent

discrepancy, he replied with that fatal facility of -

his that the lady who edited the journal was a
particu'ar friend of his, and that when she asked him
for an article he felt he could not refuse to give
her one after her own heart!

I remember some two years ago, when speaking
from the same platform as Bernard Shaw at the
Queen’s Hall, watching him as he glided on to the
platform with that sinuors way of his. The moment
he appeared there was a buzz of conversation and
then a burst of laughter.

His Nameless Fascination.

There was somethi ig ameanny bout that lauglter,
something weird; it seemed to be the laughter of

~

~ human beings who sensed somethmg in their midst
- which was not of them.

It was for all the world
as though a snake had got in amongst a flock of

birds,- which, staring at it in helpless fascination,

~ held their heads on one side and chattered with
hornd eagerness before deglutition.

~And then, when he opened his lips to speak, he
was greeted with a howl of delight that was ap-
palling. “I am in earnest,” he asserted in response

~ to the howl—and, “to give the devil his due," he is

: a!ways desperately in earnest, though it is his fate

never to be belicved. A sibilant whisper came from
the pxt. ‘,‘When are you ever in eamut?" wh:cl{ was

-'mCommgNauon»

C. N Desmond Shaw

foliowed by anuther burst m derisive laughter. The
sorrows of Satan.

Then t!lcrc is that dominating characteristic of
his. He regards bLimself inevitably, and absolutely
without affectation; as a sort of god-like human to
whose genius and judgment all men must bow. He
considers this as natural as the Master of Evil
hiinseli would consider it if he visited the earth in
human guise. His isclation 15 magnificnt, his as-
sumption of supreme intelligence is sublime, whilst
there is a sort of fatalit§ abou: it which transcends

. criticism,. s

Many years ago, when Bernard Shaw was a clerk
in a firm in the City, which was running “cute”
Yankee notions, he ran into Champion, the well-
known agitator, and a friend at the corner of the
Bank of Englamd. He opened the conversation with
the assertion that “l am the only genuine Socialist
in Great Britain” When his friends asked him,
not unnaturally, where they came in, he said, “Well,
it is like this, you fellows. Your Socialism fits you
like 'a suit of ready-made cmmc but mine fits me
as if it had bgen made for me.” There was nothing
more to be said. ;

And then his modesty. It is staggering—colossal.
He is- the most immodestly modest being alive on
the planet today. I have heard him make some ter-
rific assertions to an audience in his- own dazzling
fashion, who promptly demanded proofs. “Proofs?”
he said, “you don’t understand—] am not arguing
with you, I am telling you” And yet Shaw is at
heart absolutely modest, for there is nothing con-
ceited about omniscience.

His Blasphemy and Greed.

Then again, his blasphemy is entirely his own—
not shocking, but evnhonious and pleasing. It would
deceive the very elect. He speaks about the Supreme
Bemq as though he had known Him from the be-
ginning of time. His intimacy with his Creator is
appalling. :

And his creed is simplicity itself. *“There is but
one Faith, the Faith of the Fabians, and their faith
is in Bernard Shaw.” It is beautiful and elevating
to sce Shaw presiding over a meeting of the Fabian
roicty in their temple at Essex Hall. There is a
curious twinkle in his eve—a sort of understandmg
smilc—a kind of tolerance of his deification. He is
the sun arcund which the satellites revolve and from
which they derive their being and motion.

The Case of H. G. Wells.

Mad men have nccasionally—very oc€asionally—
tried to challenge his supreme power in the Society.
There was a dare-devil nasaed H. G. Wells once.
Something happened—after it had, there was no
Wells—only a smell of brimstone. It is a fearful
and wonderful stght—a Ll 4sphemous sight—to watch
the Fabian Jove in the seats of the mighty with the
lesser deities grouped around him on the heights of
Olympus. All eyes are turned on the Master. If

he sneezes—he has be¢n known to do so—every eye

is fixed upon him frantically to see what it may
portend. If he opens his lips to speak, a premomi-
tory shiver passes through the dreamy young men

and women as though the Dezlphic Oracle were
-about to give voice. If, in his madness and misery,

some misguided human ventures to challenge the
divine utterance, he is met with a cry of horror and *
exceration—after which the body is removed.

They tell the story that Satan walked into Snnp—
son’s, the well-known eating house in the Strand,
one day. The head waiter asked him, deferentially,
“Would you like a roast, s:r” ? “Roast be d—-d.

Shaw’s ‘Secret

- rare smile of his, which is fuil of a hamiting mda

« london:

“first of his siage Successes, was produced, there

~a pamphlet pleading with them to scoure.
by joining the Socialist party, and e r«:gard.to-

~ following:

replied h:s \Iajesty, “I am sick of roasts. Give me
some fruit.”

Which reminds me. Have you ever seen Bernard
Shaw eat? He abhors roasts, and, in fact, never
touches meat under any circumstances. He is prae-
tically a life-vegetarian, and takes an unhoiy delight
in mashing up all his vegetarian stuff into a pulp
on his plate, and spooning it down without the ln‘
tervention of knife or fork.

“He abhors roasts.” That Simpson story. I won-
der—I wonder, ‘ :

Satanic Saintliness. » e

His saintliness is overwhelming. It is unnatural.
It is Satanic. He has not a single redeeming vice.
He has never tasted stimulants; tobagco he detests— |
he has a particular dislike to smoke in any form,
and he clothes himself in the swaddling clothes of a
blameless life in the shape of Jaeger garments. He
even goes to rest, I have been informed upon excel-
lent authority—that of the maid who locked after =
his room when he was staying in the Midlands—in
a sleeping bag, like an Egyptian mummy in a sar-
cophagus. In his early days in the Socialist move-
ment he was the despair of his brother Socialists.
They regarded him as inhuman, where really he was
unhuman. He was a man who never drank, never
,smoked, never ate meat, and never swore—his ob-
jection to the words “d—n,” “devil”. and “hades,”
being significant, not say pathetic. There is some
hope of a man’s refermation if he has been a sinner
—but the case of Bernard Shaw was hopeless, for
there was nothing to reform.

One man in dx.~gust addressed him thus: “Yon
don’t smoke, you don’t drink, you dom't swear—
what do you do?” Shaw replied quite pleasantly,
“12: Oh ¥ spat.”

It has been his fancy to plumb the depths of mis-
ery, for nothing in the world will convince me that =
Bernard Shaw need ever have starved if he had
wished to avoid starvation. And that for a wvery
good reason. - For some years a‘ter he had cast his
bread upon the waters of journolism, and before
he got his first regular berth as musical critic on
the “Star,” it was his whim to pass through the
poverty phase, during which time he got to know
all sorts antl conditions of men. -

G. B. S. and the Tramp.

Take his meeting with a weary Willie in thc
Strand one night. Shaw came along clad in evening
dress, his loose opera cloak lined with flame-colored
silk—I believe it must have been flame-colored—
Hoating magnificently around him. Awed by his air
of prosperity, the tramp begged him for a penny f¢
God’s sake. Shaw stood in the middle of the pave-
ment, to the intense inconvenience of the
placed his fingers delicately inside each pockei of ﬁll
coat, which he turned out one by ome, thcn went
through his waistcoat, and finally reversed the pock-
ets of his trousers, without unearthing a farthing.
Touched by the sight, the scaramouch fished out a
penny from somewhere and implored him to take it
for the love of Heaven. Shaw took it. fars

They tell me that his face was irradiated by M

ness, as though a lost soul had sm#cd at a gh
of Paradise. I believe I can guess of what he
thinking—can you?

His resolutions are paradoxical and ill -
devilishly illuminating. They really need no suppe
in the way of speaking—they are self-explanatory.
In his carly days n the Socialist movement he p
posed the following resolution at Toynbee Hall, i

“That the workingman is uselcss, nger
ous and ought to be abolished.” '

And his wit is diabolical. There is always a
in it that hangs on the palate. It is always s
and mordart. When his “Arms and the Man,

vociferous applause accompanied by loud caﬂs
the author. From the gods came a solitary h
which cut the air like the swing of a sword. Shaw’s
stiff acknowledgments to the audiepce changed into
an attitude of imerested attention, and looking
at the gallery with a gentle and deprecatory smile
said: “I quite agree with you, my fnend, bwt w
are we amongst 50 many?" _' i
Millionaires and Km:dm A
That is the wonderful thing about this man

extraordinary human sympathy. It is the s,ymb& 1
of the man who knows all thmgs, ‘and, there
forgives all. He has it for the millionaire and for
the murderer. To the former class he has addm

latter class, e_quaBy aelect. T can vmlch fnt.

Last year a Rmm_a . whoce.rdau': b
‘dwindling for :




dly efforts of the Russian police, decided that in
the eternal fitness of things ‘the proper course was

ing done so in workmanliké fashion, he fled to Lon-
don, and being anxious to proceed to another part
of Europe, his friends set about collecting the nec-
essary funds. Somecne suggested Bernard Shaw

responded with a handsome donation accompanied
by the following note: “Dear X—-.— -—Why should

talmt in this country?”

~ Here, again, his superhuman mchﬁerence to such
trifles as mere murder.

George Bernard Shaw is today regarded as one of
the greatest living dramatists and writers. He is a
being of almost demoniacal mental agility. He is
looked upon with feelings akin to reverence by thou-
~ sands of men and women, though nc one ever heard
of a2 man or woman lovmg him. They are afraid
~ to love him.

Not a Creator.

, But, in spite of all that, in spite of his tremendous
~ reputation, the fact remains that he is not a creator.

He 15 a synthesist. The power to create is only
given to a different order of being. What Shaw
- does is with uncanny ingenuity to collect the threads
- of other men’s thoughts and ideas, pass them through
the loom of his imagination, showing an astomished
world the inner meaning of those ideas in the com-
~ pleted pattern.. He has accomplished in the realm
of art what Herbert Spencer did in the realm of
philosophy. He is the supreme provoker of thought
—the master-magician who brings reason out of
. chaes. He stimulates, he shocks into consciousness.
~ Ji you doubt his capacity to create, ask any of his
~ admirers for what he stands, and not one of them
will be able to answer coherently. They will be
perplexed, they will hesitate. He is .not a creator.
I you want further proof that he does not create,
it can be taken from plays like that of “Misalliance,”
~where Shaw makes his characters talk like human
- phonographs, with a hard, metallic and unnatural
* bnilliance. It is ius though he had conjured up the
demons of paradox from the lower regions, who,
m their wizard-play with phrases and ideas, strike
, sparks at every utterance, until the whole atmos-
" phere of the play’ becomes one of unholly glamor
" snder the wonder-working of the intellectual gamims
. behind, who controls his automata so une::ingly.

~ Analysis—synthesis—and the powder-play of para-

dox—ycs but ciiedon—no!

Look at the face of the man. Look at it, I say.

~ throned; a suggestion of something that is at once
piercing, and menacing, and sorrowful. It is the
. face of a2 man who is bloodless, passionless—with-
. out desires, without feeling as human beings under-
stand the word. It is the face of a pleasant devil,
- of a whimsical devil, of a kindly devil. But above
- and beyond all it is the face of something that has
no seal. -
And that is Bernard Shaw's secret—he has no soul.
But who ever heard of the Devil having a soul?
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Mac
BY JOHN SPARGO.

“Mac” was a
navvy. That fact
will explain to the
wise and learned
why he was g~ n-
erally known as
“the wee Scotch
navvy.”

-To all others it
will be necessary
to explain the
dislike of the
genuine, old-fash-
| ioned Englishnav-
vy for simple nick-
names. The ordi-
nary laborer is
content with such
makeshifts as
‘Mile” for Michzae!
ck” for Rxchard. and the like, but nct su the
y. He delights in the 4nvention of more pic-
sque substitutes for the names bestowed—if we
may credit the church ritual—by godfathers and
Mmothers. In other words he is an artist.

- Dressed in corduroy, elaborately decorated witn
white buttons, his trousers txghtly gartered be-
tbe knees wnth lea.ther straps, he is a far more/

an improbable possibility. He was written to and

In it there is a touch of the satyr—of Lucifer de---

~ picturesque figure than the mere labq;:g:.,,whom, be
it confessed, he despxses

His speech, too, is ptcturesque Until you have
heard a group of “padding-can rangers” yarn and
curse and quarrel you can have no idea of the pic-
_ turesque possibilities of English speech. The Lon-
" don cabby, and his rival, the East End coster, are
dull, drab, commonplace lispers compared to the
navvy.

Perhaps the nomadic life he leads gives h:s speech
its picturesque quality. Rarely does the navvy spend
more than a few months together in any one place.
Excavating for railroads, docks, reservoirs, and sim-
ilar public works, the term of employment is not
long at best. Frequently it is cut short by a drunken
spree, a fight, or a mysterious warning coming “down
the line” that a “fly-foot” is on his trail on accourt
of a “job” for which he is “wanted.”

At such times the navvy gets his “back time” and
“’gofs it.” With a tin "billy” to carry liquid re-
freshment, and some bread and cheese in his capa-
cious pockets, or tied up in a_red bandanna hand-
kerchief, he is nearly ready. All that he requires
besides these are, pipe and "baccy” and, of cpurse,
his spade, polished like silver by constant and faith-
ful use. He sleeps anywhere he can; by a sheltered
hedgerow, under a haystack; in a “crummy doss
house,” or crowded “padding-can.”

In the “doss house” and the
at home. He is almost certain to meet old cronies,
with whom he has worked or tramped somewhere
before, and if he is hard up he 1s about equally
certain to get his immediate wants supplied--food,

“padding can” he is

. beer, “baccy” and bed are temporarily assured by

the freemasonry of his calling.

Quite as likely as not, the navvy on tramp will
thus meet with his best friend. And it is quite as
likely that neither of the friends will know the
other's name. FEach of them may haye bad so many
names that he has long foggotten the first, the only
original and genuine one, and there are too many
dangers of betraying your friend under such con-
ditions.

If a mavvy happens to hail from Devonshire and
to be thin and tall, his natural nickname will be
“Devonshire Slim,” but it is quite possible that some
perverse person, aiming, no doubt, at a2 subtle form
of humor, will make it “Devonshire Fatty.” -The
thin, tall man from Liverpool is named “Liverpool
Long Pot,” and his closest pal would know him by
no other name. “Humpnose Link™ is a Lincolnshire
chap whose nose has been broken, “Shorty Kent,”
is a six-footer from Kent; “One Lamp Cork,” is
an Irishman with one. eye; “Barnstaple Ginger,” 1s
a red-haired man from Barnstaple.

It would be easy to compile enough navvy names
of this kind to fill a volume, and to prove that the
navvy i¢ an artist in his line. He has real creative
genius. Who else could fasten upon a friend such
a name as “Three Stump Stutt,” just because the
friend stammered and had lost part of three fingers,
and fasten the name on him so securely that it
would be known in every padding-can and doss
house in the land?

IL

Now you will understand why the Scotchman
who stood six feet two in his socks, and would have
measured another six inches if his work-bent and
twisted body could have been straightened out, was
known to the navvy world as “The Wee Scotch
Na:vy.” So the police knew him, and so he was
advertised whenever he was to speak to navvies.
He was a pioneer Socialist agitator.

Not being a navvy, I could never call him by
the familiar title and keep a straight face. So, hav-

‘ing learned that his proper name—or, at least, one
" of them—was MacWhortle, Samuel MacWhortle, I

called him “Sam,” at first, and then, later on, “Mac,”

‘When first I met “Mac” we were booked together
for a propaganda meeting in a rough neighBorhood.
Nine consecutive Sundays the meetings had been
broken up by hoodlums, the speakers beaten and the

“platform’”—a chair—smashed. On the tenth Sun-

day we faced a howling, blood-thirsty mob. There

were half a dozen comrades, “Mac” and myself My
“knees trembled from fright and fear.
But, like a good navvy, “Mac” could fight. He

took off his coat, rolled up his sleeves, spat vigor-
ously upon the palms of his hands, and then an-
nounced with a roar that we were to hold a meet-
ing. that “the kid”—meaning myself—would speak
and that anybody coming closer than six feet of the
platform would be obliged to fight.

Of course, the challenge was accepted. Without
a trace of passion, in cold blood, “Mac” fought his
man. Full twenty minutes they fought, hand to
hand, and then “Mac” stood over his fallen foe ask-
ing calmly “who’s next to try? Who's next to try?”

Then a strange thing happened. The vanquished
one rose, and wiping the blood from" his face,
shouied, “There aint again’ ter be no next, Matey.

'y

We'll keep 'em mum, we will, Gawd strike me 1f.
we don’t! Set the young un agoin’ an’ damn the
man wot lets out a peep!” The battle was won.
Never after that was a Socialist meeting at Haw-
ley's corner disturbed.

