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Open Warfare Welcomed

=ROME to think of it thc dpen
warfare on the labor unions
“ o BN that is now under way ought
' A ea amnll to have some advantages. For
S instance, it “will discourage hy-

\ pocrisy and anything in that
; & line ought to make us rejoice.

: The voice of the pretended sup-

: L -/jb\/l porter of labor unions will not
be heard much in the land. “I

3 believe in labor unions, but I want them to do
what is right,” you know that sort of siging.

To all this there never was anythmg except
pure pretence. “To do right”
these philosophers meant for the unions to
take whatever was given to them and keep
still. To make any protest was wrong, and
as for.a strike at the mere mention of such
a dreadful thing the good man was ready to
faint with horror. His idea of a nice good®
union was one that met once a year to discuss
the latest styles in pajamas. If it would do
that he was heartily in favor of organized
labor.

If it comes to a straight-out contest between
the union and the forces that desire to de-
stroy the union, we shall hear no more from
these platitudinous popinjays. It will be
either one thing or the other; men will be
frankly on the side of the unions or frankly
against them, for this will be a fight for llfe

Where will the dear old Civic Federation
be then? I guess that grand old bunch will
go out of business. Imagine August Belmont
#nd Seth Low in the days when there is a
straight-out grapple between the unions and
the Interests! No sentiments to the effect
that Labor and Capital ought to be friends
and march on hand in hand will sound very
good  in those days, even when attended by
these past masters of the art of guff.

For those  of mquxrmg mind the situation
existing today in the United States under the
capltahst system and that which existed be-
: fore. the Civil War under
" Cuba for the Lhe slave-holding system
: - ear many curious resem-
A Interests blances. Now, as then,
the power is diverted from
“fhe dhands of the people into the hands of
special Interests and now, as thken, the strug-
gle is joined between government of democ-
racy and government of privilege.

But one poini of coincidence has escaped
general attention. Just before the war there
was a well defined schcme on foot to extend
the dominion of the United States over reigh-
boring and weaker countries. The purpose
was the spread of slavery and the strengthen-
ing of that institution. The eyes of the con-
spirators were first cast upon Cuba, which

- was the subject of the famous “Ostend Cir-

- cular;” by which the purchase or, failing vhat,
the conquest of the island was recommended
by the three American ministers to England,
France and Spain. Later hcpes were pinned
upon the adventurer, Willizra Walker, and
~ his operations in Nwaraugua

Walker seized Nicaraugua and held it for
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in the view of

two years. His government was recognized
by Washington and his representative was
warinly welcomed. There is no dotibt that if
Walker had been successful he would have
had the, full support of the American slave
oligarchy as long as it endured and that slav-
ery would have been forced upon the Nicar-
auguans.

Something very similar, if more decently
shrouded, is going on today. The field is
Cuba. We have already seen one fake revo-
lution in Cuba which was engineered by Amer-
ican agent®. And now we are promised that
another will shortly break out.

Of course, the plan is tc supply an excuse
by which the United States is to trample upon
its pledged word+and seize the island. And,
of course, the influences at work are Ameri-
can corporations with Cuban interests. They
find the Cuban Republic a thorn in their sides.
They find that they can only work their full
will under beneficent American rule, of, by
and for themselves. So they make a revolu-
tion to order and appeal to Washington for
succor.

Grand old game.
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Another Glorious Victory

’
BY A. M. SIMONS. ;

Frightened at the storm of protest that
was rolling up from every section of the
country President Taft has commuted
the sentence of Fred D. Warren to a fine
of one hundred dollars. Cornered by the
expose of the injustice of the sentence,
panic-stricken by the rising revolt
against judicial usurpation, Taft wlhines,
snarles and blusters in his discussion of
the case. Trying desperately to save the
face of the government, he retains a
comparatively insignificant fine, and fear-
ful lest an opportunity be opened to fight
the case further he adds a clause that
this is to be “collected by civil process
only.” In spite of the fact that every step
of the case was fought, with the assist-
ance of the best attorneys obtainable; in
spite of the fact that the only time ‘the
services of attorneys were dispensed with
(in Warren’s speech at St. Paul) the
court itself declared that the legal points
raised in that speech were the only ones
properly to come before the court; in
spite of the fact that it was only when
the volume of protest grew so great as
to breaic through the “conspiracy of si-
lence” of the capitalist press, and only
- wher. the rising tide of Socialist votes
showed that the life of capitalism itself
was threatened, that a semblance of jus-
tice was secured Taft sneeringly de-
clares that Warren was trying to become
a martyr.

Truly the Socialists of America have
made capitalism and its ]udtcxal system .
contemptxble

We Threw tile Fear Inte Them

ORE than 542,000 votes and have
we not thrown the fear into them,
my brother? Fred Warren has
been made the object of “executive
clemency.” Fred Warren, who
asked no - interference . with the

| penalty imposed by the courts, has

been set free. Fred Warren, who has fought

a long fight and a good fight for the working

class of America, has been protected by the

Chief Magistrate of the nation from the op-

pression of the capitalist-owned courts.

More than 542,000 votes.

And now comes the putterer and with his
own fat and royal hand overturns the conspir-
acy which was to throttle free speech in this
our country.

it was all very well before, you will re-
member.—before last November.

Warren had made himself obnoxious to our
masters. Warren had built up the greatest
organ of protest that capitalism had to face.
Warren had irritated Colonel-crazy-horse.
Warren had seized upon the ‘dastardly out-
rage upon Moyer aad Haywood and - had |
thrust it into the faces of the plunderers, with
the demand that such acts of barbansm and

reeking injustice cease.

So Warren was to suffer and the entire
movement of which Warren is such a tre-
mendous exponent was to suffer.

The pirates planned it the press backed it
and the courts were just about to carry it out
when, more than 542,000 votes were cast for
Socialism. !

Confronted with that colossal protest lodged
by the working class of America against th:'
terrific wrongs of economic political
sion, against the guilty failure of the exploit-
ing class against the whole structure of greed,
corruption and inhuman privilege, our mas-
ters felt the thrill of dread, felt the very
foundations of their order shaking beneaﬁl
them.

So Warren, the exponent of this protest,
the man who stood in a measure at the head
of these hundreds of thousands, has been
spared what was planned for lim. In panic,
in nothing less than panic,*the exploiters have
hastened to undo the ¢rime which would have
brought down in wrath that mighty army of
industrially shackled, but mentally eman-
cipated.

Brethren, I ask your pity for this unhapgr
fat man who fills the scat of the presudem:y
with his globular presence. Pulled and
hauled hither and yon, parroting words put
into his mouth, signing here, ordering there as
he is directed, he is truly pathetxc

He would not have moved in the Warren
matter, Nothmg could have been further
from his mind.

He could not see the significance of 542 000
nor of anything else. -

But he was told to get busy a.nd the pooc'
bewildered golf-player did what he was told,
even to the point of the unprecedented action
of pardoning a man who had not asked and
did not desire a pardon.

His remarks on that occasion are all that
was wanting to complete the victory. 1
voice capitalist fear and rage and the un
nate author’s own spleen at being forced to
something that with all hxs putt.:rmg soiil
hated to do.

They reveal at once the extremity of
ror to which the pirates who run us ’
put and the querilous spite and blir
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as perverted as his,” says the putterer speak-
& 01 Fred Warrer. ¥ putterer speak:
is exactly the point.

at’s all.

Q\:\\__—/ \

More than 542,000.
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Here is an actual conversation just as it oc-
cured with a San Francisco merchant:
 Merchant—Ah yes, business. is very bad in
o - San Francisco at present.
Unions Ruining You see the labor unions
S have ruined everything.
Businéss Visitor—lave they in-
- ¢ jured your business?
Merchant—I should say so. They have hurt
enormously. ;
Visitor—How is that?
Merchant—Why, you see, all my expeuses
are so much greater than they used to be. 1
‘must pay more for clerk hire to begin with.
Fisitor—But your clerks do not belong to
any union. > : :
Merchant—1 know that, but that is only
one item of expense that has been increased.
Fisitor—What are the others?
Merchant—Rent, for one thing; that is con-
‘siderably higher. Then all the freight rates
‘have gone up ubout twenty per cent. That
_;.,jmkesi kes a great difference to me. Then money
s tight; ] must pay a higher rate of interest
for 1t
- Visitor—And you charge all that to the
‘unions ? : .
- Merchant---Well, of course not all of it, I
‘suppose, but the unions have ruined every-
thing. s 4
This was a “bright, keen-witted business
‘man,” especially noted for his forsight. I give
his | ks as typical of his class. In all sin-
aﬁgm!: accepted the fantastic notion, that
because it was the fashion in his caste to de-
‘mounce the labor unions, therefore the unions
caused droughts, increased railroad rates, in-
creased interest charges, spavin, ring-bone,

_‘O&ds'e how much the boasted foresight of

Jine of business. It is obvious that this man
nothing about economics or contempo-
. Faneous events; let us see how much he knew
‘about his own affairs.

re the wives of working men. Whenever
rking men had work and wages, and were
vod physical condition this man’s pusiness
s good. When working men were out of
or suffered a reduction of pay, this
n's business was bad. The more mormey the
king class had to spend for comforts as
I as for necessities the better for the busi-
s of this man. But if the physical condi-

living should decline this man's business
d decline in the same ratio.

. ths object of the labor union was to
ntain the standard of living of the work-
g class and enable it to buy some comforts

-welfare. - :
What a nation of thoughtful people we are!
ow readily we perceive the causes of our
oubles! Another people might think that
shen railroad capitalization is increasing four
rmes as fast as the total wealth of the coun-
7 that. fact might account for some part of
r misfortunes. But we cannot be foolud in
- way. We know that every thing that goes
g 15 due to the hellish machitations of
bor unions = Everything. If there is a
dog goes mad in Pheladelphia it’s the labor
oms and if there is a cyclone in Texas,
e vnions cid it. All we need to be

e of the man who apswered the bitter cry

the disinherited with “GOD KNOWS.”
‘Doubtless his writings are read witk pleas-
by a number whose views are as wild and
es indeed, Mr. Taft,
> is exactly tl - That_point struck

capitalist system where it lived. = A num-

rheumatism, lumbago and ingrowing toe-nails.

s class really amounts to, even in their own

‘He was engaged in selling, at retail, sev- -
ral kinds of goods. Most of his customers

n of the working class and their standard -

s well as necessities and to increase its phys-

This is one i'&son why any denunciation of
the unions meets with the warm approval of

's6 many small business men.. With their

noses buried in their ledgers all they can see

_is that wagon-drivers now get $50 a month

and formerly got $46, and work now ten hours
‘where they formerly worked fourteen.
ference $4 a week and four hours a day.
Down with the unions. They can’t see that
the prosperity of business depends upon the

~ prosperity of the working class and that if we
are to reduce the standard of living of that

class we must suffer also a corresponding re-

duction in consumption, which means in busi- -

ness.

The obsessed retail merchant cannot see
this, but he is beginning to see the advance of
the “chain” store across the country and the
impossibility of competing with that kind of a
store, and some of these days he will see the
other fact just as clearly—let us hope.

I suppose he might see some of it now if
he were not so much taken up with the‘idea
of his class and if it were not for the pressure
of the banks upon him. -Class tyranny is a
great thing in America. Suppose a retail
grocer to stand out for something against the
dominant prejudice of the rest of his caste—
what do you think would happen to him? It
is the same way about the uiions. The re-

~vered leaders of the business world declare

that the unions niust be abolished and the
small fry instantly suck up their”heads and
shout : :

“That’s so! They are a menace to pros-

perity !” :

They don’t know wly, any more than the
man in San Francisco.

“It's the good old shell game. Everybody
wins. No deception, gents. Kindly note that
I take a little pill, Dr. Sherman’s Celebrated

Specific, and place it under

: this shell, the Trusts. Now,
The woq gents, where is the little
Shell Game pill? Make your bets.

: Are you all done? Abh,
here it is, under this other shell, the Labor
Unions. Sorry, gents, you're stung again.”

So it goes, that grand old game. And once

~more the comeon wonders how it happened.

Kindly note, brethren, that at New Orleans
a few days ago three uuion leaders, connected
with the Dock and Cotton Council, were con-
victed in the United States Circuit Court of
conspiragy in restraint of trad . .
- The Dock and Cotton Council is one oi the
strongest union organizations of the country,
certainly the strongest in the South. It has a
membership of more than 50,000, including
every laborer whose work contributes directly
to the shipping of cotton. It has been a source

of deep concern to the employers and its union

sentiment is deep and:loyal.
There is corresponding rejoicing among the

 masters over what has just happencd.

Two years ago members of the Coal Wheel-
ers’ Union refused to coal a vessel that was
being loaded by non-union longshoremen.
Action was started soon afterward against the
presidents of ‘the Dock and Cotton Council,
the Coal Wheelers’ Union and the Longshore-
men’'s Union for interfering with interstate
commerce. Today they staud convicted.

And how was this done? It was done by
invoking the Sherman Anti-Trust Law, under
the provision of which the men were tried.

The grand old-game. The grand old swin- -

dle. :
The Sherman Anti-Trust Law was a prod-
uct of the Harrison administration.

passed with that sole construction in'view. It
was hailed at the time as the final settlement
of the trust question and the instrument which
must inevitably restore the principle of com-
petition as the basis of commercial activitv.
The Anti-Trust Law remained on the books

‘through _the rest of the Harrison’s adminis-

Dif-.

-Specimen of the

Its sin-
* gle purpose was to curb the spread and power
of predatory corporations. It was drawn and .

tration, through Cleveland’s éd through part
of McKinley’s without so much as seeing the
light of day. In the meantime trusts con-
tinued to extend and increase and rob and
wax fat and insolent, according to their nature.
At last Attorney General Knox dug among the
dusty files for this ancient cure-all and ladled

_it out to Jim Hill's Northern Securities Com-

pany. The Supreme Court rendered a decis-
ion upholding its constitutionality. Of course
that worked no harm to Mr. Hill, for the
Securities Company was only a financial de-
vice, but the decision established the act per-
manently. Since that time it has never been
enforced against any trust. .

It occurred one happy day to the dimble
mind of some clever corporation lawyer, highly
paid for perverting the law in the "interests
of his clients, that the Anti-Trust Law had
never had proper attention. Restraint of
trade, eh? Why was not a labor union a com-
bination in restraint of trade? "

Brilliant discovery, and of inestimable
value. Here, in the weapon manufactured for
holding up the trusts, was a sandbag where-
with the trusts might attack labor, their nat-
ural enemy. The club was promptly used and

- brought about the Danbury Hatters’ decision.

Now it has been used again and we have the
New Orleans conviction. :

And after twenty-one years of the Sherman
Anti-Trust Law which was to put an end to
thieving trusts this is the net result.

The act has never been enforced against
any trust, for which it was intended; it has
been enforced against labor umons, for which
it was never intended.

This is the end of our experiment in regu-
lation. :
The means deliberately chosen to end the
evils of corporation growth are the very means
by which the corporations fatten and bulwark
themselves ; the device invented to check cor-
poration dominance is the very device by which
the corporations confirm and strengthen their-
hold upon the country. :

The grand old game. -

Of course these things are not calculated to
cheer our drooping spirits to any great extent. -
But we can get some kind of a twisted smile
out of the position they -put us in.

Comeons !

*
The Southern Pacific railroad has been good
enough to design the constitution for the new
state of New Mexico and the character of
- the instrument is enough

A Grand - to make Collis P. Hunt-
ington arise from the grave
Art with joy. No*new-fangled

ideas of progress for the .
Southern Pacific; no nonsense about rule by
the people ; no bosh about democracy disgraces
this wonderfr:! constitution. It upholds in all
respects the good old doctrine that nine-tenths
of the people are made to be bossed and plun-
dered and then provides the easy way by
which the popular and deserving railroad com-
pany can do the bossing and plundering. All
power about everything safely landed in the
hands of the governor and the legislature and

- provisions made perfect for the proper control

of these officers in the interest of the corpora-
tions. No initiative, no referendum, no recall,
nothing to interfere \ith the pleasant games
at the state capital, and the right districting of
the state arranged so that the railroad con
easily get a majority. Above all, this noble
document saddled upon the people forever,
since the provisions for amending the con- .
stitution are so drawn that amendment is prac-
tically impossible. 5 AN Ae

; Tl_le corporations have not made a better
job of anything for many years. It is com-

‘plete, perfect and admirable and definite or-

ganizes the state as a province of the Interests.

I varmly commend it to the attention of
the dear old ladies that think we are getting
anywhere with cur fiddling reforms. .

.



* on his cane.

VE been tied to. a woman’s . apfon
strings as long as -1 calculate to be,”
'said Hank Abbey. With a celibate’s
care, he placed his goose-quill tooth-
pick in his waistcoat pocket

and then resoiutely rested

on his cane.

{\’1 'w W] Sarah  Ann  Topping

swppeu snitting, raised her spectacles

and looked at her boarder.

“Why, Hank, how you talk!” :
Commonly he had a voice so gentle
that even Jethro who lay on the rag
carpet now raised her head as she
heard the hostile tone of the insurgent. .
“Parson Tucker over to West Milton
is always saying, ‘Hank, when be you
and Sarah Ann coming over to see me?”
Of course the parson will have his /]

joke; but T am tired of it. It ap- .
pears to me it's time for you and me ’
to get married and settle down.”

Both Sarah Ann and Hank were
eight and fifty, but he looked younger
because of his reddish hair.

“Folks plague me to death about it,
and are always wondering if we ain't
going to make a match of it. If you
won't have me you mx,ght as well give
me ithe mitten now.’

Sarah Ann thought the long speech,
breaking as it did a half-hour silence,
sounded not unlike ‘the Declaration of
Independence to which she had listened
the last Fourth of July. Hank's word
brought little pink spots to Sarah Ann's
sagging, colorless cheeks. Her faded
blue eyes widened; her forehead wrink-
led; her- frizzed gray hair seemed to
stiffen in amazement.

“Don’t you think you can come it
over me, Hank.” Her lips met in a
resolute downward droop. “No-sir-ee-
ee! The man ain’t been made that can
boss me. 1 ain'tsready to git married
—just yet.”

Hank Abbey had heard this last sen-
tence semi-annually for the pasc fifteen
years—ever since taking his meals at
Sarah Ann’s had engendered in him
the habit of making her offers of mar-
riage—but he never received it as he
did this evening. With desperate determination

+. he opened the green cotton screen door as he
¢ . retorted, “All right, Sarah Ann, it's your say-so.”