L

“Mac” was a born orator, but he was almost ab-
solurely illiterate. And, like many uneducated pub-
lic speakers, he had a habit of using big, unfamiliar
words. He was fond of the word “statistician,” for
example, which he always pronounced “statistikun.”
In a single speech he would use the word a hun-
dred times or more.

“Statistikuns tells us that thcre are five mnillion
people in England who are starving,” he would
thunder with a dchghtful Scotch “burr.” Five min-
utes later he would raise the number to ten millions.
Then it would be twenty millions, and before he
got through he would exceed -the pc)pulaurm of the
United Kingdom!

“Mac” lost much of his liking for the word “sta-
tistician” when, for fun, I gave him a longer word.
It was “sesquipedalian,” a word which Disraeli had

used in the House of Commons, b.mtermg Glad-
stone and mocking his pomposity. To “Mac” that
word was a treasure, a gift from the gods!
“Dirty, av.s'lmplddll.m bloodsuckers and parasites!”

he would cry, referring of course, to the capitalists.
“Labor is like Jesus, crucified between two thieves,
Lazarus on one side and Dives on the other, and
the bloudy work is done by the sesquipedalian capi-
talists!” I heard him tell an audience one day, sadly
mixing his Biblical lore, but trrimphantly rullm,;
out his talismanic word.

Once, at a meeting in Glamorganshire, he was in-
terrupted by a local political henchman, a fellow
who measured almost as much as “Mac” himself. 1
knew what to expect as soon as [ saw “Mac's” con-
temptuous snarl, and his long, bony forefinger poised -
in the air like a lance. He hissed out the phrases in
which he sought to express his scorn and leathing:
“You sesquipedalian vampire! You sesquipedalian
capitalist lickspittle!” he shouted, while the crowd
cheered him on and his victim, pale and trembling,
cowered.

On the way home I spoke to “Mac,” praising his
speech, but’ remarking that is was very funny to
hear bzg Davée Owen called an eighteen inch vam-
pire. “I called him nothing of the kind!” declared
the indignant “Mac,” and it was not without difhi-
culty that ! .nade him understand the word, which
comes from the Latin sesqui, one and a half, and
pedalis, from pes, a foot.

Then we rolled on the soft grass, both of us
choking ~with uncontrollable laughter. “And 1
thought all this while "twas a good cuss word!”
cried “Mac” ar last.

IV.

“Mac” was a genius. [ discovered the fact after
years of constant associaticn with him.

“I'm tired of this stump speaking,” he said to
me one day. “'Tis time for me to give regular
tectures, like you and Hwvndman, and Quelcliy, and
Hunter Watts and the rest of you. What do you
think of it?” ¢

“Good idea,” I replied. : »

“Well, tien, you'll have to write the lecture for
me, old man.”

I wrote the lecture. It was entitled “What Shall
We Do to be Saved?” and “Mac” learned it by heart.
He did it remarkably well, too, rarely deviating a
word from the manuscript, and putting all his energy
into the delivery. :

Then I went to London for a time. It was nearly
a year before I saw “Mac” again. He had blos-
somed out as a full-fledged professional lecturer.
He-had a neatly printed list of lectures, containing
nearly twenty quitz" attractive titles.  Evidently
“Mac” was making prog. ss! When I saw him [
congratulated him upon his lecture list and he
seemed pleased.

“But, tell me “Mac,”
tures for you?”

“Mac” was dumfounded, shocked, angry. For a

who wrote all the‘other lec-

~moment he did not speak, then he exclaimed re-

proachfully, “And you've known me all these years,
too! You might have known that, even if I'm
no scholar, and can’t write lectures, I've got a devil
of a genius for inventing titles for the ol{i one!”

* %k %k

Poor, dear old-“Mac”! He was one of the most
loyal and devoted soldiers the movement had in days
when it demanded both service and sacrifice. He
worked hard and faithfully when laborers were few.
There are many more learned Socialists than “Mac,”
but there are none more sincere, more faithful, mnore
courageous. : £

Lcve and honor to his memory! .



An Interview With Vladimir Bourtzeff

HE press of the world has been filled
for two years with the story of one of
the most dramatic episodes of that most
dramatic of "nations—Russia. I refer
to the Azeff case. One fine or rather
one gloomy day in January, 1909, it was
discovered that the military engineer,
Evno Phillipovitch Azeff, one of the
most mysterious and formidable of the terrorists
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quences, opposes the total and equitable clearing-up
of the scandal?”

“What would be the essential questions raised in

5

“What is this secret document?”

“It i1s the official report drawn Uy a high police
official a few hours after the attack in which von
Plehve perished. He had gathered it from the in-
coherent utterances of the terrorist Sazanoff, who
was himself severely wounded by the bomb thrown
at Plehve. Sazanoff had repeated incessantly the
name of Valentin Kouzmitch, which was, as the

and head of the famous ‘‘Fighting Organization,”

had been an agent of the Russian government ‘since
he very beginning of his revolutionary career. And
this spy, this “agent provocateur,” had taken part
in all the most widespread plots against the very
highest Russian officials, including those by which
such men as the prime minister, Von Plehve, and
Grand-duke Sergius, has lost their lives. The news
was received with stupefaction in revolutionary cir-
cles. s o

This exposure was due to the infinive patience
and wonderful tact of Vladimir Bourtzeff—the
“Sherlock Holmes of the Revolution.”

When the excitement caused by this extraordinary
affair had subsided. and Lopoukhine, the police agent
who had given Bourtzeff the information con-
cerning Azeff, had been. sentenced and exiled,
and after the sensational demands for an investi-
gation had been made to the Douma by the So-
cialist deputy, Progrovsky, and the Liberal depu-
ties, Maklakov, Milyoukov and Raditcheff, the
affair seemed to have been entirely hushed up.

Azeff returned to his masters and went into hid-
ing, in order to avoid the reproaches of the friends
and relatives of those that he had sent to prison
nr- to exile in Siberia. It seemed that he would
escape his merited punishment, and live the rest of
his ignominious life in tranquility, ease and luxury.

But Bourtzeff was on the lookout. He recently
made an emphatic statement in the Frankfurter 7eit-
ung to the effect that the villain he had unmasked
and the government that protected its Lireling should
not bhe left undisturbed.

I found Bourtzeff at Paris in a large well-lighted
apartment on the boulevard St. Jacques, which has
always been the center frequented by the numerous
colony of Russian refugees in Paris.

Common Cawnse, in which it is his desire to unite the
various fractions of revolutionary opinion in one
united movement against autocracy.

I inquired of Comrade Bourtzeff whether he hoped
to reopen the Azeff case.

“My dear comrade,” answered Bourtzeff quickly,
“ror. my part it has never been closed. A crime, or
rather ‘a number of crimes, have been committed.
A -high official of the imperial police department,
planned an entire series of murders. He is de-
nounced by the revolutionists that he betrayed and
that took part in his acts. All the details of his
guilt are known. Everything that is necessary for
an investigation and a trial is at the disposition of
justice. And. nevertheless, nothiug has heen done
and nothing is being done to bring the criminal to

On the tables |
were scattered copies of Bourtzeff's journal, the |

trial:

“There you have the Azeff affair in a nutshell.
Not alone the department of justice, but the gov-
ernment itself is preventing a trial. The highest
representatives of the government have united with
the criminal and are protecting him against the
opinion of the entire world.”

“But,” T asked, “how can any one hope to ever
bring Azeff to trial, when he has such powerful
protectors?”

“Even in Russia,” he answered, “public opinion
counts for something. The question has been put
before the people today. The press of Russia is
demanding the trial of Azeff as the unavoidable
end of a scandal that has lasted now for eighteen
months. Tt is my firm belief that it will be sus-
tained by the opinion of the entire civilized world.”

“But do you not beliave that it is tco lite to hope
for such an outcome?”

“For a long time I have predicted that the Azeff
case wiil parallel the Dreyfuss affair. This did not
reach its culmination until many years after it had
‘opened. Dreyfuss was sentenced in 1806; 1808 was
the year of the first Zola trial, and not until 1905
came the vindication and the glorification of Drey-
fuss and Picquart.”

“I am utterly convinced,” added Bourtzeff, “that
the Azeff affair is not finished, that its solution is
very near and that it is destined to cause a great
uproar and will bring about the same consequences
against czarisin, that the Dreéyfuss affair caused in
France against militarism.”

“Is there not in Russia at the present time, as
there was formerly in France, a sort of contra-

truth party that through fear of political conse-

such a trial?” I asked of our sagacious Russian
comrade.

“They would be clear and to ihe point: Why
had Azeff, in the service of the Imperial police and
paid at the rate of 60,000 francs a year to betray
the terrorists and foil their plots, allowed the murder
.f the Minister of the Interior, von Plelive, and the
Grand-duke Sergius?”

“Why did not Russian officials who knew ‘:hat
Azeif was at the head of the terrorist organization,
and who had even placed him there to foil organized
treason, arrest Azeff . after the assassination of
Plehve,  which it was his obligation and duty to
prevent—and which e had planned?” ;

“They will answer perhaps that at that time the
government as well as the terrorists ‘themselves
were deceived by the traitor.”

“That is probable, but his guilt can no longer
be doubted or ignored. Why do they hide Azeff
in mysterious asylums, why do they make it a state
secret and make themselves his accomplices?”

“During the great debate that took place last year
before the Douma, M. Stolypine declared that he
had no prcof of the guilt of Azeff as a terrorist
and that consequently there could be-no possibility of
bringing his subordinate i, justice. Will this not
be their answer again?” I asied.

“No, no!” Bourtzeff answered decidedly, “because
there is now at the Ministry of the Interior at St.
Peterburg, a secret document vrhich completely de-
stroys the pretensions of the prime minister; and
I have proof of ity existence. His assartions more-
over are indefensible in the presence of hundreds
of witnesses who have seen Azeff at work as a

reveiutionist.”

' decided to abandon the plot against Plehve.

police were well aware, the revoludonary psendonym
of Evno Azeff. In his delirium Sazanoff spoke of
this man continuaily as the organizer of the plot in
which the prime minister met his death.” i

“Is there no other document to support the proof
of the active participation by Azeff in the murder
of Plehve?

“There certainly is. There remain the notes of
the chief terrorist, that took part in the murder with
Sazanoff. the famous Boris Savinkoff, who has just
published his memoires in Paris, in which is revealed
in detail the part played by Azeff in the preparation
of the plot against Plehve. The following is one
of the suggestive details, found in the memcires:

“In a moment of “despair, the conspirators had
It was
just at that moment that their leader Azeff inter
vened and persuaded them to give up their decision
and to resume preparations for the plot with more
boldness than bcfore. These are the words that
Azeff used in his exhoitation: ‘You ought to be ready
to go to any extreme. The entire “Fighting Organi-
zation” may perish to a man. But nothing ought to
discourage us. If we have not enough men, we
must find more. If we need more dynaniite, it must-
be made. But we must never abandon work that
we have once taken up. By any means, Plehve must
be executed’ :

“Savinkoff adds that in this instance as in many
others, Azeff galvanized and regenerated the orzan-
ization of the terrorists.” o

While Bourtzeff was talking of these things with
all his energy and passion, one felt that in this
courageous man, all will was concentrated toward
the attainment of his end. i




RE'S something el.e:

in Chicago. He was murdered in the
M home of Chief of Police Shippy. You
i were told that Averbuch
was an anarchist; that he
went to Shippy’s home
‘armed with a knife and a
gun; that after a desper-
personal encounter Shippy suc-
ceeded in shooting the anarchist, but
not until the Chief had been severcly
wounded with a knife '
- ] saw Averbuch as he lay on a slab

in the Cook county morgue. He was
boy. twenty years old. A coasump-
tive. Emanciated. Shippy was a man
six- feet two inches in height, of
~ splendid physique. He was an-athlete
‘trained in the handling of men. The
" idea of that comsumptive bo/ suc-
‘cessfully  attacking ' Shippy ~was
Screamingly ludicrous. But Shippy
© had killed his man. First he boasted
there would be no investigation. Then
#t was learnmed that young Averbuch
was z yow. There are powerful Jew-
1sh socteties in Chicago. They de-
manded an investigation. People be-
gan to ask questions. It became evi-
dent that there would have to be an
maquest. Qtuppv didn’t dare go before
" '3 coroner’s jury with the factsas I've
“related them to youn. Fis story of a
. sickly boy overpowering hin in a
. rough and tumble fight wouldnt hold
water. And he knew it. Everybody
“else in official Chicago knew it. Then
the newspapers sprang to his assist-

Fahng Pictures.

The Chi cago g Americen for March
18 1906, published a picture of
“Averbuch the Athlete” This was
published to be mtroduced at the m-
gnest. It shows a man with tremend-
onsly mrscular forearms. At the time
this appeared in the Chicago papgs
Frank GCotch, wrestling champion of
the world, was in the city. I com-
pared these measurements with those
" ‘of Gotch. He had no such muscular
" development as is here shown. To
~ carry out the proportions, this boy’s
hand woald have to be the size of 2
ham. His arm is one-hali the widtb
of his body at the shoulders. In all the history
of the woild there never lived a man so wonder-
fully developed as this one.

The inquest was Feld. The Jewish World
" simmed up the case when i: said that only God
and the Shippy family knew wha. happened in
~ that house—and God wasn’t called to the inquest.
" But this photo had been circulated in the news-
: s Pefore the inquest. Public opinion had
been “molded.” Shippy was. cleared.

* '] want vou to look carefully at this photo.
And remember, it's a2 fake. Some additional lines
have Leen drawn to help expose the fake. If you
Jook closely you'll see that the arms have be:n
‘made larger than the photo showed them origin-
“ally. This is done by retouching. Fully a third
has been added to this boy’s arms.
see below the lines T have drawn has been added.
The ptctm'e is “doped.” It is not truthful.

- That is the evidence which cleared Shippy. It
enabled him to go free long enough t)> resign as
chief of police, skip the. country and stay away
gatil it was safe to return. Men have been hung
5n similar “evidence.” You “could be hung on
sueh evidence.
xtahst newspaper—the kind yvou read.

s Fakes Always Possible. -

vSay, a lot of you nodded your heads wisely
when I said the newspapers of today couldn’t
- repeat the Moon Hoax of 1835. Look at that
picture again and see if they caa’t. They can.

nish the funds by which they do it.

_ In the future don’t be too sure about the pic-
res. th2 photographs. you see in the papers
_‘Look for the motive behind them. You'll lcarn
somethm

You remember the shooting of Mayor Gaynor
of New Vork city. You know he was shot in the
back of the neck. You know nothing of the
‘sort. The Chicuao Tribune for Wednesday, ‘Au-
gﬂst 11, prmted a picture of the wounded mayor

» You remem-
ber the killing of young Averbuch

All that you’

This is a photograph in a cap~

And they do. And you're the people who fur-’

By H. G. Creel

(Continned from last we k)

Faked cut of ‘“Averbuch, the Athlete”’

with the blood streaming down his face. Then
he must have been shot from in front and not
from behind. The %ype stories tell you one thing
and the pictures tell you another.

Another thing: You know that the assassin of
the mgyor was zan Irish-American named Gal-
lagher. He was rather a portly individual. He
could not be called a tall man. You know these
things. You think you do. You've read them in
the papers. Well, here's something the people of
New York city read in the New York Jouwrnal on

the day of the shooting:

The Mayor was sitting In his cabin at the time A
tall man, with a mustache and appearing to be about
fifty-six years old. came along. He stopped and looked
at the rty as though he were gazing out of curiosity
at the Mayor.

Then fhe man suddenly drew, a revolver and fired.
He was within two feet of Mr. Gaynor at the time.
The bullet struck the Mayor in the templp and he topled
over into his wifpc Arms.

Why you've been reading out here that the
mayor was on deck when he was shot: this says
he was in his cabin! Your papers told you he
was shot in the back of the neck; this says the
bullet entered the temple! Your best informa-
tion is that Mayor Gaynor’s sccretary caught him
as he fell and that his wife had to be telephoned
to rush to St. Mary’s hospital to see him; this
says he toppled over into his wife’s arms!

Who's being flim-flamed? You or the New
Yorkers? You don’t know. Who got the truth

about the shooting? You or the people of the
east? You don’t know. What accounts seem
the most likely? You—don't—know. What cap-
italist newspapers can you believe? Where can
you get the truth in a paper published for pmﬁt’
You don’t know.

And, yet, for years vou've been reading some
capitalist newspaper, swallowmg everything it
told you for gospel truth.