““Shut that door,” she admonished. I won’t have
my house full of mosquitoes.”

This was the worst of Sarah Ann Topping. Even
attending the Baptist church for .more than half
. "a.century had not eradicated in her the indirection
. of a ccquette. Hank knew that mosquitoes were
but her pretext for keeping him dangling a little

‘longer. Yet he could not tell her so, but in wrath-

ful impotence he recognized the wiles of the
woman. That she did try to detain him was

heartening, and he went on forcing her atiitude as
he retreated a step. )
“All right, Sarah Ann!”  He no longer leaned
He gripped it .resolutely as if on
sufficient provocation he would wave it under her
nose. “All right., you're the doctor. When you
, want me.to come back you can send for me.”
The door closed with an eloquent bang.
“Umph! I'd like to see myself running after
any man,” returned Sarah Ann, knitting violently.

Jethro Hank Abbey Topping—Jethro was really

a female, but Sarah Ann would not change the
dog’s name because it offended the ears of Sa-
mantha Craw, her rival, who lived across the
street—Jethro bounded after the rejected suitor.
“Jethro!” Sarah Ann sharply -called. The dog
unheeding walked by the side of the man. Sarah
Ann felt that Hank was surreptitiously talking un-
der his breath to the animal. “Jethro Hank Abbey
Toppmg', come here!” This second zummons
brought the dog to the feet of her mistress, but
Iethro in protest beat the floor with her tail.
Sarah Ann never knitted so fast as she did this
evening, nor-so récklessly. She wasn’t a woman to
drop stitches, but the succeeding morning
frowned at her work when sh: found thit what
she had doné the presious evemng must be un-
‘raveied. That came - f knitting in the dark. Her
lamp had remained unhghted until she was ready
to go to bed. When she scratched a match she
_said: “T don’t care,” but she uttered it like one
who cared much. As she went to her little bed
room off the sitting room where she sat after
supger, she smiled.  “He'll be back in the mommg o
Itwastbwﬁrsth.mel,butthclmewlmn.
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e Humbhm of Sarah Amn

By Mrs. Fremont Older

Ilnstrated by John Sloan

H:_mk Abbey had Breakfast at the Tavern

~ Sarah Ann’s bed was hard and feverish that
night, and she was glad to rise early to prepare
the breakfast. She fried ham and eggs, made
cookies, hot cakes and pies; enough for two. Then
she put on a white apron—the one embrowdered
with red butterfiies which she always kept for
afternoon company. She waited—ior what she
wouldn’t confess even to her New England con-
science. She served herself ham and eggs, but
the food grew cold before her eyes.. She took
a sip of coffee. Another portion of ham and eggs
dried to a crisp in the oven and the plate cracked.

Just as Sarah Ang discovered this kitchen tragedy
Samantha Craw a\%jcd, The visitor came 0s-
tensibly bearing horf€¥, but in reality to impart
information. Sarah Ann. received her with scant
cordiality. A designing spinster of sixty, who sets
her cap for another’s suitor must not expect the
flower of hospitality.

“Hank Abbey had breakfast at the tavern this
morning with some  drummers,” was the village
news.

Sarah Ann replied, as if she were the majesty of
calm itself. “1 know it. I told him tast night I
wouldn’t slave myself to death for any man. 1
don't want him to hang around here any more.”

Samantha didn’t beiieve it. Hank was the richest
bachelor in the village. “I hope Hank ain’t running
wiid,” was Samantha’s anxious parting offering.
“He’s such a likely fellow. It would be too Lad
if he takes to playag billiards.”

Sarah Ann took off her white apron, folded and
laid it away. Then she put or a large dark blue °
gingham apron, fed the uneaten breakfast to Jethro.
and began cleaning the kitchen. Only one with
such microscopic eyes. as hers could see dirt in that
kitchen; but she scrubbed the floor until it was
white, and polished her stove untii it was like a
mirror. Then she prepared dinner, precisely the
kind. Hank best relished. She took up the West
Milton Clarion and waited. He didn’t come.

Villagers antedate the inventors of wireless com-
munication’ and Sarah Ann soon %new that Hank
Abbey dined at the tavern. Jethro was glad be-
cause she had-twe dinners.

In the aiternoon the Buptist Sunday School had

a picnic. Sarah Ann remained at homz. Ske d:dn’

"not ( nce glance toward her.
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see why she should always take frosted cake deco-
rated with motto candies to be eaten by Samantha
Craw and all her poor nephews and nieces. The
Craws took very liftle to donation parties and
picnics, but they ate quite #s if they
gave their full share. Thc.y weren't
even ashamed cf their appetites.

Sarah Ann in the afternoon opened
that Sacred precinct—her parlor—and
moved the horsehair furniture, the mar-
ble top table and the black walnut.
what-not out on the stoop.. This was .
an extraordinary occurrence, for Sarah
Ann, like most humble folk, was afraid
of her parlor. She was down on her .
knees, taking the tacks out of the car-
pet when she received another visit
from Samantha Craw who had just
started for the picnic. :

“You hain’t had that Brussels carpet :
up in five years. have you?”

“Four,” corrected Sarah Ann.
“Haven't the moths got into it? My

carpets come up every spring. It's
pretty warm for house cleaning, ain't
t?”

“It ain’t ever too warm for me to
keep clean, but it's hot work gallivant-
ing round the country,” said Sarah Ann,
taking out a tack.

“You'll be real smart if you can man-
age that beavy carpet without any men
folks to help you,” said Samantha as
she went picnicward.

Sarah Ann, unaided, hung the large
figured Brussels carpet on the clothes
line in the back vard. When Samantha
saw her beating the carpet the older
spinster remarked that Sarah was as -
tight as the bark on a tree. This was
calumny. Sarah Ann felt like beating
something and so she beat carpets. That
evening she was too tired to knit” She
sat talking a babyish. jargon to Jethro,
which the dog pretended to understand
as she ate the supper prepared by Saralr
Ann for Hank Abbey.

Jethro was becoming spoiled. At
night she Juxuriated on down pxllom
which her mistress took from her own
bed and placed on the couch in the
sitting room. Sarah Ann said she didn't care much
for pillows. The remainder oi the week the spinster
passed in cleaning the - sitting room, clealy a
waste of energy when one considered that she
had done the same work ia the spnnx.

When Saturday evening caie Sarah Ann roiled
up her hair in twice as many tea Jeads as usual,
moistening each little strand with sugar and wa-
ter. She thought she did this oecause of the
warm weather. Her darling illusion was that peo-
ple believed her hair curled naturally.
Craw knew better. iiadn't she played with’ Sﬂlﬁ
Ann when both had straight wiry pigtails? Ii;
the morning when Sarah Ann took down her h
to go to church she wondcred why she :
flustered.

She put on ber best summer siik dress-—-her %
—scalloped and puffed and shirred. Sarah llad'?
three silk gowns, but like cathedral jewels, ¢
were exhibited to the public only on great hist
occasions. When the spinster took her place
her little wooden pew that morning the nueoﬂ&
wife nudged her husband as the thought occurred
to her that Sarah Ann Topping iooked altogether
too airy for the worship of e but 'wrself.
Wearing such grand clothes was like flaunting.
riches in the face of the Lord. She'd be afraid
something would happen to her if she put on
much style.

Althcugh diring ‘the sermon Sarah Ann !ovkcd
not at all in 1lank Abbey’s direction, she knew he
was sittir.g over there to the right with his brother
and sister-in-law.. She knew, too, that Hank did
She forgot the ser-
mon, but Hank Abbey nodded a protest to the
minister. This showed not onli: how absorbed he
was in the speaker’s message, but how rich.

. Sarah Ann studied herself that morning in
endcavor to behave real natural. After the. -service
she thanked the ministor for his serman. Th
Baptist minister preached very long sermons. Sh
shook ‘hands with some of the pillars of -
church, but she was certain she did not lmger
unnecessary moment. :

She had spunk. Besides c<he was broug,
not to be forward No man could say i




not so satisfying as usual.  She found herself fre-
quently looking out of the window. She realized
what a long day it was when there was no house
cleaning to be done. “Jethro,” she said, patting the
do!’_t”head. “scrubbing floors is dreadful good com-

Three times. daily - during the summer she pre-
red a double portion of food, feeding half to
iro.  Sometimes the dog disappeired for hours;
returning she would have none, of her mistress’s
supper Then Sarah Ann knew her pet had been
ed by Hank Albey. She scolded and pretended
to spank Jethro. Sarah Ann's spankings always
ended in caresses and baby talk. “I’ll bet,” she
said, “Hank hated to have Jethro come home. He
_always liked Jethro real well”