Taft and the Appeal to Reason.

Several months ago T was in \Vashmgtor* D
C. While there 1 called at the White House.
President Taft received me in the Blue Room.

o

ricks of the Press

He consented to pose wuh me for a picture, 1
offering him a copy of Appeal to Reason and h:
with his hand extended, accepting the paper.

Now every one oi you knows that's a blamed
lie. And et 1 ask you to see the ‘evi-
dence of the camera. There's the scene
pxactly as 1 described it. Rememdbor,
please. that the camera does not lie. It
reproduces only what was directly in
front of the lens at the moment the
shutter was released, There's no mis
taking the figurcs. The famouns Taft
sinile is playing all over the features
of the president., 1 look rather
scared but who waouldn't, un»i:{ the
encumstances? - The wpicture true
to Lte. You workingmen who voied
for ‘1oft and have since been invited
to visit him at the White House will
recognize the Blue Room, too.. You
can’t deny that photograph. You've

got to believe it. And yet you know
the scene did not transpire Y ot
lm\iti\‘ch know that Tal; would not

pose in the Whit H-.;:!M for a pic-
ture with a \-u'u.s.. extend his hand
for a copy of the Little Old Appeal
—and soule about 1t put cousider
_the facts. I was in Washington, - |
"did go to the White House. I wes
seen-to enter. | was m the building
plenty long enongh to have had this
picture takeir. Then when 7T tell you
that something happenced while 1 was
in there, when | show you a photo
graph of it-
to do? ;
This is another instance of tricky
photography. This is a composite of
two photos. It's crude. 1 intended
that :t should be crude. | want to
prove to you that it's a fake. You'll

« npotice first, that the president’s omt
line is dimymer than mine. \s conu
pared with mine, his linen 13 soiled.
Now ook for his out-siretched hgnd.
It's hidden behind the paper.” A
skillful photographer, such as the one
who worked on the Averbuch picture,
could make the outlines of equal
strength.  [He'd brighien up the pres
ident's linen. to lock lhike minc. * And
in a way so natural you'd never know
the difference, he'd show. the Taft
fingers grasping the Apgeal. He'd
make this whole picture so life-like
that you couldn't detect the fake unless you were
forewarned. Look at the picture again. You'li
see that Taft's right arm falls unnaturally. This
same photo artist could paint the rightarm in
a natural position. That, again, would tone up
the picture. I tell you by the time a tricky news-

-what are you gomng

- paper artist finished with, that phuto you couldn’t

tell it from genuine.
Faking a Strike Photo,

During the strike of the meat wagon drivers
in Chicago, it came to my attenion that eleven
photos weére made into one. This composite
photo showed a caravan of meat wagons hc:rg
driven through the streets of Chicago., It was
six feet apart, they carried revolvers:-in their
hands. Midway down ‘this caravan a wagon was
overturned aud a dozen or more men, with union
buttons prominently displayed, were jubilently
sticking knives into the heart of a scab. There
was no more truth in that photo than in this one.

The Chicago newspaper didn’t dare put that
picture in the city editions. It was destined
for the “bull dogs.” Do you know what a “bull-
dog” is? A “bull-dog” is a newspaper printed at
t..elve o'clock, noon, taday and dated six o'clock
tomorrow night. . Every great newspaper pub-
lishes its "bull.- dog” or out-of-town editions.
That's what country subsctibers get. Weekly
ncwsp:mcr'-. or monthly periodicals don not claim
to he up-to-date in news matters and frankly ad-
mit that their editions are printed in advance.
But the dailies profess to give you the news of
today—today. As a mater of fact, most of the
papers for out-of-town readers aredated twenty-
four hours ahead. Into these “bull-dogs” g0 _
columns and whole pages of stories the pi:pers
wouldn’t dare put on the streetz of the cities in
which they are published.

Moldirn.g Public Opinion.

The great papers and the press association de-
hberatcly send out this sort of stuff. Your papers
here print it with malice aforethought or in goyd .



The First Stage in Faking a Picture

faith, it makes no difference. They print it, And
bear in mind that the press is the great educator

- Financial Review of the Year

The past year has been a very profitable oné as
far as Wall Street is concerned, despite the dullness

that prevailed on the Stock Exchange.

Bankers and brokers generally look for 1g11 to,

start a big industrial révival and expe
the year will be a good one from ey ery

view. It bases this conclusion on the following;
Congress will not be a facter until next Dex

and therefore the talk about revising the t
not be much of a factor during the year.
have been large, over $9,000,000,000 of new
being garnered, and the cotton crop was als
exceeding 1909 by  1,000,0000c3 bales, thus
$300,000,008 new wealth to th
world over is as easy as an ok

States has a trade balance at present in its favor
Then again -the supreme counrt is abschutely com-
mitted to letting Wall Street alone and '
regarding the tobacco and Standard Oil companies.
which are to be handed dowsn during :
expected to be favorable to those companies. The
Interstate Commerce Commission is likely to allow
some increase in freight rates, if not all that is
asked for.

As a matter of fact, Wall Street begins the new

year better buttressed as the money center of Amer
ica thaz ever before in its historv. All of the so-
called baiting o the part of the leaislators has
not taken from Wall Street any of the things it
controls, and it still retains its splendid economic
position. The most important decision handed down
during the year to protect its interests was that of
the past month in the famous Temple Iron ~ompany
and which George F. Baer (“divine right’ Baer)
says is a great victory for the anthracite interesis
of Pennsylvania, and which should settle far =zl
time the public clamor regarding the right of tue
producers and transporters to control and fix the
price of coal in this country.
" Financiers told your correspondent that this was
a magnificent precedent and was one that would
likely have an important bearing on the trust cases
now before the supreme court, and also on the suit
praying for a dissolution of the Union and South-
ern Pacific systems, both of which are dominated
by the Harriman interests. '

Wall Street knows further that it has ihe supreme
court of the United States at its beck ‘and call,
and it continually points out the fact that that tri-
hunal has never rendered an anti-property decision
in its history. Regarding the court the Financial
America, a Morgan organ. figures that Chief Justice
White and Associate Justices Hclmes, Hughes, La-
mar and Lurton. who are a maiority, are absolutely
conservative.  This puts the court, in the opinion
of the organ quoted, both as from a legal and finan-
cial viewpoint as to where it may be.expected o
put a check on extreme radicalism and result in the
interpretation of the laws along conservative lines.
- So Wall Street is not concerned as to what the
court will or will not do in the futurz and aside
from controlling it, Wall Street is alwavs anxious
about two other things—the first, dividends, and
the second cheap labor. Regarding dividends in
1900 the railroads of the country paid out about
£450,000,000, which compares with $386,000,000 in
1008, and $97,000,000 ten years ago. This amount
was disbursed on a heavily watered capitalization,
since railroad officials figure that if the water was
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The Coming Nation - -
It “molds” public opinion. That's your opinion.
It's your mind that the owners of the newspapers
and the press association are playing with.

1f you want Yo make the average publisher get
up on his hind feet and paw the air,
that there’s any connection beiween his business
and editorial offices. With a spurt of indignation
he'll prove you a fool a dozen times over. I want
to give you a few instances,

You remember a few years ago when Corey, the
was trying to divorce his wife aud
Mabelle Gilman.  Surely!  You

t.. And vou ¥row how every paper
m the country championed Corey's wife. You re-
memher how they .excoriated the man, denounced
divorce and upheld the “sanctity of the home.” Yes!
Well to the initinted, it was significant that the Steel
fowl spends not one

stoel magnate,
marry the actress,
ail reinember that

frust, of which Corey was head,

ent in  adverfising with the newspapers. They
had ncthing to lose by telling the truth about Corey
and his marital escapades.  And had there been

any thing to lose, the interests back of the news-
papers world have forced them to remain silent
upon the subject of Corey and his aciress

Now some of you don't believe that. And I'm

T"‘(’
or g h:.
payments.

During 1910 the Standard
m dividends $40.000,000 on its
000,000, making a total from
$700.000,000.  The company has paid more to its
sharcholders in that period than ar cOrpora-
tion now existing. The United States Steel cor-
poration also reports that it \\:H earn about 13 1-2 per
cent for 1910 on its outstanding commen stock of
$30R 403,200,

The American Tobacco

ww othor

ompany controlled by
homas F Ryan, has paid unt about 30 per cent
on its $220,000.000 capital. and the American Snuff

u
company, which it controls, 27 per cent cn its $23.-
000.000 capital outstarding.

The International Harv sier company, a Morgan
property has paid 15 por cent on its capital of $140.-
000,000, the Armour company admits that'it earned
net last year 20 per cent. the Distillers trust has had
a record year and its prosperity has been shared
by the American Sugar Refining company, the Amer-
ican Beet Sugar company, the American Telephone
& Telegraph company, the Central Leather company,
the DuPont de Nemours Powder company, and
even the United States Playing Card company, which
only last week increased its dividend rate from
an 8 to a 9 per ceat basis. '

Railroads have not lagged behind the industries,
especially the coal roads. Lackawanna paid in 19710
20 per cent, Lehigi: Valley 10 per cent, and the
Jersey Ceatral and Reading 10 per cent and 6 per
cent respectively.

The banks and trust gompanies " have enjoyed
also a stupendous year. Their earnings have been
tremendens and dividends aad bonuses have estab-
lished record breaking paces. As an evidence ot
just ho.r theseé institutions fared during the past
year, the First Nationa! bank and the Central Trust
company of New York City, both controlled by
Morgdn, are submitted as samples. The ﬁrst.namcd
has paid its stockholders anywhere from 10 per
cent to 1000 per cent per annum during the past
decade and only last week the Central T:rust com-

pany presented President J. M. Wallace a Christ-
mas gift with a bonus of $20,000, besides disbursing
about 196 per cent in dividends the past year to its

- stockholders. ;

Wall uCl"Cet has received advxces from the mail

just intimate

The Finished Fake

real pleased that you don't. That gives me a good
chance to prove it to you.

(To be coutinued)
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0 our governmest bonds,
i 60 vears, due to
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the labor troubles in
ssia, Turkey, Portugal,
the capitahists of these
for a market for ther
eigners tell the writer
 much about our pohfi-

the soundmess

: a great deal of money
mvest and the trust companies: na‘ional banks
and other t'mmcm; mstitutions must sooner or later,
according to Saoanciers, come into the Wak Qtreet
to invet their funds

So < and bankers generally feel very oph—
mistic regarding conditions and the outlook for the
next year. Some few have been concerned recem!y
about the labor situation, but that. too, is passing -
away, and they now feel that with the settlement of
the engineers’ troubles, the rgsignation of George
W. Perkins from the Morgan house to further de-
velop the profi* sharing schemes of J. P. which

work out so splmdxdlv to the capitalists that ﬁé
labor question is now ecasy of solution. Some ﬁw
railroad officials are talking of retrenching
1011, the Steel trust has te'nporari-‘ly laid off thou-
sands and some other corporations have either dis-
charged or cut down their forces the past: few
months, yet Wall ‘Street bankers canvot help fecing
that the whole scheme is to serve as an object lesson
to congress and the state legislators who are baxting
the railroads at the present time.

Regarding the labor situation, it might be well for
the readers of the Coming Nation to know that for
the first time in the Listory of Wall Street bankers
are divided on the question s to whether it is a
good idea to have a poorly fed working man on the
payrolls of the various “orporations at any wagi,
while on the other hand some think that the best
and most persistent wividend producer is the well
fed a2ud well nourished individual worker, and since
\VaH Street cares nothing after all but fo. dividends,
this view is permeating the quarters of some of the
most prominent and influential fmanc:crs and bank-
ers of this country.

Wall Street says that no matter what view you
take of the situation the district is bound to be
prosperous during 1911 because they see nothing
on the honmn at. present that thnatens to wrat

ownershxp of these cssentrals are tolerated W
Street is absolwe master of the sntuat:on. P



CUP of black coffee and
a roll is not much, but it
§ brings every night be-
tween 1,000 and 1,500 men
m front of the Bowery
Mission, over the idoor
of which hangs a small
electric sign, “Bread Line,

- G. Hallimond, superintendent of
~mission, “has come to stay until the
System which denies work to men
‘who want to work goes.”
-~ It was not a ironic coincidence but
~ through an established custom that
. the bread line this year opened at
'~ 1 a m Thanksgiving morning. Long
- before the appointed hour, hundreds
. of men, in thin summer clothing and
- il fitting shoes thronged the Bow-
" ery. By midnight several policemen
- ‘came on the scene and began to form
 the men in line. At first they stood
* im single line. As the crowd in-
¢ Creased, a double hne was formed.
i About a quarter to one there was
anatkcr onrush of men and two ad-
“ditional lines each a block lonz were
- quickly formed in the side streets.
= For a man who has been tramping
the streets 21l day long, shivering
from cold, and who with the fall of
- might was waiting and vearning for
" the smell of the coffee which he was
i to get six or seven hours later it does
not take long to gulp down the cup
“of hot black liquid. Accordingly, at
i half past one, thirty minutes after the
& Brst cup of coffee was served in 'th
© Mission basement, the

o

Iast knot of
& men left the big warm room and

¢ walked out mio the night Where did
= these men, at this late hour of the
pight—ifor 1 a m. fixed
m our minds as Here is
where they went:

A few. a limited few who happen
P 10 “stand in” with saloon-
" Keepers on the Bowery went to the
rear doors of the saloons, sat upon a
® chair and putting their head down
"~ or the table slept the few hours un-
. til daylight. The rest, the great ma-
" jority of the 1,000 men who were in
« the bread line, took to the bridges—
. New York has plenty of bridges—and
‘there they fcund shelter from the
- wind to sone extent and dozed away
. the few hours till the opening of the
saloons. Still others have a monop-
~oly on trucks, ice wagons, hallways,
- and in these they sleep till the first
- break of day when they get up, rub
their eyes so as to appear wide
awake and begin their daily search
for work.
. This scene of Thanksgiving morn-
" '@ is repeated every morning dur-
ing the winter, until Easter when the
 bread line is put out of commission
 until the following year. During the
coldest nights an old man now and

is somehow

serby v ~ >
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certamn

his turn to get to the coffee and roll.
Even younger men frequently faint
from cold and weaknes:. Now and
. then 2 man at tihe head of the line,
in sight of the steaming coffee und
the warm roll, will wiliingly give up
- his place to some old or weak man
~in thie rear of the line, for chilled
‘through and hungry as this man may
be. he zan easily tell when a man is
even more chilled through and hun-
grier than he is  Gladly he relin-
quishes his place fo his more unfor-
tunate brother and waits for his cup
“wof coffeeand roll toward the last.

. Who are these men in the bread
. fine? How did they get there? What
, thei: future?

" The Bowery mission has facts and
* figures on this subject open to anyone
interested. Tt is on these facts and
figures that the answers to these ques-
ons are iased.

Tn the first placc

these meu are not

L “The bread line,” said the Rev. ]. '
the.

then drops dead in line while waiting

‘ The Bread Lin@ .'

THE BREAD LINE

what they are commonly supposed to
Ye. They are not.hobos and idlers and
drunkards and good for nothings,
though there is here and there among
them a hobo and idler and a drunkard
and a good for nothing. Nor are they
“ignorant immigrants® and “undesira-
ble foreigners.” They are Americans,
from American stock, from American
homes. The great majority of men in
the bread line are of the class who
“have people,” either parents or wives
and children somewheré in the United
States, and nearly always a goodly dis-
tance from New York. They are out-
casts only insofar as modern industry
has chosen to make cutcasts of ‘them, by
denying them the chance to work.

According to figures compiled by the
free labor bureau conducted in con-
nection with the Bowery mission 935 per
cent of the men in the bread line are
men who are looking for work and
cannot find it. At least 75 per cent of
all tiie men in the bread line nightly are
men who come from the far West and
Nortl: and South. Nearly every one of
these men hopes that this is going to
be his last winter of unemployment, that
next-year he will be able to get back
to his parents or wife and children and
resumiec once more the normal life he
led before he ever kncw the Bowery
and the bread line, a life from which
he has been cut off through a strike,
throngh the shutiing down of the fac-
tory in his particular town, through
some other form of unemployment. The
bread line has been in operation five
vears and during thiz time the character
of the men in the bread line has changed
to a remarkable degree. Originally the
bread line was established more in order
to help the physicially incapable with
a 1.eal. Today the men in the bread
line are men capable and willing to
work, but who can find no jobs.