Oue afternoon the dog staggered into Sarah
Ann's cottage and elevated her back as if writhing
in pain. Jethro lay on the cushions and raised her
‘head with 2 moan. Then she looked at Sarah Ann
_in a toaching, mute appeal for aid. There was a
hurried conclave of the neighbors. “I’d like to
have the doctor,” sobled Sarah Ann, “but he
thinks he's too good to tend dogs. Jethro is too
good to have any such old pill peddlers as him.
 Sonteone has poisoned my pet I know. Some folks
_are jealous that I've got such a nice dog. Poor
baby! I brought her up ever since she wase't
~more than three weeks old, and the smartest little
~ puppy yow ever saw and you could carry her in
your hands. She was so cunning and grew up to be
so knowing. When Hank Abbey used to come

here for his meals she would run to meet him and
lick his hands and open her mouth for five cents
- and carry a basket to the bu.cher shop.”
- Sarzh Ann dried her tears on her apron, and
Samantha Craw conceded, “Yes, Yethro was as
smart as chain lightning, a dreadful clever dog”
“Ske wasnt a dog” declared Sarah Ann. “She
- was human: I lived all alone with her for vears.
~ She knew almost as m:ch as the minister and was
“ just as good company. And there weren't no tramps
~ or thieves or murderers in the village because they
- were all afraid of Jethro. What will the village do
- withqut Jethro?”
'~ ' The tears of Sarzh Ann and the prescriptions
- of the neighbors were withom avail. The viliage
was doomed to do without Jethro Hank Abbey
Topping. She siept in etermity as though death
- were the greatest wisdom in nature. Sarah Ann
took on some of the calm at which she looked.
She tried to drink tea, but instead she gazed at
Jethro, who lay on ‘the cushions. Could she have
- had her will, the spinster would have buried Jethro
in the village cemetery and erected for her a
monument as high as Squire Auger’s; but this was
- impossible. In her great loneliness the weak wo-
- man asked no more than the privilege of always
Jooking at Jethro's grave
to decide on a burial spot for the dog.
the marshy lot where the violets first
blossomed. There was a fragrant field of white
 ciover. Then there was the spot where the dandelions
- were deeper vyellow than eisewhere. But these
lovely places were all too far from her window. If
only Jethro might Le buried right under that june
rosebush in the garden, and not be carried away
like a common dog who had no collar and couldn’t
‘ask for five ceats. Then when Sarah Ann sat
“at the front window no one wovld know she was

ke dog that very night without the knowledge
of the village trustees.

She looked at her thin withere! hands. They
had withered much this summer—and she realized
- they were not of the strength for hollowing out
‘@ grave for Jethro. Thinking of the dog suggested
Henk Abbey. She knew he would perform the
_service. 1i only Hank, learning of her loss would
‘come to s2e her. But no, he was too stiff-necked.
guessed it was his age.
~ She couidn’t have done what she did for her-
‘self; but her pride died with Jethro. Sarah Ann
- Topping was still sure she wasn't one of those
wm?:ashy Avomen whose minds change with
‘the wind. Shé took the step for the dog. The
tall, rigid, drawn, white-haired spinister stood be-
‘fore Hank Ablbey’s' sitting roem window. She
hoped the neighbors we.e all in bed. Hank was
plainly visible through' the windows which she
noticed weren't very ciean. He needed a house-
keeper badly. There he sat in his shirt sleeves with
 the ‘curtains up. Robbers could see everything that
‘was going on in the house. Sarah Ann thought a
great deal about robbers. She looked under her
own bed every night. ‘

She took up a stick and gingerly threw it toward
.the window. It struck the side of the house. Hank
looked up from his pae: and v.ent on reading.
- She hurled a larger stick at tle window. She
_hoped ibe glass wou'dn’t break, but it didn’t seem
a8 it she could go right up and knock at a man’s

" bury her deey under that June rosebush.

door. She had never done such a thing. It was
too bold.

The second missile brought Hank to the door with
a gruff, “Who's there?” ' '

She never knew there was a tone in his voice

like that. Hank could be real cross she discovered. *

When he used to speak to her his voice was so
different—even that last time. Now Sargh Ann
knew how soldiers feel when they face the cannon.
They always pretend they aren’t afraid, but she
guessed they shivered just as she did when Hank
spoke: “Well, I swan, if it ain’t you.”

Even in her grief and agitation she noticed that

_he pronounced you as if there were no other you in

the village.

“Hank,” she stammered, “Jethro’s dead.”

“Oh!” he replied with falling countenance. “It’s
Jethro!” » :

“Yes, some poisoners killed her,” her words
flowed with her tears. “I feel miserable. I can’t
bear to have Jethro buried way off. . She was the
smartest dog, wasn't she? And she always liked
you. Don’t you remember how she used to run
and meet you and was always so glad to see you?
She used to begin wagging her tail when you was
a bloc away. That's how 1 knew you'was com-
ing.”

AHank fell into the melancholy mood of Sarah
nn.

“It makes me sick and miserable, too, to think
about it” |

“I'm glad of that,” said she.
Jethro took away.
shovel and come right along with me and help me
She’s
all the company 1’ve had since Ma died, and I
want her to be where I can look at her and no
one will know.”

“Let me get my coat, Sarah Ann.” Hank pro-
nounced the name with gentle cadence.

The two old people tiptoed through the main
street like midnight malefactors. All the lights in
the village were extinguished except those at the
tavern and in Samantha Craw’s cottage. Sarah
Ann often observed that her neighbor spent a sight
of money on kerosene. If Samantha wasn't more
saving, she’d have to do dressmaking in her old
age or go to-the poor house.

Hank hung his bat, coat and waistcoat on the
fence, hbut Sarah Ann took them into the house
and placed them ca the back of a chair. She held
the lantern like a Stoic while Hank ecarefully
uprooted the rosebush and proceeded to deepen the
hole. \

The darkness, the secrecy, her grief and Hank
Abbey made it all seem like something in a book.
She recalled that in a school reader there was a

“You won't want

poem about Sir joian—what was his name?—who -

was buried somewhere at night. -She always liked
it real well. She wished the Baptist minister or the
school teacher would write a poem about Jethro's
burial. Perhaps someone would put it in the school
reader. Jethro was wrapped in the finest sheet
Sarah Ann possessed, one of her grandmocher’s
spinning and weaving. She p'aced the dog’s collar
and license in the winding-cloth, and with it all
the red geranium blossoms in the garden. Then
she fastened the sheet with her best carmeo brooch,
set the lantern upon the ground and went into
the house.

I wish you'd bring a spade and’

“I’d thank you, Sarah Anx( for a glass of water,”
said Hank a few minutes later in the sitting room.
He was just wiping. his forehead preparatory to
putting on his coat and hat. “Let me get some
fresh from the pump,” she answered, taking up a
pitcher.

“Ne, I’ll go, Sarah Ann. I don’t want to put you

out.” . -
“Don’t you talk,” said she. “This is my house,
and I ain’t got anyone to do things for now.” She
tried to say, “Won't you have another glass?” but
she made a grimace and wept,

The water choked Hank Abbey and he coughed
until his eyes were moist. He awkwardly" fingered
his new silver stemwinder. “I guess some folks
is so independent they -don’t want nobody bnt
themselves.” He tried to cough again o account
for the tears in his eyes ‘‘But, Sarah Ann, I
wouldn’t take on like that for a dog, even if she
could buy her own meat with nickels.”

“Dogs are so much more human than men.” She
abandoned herself to tears. “I jest can’t help it.
Jethro never went awvay but she come right back
in a few hours.” ‘

“I guess dogs wouldn’t never come back either,
Sarah Ann, if they was treated like some men.”

Sarah Ann seemed not to hear this remark.

“] guess it was my fault. I'm all to blame. T
killed Jethro feeding her all the things you used
to eat. Maybe mince pie and griddle cakes ain’t
good for dogs, but I.like to make them real well.”

Hank drank his glass of water, set down the
glass deliberately and said, looking at the ceiling,
“Sarah Ann, I thought I'd like to ride over to
West Milton tomurrow. It's been quite a spell—
fifteen years or such a matter—since I told Parson
Tucker you and I’d come over to see him. He’s
always smiling and looking sly and asking me
about it. The other day I sassed him good I told
him I always tended to my own business. We'd
come it over the Parson if we’d go tomorrow. If
I get the best covered buggy at the livery stable
and a stiddy team, don’t you want to take a ride?
Coming home by starlight will be a sort of a nice
wedding tower.”

Sarah Ann smiled.

“Stars are real nice to look at—when you're with
frlks. But stars ain’t looked like much this sum-
mer, If it don’t rain I'll go. I don’t like to get
my gray silk spotted. It cost twenty-two shillings
a vard.” N

It did nof rain, and Sarah Ann Topping’s gray
silk dress worn on a week day told the story to
the village. This was confirmed by the fact that
Hank Abey went to the barber shop where he was
s* _ved and had his hair cut and coiled. He spent
the rest of the morning in polishing his boots and
washing his celluloid collars and cuffs.

When Samantha Craw saw the reunited lovers
drive toward West Milton, she took note that Sarah
Ann wore white kid gloves, a fresh ruching in her
gray silk dress, and a bright green veil.

“Tcday,” Samantha observed to her niece, “Sarah
Ann is all primped up to beat everything. Yester-
day when she was carrying on a%ut Jethro, much
she cared. I knew she meant Hank Abbey all the
time. She went down to his house last.night at
midnight. I seen her, and I don’t call it likelv. They
wouldn’t be any women without husbands in this
town if they was ail that brazen.” '

&

=Sl HERE was nothing romantic about
1) fl either the men or their occupation.
‘a'_r | They were just two youug physical
" ’i‘; giants who followed the calling of cel-

AASL8LI lar diggers. Reticent, they seldom in-
dulged in conversation even with each
other, yet they were inseparable. They
lived in the same room, occupied the
same bed and were always to be found
working on the same job. The excavating con-
tractor who secured the services of Bill and John
considered himself fortunate, and wherever they
applied for wock, a place was always made for
them, even if it was found necessary to discharge
some less profitable workers; for these two giants
would do the work of four ordinary meu.

Bill and John had one friend in common on
whom they spent most of their money. This was
Lizzie Smith, a girl who roomed in a tenement in
the next biock and who worked in a laundry. She
took her meals at the little restaurant around the
corner, anc it was there she wet Bill and John.

Lizzie was a weuis little creature who was by no
means pretty except for the profution of dark

hai.r that crowned her, and the brilliance of her
white even teeth when she lawvqhed. . Her wages
were barely sufficient to pay board and room
rent and supply the plainest of clothes. ° Hence
it was to Bill and John she was indebted for
such recreation and amusement as she ever en-
joyed. L

Sometimes, in the hot summer weather, John
would take her to a summer garden. Again it
would be Bill that would take her to a moving p.ic—
ture show. Sometimes again they would make up
a ht}le party of three and go on a stcamboat ex-
cursion. There was no display of sentiment on
either side. Lizzie always called Bill and John
her “big brothers;” and if either of them enter-
tained feelings toward Lizzie other than those natur-
ally bestowed upon a sister, thev were carefully
concealed. .

One day, however, a great change came over
these young men. Of one accord, they began to
neglect Lizzie and save their money. This was
first noticeable when Bili inforied John that he
lgad concluded to quit drinking. John said he be-
lieved he would do the same; so the old beer



bucket. which had always seemed such a n:sessary
appendage to their daily life, was laid away. Then
John thought it would be a good idea for them to
wash their own clothes.

“This stuff they put in em at the laundry to
get the dirt out eats ’em up,” he explained; so
this plan was adopted and, from that time on,

hardly a day passed but one or the other found

something on which they could economize.

They mended their own shoes, shaved them-
selves, walked to and from their work when it
was possible and in every way reduced their ex-
penses to the lowest possible figure. Each of the
men knew that the other was saving money for a

definite purpose, but neither would attempt to

fathom the other’s secret for fear his own would
be discovered.

So when Bill saw John come from a real estate
office, he asked no questions because he knew that
John had seen him come out of a furniture store
the evemng before. However, after supper one
evening Bill surprised John by taking down the
old beer bucket that had so long been idle, and
going out for a bucket of beer. It was as plain
as daylight to John that, at last, the silence was to
be broken and secrets were to be divulged..

Sitting upon opposite sides of the little table, the
bucket between them, Bill began the conversation:

“You must have a good bit of -money saved by
this time, John,” he said.

“l can’t have any more than you,” John answered
carelessly.

“T’ve often -wondered why you got so savin’ all
of a sudden,” was Bill's next lead.

“Your economy caused me to wonder some-

times, too, Bill,” John replied while, with a lead °

pencil, he fished a tipsy fly out of the beer foam.

“I'lll tell you what, John,” Bill said suddenly,
leaning his elbows on the table. “I'll tell you my
secret if you'll teil yours.”

“Agreed,” John exclaimed, and each in turn, took
a pull at the bucket.

“Well, I was thinking of geting married, John,”
Bill confessed rather timidly.

“That’s so? Well, we are in the same boat, Rill.
I’ve made up my mind to do the same”

“You don’t say? Well, that makes a little change
in my arrangements. I thought maybe vou would
live with us when we got settled down; but I'm glad
to hear you aré going to have a home of vour
own. There’s nothin’ like havin' a home of your
own. I’'m getting tived of roomin’ houses and
cheap restaurants, and we earn enough to keep
a family if we just cut this out,” and Bill tapped
the bucket with his finger.

“Who are you goin’ to hitch up to, Bill?” John
asked.

“Is somebody you know well enough” Bill
answered, after taking another drink. “In fact,
you've known her as long as I have and have
always been just as good a friend to her as T
You and me has been about the only friends she
has had, I guess. It’s Lizzie Smith.” Bill looked
at John to see what effect this intelligence would
have on him, but John was busy with the bucket

“When did she accept you?” John inquired finally.

- Pa.,, on a Sunday after-
noon last November. It
was a very bleak, cold
day. The <now was try-
ing hard to cover the
" blackness of the ugly
town but was : it suc-
ceeding very well” I
buttored my overcoat
tightly amound me, pull-
ed my cap down weli
around my ears and

‘consecrated” _
yard.

grave

names in my mind and
was going to look them
up in the city of the
dead. It never occurred
to me that there would
be any difficulty what-
ever in finding them.
When I arrived there my hopes oi ﬁndmg them grew
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1t was in Homestead,.

I had half a dozen‘

The Coming Nation

“Well, you see, I hain’t asked her yet. I'm goin’
to do so tonight; but there’s no danger but what

she'll accept, all rightt Why shouldn’t she? See
here,” and Bill produced a bill of sale’ from the
furniture store. “Here's furniture for three rooms
all paid for, ready to be moved when I get the
I hain’t rented the rooms yet. because I'm
goin’ to let Lizzie have her choice of a flat of a
cottage. Accept? Why, look how hard she has to
work at that laundry. She faintea at her work twice
during the hot spell; she’ll be only too glad to give
up that work and her hall room for three nicely
furnished rooms with nothing to do but keep
'em tidy and cook our meals—but who—" he
asked suddenly, his face assuming an apprehensive
expression, “who are you thinkin’ of marryin’,
John?”

“Lizzie Smith?” John answered quietly.

“What, my Lizzie!” Bill cried, springing to his
feet.

“Why your Lizzie more than mine?” John asked,
also rising to his feet. “Didn’t you just say that I
had been as good a friend to her as you? Hain’t
I been with her just as much and known her just
as long? You hain’t asked her, neither have I.
You've bought furniture. Well, look here,” and John
produced a rent receipt from a real estate firm.
“Here’s three rooms on G street, a month’s rent
paid, and here—" producing a smal] roll of bills tied
together by a twine string, “is money to buy furny-
ture. 1 intended to let Lizzie choose that. You
was goin’ to ask her tonight; so was I. So Bill,
where does your better claim come in?”

Bill had no answer forthcoming. He collapsed
into his chair, and began to console himself with
the contents oi the bucket. John, after thus ending
the longest speech of his life, also resumed his
seat; but consolation from the bucket was denied
him, for Bil' had emptied it. The men sat for
severai minutes in silence. John was the first to
speak.

“How are we goin’ tp settle this, Bill?” Jhe in-
quired anxiously .

“We .won't settle it,” Bill replied.

“No?” Who will?”

“Lizzie.”

“Your’re right,” John agrecd.

“When shall we go see her?”

((Now.”

So, donning coats and hats, the two men left
their room, and made their way down the narrow
stairway to the street. They had to walk only a
block to reach the house where Lizzie roomed
They were both familiar with the surroundings
ar.d had no difficulty in making their way up the
two flights of stairs leading to the floor where
Lizzie’s room was located. There was a small back
porch on this floor amd it was here Lizzie always
received her two friends when they called upon her.

Arriving at this porch, the first person they saw
was Lizzie herself. That something was wrong was
at once evident to the men, for Lizzie had been
~rving; her eyes were red and her cheeks were wet
with tears. They 21so became aware of another fact
—Lizzie was not alone. On the porch with her
was a slender voung man with a wizened face,

> ‘ g ‘m"‘m “‘*‘ A
e VB ?,;’2 ¥ ; ; :
i e .,: - ’;_ “ :

dim. ‘Hundreds of earth mounds were utterly un-

marked by stick or stone. The poorer the people the
less the liklihood of a mark and my names though
destined to be written in letters of fold in some tu-
ture time were the names of poor men/

After searching for half an hour I came "across
the grave digger. He was digging a new grave and
he was in it to his shoulders. ‘.

I called the roll of names. He shook his head.
“No.” he said, “I can’t say as ever I saw any of
them names here, boss.”

“How long have you been grave digging, here,
brother?” '

“Three years, agone

I called the roll a second time.

“They ain’t marked, stranger,” he said, “if we go

. down to the priest he’ll look over the books an’

tell ye.”

Instead, I crossed the road and entered the “un-
consecrated” grave
gronnd—whatsoever that may mean!

“How long have you beer burying poor people
here, brother?” 1 asked the unconsecrated grave
digger.

“Twenty-three years " he said with-a shov of pride.

ion, who also seemed to be on the verge of tears.

yard—a protestant burying

whom Bill and John recognized, from the uniform
he wore, to be a driver on a aelivery wagon frou; :
the laundry where Lizzie worked. i

On seeing them, Lizzie's face assumed a more
pleasant expression as she came to meet them. “Oh,
here’s Bill and John, my big brothers,” she cried
joyfully. “Where have you been so long? I thought
yuu had deserted me altogether,” and seizing them
by the arms, she led them out on the porch ,

“What's the matter? What are you cryin’ abeut?”
Bill demanded, looking from Lizzie to her compan-

“Well, you see,” she began, blushing and pushing
her companion forward, “this is’ Jimmie Clark, my—
my intended.” She hung her head for a moment.
“You know I’ve been keepin’ a great secret from
you boys. Jimmie and me's been engaged, fcr a
year and we've been waiting uvntil he saved up
enough money to start house keepin’ on, and Jim-
mie had enough saved, and we were to have been
married tognorrow—Oh, we were goin’ to invite you
boys.” Lizzie said hastily, misinterpreting the con-
sternation that had seized the “boys.” “We was
goin’ to surprise you, but—but—Jimmie’s Aunt Mary
died last week and there was nobody but Jimmie
to pay the funeral expenses, for, of course, he
couldn’t let the city bury her, and it took all the
money he had saved, and now we must wait an-
other year,” and her tears began to fall again.