“Look over these cards,” said Mr.
James Torrey Hunt, manager of the
Free Labor Bureau of the Bowery mis-
sion. “These cards iell their own story.
These are all names and oc-upations of

men whom you saw in the bread line

last night. They registered with us to
get jobs”

The cards were a surprise in every
respect. In the first place there was not
a foreign name among them—all Amer-
ican nameés. In the second place nearly
every one of the men had some kind of
a trade below his name. There were
inachinists there and cirpenters and
electrical workers and bookkeepers and
stenographers among these applicants
for work. Here and there one ran
across a name below which the occu-
pation was given as ‘‘commercial cor-

* trade.

respondent in German, French and
Spanish.”

Only few of these men expressed a
strong preference for their particular
The rest were willing to take
“anything,” any kind of a job so as to
earn their bread honestly and respecta-
bly, so to get on their feet again and
be able to write to their people once
more. But cven “any kind of work” is
not to be gotten, because any kind of
work wherever it 15 found can best be
done “by ignorant foreigners who work
cheaper,” whom tholr employers can
grind down without. the least twinge of
their conscience.

“It may sound strange, but it is true,
nevertheless,” said Superintendent Hal-
limond of the Bowery Mission, “that the
real American is at a disadvantage when
it comes to getting employment. The
foreigner is preferred. The ~ther day
we got in here an order for 200 mean.
The order evideatly came to us by mis-
take. - It should Liave gone tc some other
employment agency, not ours. We tele-
phoned at once that we would have 200
men o1 the job in three hours. We
picked the choicest of men from a crowd
of over a thousand and sent them down.
But not one of the men was given work.
He did not suit. Why? Because the
company wanted Italians. They can be
handled like cattle with a clear con-

~ science apparently while an American

somehow could not be handled that
way. . At least this is the only expla-
nation I can give for the refusal to
employ these 200 men.”

“I say again and say most emphat-
ically,” Superintendent Hallimond said,
“that the bread line will be an institu-
tion with us so long as conditions will
be such that a few men, a few money
kings, can throw millions of people
out of their jobs at will. Why we are
in 2 ridiculous position here. We come
to preach to these men to be good and
faithful when they are actuzlly half
starved, when they are half crazed be-.
cause they have parents and families
thousands of miles away from New
Yori: that they have not written to,
that they cannot and will not write to,
until they can tell them something about
themselves, until ther can tell them that
they have work, that they see light and
hope ahead of them and not the Bow-
ery and a cup of black coffee and roll
in the bread line.”

But the men in the bread line ac-
cording to those familiar with the un-
employed »f New York are not the only
victims of modern industry with its
reckless waste of life. There are on the
Bowery in- New York 50,000 men an‘l
boys out of work and wasting awny

their lives in squalid dens known as
lodging houses, it is estimated.

Some of these men can find no work
because they are too old, because they
have gray hair, and American industries
somehow have a tacit understanding
that a man who has gray hair belongs
to the scrap-heap. Others cannot find
work simply because there is no work
to be had, because unemployment is on
the increase all talk of .prospédrity to
the contrary; because unemployment, a
large class of men and women looking
for work, is hecoming one of the estab-
lished rules and institutions of modern
industry. Still others are unfit for work.
Job hunting for six months or a_ year,
with the unsetiled, unsteady and pre-
carious existence that they are forced
to lead put them out of tune with the
world physically, mentally, morally. To
get a job these men must first of ail he
dressed half way decently. They must
be fed. They must be given medical
treatment in many cases,

Divert for a moment from the serious
considerations which the bread line in-
spires, the great economic and indus-
trial problems that it raises, and merely
lock at the men in line and you are faced
with a spectacle as strange as it is pa-
thetic. In the three blocks over which
the bread line extends you can see all
of the United States. A man from the
West instantly recognizes the western
youth or man. A man from the South
can pick out the Kentuckian and Geor-
gian, no matter how shabby his clothes,
how strangely grown his mustache and
beard are. You can pick them out by
their speech, by their lock, by their gait

The story of men is hard to
get at. Men who have families whom

these

, they love, but to whom they do not write

because they don't want to expose their
own helpless -condition, their hundilia
tion. to their dear on+s, are men~“who
will not talk about themselves to a pass-
ing stranger. Still a few of these
stories were gleaned.

A man of g0 from a mildle western
state came into the office of the Bowery
mission and wanted to know if they
could not get him a job. - He was a
machinist. His name he would not give,
for he had a wife and children, a daugh-
ter of marriageable age. Did he write
to therna? No. Whar was the use? It
would only break their hearts still more
to know how he was suffering. -How
did he get to New York? Well, it was
this way: Tn the machine shop where
he worked in his home town he was
not earning enough to" meet the needs
of his growing family. A friend of
his had a job on :%e subway ‘in New
York. He wrote to him that he could
get him a job in New York which would
pay more than his job in the western
town paid. :

To imprave his condition he came to
New York. He did get a job on the
subway, a job that paid better, but lasted
only a short while. Then he looked
for another job. The other job he got
likewise was not permanent. He was
postponing the bringing of his family
to New Ycik until he got steady em-
ployment. But steady employment is a
rare article in American industry now
Shifting from job to job he frequently
ran short of funds to buy a meal with.
Still he managed to keep away from the
Bowery until this last time. Now he
is down ard ont. If he does not find
a job he “will give up.” :

What he meant by giving up one could
read in his wild, despairing eyes.

“_Oh, cut out this gag,” was the im-
patient answer which a youth of twenty-
two gave in reply to the suggestion that
it was “the lure of Broadway” thaf

‘brought him to New York from a Kan-

sas farm. “I have heard this dozens
of times. You people out here think
that the farraer out west is a king and
that if a farmer boy comes to New



-

~* York he comes here to sce Broadway:
Well perhaps some do. T did not.
“The railroads and” the  commission
men and all sorts of swindlers have got
farmers in our section of the country
by the throat. My father is hardly
making both ends meet on his farm.
What was there for me to do but to

go to' a city and look for work? Work,

the desire to get to something, that is
what brought me to New York. As for
the bread line. I would work 24 hours
for twelve hours’ pay, for any kind
of a wage, only to be able to earn my

own meals, my own living. But where

am I to get work? I am searching for
it hard, as hard zs a decent man who
_wants to escape the breadline can. Write
home? 1 have too much self-respect
for that. I must fight it out here. I
must get to something here.”

And somehow one felt that this man,
this particular youth, will get to some-
thing, in spite of the Bowery and the

‘bread line and the atmosphere of hope- .
lessness and despair and bitter indiffer-

ence all about him.

But what about the others in the bread
line, the thousands of other old, young
and middle-aged men on the Bowery?
What is their future, what will they
get to? : .

The superintendent of the Bowery
mission, judging from his past experi-
ence and observations, answered this
guestion as follows: “Many of the mid-
dle-aged men in the bread line with
mature minds will eventually work their
way out of the Bowery, and out of New
York. They will get back to their
people and to their homes after some
time and a great deal of suffering.

“Of the younger men a great pro-
portion will before long land as ap-
prentices to criminals and thieves. In
the lodging houses where they
there are always men on the lookout for
them, men who are themselves too well
known to the police whos will turn them
into pickpockets and by degrees into
greater and more reckless criminals to
work for them. The large and ever-
growing number of young men that fill
nur prisons will testify to this.

“As for the old men—Potters’ field
is ahead for practically all of them.”

The pi#valence of the old man in the
bread line brings to light another hide-

. ous feature of American industrial life.
Years ago an old man, when he could
no longer earn his livelihood, starved
with one of his sons or daughters. Poor
as his sons or daughters might have
been they always had enough to keep
their ola father from becoming a beg-
gar or a burden upon charity. Not .o
today.

Of the old men cn the Bowery, in
the bread linc, muny, in fact the great
majority, have eons and daughters. But
they don’t stay with them. This is not
due to the capriciousness of the old
men or ungratefulness and meanness
of the children. The old men are not
capricious; the children are not mearn.
But they are poor. The children of the

old men, who are in turn fathers of -

- families, do not earn enough to keep
their own families from starving half
the time. And the old men feel that in
spite of the love they bear to their sons
and daughters and their sons and daugh-

“ ters bear to them, they must not stay
with their children, they must not take
away the bread from the mouths of

their grandchildren. These King Lears,
who are driven under the bare sky not
by ‘their children, but by industry, by
the system which pays starvation wages
to the young and leaves the old to die

. in the streets like dogs, are the most

- pathietic figures in the bread line.

“Rebels against the old order have
ever been the heralds of progress.”

Idle, starving men can not be patriotic.

-No man' cares for a flag under which"

he can not get a job.”

~ “The soldiers of progress have lost
battles, but never lost a war. The hu-
man race has never taken a backward
step.” : :

live -

‘and paste it on my notes.
-quotation from a valuable book which
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.

Chapter VIIl.---Advice to Students

with Democritus was lost
somewhere between my
pen and the linotype ma-
chine, Democritus be-
comes a virgin field and
I we shall begin with him
———] anew next week.

And now, friend reader, if you are
not filing this paper or clipping these
chapters, let me give you a word of
advice. - You will do well to begin
a scrap book, cut out and paste in
many of the fine passages I shall
quote from time to time from the

greatest thinkers who ever handled.

a pen. ~And before T close this chap-
ter I will recommend a method still
better. :

One of the sure evidences of a
good book or a good lecture is fre-
quent quotations. [t is only the ig-
noramus who objects to this on the
ground that the speaker or writer ic
giving other people’s ideas instead
of his own.

This history is intended for the
benefit of readers who are obliged -

to resort to self-education. in the
absence of other opportunities. and 1
shall frequently diverge from its sub-
ject matter proper to give you some
of the most valuable secrets of that
process. 1 left the public school at
ten years of age so badly equipped
that it weould have taken
solid hours to write out this chap-
ter with a pen, and only one prom-

ising trait—a passion for reading
which devoured every bosk vhat T
could lay my hands upon. T have

never attended any school! of any
kird since.

The man who disparages hook-
learning is alwavs a féol. and his
advice about education iz of less yal-
ue than the hreath he exhales in its
utterance. When vou approach anv
field of rescarch what you want to
know is, what has been discovered
and given to the world by the best
brains that have labored in that field?

In my early lecturing days T used
to clip a gquotation from a magzazine.
which T ceuld afford to so mutilate.
But a

was usually borrowed from some ¥
brary, T was obliged to write out.
T learned by this comparison of the
two mecthods of the great value of
writing thinpgs out. When T came to
read a clipped quotation T found often
that it did not sayv just what T had
thought it sdid and T was sorry 1
had not examined it more closely.
But T never had that disappointment
with written-out quotations, because
the act of writing brought out any
weakness in time to discard it, or

S CHAPTER six, dealing

me twehe

any unsuspected strength in time to
zet' its full force and make the best
use of it. : ! ;

Therefore, I say, if vou wish to
raise your .ntellectual life to its
highest power, a still better method
than clipping will be, to open your
scrap book and write these coming

“quotations cut with—not a pencil, but

a pen. :

And now I am going to give you a
passage for your first trial. I shall
take it as 4 favor if, when you have
written it out, you wiil, while the
pen is in your hand, drop me a Enpe
by letter or postal card, care of The
Coming Nation, Girard, Kansas, tell
ing me whether or not it seemed to
have helped you in any way. I am
putting some labor into this history
and at the expense of much other
good work 1 could be doing and T
should like-te know whether or not
} am helping .enough peopie to jus-

‘tify these proceedings.

I select the following passage, be-
cause it has an. important bearing
on our study of the period
of science history. It is from Sir
Michael Foster's “History of Physi-
ology:”

“What we are is in part only of
our own making, the greater part of
curselves has,come down ito us from
the gpast. What we know and what
we think is not a new fountzin
gushing fresh from the barren rock
of the
the rod of our own intellect: it 3= a
stream which Sows by us and throngh
us, fed by tle far-off rivulets of long
As what we think and say today
mingle with and
thovghts of men in the wears to
come, so i the opinions and views
which we are proud to hold today
we may, by looking back. frace the
influence of the thonghis of those
who have gone before. Tracking ount
Fow new thonghts are linked to old
ones, seeing how an error cast into
the stream of .knowledge leaves a
streak lasting throngh many changes
in the ways of man, r~*ing the strug-
gles through which a truth now ris-
ing to the surfzce. now seemingly lost
in the depths. eventnally swims iri-
umphant on the flood. we mav per-
hans the beiter learn to arpraise our
present  knowledge. und the more
rightly judge which of the thoughts
of today  is on the dirent line of
progress, carryving the truth of wves-
terday on to that of tomorrow. and
which is ‘a mere fragment of the
hour, floating conspicuous now. but
destined soon to sink and later to be
wholly forgot™

And now, friend reader, take up
your pen, write out the above and let
me know what you think.

Greek
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the -t o ot stroke of
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THE ROLL CALL OF NATIONS

XIII.---FINLAND

The reports presented by the various
porties at the International Socialist Con-

gmo constitute a mine of information on
he working class such as )as never been
gathered together at any one time A
The -Coming Nation will publish each
week a summary of one of ¢ reports.
If these are cut out and pasted in o

book, the result will be a reference
on the Interna Socialist movement
of value to any li A

In the period commencing with the
year 1907, RuSsian reactionists began
the movement to wipe out the results

gained by Finland in the revolution-

ary year of 1905, and to proceed fur-
ther to the complete annihilation of
Finland’s autonomy and all the
rights and  liberties of the Finnish
proletariat, » gratnited to it in 1809

by Alexander I, when Finlind was
handed over to the czar.

Many attempts had been formerly
made to abolish atitoromy, but edicts
that had purposed to do so were de-
clared illegal.’ Reforms were won in
1905 which gave the Finns universal
suffrage. liberty of speech and the
press, the. right of meeting and of
association. '

Such victories raised prodigiously
the intellectual and political standard

. of Finland.

At the first legislative. elections,
however, the Socialists, to whom the
reforms were chiefly due, won eizhty
seats, or two-fifths of the number
in the diet. Russian reactionaries
viewed such-a situntion with alarm,
but no measures of suppression were

~ as yet set in motion. The bourgeoisie
was in the majority in the diet and -

in the senate and was depended upon
by tle Russian government to keep

€

‘rage to man and woman after

. getic champions of autonomy and

_thrce times a week; three jo!

the Socialists in check and to a
Stolypin’s regime. ’ i
The Socialists in the diet passed
a resolution of mistrust against the
Finnish bourgeoisie senate for hav-
ing voted 20,000,000 marks for Rus-
sian military expenses and for hav-
ing allowed  police persecutions of
Russian refuges on Finnish soil. In
retaliation the czar ordered the diet™
to ‘dissolve. . o
The new diet in which the Social-
ists added to their strength, kept up .
its policy of remonstrance against
the imperial ukases limiting the pow-
ers of the diet. It was again dis-
solved and in the new elections tHe
Socialists stood still stronger thap
before. They had obtained 398 per
cent of the electorial vote. and showed
open osition to Russian measurés
of suppression. The digt united in
opposing the military tax, and was
dissclved for +he third time. e
On the convening of the fourth
diet, in which the Socialists won
cighty-six seats, the czar's cowp &7
efat was put into execution. A mani-
festo was issued destroying the Fine
nish constitution and placing Fin-'
land’ under the legislation of the =
imperial donma and the council of
Empire. Finland beécame a province
with four represemiatives in the
douma and one in the council, and the
Finnich diet merely 2 provincial =
bﬁd}'. ko
I'he diet rejected the manifesto and
the measures relative to the miltary
tax, and at the closing of the ses-"
sion stood imn direct opposition 1o
the Russian government and the &
douma, which bhad supported " Stel-.'
ypin's action. The diet declared that
Russian legislation ayolied to Fame
land meant servitude on social, po-

Iitical and intellectnal bases.