“And Lizzie will marry somebody else, and |
can't blame her either,” Jimmie wailed, speaking for
the first time.

Lizzie stopped crying immediately and-threw her
arms about Jimmie's neck. “I won’t do no such
thing,” she cried “and it’s mean of you to say so. 1
will never marry anvbodr but you, Jimmie, if I
have to wait until the end of my life,” and she
kissed his wrinkled forehead.

During this little scene, John made an effort to
withdraw, but Bill caught him by the arm

“So you thought you was keepin’ a great secret
from us, did you? Ha! Ha! Why, we knowed it
all the time, didn’t we, John?” : .

“Ye-es, ]’ohn answered doubtfully, not yet catch-
ing Bill’s mcamng

“You was goin’ to surprise us, eh? Well, we
came up here to surprise you, see? Now look here,”
and Bill presented the furniture bill of sale.

“Here’s a weddin’ present—furniture for three
rooms all paid for, ready to be moved into your
rooms when—you get—'em” he added, glancing at
John, and thrusting the paper into Lizzie’s hand,

“And here is the rooms to move it into,” John
cried, now entering fully into the spirit of the :natter.

“And here is money to start housekeepin’ on,
which makes myv present as big as Bill's and don’t
vou fail to have that weddin’ tomorrow, as von
planned,” and he pru: into Lizzie's hand the rent re-
ceipt and the little roll of money.

With a shout of joy, Lizzie began to hug Bill
and John alternately, much to their embarrassment,
and to the amusement of some other rosmers who
had begun to collect. Jimmie tried to follow Liz-
zie’s example, but Bill and John wouldn’t stand for
that, so they beat a retreat.

""“sn‘

Before I could ask another qucstson he aslnui'
“Why d'ye say ‘poor?’”

It had not been put that way before to him.

I called the roll. “Yes,” he sald—-“them !ast two
I buried—I'll show ye the graves.”

Both these graveyards are handy to t.he great
steel plants. Both of them are unkept, wild, dis-
ordered. A few ugly shafts mark the graves of
early settlers but the vast majority are the graves
of the roasted, mangled, und murdered bodies
the steel works. Pauper graves in Europe hav
number-—they don’t even have tliat in Homestezd-'-
the majority don’t.

In July, 1892, was fought the battle of "Fatt
Frick”: P..C. Knox, Roosevelt’s fnend and attor-
ney-general and H. C. Frick who is now trea
cultured Boston toc a view of some oid mu
bought with the blood of the urmarked dead h
were the generals on one side. They sent 3
army: of ‘armed Pinkertons down the ’Monon
river and attacked the men ou strike. Labos
back on the Knox-Frick contingent but when
smoke cleared away six young Inborers had fa
in battle and were on this bleak hillside
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ry. He dropped his spade and went down
e the fight—then came back to bury the dead
had a capitalist mind, this grave digger of the

dind of it!” he said, “why some undertakers
‘to bleed the companies—they’'d charge anything
know’d one man to charge as high as 3189 to
¢ a man killed in there!”
hat was fearful” I said—"how much do they
arge now?”’ d ;
" he said in a tone of relief, “they've got a
flat rate now—when a man’s put out in the works
y give $75 that covers all—everything !”
‘they “put out” one a day in Homestead!
The steel companies have not yet got a “flat rate”
for legs, arms, eyes or hands, but it's coming. Just
~now the price of a steel worker's leg runs all the
) from nothing to a couple of hundred dollars
items of flesh run in about the same pro-
portion.

a®

board put up at his grave and on it was painted in
black letters his name but the storms of eighteen
‘years had washed the letters all away. They had
rotted the board, too, and it had toppled over in a
drunken sort of way.

*A big crowd came to that boy's funera the

A big crowd came to that boy’s funeral

sexton said. Not many had gome there since—he
did not remember ever having been asked before
for the grave and the grave digger had a good
We went cver the hill and the grave of Silas
'~ Wain wa> pointed out. The board which years ago
" Bad marked the grave still stood there but the let-
tering was all gone.

“Silas has a brother whoss z preacher,” the sexton
said; which may have accounted for the fact that
few sprigs of geranium had been stuck .in the
otherwise desolate, neglected and forsaken grave.

: 1at a scene of desolation—what hopelessness!
the cold November wind chilled me to the marrow
pf my bones but man’s inhumanity to man wet my
with tears.

Carnegie, Frick, Schwab, Carey, et al, have all
t¢d away They are philanthropists—they are
ilding churches and universities; they are doling
put alims—alms wet with blood; and the dance of
th goes on!

T went down to the works—they were in full blast
~—great high walls—.moke stacks that blotted out
- the it every door a policeman in uniform.
t in that stockade were the slaves of the wheel
labor and outside the churches saying: 3
“We P!u,ve piped unto you and you have not
Labor unicns smashed out of existence and the
rers on elecion day voting for their chains and
the soldiers who dird in the battle that shocked the
Mzgd world lving forgotten—by whom? By two
million urion labor men for whose cause they died!
Ho!;v quickly one’s pulse beats—how crushed the

‘Down beyond the railroad a gang of raen had
ust been released from work—Carnegies “part-
nm” ﬂ!‘of them but they wa'ked 2s if their shoes
: s eolid lead—-bgcks bent, head: 1owered and T
hed them furtively turn the corners and ceek
places called “homes” How much nobler was
How infiritely nobler to face bullets for a

s the sexton talked. - He remembroed the bat-
- He was digging a grave when he heard the

“There ! he said, “that’s the grave of John Mor-

~ Morris was one of the first to fall. There was a

_principle, drop dead and lie buried in a deserted,
. forgotten grave than to lick the whip that coils itself
niot alone around the flesh but warps and distorts
the soul, the mind, the intellect!

1 talked to one of these men—our worid passion

~ had not yet touched him! He was imbruted, dumb

and soul quenched—a common enough type. As. I
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& _\mo‘psu af Previous Chapter:

Jim Titus, an employe of the paper trust, has been
sent to blow out the dam of a rival company, and thereb
ruin thelr spring “drive” of pulp -wood. He is proceed-
ing ng the river for this purpuse in a launch loaded
with dynamite. He has been forbidden to light a fire
or even to smoke and faithfully obeys all orders. His
wife, when a gizl, had been deceived and deserted by a
wealthy bunter, and agalnst her betrayer Titus has
sworn vengeance. The chapter closes just as he has
gone into camp for the night. -

Chapser 11 —Fire!
—————m UICKLY he washed up, squatting by
the river bank, and then proceeded to
make ready his simple meal.

This was no hard task, for—literally
obeying his instructions—he allowed
himse!f no use of fire in any shape
or form upan the trip. The condition
of the woods, the character of his
cargo .and mission were not sucii as.

to permit of it. So he merely unpacked some
bread and cheese; cold coffee in a Mason jar and

a hunk of fat boiled pork, topping off with a
couple of doughnuts which Luella, by way of
super-retining touch, had whitened with pulverized
sugar.

These things he ate slowly, comtemplatively, sit-
ting on his blanket which he had spread upon the
warm. sand. His appetite was excellent. Even
his troubled conscience could not diminish that.
Yet at thought of what Superintendent Preble had
said: “And if anvbodv butts in, drop ’em with
vour .44, Jim. Dcad men tell no tales, and the
North Woods are big.”—At thought of those
calmly-spoken, ominous words, he munched a trifle
more slowly. ;

The Newfoundland nuzzled a big mouth into his
lap, hungrily sniffing. Jim stroked the faithful head.

Hain’t much t' giv~ vou, old pal” said he “but
sech as ’tis, v/re welcome!” And extracting from his
pack a beef-bone he handed it over to Bill, who
retired therewith.

Evening had begun to close into night, the calm,
eerie, mysterious night of the virgin forest, before
the meal was done. But Titus did not mind. He
was in no wise disturbed to find himself alone in
the North Weods with darkness falling. The for-
ests were his birthpiace and his home. In their
heart he felt himself as much at ease as a New
Vorker on Broadwav. That anvthing could ever
harm him in the wilds, anyvthing unforescen hapnen
or any contingency arise which he could not cope
with, never had occured to him. Man and boy,
he had “logged it”’ for thirtv-odd vears. He knew
the lumber camps, the landings, the “drives,” the
rivers and the cataracts of northern Maine as vou
know our own familiar streets.

The woods were all his friends; each tree seemed
a comrade: the forest life an onen book to him.
That half-supersiitious shrinking which the more
. imaginative, more sensitive nature is sure to feel
in the wilderness when dav dies and the night
sounds, the night fancies begin to assert them-
selves, was all unknown to Jim. His was less
the courage of dancers conauered than the ignc.-
rance of dreads unfelt. It had simplv never occurred
“to him that there was anvthing in the wilds to
fear. And that anv other man could he afsaid,
wonld have awakene! in his heart no less wonder-
ment than scorn. v

His simnle food eaten at leisure in the thickening
gloom, Titus sluiced ont his tin diches at the river-
side. sconred them with a handful of sand, then
methodically repacked his utensiis.

* Darkness was already 2t hand. Titus grected it

with a sonorous gape..