Dauring the first three years of #s
existence, the diet had accomplished
a2 'great deal of important legislative
work, although it was constantly kept
i check by the agyressive pohcy of
the Russian government. It was
kept busy protesting and petitioming
agamst. imperia’ anti-constitutional =
encroachments. e

Amoug the laws which were drawn

houses, establishing an ecight-hour
day, additional pay for overtime, and
an increase in wages; an agrariam law

tural population; a law on labor pro-

tectiom. mainly a child labor law S
a’ limitation of the working dn
law on compulsory education;
laws drawn up but not yet sunc
such as the anti-alcohol law;
municipal electoral law, granting

age of twenty-ore; a la% on
dents to laborers, a bill on labor
spectors, compulsory cultivation
forestry. Tke bourgeoisie group
the diet was forced to take a p
tion in regard to many other s |
equal importance introduced

The Socialists have been the e

erty and are recogmized as such
the laboring people of Firland.
proletarian masses and the
land owners have entrusted the
cialists with the defense of |
interests. The proof of this is
the stability and the increase in
number of votes given them at ea
succeeding election. i
The Socialist press is very firn
established. ‘I'here are four da
and eleven newspapers that a

and three party papers publish
Swedish. A great number of
standard Socialist works have t
translated into Finnish and are at
disposal of the workers..
There is a strong Socialist w
and young people’s movement.
program of the young people’s
is the same as that of the party,
(Continued on Page 13.)
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: They are the fArst resort and last
: efuge of plundering power. They
. haralyze progress. They deal the
ealthy strokes that stupify every
strong strike. They leap hke un-
leashed curs when privilege calls’
They wield their daggers from
ehiid apparontly impregnable bat-
itlements of appointive, life-tenure]
fpositions, gained by fawning for
the crumbs that fall from corpora-
ion tables.
They hayve usdrped the authority
they wield, in defance of the law
they pretend to interpret.
; By shimy stealth and crmgm
cunning they have gained a position
f greater power than any military
dictator ever seized by violence. _
_Tbey have throttled representa-
i gow.rnment by
mto a place .zbon..~
ed legislators and executives.
The council of nine that sits upon
supreme court bench at Wash-
ington is as much more powerful
and dangerous than the council of
ten ‘that once held bloody and
rofitable sway upon the banks of
Mediterranean as America is
ater than ancient Venice and
capitalism more complex
ind comprehensive than ancient
feudalism.
" Press, platform and educational
astitutions have sought to hedge
judges about with that coun-
it saactity that has always
hielded tyranny. TLe “divinity of
ings” has been replaced by the
sacredness of the courts” in the
itual of class rule.
To tear this phaee formed halo
from these usurping tyran®s is the
step to their overthrow. It is
e first step toward democracy.
- Until these judges are exposed as
he puerile puppets of class rule that
y are, their character as the tools

class rule and robbery cannot be
n and destroyed. _
The courts of America are con-
temptible and dangerous to liherty.
That contempt must be made known
it may be expressed aud 'the

It eSEe

msinuating |

@get removed.
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- Motto: The Appeal is Mightier than

- If your boy or girl wants to add
to his pocket money and carry on
effective agitation for Socialism at
the same time, have him write the
cout department for partxculars The
couts have a real, live organization
d are making themselves felt in
;f!: class struggle. .
‘Scouts sell the Coming Natiox and
dppeal to Reason and take subscrip-
: ‘ns‘ for both papers. In addition to
regu!ar proﬁt on each sale there
valuable prizes. It costs nothing

ING Nartions will be sent to any
oy or girl who agrees to remit half
ice for what he sells and return
ads of unsold copies.

Talk it over with your chxld If

start the work. A bundle of ten-

: he’s mterested have h.m drop a line
: ’.‘.;to “Scout Department; ™~

Appeal -to
.Rgawu, Girard, Kansas,” and papers
will Be sent him at once. A letter

of mst_ructlon goes with first bundle.

Scout News

“I sold two on the 22d and went
to the Socialist local meeting the
next night and sold them all in five
minutes. I could have sold more if
o had had them.”"—Cecil Mayo, West
Virgini

_ “We are doing fine.
put out another Scout after the holi-

days and will make things sizzle'—

H. W. Bottomstone, Pa.

Up in Niles, Michigan, Scout Earl
Benjamin is pushing the Cominc Na-
TION in a way that convinces the peo-
ple he’s in earnest about Socialism.

That white button on the lapel of his

coat is his Scout badge: the red rib-
bon does not show in a photograph.

The Red Bank (N. ]J.) Register, a
republican paper, carried this story
on the first page, Dec. 28, 1910: “Al-
bert Gordon, one of 'Red Bank’s
brightest newsbhoys, has been ap-
pointed one of the official Scouts for
the Red Bank Socialist organization
to sell the Appeal to Reason and the
Comixc Nariox in this vicinity. Young
Gordon has received his official badge
and wears 1t with honor. Last week
he did not have enongh Socialist lit-
erature to supply the demand and he
bas doubled his order for this week.
The Red Bank Socialists say they
don’t care so much about retting
votes for the {Socialist party, but
they do want people to know the
real aims of Socialism. They say
that every man is a Socialist at heart
and that when people know what
tigh aims the Socialists have the So-
cialist principles
adopted” (How many other Scouts
have managed to “break into” the
capitalist press?)

1850---1910

BY J. A. WAYLAND

For forty years before the rebellion
the sl -¢ ‘'masiers of the south domi-
nated the government. Although
there were but 348,000 of them, they
dictated the candidates for congress
and senate, not only of the demo-
cratic, but of the whig party as
well; they named the supreme judges,
the members of the cabinet and: ihe

* public policies of every administra-

tion. They used the government to
harrass, persecute and imprison agi-
tators against chattel slavery.

Today the Red Book of American

capitalists centains but 18.000 names, -
' bt_:t cach s far more powerful than

any dozen slave masters, and -they

have representatives- in every state,
congressional and county convention -

of both old, parties, and they have
heretofore - dictated every candidate
for congress, senator and cabinet min-

ister; they have named every supreme
circuit judge; they use 'i'.e govern-
ment just as did the slave masters
with an eye single to their financial
interests. Of late there are some
revolts in the old parties and a few
men hate been elected in spite of

We expect to

will be generally.

them, just as was done in 1852-4-6-8,
before th~ final overthrow of the
slave oligarchy. Today these capital-
ists are the directing force that har-

rass and malign and persecute and
imprison those whom their gold can--
noi buy.

We are today, in rcg'xrd to trust
wealth, in the same relative position

as were the renuablicans of the fifties:

to the slave power.

- And the future holds just as mo-
mentous events as did the future
then, and the great majority today
are just as unconscious of it as was
the majority then. They thought
.lhey could control the slave interests
and limit it to its original territory,
but Lincoln exploded that idea in his
Peoria speech when he told them
that this country would either be
all iree or all slave—that neither
side - would be satisfied unti! their
views controlled the whole of the na-
tion. That the ideas of slavery and
freedom were opposites, and one or
the other had to perish. that com-
promise would never settle the ques-
tion, but would only intensify it.

That is' just as true today. The
men who own the trusts will never
be ' satisfied so long as there
properties. they do not own. They will
by the very nature ot a#Hairs, try to
expand their business and with the
power that great capital and the
ability to hire the best twalent gives,
the httle capitalists will have no
chance at all against them.

Either all busmess wiil be absorbed
sby the trust interests ot the people
will have to absorb the trusts.

There is no middle ground, for
each side will work to capture ali
the trade and dictate the govern-
ment. Omne interest or the other
must perish, just as 1t did in the
slave matter.

arc

The trust interests today are work-,

ing to absorb all the business in
every . line, just as the slave power
was trying to extend its territory for
the purpose of making. more profits.
Every day the wedker oi the small
industries are passing into the hands
of trust interests. The smaller the
group of great capitalists the greater
army .of money they can throw
against any small detachment of
small capitalists. The contest is un-
equal, The little fellows must perish
Fighteen thousand men now con-
trol almost the entire business of
the nation. They do not own the
most of the property, but they con-
trol it, by controlling the mark=ts
through which all products must pass.

As I have said many times in the
past (wenty years, you are:going to
have monopoly, whether you will
or no, whether it is right or wrong.

"It is a question only of whether yon

will have private monopoly for the
benefit of a few or public monopoly
for the benefit of the whole people.

If you do not settle this by open
and frank discussion, through the
peaceful channels of legal enactment,
you will settle it by the same pro-
cesses that settled the slave oligarchy
For it is going to be settled, and
settled in the fiext ten years. And it
can never be settled against the in-

terests of the whole people except

that ‘a great standing army is used

to keep them subjected, denying

them the right to-agitate and vore.
It can only be settled, finally, no

" matter by what means, by the people

owning and operating the industries
in their interests, and then there will
be no need of armies and navies and
suppressions of free' speech and
press. It cannot be settled any other
way, any more than could chattel
slavery, for so long as private own-
«rship of industries exist there will
se a conflict hetween the owners and
the workers and tlre. public that buys
their goods.

By wisdom now you may save

much of the horrors that portend
in the future

youl In

Working Class Slavery
BENJAMIN HANFORD

For 'you workingmen: to suppiy
yourselves and wives and children
with food and fuel and raiment and
shelter, you have got to have money
to get those things, haven't you? iu
order to get money, you wcerking-
men. have got to have wages haven't
order to get wages, you
workingmen have got to have jobs,
haven't you? Now, do you working-
men own your jobs, or does the man
who owns the shop own your jobs?
All of you who think you own your
jobs, go up to your boss tomorrow
morning and tell him that job  is
YOUR job and not his job—and sec
how long it i1s your job. The man
who owns the shep owns the jobs.
But yon can’t live without jobs. And
vou don't own your jobs. And as
long as another man owns that thing

without which you can't live, that
othher man owns you. And if an-
other 'man owns you, you are not
free men, you are that other man’s
slaves, I care not what flag fioats
over you. Now, we Socialists pro-

pose that you men who do the world’s
work shall own the shops and mills
and mines and tools and things with
which you work and then you will be
free men, and you will never be free
men until thar time.

The Main Cause of l—nequalit.y

ADAM SBMITH.

The difference of natural talents
i different men, is, in l’cdht), niuch
less than we are aware of; and the
very different genius which appears.
to distinguish men of different pro-
fessions, when grown up to maturity,
15 1Ot upon many occasions so much
the cause, as the effect of the division
of labor. The difference between the
most dissimilar characters, between a
philosopher and a common street
porter, for example, seems to arise
not so much from nature, as from
habit, custom and education. When !
they came into the world, and for
the first six or cight years of their
existence, they were, perhaps, very
much alike, and neither their parents
nor play-fellows could perceive any
remarkable difference. About that
age, or soon after, they come to be
employed in very diflerent occupa-
tions, The difference of talents
comes then to be taken notice of, and
widens by degrees till at last the
vanity of the philosopher is willing
te acknowledge scarce any rescmb-
lance.

No nation is capable of pre-emi-
nence in any noble %ense that de-
grades ome major part of its citizens
by bestial and preventable poverty.
1t is therefore by a purély national
spirit that Socialists are compclled
to concentrate on the economic prob-
lem of the distribution of wealth. In
s0 doing they necessarily find them-
selves loosely allied with such of
the poor as are awake to their con-
dition; but their appeal is likewise
tor the ipatriotic ¥kich as well. If
ever there was a national policy, So-
cialism is sur ly it—7he New Age.

What! is our.social ladder planted,

‘then, with its feet in the hell of

misery and poverty, its top rising to
the false heaven of inane luxury and
hypocrisy, and the type of man held
up to admiration and imitation who
works his way up, over others’
shoulders, from Lazarus to. become
Dives?>—Walter Crane. ;

We who believe in Socalism will
never hoist the white flag. If it
takes as many lives to build Socialism
as it took diatoms to build the Andes.

we will not turn our heel —Rober*
Riatchford.

Better be unborn than untaught, for

iTnorance is the root of m:sfortune-—
Flato.
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Ldlum s Letters

Lillian Sees a Fire in New York
Dearest Mamma :
- ; We had such

Nd BMecEEmmE o (inc time  all
the‘ week | be-

and New Yecar's.
It seemed  as
though [ never
could even  get
time to read the
lovely bhook wyou
sent me, ‘cause [
had o try my new roller skates and
there was a party in that Socialist
Sunday School [ told you about
where we had an awful good time.

But there was one thing happened,
Mamma dear, that made me very sad.
It was real exciting, too, and if there
hadn’t bLeen any hurt to anyone |
would have enjoyed the excitement.
Auntie was reading a story to me
onc afternogn, all about -a little Yis-
quimaux girl, when all at once there
was a noise like a Fourth of jJuly
cannon and Auntie jumped and said:
“There, that must be either an earth-
quake or else it's an explosion.”
We sat quite still for a moment
and then we put on our hats and
went out, cause we heard the fire
engines go past and we knew there
was a fire. . We hurried after them
about two blocks and then they
stopped, where do you think, mamma,
right in front of the house where
.‘hry Valesky lives, my littlé friend
1.t - worked in the five .md ten-cent
s.ore.

" We couldn'# go very near.
the policemen wouldn’t let us. and
there was an awful big crowd on
the sidewalk with us and we could
see the people in all the houses in
the block were excited, because they
were all hanging out the windows.
There was just a little smoke com-
ing out of one window, but the fire-
men with their funny hats were run-
ning in and out and carryving up hose.
It seemed like .a lot of fuss when
there was only a little smoke, but
Auntie said a fire in a tenement could
be an awful thing if it got -much
start.

1 was worried about Mary and 3
puiled a policeman’s arm and asked
him if e knew her and if she was
safe. He said he guessed so, and
just then, the firemen came out of
the house carrying something all
wrapped up. And what do you think,
Mary came running out after them
and she ran clear across the street.
She din’t see me but T just grabbed
“Yer and T kissed her' I was so glad
she was safe.

Then she told me about the folln
where the fire started.
father the fireman carried down and
was going to die that very morning.
His little girl was very sick, too. with
the scarlet fever, and his other little
girl had to wait on them both and che
was lighting the gas stove and some
paper caught on fire. T asked, “Where
was the Mamma?’ and Mary said
she had to go to the insane asylmi
ab ut the week before.

“Then Auntie said, “Oh, look, girls!
How the smake is creeping along!™
And vou could just see it coming
from the roof of the newt house and
then of the next one, too.
it came out all strone and the firemen
ctaod up there in all the smoke and
~ chonped and chopped with their axes.
I thougiit they would burn un but
auntie said they knew what thev were
- doing and although thev were among
~ the verv hravest of all the workers.
" Thev would not be carzless uniess they
~_ had to save lives. And pretty soon,
'.f_after the hose poured water.-n long
txme, the smoke got lecs and auntne

‘cause

That was the .

And then -

said it was'all right and the fire would,

soon be out. So we went home and
Mary went with us for over night, be-
cause their home was all smoked and
wet,
1 ‘wouldn’t like to be a fireman,
Mamma dear, would you?
Your loving daughter,

LILLIAN.
_We Will Up and March Away

CHILDREN'S u,lll)\ SONG.
(Func: *“London Bridge')

Here we gather in a ring,

Here a ;,nx.aud fresh we fing

Flowers are we fust hiwxuma,.
Blovining wgem-:r.

Chorus. =

We will up and march
March away, march away;
We wiil up and march away,

Marching ail logether.

away,

Good folks, all, a word with yon,

What a world (o bring us to!l—

We ghall make the world anw
Doys and giris together,

i Chorus.

We are children, but some day

We'th be big and strong, and say,

None shall slazve and none shall
All shali work together. &

slay,

; icornsigis:
Chorus,

fland to hand bow far we reazh

Each for ail and ail fcr each:

Thus we play, and thus we teach—
Hearts and hands togethec.

Chorus.

Now our clasping hi .ds we raie,

IHHolding high a erown of praise,

Crown of hone for better Gays,
Nations linked together.

Chorus.

Forward stepping row by row
Waves of freedom on we flow,
Singing, shining as we go,

Comrades all together. : ‘
¢ Chorus. :
We will up and march away,
March away, mdarch away;
We will up and march away,
Marching all together.

—J. Bruce Glasier, in “Socialist Songs.”
Patience
A Parabie

| ———

BY F.G. FOSTER —

- On the top shelf of a florist’s shop
lay a little seed, quite a tiny seed it
was. Its coat was very dusty and
it looked shriveled up and tired. 1
think it must have been forgotten,

-it had lain there for such a long time

unnoticed. It is hard lines being
forgotten, especially when you're
wanting to do things in the world
The little seed was one of these and
he felt sad. “What use am I lying
here?” he complained; he had said

this a hundred times. e
Near by stood a geranium, a gor-

geous but motherly old plant. She
had been watching the little fellow
for some time.

“Don’t  be impatient, little seed,”
she told him. “Your time will come
presently; it always does,” And she
smiled that kind, wise smile that only
mothers have.

“It’s very well for you,” answered
the seedling, “with everyone to ad-
mire you; look at your splendid leaves
and thxck stalk and your purple flow-
ers; you've everything to make you
happy, but I—"

The little seed was very discon-
solate.

One day it rained; the fierce drops
beat upon the roof outside, and. he
wind-shook and rattled the window
frames—it was a hurricane. A tiny
stream of water forced its way
through the rafters, trickled along
the ceiling and fell near where the
seedling lay; it crept round about it
till the little parched thing swam in
a pool of water. Oh, how it sucked
up the precious 'liguid! And how
sweet it tasted after the long wait.

The  dranght refreshed it, and by
and bye a tiny shoot with two little
grcén leaves burst from 1ts sxde. The

florist noticed the wisp of green peep-

ing over the edge of the shelf; he
took it down, smiled and said—-
“H’'m!”’ then he placed it in a pot
‘and set it where the sun shone
throuigh the glass ‘window of the
shop. 2

“mile and a

-

The shoot grew blggcr and bigger.
It grew taller and lovlier even than
the purple geranium. Teaves ‘and
blossom came to crown its stem; it
learned that it was a rare and valued
fuchsia, and felt proud and happy in
the knowledge.

One day they came tngcther again,
the fuchsa and the geranium.

“I'm glad you've grown beautiful,
little seed,” said the eld:r plant
chance always comes ‘f we wait.” —
From the Young Socialist.

Susan and the Spuier

JOHN Wi L(‘O'I’T (’Peier Pindar.”)
From the Young Bocializt,

“Come down, you toad” cried Susan to a
Spider

High on the gilded cornice a proud rider,

And warton swinging by his silken rope;

“I'll teach thee to spin cobwels round the
room ;

You're, now upon some murder. I presume:

I'll bless thee—if I don’t, say I'm no
pope.’

The Spider,

blest with oratory grace,

Slipp'd down, and staring Suosan in the
fuce,
“Fie, Susan! lurks there murder in that
heart?

O harbarous. lovely Susan. I'm amazed?
O, can that-form, on whieh so oft I've
gazed,
Possess of cruelty the slightest part?”

“Aren’t you a murderer?’ gravely Susan
cries ;
“Aren’t you for ever husy with that claw,
Killing poor unoffendingz little flies,

Merely to satisfy your nasty maw?
“But, Susan, don't you Tfeed on
lamb?

Don't gouw on pretty little pigeons cram?
Don t you on harmless fishes often dime?”

guootk Susan, “true in-

gentle

‘Tl"afs very truoe,’
eed ;

Lord, with what eloguence these
plead

This Iittle. rascal beats a grave Divine™

PUZIZLES

SRR
A Correction.
In the Comixg NatioN of December

Spiders

31st. .the answer to the previous
week’s puzzle, the one so finely il-

lusirated by Ryan Walker, was given
as Christmas, when it should have
been Socigiizim. 1 suppose some of
you were a little puzzled but now if
you will look back at your Christmas

number you will znderstand 1it.

:
Cross-Word Enigma.

My first is in sailor, but not m tar.

My second is in mast, but not in
spar.

My third is in spo:l but not in mar.

My feurth is in Venus, but nat n
star. )

My fifth is in shake, but not in jar.

My whole is the cosiest thing, by
far.

~That’s seen in winter in house or
car.

What is it?
1L

Flower Enigma.
My first walks dewy meadows,
And with her rosy fingers
Opens the eyes of sleepy flowers
As lovingly she lingers.
My second’s a shining vision,
Men risk their lives to win it,
Yet often find, when in their grasp,
 No satisfaction in it.
My whole climbs every skyward,
It loves the morning dew,
Uplifting cups of purple,
Fair pink, and wh:te, and blue.
—~Selected

Fro;n a Farmer Girl.

As my papa is a reader of the COMING
NATION ?nd 2 | was reading the letters 1T
thoneht T wonld write o vou. Well T am
a little eirl ten {.10\ vears old and T liva
in the country on a farm. T live abont a

guarter from school. T have a
eister. she is three venra older than I. Sheé
is minz to write to vou. too. My papa
n-nds COMING NaTH to Rea-

hands with Brother D. Warren and

i § hgard him x'::.gax l!n Kokomo. mvH;a o
on Social
mmmma. ~Well, this ls all for this

fime.

~ DeSSre ZIMPLEMAY.
e SRR e

“The -

_black swamp.

: German oi Walter Karmck

Apneal to
on and did read the Arm ‘Well T shook

- The Story Tellef

Once upon a time there was a‘lfttlé;'
boy by thé name of Hans. He loved
to think out all sorts of stories and

to tell thém to his little playmates,
just-as they occurred to hini, merry,
sad, warlike” or peaceful. And  his
playmates always listened “to him
gladly. But at the close of the story,
as soon as the children had recow-
ered a little from their asmnjsh'meﬂf, :
some one always came up to Hans
and asked, “Who told you that story? =
Where did you learn what you told

us?” »
Jut Hans never knew what to an-
swer to these questions. He had

never given a thought as to how he
had happened to think of these stories:
So it worried him to have the chil-
dren tease him with these questions;
hut one day when he was feeling good
he -answered:

“The birds told me
Another time he said: “The wind sang -
to me about it!” and again: “An ugly o
frog related the story to me.” ,

But his friends wouldn't believe this
at all and the next time he answered =
them in this way they called tim a =
liar and ran to other people and cried:
“Hans is a great liar; he is ulways
telling us lies.”  When Hans hedrd
these accunsations, he wept bitterly
and protested that he was ne har.

“Well, if you're not lying,” answered
the children, “go with us and show s
the place where the birds tell you
vour stories, or the winds or the ugly
frog.”

Hans was all confused by these de-
mands and answered that it wasn't
any certain spot; and he would never
tell them anything more if they wculd
leave him in peace. But the =
children insisted that he should go =
with them 2nd threatened to beat him
if he didnt mind.

Then Hans said: -

“All ripst. -Come zlong” and he:
went with them into the forest. Bat
his heart was very sad, and "he was
silent while the children chattered and
giecled and laughed behind his back.

So they came to the forest. After
wandering about for a2 long time Hans
stopped . before a deep, black swamp.
An ugly frog was peeping out from
it and looking at Hans with its curi-
cus eves. But the other children |
not see it at all. And over the dark
swamp a mighty beech tree
out its branches; among the '
a bird sat and sangand greeted H
But the others did not undsrstand
greeting. And the wind seized
invisible fingers the branhces
shook them so that there was a
sound and mstlmg but the othets
not hear it at all.

“Oh, do you hear it, do youn hea
it?” cried Hans, overjoyed; “do w
hear the singing and the sound
the rustling? How beautiful!
beautiful! I have never, never
it so beautifull” :

But- the children saw 2uad h
nothing; they thought they were b
made sport of by Hans and b
very angry. One of them gave H
a. push so that he fell into the di

that secret"’- :

v

only

But as the boy sank in the bla
water and did not appear, suddenls
the children heard the most wond,
sounds from the swamp, and the bir
sobbed upon the beech trée and
from the branches music sounded. ]
sounds were so beautiful, that the
hearts became very sad and they ra
away. But belund them stronger 2
strongcr sounded the music until i
filled the whele forest. —From the

-

Bed Tune.

When the golden day is done, i
Through the golden portal,
Child and garden, flower and

gl Vamsh allthmgs mo-tal. :

RObe S



Altbough t}m mushcs for

: éef)ressxon and unemployment
umber of women and children

owed a strong increase.
number of women factory
s in Germany in the year 1910
a total of 1,351,880, Of these
are ‘girls between fourteen and

fourteen. It is to be noted that

ber of girls between fourteen
sixteen has incredased wkile the
‘of boys has remained - the
Of girls under fourteen years
age there is a decrease in the num-
of only seven, while the decrease
. number of boys amounts to

r a “%ird of the women are em-
_in the textile trades and. over
of the entire number in the
sing industry. The remaining are
tterec in divers occupations; gar-
nt workers, cleaners. meial work-
in food preparation, paper in-
,-stone and earthen ware and as
inists, and ool makers.
tistics show that 18145 women
working in the mines and foun-
for which women are surely
fitted. The smallest number,
is ‘emploved in the building

appears thht female fabor in-
s with the growth of the unions
g0 much sought after by em-
, because it is a cheaper menns
oitation. From this fact it
rent that the women workers
- give their support to the labor
and raust unite with them in
to establish a uniform wage

d by 2 man or a woman. By
unorganizcd they are for-

A~htmgry capital.

Socialist women of Berlin have
d twenty-‘thfce rublic meet-
as demonstrations for a more
mt system of protecting chil-
r'l‘bese meetings were held, be-
thc numbher of chﬂdren em-

under fouricen vears of
working in the factories.

. recent meeting held in the
‘ﬂfM’L resnlutions were drawn
That no schou! chil-
' children under the age of
- shall be emploved at anv
~labor whether in factories,
Qr out-door work. ‘[t chil.
tween the age cf feurieen and
5 ahaﬂ not be kept at work
than six hours a day. and th.nt
blie tory contmurd conrse of i in-

_mfther. a miore rigid enforce-
< the chﬂ& beor law —Berlm

b u_{ﬁn dim with' snow,
eer and tall slow.
!i Mg 1inu!l pale,
ik Her i S
) nnmlm my und thin.

1909, bore signs of the pre-

ed in the various trades, nev-

.years of age, and 5,376 girls "

dge, ,

thﬂe Franca Sweet, Herome
. SBY ucx BRITT cumn

This ts a page to_ﬁa from the Book

' of Life of the children of the poor in
~ the richest city of the richest country

under the sun, a story of the heroism

" of a little child of New York’s miser-

able, vile slums.

 The deeds of the heroes of war are -

told in song and story. The virtues
of charity are sung in sermon and
editerial: But of self-sacrifice and
beauty of the "little mothers” of the
workmg class one seldom hears a
word.

So it was in the case of little

Frances Sweet, child of our teeming

slums.

She was a mother, sister and com-
rade to all the vast horde of kids in
First street.
and understood their nceds.
child herself. she heartily entered into
the spirit of ¢l their games. She set-
tled © all their: baby quarrels. She
bandaged ‘their petty wounds, and
comforted them in their awful griefs.

And all the kids of First strect
loved their “Little Mother.”

Frances led them in their play. She
was a guardian angel over them. She

~cared for them while poor mothers

toiled in stuffy flats. She nursed them
while mothers went forth to toil. She

"was a mother to all the kids while

their mothers toiled for bread: and
clothes and shelter for the little tots.

As they romped in the street, her
loving eve watched over them. When
they tired of playing in the dirty

. Street, or traffic became too great for

their safety. she led them to the roof
of the tenement: house ‘where she
lived. There the kids could play to
their hearts’ content without fear of
being trampled to death under horses
hoofs.

So the days pasced days of .loyal
service to bher little comrades, for this
devoted child.

One day as a group of children
were playing on the roof, one of the
bakies climbed to the edge. The in-

fant was in danger of falling head-

long to the street far below. Little
Frances rescucd the baby. but lost

her balance and pitched head fore-

most to the street six stories below.

The broken little body was care-
fully taken to Bellevue hospital, and
the doctors worked desperatcy Sard
to save her life. While Qhe_was con-
scious her one though!
poor little kids Never a word of com.
plaint crossed her lips. Never a
cry of pain. Only whispers of love
for the kids. ’fhe very last words
she -spoke were:

“Poor little kids! What’ll they do
now?” , :

Frances Sweet, eight vears of age,
and “Little Mother” to all the kids on
First street, is dead. Like thonsands
of her kind, our little sister was a vic-
tim of our stupidity, and the prey of
greed for profit.
the world has lost infinitely more
than halting words of mine can tell.

This beautiful child was murdered,

~and we are as guilty of her murder

Jas if we had pitched her off that high
rcof, ‘'or had thrown her nnder the

-honfs of mad horses. We ate guilty
of murder because ‘we have placed

profit above huraan life, and rent for

:]andlords . “abore 'playgronnds for
15Cs,
Come, et us see vour Liands! Ah,

yes, they are dr-ppmg red dripping

with the blood of littls cliildren. And
our hands will drip with the blood of

- babies until we iemake every city and
'Vgrvc the kids playgrounds in the sun-.
; shme ;Our hands wx!l aever be dean Sy

She knew their wants,
A little

- panel, with inverted back

was of the  forests are being Hestroyed.

With her passing

 until "vie give to the kids everywhere
playgrounds filled with green grass,

beautiful flowers and singing birds.

My head is bowed with shame, my
heart filled with pity and my soul
stirred with indignation when I think
of the death of Franges Sweet, “Lit-
tle Mother” of the vast horde of kids
in First street.

Oh, for the city of the kids!

A Smart Costume Effect.

B844-8746. Here is a model both chic
and simple. It will readlly appeal to the
business woman, or home ..rcssma\nr, who
likes good style and simple lines.
may be developed with or without the yoke
facing, The skirt shows a plaited front
plait. The walst
pattern is cut in 6 sizes: 32-34-36-38-40-42
mchea bust measure. The skirt in 5 sizes:
22-24-26-28-30 inches waist measure. It will
will require 9 yards of 36-inch material for
a medium size. This illustration calls for
two separate patterns which wijll be maliled
to any address on recelpt of 10¢ for each
in silver ar stamps.

What's the Matter With Us?

BY JOEL SHOMAKER

What is the matter with the peo-
ple of the United States?

We are a peculiar people.
farms arz productive. Our orchards
are frvitful. Our gardens are full of
plenty. There is an air of prosperity.
Banks are filled with money. Yet we
have the spirit of unrest.

We are a wasteful people.

Our

natural reservoirs- are filling with
earth. The springs and wells are
closing their water fountains. Birds

are disappearing. Insects coming to

rob the fields and orchards. And we
fail to check the caily loss ¥ wealth.
We ar: an extravagant people. The
cost of living is higher today than
at any time since the war. We are
issuing moré bonds in city, state and
nation. to.get money to carry on the
government. Cur people live be-
vond their means and die in debt.
But we do not stop the rush.
We. are a criminal people. Our
prisons ‘are filled and our.criminal
courts wourking overtime. We selest
juries because of incompetency. We
empioy lawyers, for defense, becarse
of their reputations for evading the
law. Our convictions are less tuan
in any civilized country. Money is
used in purchrsing expert and other
testimony. Sfill there is no relief.
We are an insane neople . Our ‘asy-
Iuvms are crowded with men and wo-
men.. The inmates, lose reason he-
cause of the unequal strucele for ex-

istence and the burdeus being greater:
‘tban they: can bear. They worry over
: mans brutahty to nan and deatb

claims them ns maniacs.

% he we st’

Our

Our :

Do we try
to prevent? i

We are a sad people Wé ‘cdllec"t

. great sums of money to send away -

to convert heathens while infidels
tear down our home structures, We
work many schemes for erectmg tu-
berculosis hospitals and continue op-
erating unsanitary offices and fac-
tories that cause the victims. We
expend millions in fancy balls and
dress displays while the poor  are
starving. We cater to class distinc-
tion and creaté feuds. Who “files an
chjection?

We are an hypocritical people.
Money is wasted in bulldmg magnifi-
cent church towers. The churches

are used as society parlors for the

rich while the saloons are made to do
duty as the clvb rooms for the poor.
Men and women gather the cloaks of
righteousness about them on Sunday
and are clothed in the skins of wolves
during business days. No one says
nay.

We are a lazy people. We sit idly
by while sin and death enters our
homes, offices and churches. When
called to account we simoly groan
and sav what is to be will be if it
never comes to pass. Our moral
fences are down and -humanity gates
opened because what is everybody’s
business is nobody’s business. Who
dares attempt making a change?

We are a cowardly people. We see
political corruption everywhere and
let it pass as a matter of course.
We build battleships and equip bat-
talions of troops and neglect Ameri-
can ctizenship. Our <votes would
change the situation. What change
have you noticed? .

We are an ancient people. We
stand up and proclaim political prin-
ciples leng since dead, because of
changing industrial conditions. We
boast of the works of our fathers
that do not apnly to the present day
necessities. Many things are fust in
the position they were one hundred
years ago for the reason that we do
not progress on the right lines. But
who dares forget the past, live in the
present and build for future?

Telling the Truth.
Mother—There were two apples in
the cupboard, Tommy, and now there
is only one. How's that?
Tommy (who sees no way of es-
cape)—Well, Ma, it was so dark in
there I diin’t see the other!”

There is snmefhing irrational in
sreat wealth. There is no due propor-
tion between wealth and needs nor be-
tween wealth and deserts. ‘Rate as high
as you please the segvice which capital-
ists have rendered in economy of pro-
duction, still you cannot say those mil-
hom that are rolling up while a man
is abroad or hunting on hts estate are
fair. There is something insane in the
situation. There may be some fortunes
clean--I don’t know—but the majority
of great fortunes are unclean. The
taint of what theologians call original
sin is in them.—Dr. Felix Adler.

At Philadelphia in 1850 where a Pa-
cifi¢ railroad convention was being held,
Joel B. Sutherland advocated a na-
tional railroad, and as if by inspiration,
nointed out the evils that would result
{rom private ownership. “No mdn liv-
ing” he cincluded, “ought to have the
power of building this road vested in
him and his heirs—nor should any com-
pany have that grant made to it.”