“Gee! I'm beat out!” he remarked.
turn in.” v

He assured himself that all was rieht with the
launch and the boxes of dvnamite. then rolled ‘un
in his blanket on. the sand and lav hlinking diflly
at the stars, which blinked back like a million
inonisitive eves, » i '

Bill, the Newfoundland. sniffed around a hit.
then settled down heside his master and buried
his muzzle in both shaggy paws. )

“Wind’s comin’ up I cal”ate” Titus commented
presently. “Shouldn’t wonder if "twould blow some
tomorrow. Wor'west. Don’t like if nol ow.”

“won thereafter he was snoring in rythmic ‘ca-

“Guess 'l -

looked into his ox-like face T tliought of the words

of Markham: T 1‘ 2

« masters lords and rulers In all lands
How will the future reckon with this man?
How answer his brute question in that hour
When -whirlwinds of revellion shake tie world?
How will it be with kingdoms and with kings—
With those who shaped him to the thing he Is—
When this dumb terror shall replg to God,
After the silence of the centuries?”

dences, prone on the sand spit, his blanket drawn
up, woods fashion, over his shaggy. head.”
e

He could not have slept much after midnight—
to him it seemed but the briefest of moments—
when even in his slumber he became aware that
all was not well. 4

Vague sensatinns of discomfort penetrated his
lethargy ; sensations compounded of unusual sounds
and physical disturbances; sensations which, though
he tried to fight them off, remained insistent and
would not be dispelled. '

Then all of a sudden he found himself  sitting
bolt-upright in his blanket, with Bill tugging and
yelping at his slecve. As by reflex action, .he
groped for his rifle. '

But only for a moment. As his eyes blinked
open, comprehension smote into his brain. A sul-
len, feverish zlare overshot the sky, all thick with
driving smoke-clouds. Wide awake as he had ever
been in his life, Jim sprang to his feet. He strode

“pry get him!” swore Jim

out onto the sand-spit; every sense on the keen
quiver with the splendid animality of an unspoiled
human creature.’ :

“Uh-huh, that’s her, I cal'iate!” he assented to
himself, as hig sharp eyes s'vept the heavens. “She’s
went and did it, ain’t she, arter all? G! Comin’ this

way, too. I’d better be a-hyperin’, that’s what!”
He paced up and down the narrow strif of
sand, physically alert to meet and fend every
danger, mentally groping for some satisfactory
readjustment of his plans. “The 7act that a huge
forest fire was sweeping down upon him, whose
only means of refuge and retreat out of that wild
land was a naptha launch freighted with “rend
rock,” caused him not the slightest uneasiness. His
perturbation rose from the possibility that now he
might be blocked and f.id it impossible to penetrate
further up the Mattewamkeag toward Tulamme and
the Upper Megantic dam. ft

He bad but just sufficient provisions for 2. week’s
trip. Any delays, such as a widesp.iead fire might
occasion, could easily defeat him; and to return
without having done his masi¢r’s bidding not only
went against his gram, but might also cause him

to lese trust amd {avor. Which latter reason fo



~

on, was very serious indeed.

He sniffed sharply at the smoke-heavy ‘wind,
hoping against hope that his senses might possibly
have deceived him; bnt the evxdence ‘was over-
powering. :

“That’s her for sure, Bxll,” said he, addressing

the great dog which fawned, whining uneasily,
.against him. “She’s a harker, too. a dandy! Nothin’
else in this heer world smeﬂs quite like a forest
.ﬁre, ’cept smokin’ hams in a barr’l with corn cobs,
an’ this ain’t no case o' ham. She must be a-,
walkin’ right smart, too, with this here wind. Well,
here’s where I light out”
1 Ie was a little more than a minute’s work for
him to roll his rifle in the blanket, throw his dishes
into the launch, together with his provender, cast
off and shove the boat away. She slid scrapingly
from the sand. Bill jumped in, while the man
waded out till the launch floated free. Then he
cast one long leg over the prow and clambered
aboard:

“Wall, I guess we're off agin, Finnegan,” he
grumbled, as he turned on the gascline and started
the engine. “Hell of a job, ain’t it Wisht I was
.back home with Luell’ and the kids that’s what
Ef them big bugs want that other comp’any’s dam
blowed aout, why in Tunket don’t some of ’em
do it themselves, an’ take a little o” the reesk an’
upset, in room o’ puttin’ it all off onta folk like
me? Huh, mighty cur’us doin’s, T call it, makin’
one man do another man’s dirty work fer him,
same’s this!” -

While he complained thus dolefully to himself
he had set the 5 H. P engine in motion. The launch
began to plow along. Jim headed her upstream. the
sharp prow turning a clean furrow. He observed
the prospect.

“Slick sight, Bill, ain’t he?” he commented. “As
a sight, I mean” He cast hic eyes across the
river-reaches and the sky. “Grand fer to look at,
but the most expensivest thing, I reckon, in all
creation. Glad I don’t own these here wild lands,
that’s what!”

Quite impersonally, as a playgoer from an or-
chestra chair observes a heart-wringing tragedy
unmoved, so Jim Titus watched the oncoming
conflagration, the blood-red waters and the c<ky.

“I reckon we'll ,pull through somehow,” he re-
flected. “That is, ef the darned gasoline don’t
bust up. My Lordy, look a’ that!”

The launch, rounding a point, brought him into
full view of the flames. Visible between two
nearer hills, a whole mountainside of fire was
visible, burning as clear as any furnace, with a
swift onward, upward slant as the wind fanned
it forward through the dry brush and among the
resinous dense conifers. Here, there. yonder
some brighter flare told him the fire had run at
one leap clear to the top of a crisp birch or pine.
Firebrands and dry-kye, caught up bv the swirl,
spiralled through the ‘thick air and fell far in ad-
vance of the main line of flame, each hlazing
missile setting up its own smaller colony of flame.

Over all, the wind drove in thick whirls of
greasy smoke, illuminated to a cherry-red. which
flung itself upon the waters and painted every

wave, each eddy and cross-curreprt with its own.

lurid hue. Man’s most superb pvrotechnics would
have sunk, beside that awful and glorions disnlav,
to a pin-point of insignificance. Yet Tim Titus
felt far more annovance than admiration or fear.

“Jest my. blamed luck” he growled, spitting into:

- the water. “Likes not I can’t git through nohow.
All this time an’ wuk wasted, to. say nothin’ of no
smokin’ fer a week!”

Even beside that threatened cosmic destruction,
Jim’s interests still remained wholly personal. But
his woodcraft was sound; for, as he gauged the
fire with his keen blue eye, he noted its extent,
its trend and menace and a hundred little details
that no city-bred man would have perceived.

“She must ha’ started somewheres nortl: o' Hay-

stack Mounting,” he reflected. < At the lick she’s”

goin’ she'll probly spread both ways, sos to take
‘me either way I go. Might’s well keep on; huh?
She can’t be much over two miles off, now, way
. the sparks ie flyin’. TLook-a-thar, now—them birds!
Hear ’em go it! An’ all that cracklin’ in the
bresh. Mighty good buntin’ ’bout naow, huh?”

He peered with intere..od eyes, blinking a2 trifle
_because of the smoke up at ‘the birds. Here and
there, awakened by the rapid}y-mcreasmg glow
which they mistook for daylight, they were hopping
and tvnttenng, or, taking sudden fright, launching
into the "air and whirling drunk’cn!,y hlther and
~ yon with harsh cries.

 With the dtseugaged air . of a connoisseur he
listened to the vmous beast-mes in the forest,
~ the rustlings and 1gs of the underwood as
the startled dwellers of the wild,

 own call of affright, broke cover and sought safely
‘riverward away from that one umversal .md sit-
ﬂm’ anmat wsi-t&—ﬁ S8

ﬂmw

’Iim, with his famxly to support u;d wmter commg .

" unable to hide his embarrassment.

each with its

- Now and again along the banks a splash told
- where some creature had taken to the water. A

long furrow here or yonder betrayed :ts course
_across the strecm.

“Gee!” Titus ejaculated, as with a fomudablc
breaking of branclies and a tremendous splatter, a
cow-moose lunged into the river. She started clum-
sily across, churnirig the swift waters into iroth. ]lm

~ saw quite plainly her clumsy brown withers and un-
gainly hornless head, which she swung from side to
side in unreasoning 'fear. Around her hairy breast
the waters tugged and swirled, carrying her down
stream as she swam.

By instinct, Jim reached for his automatic; but
he did not take the rifie up.

“What’s the use?” he muttered.
I see, but I couldn’t do nothin’ with her, nohow.
Let her run fer it an’ git away ef she kin. I
think it's a doubt ef she ever sees mornin’!”

A stupefied gromnd sparrow all but dashed into
his face.

“By gary,” he added, “it's beginnin’ to blow up
mighty warm from over yonder, and’ that’s no lie.
Sparks a-fiyin’, too, an’ this damn smoke fit t’ stifie
a feller. I'd better heave to, purty sogon, an’ see
what’s what. She’s goin’ to jump this here ziver
ike there wa'n’t none at all. Ao’ with fire both
sides o' me, I guess it'll be some torrid, all right
all right.

“Ef I could only find a wide - place, now, I'd
anchor up, cover things with wet canvas an’ crawl
under. Then—huh?—why, w-w-hat's that, now,
I'd like to know? ‘ ) :

“Somebody hollerin’ or I'm a liar!
ever. made that noise. Gee! Thar it goes agin!....