- Griggs—So Owens has takén up bank-
ing, eh! What bank is he in?
Briggs—Oh, no bank; he's just bank-
ing on marrying the rich Miss Hoggen-
. heimer.—Boston Transcript.
The world will never be drwen to
God by advet’txsmg the devil.

As soon as ‘we begin to feei a.\gry
in argument we are no longer arg.ing
for the sake of the truth but. for our-
selvu.-—Carlytc. 44
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Pitmen, Poﬁce@_éﬁ and Politics

C.N.DESMOND SHAW

E holocaust of three hur-

I man beings in the Pretoria
# coal pit, Lancashire—the
worst colliery disaster in
England  since 1866—is

4 dreadful chain. With the

Whitehaven entombment

still fresh-in our minds, the time has
come in the opinion of many labor
men, to have an investigation into
what amounts to a national scandal.
For these “accidents” are either pre-
ventable or they are not. Accusations
have repeatedly been brought against
the niggardly nigger-driving mine
owners, stating that with, the re-
sources of modern science it is pos-
sible to properly ventilate the pits

- and safeguard the lives of men_en-
gaged in the perilous task of “gut-
ting"” the earth,

The Souls in the Scales.

From my own experience of coliiery
proprietors, and it has been a close
one, I can vouch for the fact that

. these men have, as a rule, neither
hearts to be touched nor scils to be
- lost—like the gold-lechers they are,
~ they find that the souls of men weigh
lightly in the scales against the golden

counterpoise.
But these mei: must be taught their
lesson. They must be compelled

either to spend sufficient of their ill-
gotten gains to keep their mines safe.
or they must surrender them to the

nation—and we are nearer the na--

tionalization of the coal mines than

many pcople are aware. - -

At the Pretoria pit it was the old
‘story—a rumbling of the earth, a great
ball of fire and smoke shooting to the
heavens, and then the detonating roar

~of the explosion—and underneath.
Undernieath the bodies of what had a
moment before been living creatures
of flesh and blood—charred, disco!l-
ored, burned out of all recognitior.
And above “at grass,” the women and
the children, waiting for tuose who
wonkl never return.

But who cares for a few hundred
poor devils of miners There are
plenty more where they came from.

Now, there is another fine game on
here. The “statesmen,” who have as
much thinking power as a bull ele-
phant that is “must” and has run
amuck, are trying to introduce the
passport system into Britain, with a
view to tracking down ‘“undesirable
aliens.,” This in view of the fact
that two or three “cops”. have “got
the bullet” in a hunt down the East
end of London, where it swarms with
- Russians, Poles and Jews.

U. S. A. Cop Through British Glasses

They are arming the police with a
new revolver (hitherto the British po-
liceman has gone unarmed), and we
quite expect some of your New York
methods lLere before long. For wheu
all is said and done the cop is the
same ‘the world over—half stupid,
‘half cunning, and wholly official. Uh,
there are exceptions, I know—the ex-
ceptions that get into the papers un-
der such headinygs as “A Brave Po-
liceman,” “Gallant Rescue by Man in

- Blue,” etc, etc, but as a whole the
_cop is always on the scent {~r graft,
can generally be “squared” and is
frequently a menace as well as a pre-

~ tection to society. In my “all-night
- peregrinations” in (e metropolis I
_have absorbed a feariul and* wonder-
ful knowledge of the genus. The art-
" ist has shown his view of the Ameri-
_can cop, iu the aecompanying sketch,
‘and has bused it upon the statement
 made at the Bal Tabarin dancing hall
in the Tenderloin district of New

¢

| dred and forty-one hu-

i} only one more link in a -

York by a notorious “king of the
apaches,” who said in the most casaal
manner, tothe Daily Mail hustling cor
respondent: “See here, mister, 1 guess
the crooks are under the protection
of the ‘king’ and the ‘king’-is under
the protection of the cops.” Sounds

- well doesn’t it, from the Land of the

Free?

I see that Charles Edward Russell,
whom we all read here with much in-
terest, has been flaying the Guardians
of Liberty in the U. S. A. to a fraz-
zle upon their non-recognition of the
new Portuguese republic. Well on this
side of the pond the Daily Denial, alias
the Daily Mail has burst out with “The
Future of King Manuel, Oxford First,
Portugal Afterward.” Manuel it seems
is quite. confident that the poor, de-
luded Portuguese will be asking him
to come back for the love of heaven
and be their guiding star, so until that
time comes he is going to Oxford
university where he will employ his
time “in training himself in scholar-
ship and diplomacy and all the arts
of statecraft.” In other words, and
not to wrap it up, he is going to train
himself good and hard in the game of
lying. You know they might have
added the place of his destination
after Portugal—I mean the last rest-
ing-place of all liars.

At the moment we are -all giving
thanks and making a joyful noise with
our mouths because the elections are
over. You know the result—after all
the hustle and bustle—all the lving
and hard swezring—all the flusterba-
tion and general bedevilment—the
Great Historic Parties are “as they
were”—the Radical .coalition haviag
gained one seat.

i R SR TR

I have been interviewing various
public ‘'men upon the political situa-
tion for you Americans. They are all
agreed upon the one point—that the
election was fought purely and simply
—if an election can ever be said to
be either “pure” or “simple”—upon
the abolition of the veto of the House
of Lords. Well Asquith claims for
the libzrals and their allies that, be-
ing returned with the same majority
as in the last parliament, the country
has decided to give the gilded ones
of the upper chamber the notice to
take their clothes and go—in other
words the “kybosh,” or “knock-out.”

The Hoof and Tail Men.

But it 'is when we come. to the
nasty details that the politicians I in-
terviewed were beautifully vague, and
cheerfully elusive. It was then they
all showed the cloven hoof and the
horned tail. One man says: “Of
course, my dear sir, as a liberal I
would refer- you to Mr. Asquith’s

- pronounzement at the Albert hall, for

enlightenment upon the way in which
he proposes to deal with the veto.”
A conservative says: “The house of
lords can withstand all assaults, and
the liberals are not in earnest in their
attack, which, was only a snare to
catch the voting bird.”

Finally, I asked Mr. Benjamin Riley

a member of the executive of the in-

depender.t labor party. He said: “My "
opinion is that although the liberal’

leaders at the beginning were not in
earnest in their cry of ‘Down wich ti.e
lords,’ they have raised a storin they

cannot allay, and now will pe forced-

to. attempt to destroy their power.”
When asked as to whether he believed

there would be another general elec-

tion at the end of 1911, as many peo-

" ple seem to think, he replied: “No, I

- think the liberals will stick to their

majority of 126, and will keep in
office 23/ long as_they can—but they

_ have got to face the music and make

-

America through British Glasses—Graft

a real attack upon the upper cham-
ber.”

Well we shall see, but 1' for one
shall not be surprised if Asquith &
Co. find some way to wiggle out of
the fight with the lords, upon som-
technical -point. They do mnot want

the abolition of the watch-dogs of
property and privilege, that is certain.
The following are the totals of

votes cast for the various parties at
the election:

Unionist (conservative) .. 2,410,048
Laberals ...v.. . I PR e 2,276,445
Labor and Encialist......... 368,976
Irish Nationalists (Redmond-

ites and O’Brienites) 132,094

Out of the 368,976 votes cast for la-
bor :amd Socialist candidates, only
6,596 were polled by candidates run-’
ning as Socialists, which shows pretty
clearly that the lzbor policy is' the
only effective cne at the moment. Of
course, in some cases, as in that of
Battersea, where a Socialist took the
field, the labor party did not propose
to run a candidate. :

Labor returns with a net gains of
two seats, which is a really excellent
result upon so low a pell. The rea-
son for the lowness of the poll was
due to the fact that it was found im-
possible to trace all the removals, the
clection being foaght undér the old
register, and this hits a party like
that of labor much barder than the

capitalist parties with their unlimited.
financial resources.

Peaceful “Persuasion.”

The best election story is the fol
lowing, of which a friend was the de-
lighted witness. At one of the poll-
ing booths in a London constituency,
where there is a large Irish colony,
the sacred calm which pervades such
places was .broken by I regret to
say blasphemous language which
turned the air a beautiful cerulean
biue. Out of the melee came the fol-
lowing slightly hurried conversatioa
“Phat, ye omadoun, ye ungrateful
blackguard, that I gave a shilling
and two dhrinks to, won’t you be per-
suaded—" smack, thud—"*0’ Hagan's
our man, I.tell ve.” - There was the
sound of some thing dragging on *he
floor, and a stalwart Irishman
tered pulling after him the alm
senseless body of a fellow-con
man, whose face had lost all traces
of humanity. The big man threw h
burden heayily aguinst the po
arn, and said, with the air of a
who has done his duty: “Well, bh
I think I have persuaded him—
faith T'll wait to see how he m
his cross.” .

And it took only hali a dozen
the boys in blue to reriove him
the holy of holies, to his extrema
gust. ; & G

Capit:.lism and the Home,
BENJAMIN HANFORD.
We are noting today on every hand

a. marvelleus public solicifude for the

tory.

preservation of the family, Beau- .
tiful, idyllic pictures' are painted of
the ‘family group within the sacred
walls of home around the shaded li-.
brary lamp in the atmospheére of art
and ‘music—and the Socialist is bit-
terly censured as the iconoclast who
would ruthlessly shatter all this ideal-
ity, But we who are working for
Socialism know :that che vast ma-
jority of the’ workets have never
known such a home in all their his-
We know that the home of
the worky:'is a barren place in which

every reiming influence is purchased -

at a sacrifice. The working-class
home is too often only four walls;

“only a sordid shelter afforded to col-

~2fterwards found ‘to bo entirely sound.

leciive discomfort.

Brave soldiers have died on the bat- .

tlefields «nd holy ‘'martyrs have gone
smiling to the fagot and the sword, but
the children of their murderers have
erected monuments to their memory.

AL “thinkers héve,"at--tim.es, rejected
as absurd, propositions and ideas they

The: d;“‘"ilr;doctxjihe seemé_ to have been
cvmmen to all barbarous and semi-sav-

- day throughout the coun
~ plete cessation from

“tional holiday bas .

“about tainted m«
 them mean 'taint theirs.

Gloomy and begrimed thougl
wage earner be, let magndtes =
their obeisance before him,
impalpable scepter of political
waits invisible within his
hand, ready to become r
grasp. Today inquires, “V
we do with our unemployed
morrow may ask, “What will
do with ns?"—L. W. Keplin

special accentuation on free th
May the first is observed as
- by

the last demonstration tl

cident in Fivland, A im
in solemn meetings, ene:

tests were passe
violence; the
interfere in s
then = that the
treason occurred,

the whistle in the citv.—F
 What do folks mean w

m/ ey? Guess m



“Rhode Island is, of ,al‘vl states, a “tar-
- iff made” state. It's workers are all in
protected industries. .
“T bave heard it estiaited” said ;Ida
M. Tarbell in the American .-Haga:zpe,
~ “that three-fourths of the population
“are dependent upon textile mills aloug.”
 Yet in spite of the fact that each tariff
| declares that protective duties-are
for the benefit of the workingman, only
wenty-five per cent of Rhode Island’s
population own their homes.
“'Phe ayverage weekly earnings for 58 hours
gotton Tactories in that year were: For
the carding room. $7.50; for mule spinpers,
: ; for speeders, $10.62: for weavers,
~In the woolen industry the picker
“reeeived

$8.00. the woman sploner $7.25,.
the ( Spinmer $12.91, the weavers
$15.34. :

: Ni&uraﬂy their lives are short. “At the
i age of fifty-nive they are unfit for labor
S0 generally are the homes robbed of

A Cottonn Waorker's Home

motkers ihat all over Rhode Island
5 the (r7tom “to close the morning

- With mothers working and starving
i the mulls mfant mortabity becomes
/" There is nothing more pitiful in all this
Pegutifal worid than the interminable rows
of Bitle graves in the cemeteries of the
towns. Huondreds-of them, if macid
~all, are only numbered, Do npame, Do
date, aathing but a vamber to identify them:
and perbaps a rude wooden cross.
“Phe homes in which these slaves of
$he factory are housed are such as
would disgrace the worst slums of 2
‘great city. Some of them have become
‘motorious as Lreedzrs of tuberculosis.

;‘f-AWen'zﬂPiﬂEpsalLabor

¥

. Weudell Phillips was almost the only
© one of those who fought vigorously
" against chattel slavery who continued
on in the struggle against wage slavery.
Charles Edwaid Russe’" tells us in Su—-
ess Magazine that “he alone perceived
that the abolition of = African slavery
was only one gained battle in a long
. war fare; he wanted to go on with the

rest.  Wage slavery was as truly slavery
chattel slavery and as much a thing
to be abolished.”

He looked out upon the wor'd and saw
that everywhere the tollers, wio were the
‘sole creators of wealth, were rhe bottom of
. social scale. They created wealth for
ther men to enjoy, but of the wealth they
'ved very little. 1In conse-
¢ of this arrangement, steadily becom-
¢ opprassive to them, they lved in
#nd under conditions that
ealth, Intelligence and progress im-
among them. He saw that the
ation ' hus injuriously affected was in
ry coun,ry the majority; that as their
oale condition declined. the national
viror w “be lowered ; that the chattel
m against which the Abolitionists
‘“was only tlLe result of a system- that

less frankly enslaved workingmen every-

t

as thoroughly hated by the ruling class
as he had been in the days when lLe

ar closed he was the most popular of
men and could have had most any poli-
- tical position he wished, but when he
. joined with the working class and wrote
_into the platform of the labor reform
céavention at Woostcr, Mass. in 1871
these words, “We affirm, as a funda-
- mental principle, that labor, the creav::

Ly

~ of wealth, is entitled to all it creates,”
 he found himself once more an outcast.

first attacked chattel slavery When the

With a kind of smiling sadness, infinitely
moving, he used to refer to himself, as
‘ that ishmaelite” and ouce he wrote thet
his home was a sleeping car and his only
iilenas were the braseten and porters.

The Human Drift

Under the title of “The Human
Drift” Jack London has in the Forum
one of those tremenduous sweeping
and powerful articles that he knows
so weil how to write.
~ “The history of civilization is .a
History of Wandering, Sword in Ha
in Search of Food,” is the text from
which he starts. He shows how great
waves of humanity have drifted “from
cast to west and west to east, from
north to south and back again” across
the continents and izlands through
ages.

Ore of the first upward stages in
evolution was when man “wade him-

self better devices for killing than the
old patural ones of fang and claw.”’
« 5 .« » "He killed to make room
and as he made ggoom ever he iii-
creased amnd found himself crowded,
and ever he went on killing to make
more room.” The figures of those
who have fallen by war, by f£ood,
famine, pestilence and murder reach
almost inconceivable sums.

More destructive of life than war, iz in-
dastry. In all civilized c>untries
masses of people are ¢rowded imto slums
and Iabor gheitos, where diseave festers, vice
corrodes, and famine is chronie, and where
they die more swiftly and iu greater num-
bers than do the soldiers In our modern
wars. The very infant mortality of a
slom parish in the East End oo London
is three times that of a middle elas: §nrhh
in the West End. In the United States,
in the last fourteen years, a total of coal-

greater than our entire standing

army, bas been KiHed and injured. 'The
United States burean of labor states that
during the year 1908, there were between
30.000 and 35,000 deaths of workers by ac-
cidents, while 200000 more were injured
In fact. the safest place for workingman
is in the army. Afd even if arnay be
at the front, fighting in Coba or South Af-
rica, the seldier in the ranks bas a better
chanee for life than the workingman at
honte. ;
s = -

War iiself, thy oid red anarch, is passing.
It is safer to be a soldier than a worling-
man. The chance for life is greater (m an
active campaizn than in a faciory or a
coal mine. In the mattcr of killing, war Is
growing impotent, and this in face of the
fact that the machinery of war was never
so expensive iIn the past nor so dreadful.
War equipment tuday; in time of peace, is
more ¢ ive thian of old In time of war.
A s ing army e<osts more to maintain
than it used to cosi to conquer an cmpire.
It is more expensive t™ be
than it used to be to do the ki

modéern flee

killing .of one mule. v
twenceth century war between two world-
{mver; ouc;ﬁr-,uch as to mk;‘athvotker lnwm
ron turn green envy. War
has become a joke. Men have made frr
themselves moensters of battle which thay
caunot face in battle. Subsistence is gim-
erous these days, life Is not cheap, it
is not in the nature of flesh and blooa to
indulge in the carnage made possible by
present-dayv Liachinery. This is not theoret-

ical. as will be shown by a n of
deatus in battle and meu involved, In the
fouth African war and the S8 Amer-

fcan war on the one hand, and the Civil war
or the Napteonic wars on the other.
Not only has war, by i{s own evolution,
rendered itseli <futlle, but nian himself, with
greater wisdoa: and higher ethics, is
to war. He has learned too much.
var IS repugnant to his commoi sense. He
c:l:lcetl(vege it to be w!rong,Fto tl;:eé damagem
a s very expensive. . For
wrought and the results accomplished, it

" 18 not worth the price. : -
Just as in the d'sputes of individuals the

arbitration of a civil court instead of a
blood feud is more practical, so, man_de-
c¢ides, Is arbitration more practical in’ the
disputes of nations.

And sHll another change is ~oming In

_human «fairs. Though Jilticlans _ goash

their teeth and cry anathema, and men,
whose snperficlal book-learning 1is vitiated
by crystalized prejudice, assures us that
civilization will go to smash, tho trend of
soclety, today, the world over, lg toward
Socialism. ‘Fne old individualism is pass-
ing. The state interferes more and more
in affairs that hitherto have been consiared
racredly private.
lest word is said, is merely a new econmic
and rpullt.lcal system whereby more men can
got food to eat. In short. Soclalism is sn
fmproved food-getting -ficiency. ;

He seems to think that even Social-
ism will be confronted ‘<ith the Mal-

~

Ryod b e

The causalties of a

And Socialism, when the '

oL o

thusiru, - law and will be forced to
fight new dangers and new methods
of ‘killing. Finally, “man, the latest
of the ephemera, is pitifully a creature
of temperature, strutting his brief

for him to exist.

day on the therometer. Behind him
is a past wherein it was too warm
Ahead of him 15 a
future wherein it will be too cold for
him to exist.”

| On the Firing Line
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A Lowis “Rds ial.”’

‘

With this wagon and a camping outfit, which he carries inside, Leon F. Chanute
is canvassing the city of New Orleans and the surrounding country. He has taken
hundreds of subscriptions for the Appeal to Reason and other Socialist publications
and distributed great quantities of literature, and announces his intention to con-
tinue at work until the Co-oporative Commonwealth comes.

BY NAT.L. HARDY .

The Socialist movement in Texas,

bas many unique characters among
whom there is one alligator hunter
that deserves special mention. J. S.
Sons, of Matagorda, Texas, gets the
pelts whether it be plutes or ulliga-
tors he goes after. On one trip re-
cently he killed two hundred and
forty alligators and he has been
equally. successful in his work for
Socialism. Speaking, hustling subs
for the Appeal and other papers, dis-
tributing lilerature and in many ways
helping the cause. Failing i his
efforts to crganize a local of Ameri-
cans he went after the Mexicans,
speaking their language fluently, he
has recently organized two large io-
cals among them. One at Matagorda
with ‘twenty-three members and a
Mexican branch in Refugio county
of twenty-two members. the latter
branch is composed entirely of Jlexi-
can fishermen.

He made himself so obnoxious to
the large land owners and employers
of Mexican laborers that a few days
before the election whilé on the boat
on which he lives some one on shore
took three shots at him evidently
thinking it would intimidate him into
inactivity on. election day, but they
had not reckoned with the caliber of
‘the man,
vember 8th, Comrade Sons opened
an office opposite the () lling place
and announced that he had “Fair
Count” cards for distribution; the re-
sult was that the Socialist voters
signed these cards thus forestalling

‘any plot to count out ‘he Socialist

votes. Seeing that their former at-
o*mpt had failed to quiet rhe “old
man” the day after the election some-
one med three more shots at him
while e was on his floating home.

He immediately took his rifle and

went ashore, but the cowardly would-
be assassin had fled and was nowhere
to be found. He is going ahead
with his agitation work as if nothing
had happened. The world needs
many more with the spirit of ‘1. S,
Sons,; the alligater hunter, who also
hunts the plutes.

.

On ‘the morning of No- -

Socialists in Milwaukee Legislature

The Wisconsin legislature 1s. now
in session with thirteen Socialist
members. With this added represen-
tation there is some hope that many
of the bills that have bee” intro-
duced by the Socialists year after
year will be taken up and passed.
The fear of even more rapidly in-
creasing Socialist representation may
lead to the consideration of some of
those laws, among which is one to
permit the state to operate grain ele-
vators and to carry on all other lines
of business not properly subject to
county and city control. This broad
measure is necessary as a ioundation
for introducing any laws looking tu
extension of state industrial -activity.

Oune reason to believe that Social-
ist measures will receive more con-

_sideratioa this year is drawn from

the fact that a farge number of
measures previossly introduced by
Socialists have been rushed in by

non-Socialists ‘this year in the hope
of stealing the Socialist thunder.
Among these is the one fcr home
rule in cities and industrial insurance
for workingmen. It is practicaly cer-
tain that the first of these will be
carried as all parties are pledged o
it, and its passage will untie the
hands of the Socialist administration
of Milwaukee and make possible the
.carrying out of the things that they
have planned.

They are the blazers of the way who
never wear doubt's bandage on their
eyes—who siarve and chill and hurt,
but hold to .odrage and to hope, be-
cause they know that there is always
prcof of truth for them who try—that
cnly cowardice and lack of faith can
keep a seeker from his chosen goal:
but if his heart be strong and if he
dream enough and dream it hard enough
he can attain.—FHerbert Kaufman.

A certain egotist should be bugied
face downward, so that the more he

scratched, the closer he would get to

-

the place he ought to go.

He who has the truth in his heart
need never fear the want of persuasion

-on_his tonjue—Rus*in, X



FLINGS AT THINGS

BY D. M. 8.

The Crazy Age.

When future ages take a squint

At this, today, in whlch we live
When pla.ln the records lie in print

A merry ha, ha! they will give,
It wm be bard to understand .

How geople claiming to be Sright
F‘ur luc jumbled mess would stanl

th power at hand to set things right.

They'l' say their ancestors were s'ife
A lot of ever-blooming chumps
Since they were willing to endurve
So different kinds of bLaanps,
Yet all t e while were satisffied
That they were truly, on the sguaare,
grandest people, true and (ried
"That ever huppened anywhere,

Yes, they will call these days of ours
The cruel and the crude old time

Above whose wreck thelr new age towers
All free frora misery and crime,

And they will wonder how so long
We managed for this age to stand

Since in the reign of woe and wrong
We had the baliot in our hand.

Seems Strangc.
Those 1] who autos make
Should in their task have pride;

I wonder why they do not take
Their family for a ride.

Every Little Helps.
The part we piay In passing through
Is such a tiny one, e
It is so little we can do;
. 80 much that mlght be done;
In evolution’'s working out
A minor role we take
Nor may we, though our hearts are stout
- On It impression make.

And yet with others.of our kind
Some hundred milli'w; strong
We might utltt the torcea blind

o

If each his nme lnmp onf’ keegd
Well polished, trimmed ght

The whole in one majestic sweep
Wil journey toward the rlxm.

. Chance to Be Famous.
“The great scientist is looking for
the germ that causes poverty.”
“Will he find and squash it?”
“He will if he looks in the right place.”
“Where would you suggest?”
%2 the ballot box.”

: Talked Like One.

“How is your patient, doctor?”
“He is. a very sick man.”

“What seems to ail him?”,
“Everything. Appmdmtxs, ingrowing
toe nails and a lot of other things.”

* “Then he needs an operation.” -

“Well, I wouldn’t put it as strong as
that, he night somet:me, but not now.”

““What are. you gomg to. nge lum
then?”

“A few. suvar-coated pxlls .

+“Doctor.”

Wenpr 0

“You talk Jike a democrat it

Little Flings.
; Coming events cast thcu' mjunctmns
. before.” ‘ :
-~ No, the tobaceo trust wxll not turp
_aver,a new. leaf.

: 'AS' "ait doesn’t know enough to be

president, what a ﬁne judge he would
make!

Teddy won't believe it without an-
other knockout.

1f private secretaries were to go on
a strike, many of the millionaires
couldn’t find their way about.

Sees the Point.
The plutoerats though dull lon jokes
Must almost split their side
To notice how working folks
At voting time divide

She bhad so many chl!dren that she Wt_

The CosMine Narvioxn will send a sub-
seription esid good for one sgear for every
story aceepted for this department. They
must not be more than three hundred
words long. Every worker knows at least
me such story that he has heard at big
vork. Other people wouid like to lamh

In Aviual Life.
said the city party

halting
“Where is

i | l(‘ﬂh,”
before a2 man m
your automobile?”

“My what?”

“You are a farmer aren’t you? All
farmers have automobiles.”

“Oh, 1 am only a renter.  Wes are
thankfiul to get grub at our house™

FmblAbxe
ELLIS 0. JONES

The land is filled with newly elected
officials, many of whom have not yet
taken their seats. The time is fit-
u'r)E. therefore, to give ther: a lhittle
fatherly advice.

Greeting: . Remember that i1t is
vour duty to watch over the inter
ests of the whole people. Yon are
not elected by any single class. While
legislating for the optimists, do not
forget the pessimists, They are both
entitted to what they wish. There
are many conservatives in the laud
who want things to remain a. they
are. They should be accommodated

by all means. At tke same time do
all you can to accommndate those who
wish the country to’go forwzara.
Railroad rates should bo kept up
for the benefit of thousavds of rail-
road stockholders and down for the
benefit of the shoppers and passen-
gers who use the rulroads.  Prices

overalls,

in general should be as low as possi- -

ble in grder  that the people who
buy commodities may get along eas-
ily. At the same time, prices should
be as high as possible in order that
those who seli goods may make
large profits aird thus flood .the lan%
with prospenty

It i1s clear that cmplovcrs cannot
be successful if they are required to
pay exorbitant wages. Sce to it that
wages are put down to the lowest
notch. But do not forget the inter-
ests of the laboring man. How can
he subsist if his wage is not ample?
See to it, therefore, that he gets
all he demands. :

So on throughout the entire na-
tion. Do not take sides.
though the interests of two viasses
are directly inimical, it is your duty
tc see that both are satisfied. If
you will follow this advice, there will
be no limit to your popularity and no

question as to your Al e R e

“John,”
things I want to talk to you about.” -

“That’s good,” answered Mr. Spend-
ers; Ygenerally you want to talk to me
_about thmgs yOu haven't got.”—Buffale

E.rprcs:. :

.Even

said his wife, “1 have lots of

Shout it, too. Send it in.

The Jack Knife Carpenter
BY LEE F. HEACOCK

Old man Elderkin was a scab-carpen-
ter of the type known among the trade
as a “jack-knife carpenter.” imdicating
that he could drive 2 nail with reason-
able safety for his fingers; but was mn-
skilled in the branches of the trade re-
guiring techmical knowledge On one
occasion he took a contract to build 2
set of stairs, which, with his innocence
of either t.zmvcucm or practical koowl-
edge of the subject, was no mean task

Board after board, the statiomery of
the trade, was covered with the stag-
gling, desperate fignres with which he
strove to mect the problem.  Fnally,
be went to the owner of the hogse.

“Mr. Brown.” said he, “As 1 fignre
it out, there will be just eleven full-
sized steps and a Tttle one. Would
you rtather have the Iittle one at the
top or at the bottom?” 7

On another occasion, Elderkin had oc-
casion 10 use a ten-ioot pole. - He did
not own one of that length but &4
however, have one measuring twelve
feet.
of sawing a foot off each end of the
twelve-foot pole, which, he “honght,
would solve the problem.

At length, hu i3t opon the plan -

noted the figure “11” at the end of the
pole, he exclaimed: “Wall, by canopy
the dinged pole is a ‘levcn-footer at

that”
Nursery Rﬁym W

BY JAMES W. BABCOCK

There v't‘ua.nold lady whooelutmmw
NEW,

2

koow what to
Of names they were hwkinz (it took M“
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on “Public Opiniou
i Pﬁﬂlx‘ps, Jamuuy 28, 185
ere is nothing stronger than hu—
yrejudice. A crazy sentimental-
e that of Peter the "Hermit
1 half of Europe upon Asia, and
d the destinies of kingdoms.

- make us all crazy enough to
et for one moment the cold de-

ns of intellect, and let these
of ours beat, beat, beat, under
met:ngs of a common human-
t! They have put wickedness into
atute book, and its destruction
t as certain as if they had pnt
wder under the capitol. Tha:
‘faith. That it is which turns

eye from the ten thousand news-
ypers, from the forty thousand pul-
from the millions of whigs, from
millions - of democrats, from the
it of sect, from the marble gov-
ment‘from the irom army, from
navy riding at anchor, from all
we are accustomed to deem great
potent—turns it back to the sim-
t chjld or woman, to the first mur-
»d protest that is heard against
laws. - I recognize in it the great
e, the first rumblings of that
volcano destined to overthrow these
hty preparations and bury in the

o¢ lava of its full excitement all
s langhing prosperity ‘which now

All hail, Public Opinion! To be
S it is-a dangerous thing under
to live. It rules today in the
to pbey all laws, and takes

Jiberty, and rescues Shadrach from
ton Courthouse. It rules to-
in the manhood of him who
the musket to shoot down—
be opraised—the man-hvnter,
uch. It rules in Syracuse, and
slave escapes to Canmada. It 1s
interest to educate this people

'TO

t_hc rights of the lowest and the
¢ individual that maxes up

holds his property and his life
on the conszant presence
anti-
Sty. Eterzal vigilance is the
s of mi.cctv: power is ever steal-
fmm the many to the few. The
mna of popular liberty must be
the: ed each day, or it is rotten.

id rind of yesterday.

ted with power becomes, either
human depravity or espirt de
- the mnecessary enemy of the

eni

The hand en-

by kontinual foresight can
ﬁ:nwcrat in office be prevented
hardening into a despot; only
anted agitation can a peo-
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We are saprisc.. that one irain robber can hold up a coach load of passengers.

holding ap 92 millions of people every day.
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That is nothing. Think of Capitalism

he may keep the land his fathers
rescued from the water, and bid de-
fiance to the waves that roar zbove
his head, as if demanding back the
broad fields man has stolea from
their realm.

In the Days of Pharok
BY L. F. HBACOCK.
According to an ancient papyrus dug -

Tenn., the following reasons were given
by some of the captive Hebrews for
“knocking” the proposed flight from the
captivity into the Promised Land:
First—The Egyptians couldn’t find

Second—It would destroy incentive.

Third—The “hest people” in Egyptian
society were a unit against it, and only
the agitators wanted it.

Fourth—The publishers of the ‘“high
c}as;;” magazines all thought it imprac-
tical”

Fifth—The people in the brick mak-
ing business had a right to a “reason-
able profit.” Their interests were iden-
tical.

Sixth—What would be the use of in-
ventink brick-making machinery?

Seventh—It would break up the home

and cause thelr places of worshxp to .

be abandoned. -

Eighth—The 1dea was a “foreign doc-
trine.”

Ninth—God had intended them to be
slaves, for, there they were!

Tenth—Everything won!d go to the
ﬂverlastmg ding-bats if tLings didn’t go
on in the old-fashioned way. -
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If you're game to fight with no end in sight and never a band to pla
If you're fit to toil with no hope of spoll and the toiling {tself fOLp p:'y.

If you' 'll bear the irk of the thankless work of making the dream come trua
If you'll march along through a hooting throng that bellows its oaths at you,
If you'll learn to meet each new defeat with the gritty old grin of yore

'And lHft your lance In a new advance with. hardly a chance to score,
Then you're just the breed that we sorely need ; you're one of our kith and kin.
So get the swing of the song we sing ard Jo!n in the march—fall In!

We promis: no loot to the ycung recmlt no glory or pralse or fame

N¢_gold yon gain in this long campaign -—but plenty gt Jeers and 'blune.

Thé quarters are mean and the ratlom lean ; the service Is harsh and grim
The war is on from dark to dawm, from dawn to the twilight dim;

But there's ever the cheer of a comrade near and the touch of his sturdy arm
And his help in'call if you faint and fall where the harrying foeman lvurm

If you scorn reward for the fight that's hard, If you'd rather t than win
Just get the swlng of the song we sing and join in the march—mll‘?h

If comradeship of heart—mnot lip—-s more to your taste

If ancient frauds and tivsel gods are idols ygu long ttot:‘:lzs%.“h

If your patience breaks at the honored fakes that the parsy priests have decked,
If you're not content till the veil 18 rent and the tomple of lies Is wrecked :
Then your place is made in onr stern brigade that never can halt or muae'

Till the war Is done and the fight Is won-—the fight for the human cause,

So take your place and our step, and pace In spite of the old world's din

And get the swing of the song ‘we sing and join in the march—fall in!
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