From somewhere in the woods, Jim couldn’t tell
exactly where, a faint, far cry resounded. Inter-
mittently heard above the strange roar which, low
and ominous, now reverbrated from the burning
mountain, hummed through the heavens and trem-
bled over the long stretches of the river, this cry
wailed hoarsely. It was an‘azomzed appeal, vaguely
echomg, full of the fear of death—a human cry
in that unbounded _solitude!

Jim shut off the power and let the launch drift
over the flushed and rapid waters, so that he

No critter
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Amusing the Public
By Emanuel Julius

(Iiustrated by John Ruger) N

HINGS ain't very
bright out,” Larry
muttered as he laced

up his shoes. “Won-
der if ‘uck’li turn up
today? Gosh, 1 need
it, golly 1 do.”
A slow, heavy step
on the stairs inter-
rupted his reflections.
tagy Hurrying to the door,
i// Larry listened intent-
" lv. “Hang it all, it's
Mrs. Hutzer and 1
i haven't got the rent.
il What'll 1 say to her?
Ah, good morning,
Mrs, Hutzer, l——l—-
“Good imoming,”
Mrs. Hutzer rephed rather measuredly.
“You—you want to see me”

“Indeed I do, and it’s the rent I'm after wantm

Have you got itf” she asked, placing particular -

emphasis on “got.”

“I—I'm very sorry, Mrs. Hutzer,”
“You know, |
haven't had an engagemcnt since New Year’s Day
and that was only & smoker. Brought me only five
dollars.” I’m going out today to see what I can do
You'll wait, Mrs. Hutzer, won’t you?”

“Ah, Larry, me boy, I know yer all right and
that ye’d pay if ye had it but ye know, I have me
rent to pay, me gas bill and me laundry an’ all
them there thingz. How’m I goin’ to do them if me
people don’t pay up?” Mrs. Hutzer asked. = ¢

“That's right, Mrs. Hutzer,” Larry replied hur- .‘

riedly. “I know yoy have your troubles but whay in
blazes am*I going to do? I’'ve got a had streak of

luck just now. You'll wait a coup!e of days. wont §

_you? I'll see what I can do.”
Mrs. Hutzer’s kindheartedness forced her to re-

lax and mumbling something about “times is hard . ‘

fer a widder like me,” she hobbled down the stairs

“Thank God, she’s let me off,” Larry said to him-
self. “But-I wish I could ‘pay her, pcor woman.
She has no cmch of it. frying to get he: rent o& :

—u5 ‘professiorials.’”

Anﬁﬁut’eortwolaterLarrywaﬂmJtcthcdootv o an

“Best shot ever

Larry replied, '

',low Soonbothwereinthaih'm

might better hear. He listened, eager, intent.
a sudden the cry came again, shrill, panic-strickes

So long-drawn it was that Jim cou[d* scarce
tell when it ceased.

“Somebody’s lost in thar, that's sartam he a
firmed. “Somebuddy’s yellm fer help. Gawd!
That ain't no moose-call—that’'s a man! An’ I---

I gotta git him!....”

Jim stood up at his full height in the launch.
He took a full breath into his arching and capacious
chest; then, between curved palms he roared foﬁ:h' :
a formidable bellow, ear-splitting, penetrating. Bill,
the Newfoundland, joined him in a long howl,‘-
muzzle raised to the fire-reddenéd sky.

Inarticulate his hail was—just a roar—but Jim

knew it would carry; knew it might guide that
miserable lost human being riverward; might even
save him, if indeed salvation were now possible.
As he stood there in the launch, great shoulders
thrown back, big hands at mouth, his huge figure
sprang into sharp black relief against the hectic
fever of the water and the sky' Where the fire-
glow played across his face, it brougbt the woods-
man’s strong features into prominence and touched
his red hair with accentuated ruddiness.

Twice he roared, bull-like. e
The distant hail renewed itself, but with a dif-
ferent tone—louder, it seemed, and now msﬁnct :
with hope. £
“He’s sure beerd me!” ]lm exclaimed. “1 ml'late

he’s off thar nor’-west, a piece. Mebhe a bit back
from the shore. Right in line o' the fire, too.
Prob’ly don’t now thar’s water here. Ef he &id,
he’d sure strike fer it. Well. I'm a-goin” arter
him. whatever he knows o1 don't imew. No man's
goin’ to’ burn un while Tim Titus is araound, now.
I'm a-goin’ {o tell vuh

Jim flung on full power. Full speed ahead. the
lannch was throwing the cleft waters ont and
away from each slim shoulder, Kicking un 2 tre-
mendnus wake as the slid up-stream like 2 hunted
tornedo bhoat.

“T'lIl git Lim!” Jim swore,
"”

go to hell a-blazin'!
(To be Continued.)

“or by Gawd we'll all -

and shouted: “Madge! 1 say there, Madge, are
you up yet?”

“I'll be with you in a minute, Larry,” awama
reph-d ;

“Poor kid,” Lairy said, half aloud, “she’s gat a
hard fight of it. Acting ain't nothing to land you
in easy street, that's a sure thing.”

Madgc—Madgc Fullerton was her whaole nm—-
came ‘urrying mnto Larry's room. $

“How are you this morning 7" she askod as Lurly
drew her to him and planted u kiss on her lips.

“Oh, I'm feeling all right, but you know, Madge,
things aren’t coming my way. I can’t get billed.
save my life. Don’t know what to do.” 43

“Jiminy crackers, ain't it tough, though? Last
gagement I had was for two days down 3t 1
moving piaucre plane--the—-the ‘(.\ﬂcnhl M
was three weeks ago, too.” ‘

“Same luck here,” Larry added. After a
hesitation he said, “and it's all £ v
I'm anxious to get placed. We've ;
a long time, haven't -we? Yes, nd wﬁe
cach other out of some n '
this is the worst yet. If
we'll get married, won't W

Madge made no reply.

Breaking the shenee,

‘song and dance’ act on‘
“We can try,” Madge a
us any harm to take a trip
agents wnd managers. We n
of days somewhere”
“Goed,” said Larry, “Let's go
down and get your hat and coat
luck.” - -
Madgc nnmed down fo her rcpgn on



eouple of songs, - How'll that go?” Larry 1 ‘ed.

‘manager replied, getting rather ir

“How about imitations?” . :

“That's of the past. The people are tired of
n. They want something new,” was.the man-

ager’s reply. i

“Well, what do you want?” was Larry’s next

tient.

“We want to make the people laugh. Aryone whe
can do that makes a fortune. Give them something
new and funny. The people want to be amused.
They’ve got lots of troubles and want to forget
them. Good morning,” said* he, waving them aside.

Fg Br
e /A

' “Good th,” ke said, waiving them aside

- “Well, Madge, we're up against it, aren’t we?”
‘he said gloomily, after they reached the street again.
“Yes,” she replied, “but don't worry, we’ll get
there yet. Don't get blue, Larry. Come, let’'s go
home, for 'm getting hungry. Haven't had break-
fast yet, you know, and it’s late”
~  Larry nodded assent and both turned toward
. Twenty-eighth street, where they lived
“A httle hot coffee’ll warm you up, Madge,” said
Larry, as both emtered his room. “Just wait a
‘minute, while I heat some.”
“That’ll just suit me. How are you gning to boil
‘the water?” Madge inquired of Larry.

. “Oh, don’t worry about that I don’t need a stove.
The gas light is good enough for me,” said he piac-
‘ing the table under the gas jet which hung from the

~ ceiling in the center of the room.

. *“What! You're not going to stand on that table

to heat the coffee, are you?”

- *Sure thing.”

It was now Madge’s turn to laugh and this she
did uproariously.

“Ha! Ha! Ha! Thats a funny one. Gee, but
you do look funny standing up there holding that
¥ettle over the gas Light! Ha! Ha!”

“He! He! Maybe vou think this is fun,” Larry
‘exclaimed angrily. “This is enough to tire any-
‘body 1 ain’t doing this because I like to but be-
cause I have to, see?”
~ “Yes, yes, Larry, but it’s funny, though,” Madge
" replied, frying in vain to suppress her laughter.

- A few minutes later the water was steaming.
Springing down, Larry placed the hot kettle on the
‘table and brought a grip from under the bed. Out
-of this grip he took a small bag of coffee, two tin
cups, a half loaf of bread and four eggs.
 “This'll make a.good meal, Madge, won't it? My
\ s watering already”™

" *Hurry up or I'll bite nmy name in your face”
Madge commanded.

*How’ll you have your eggs? Boiled or fried?”
‘Madge preferred the latter. Larry searched about
for a square piece of tin on which he intended to
“fry the eggs. Finding it, he jumped onto the table
again. Meanwhile Madge poured a handfu! of cof-
fee into the water.

~ Breaking the eggs on the tin, Larry held it over
the gas light. Agaln Madge burst out laughing.

- “You do look like a silly, old stupid, Larry. Ex-
cuse me, but T can’t help langhing”

~ “That’ll do, that'll do” ordered Larry. “Just
_you spread the table cloth on the table. Believe me,
Madge, we're goiug to eat as though we owned 3
gold watch.” :

asked, looking about. ‘

table-cloth. Pull it off the bed.”

- “Beg pardon, sir. I 'opes ye'll “ardon me, sir,”
Madge stammered. Impersonating ‘a butler, she
pulled the sprcad off the wooden bed. Shaking it,

““Larry, in the meantime, was getting nervous. The
piece of tin was rapidly becoming hot. He began
“squirming when his fingers got the heat that was in-
tende i for the eggs. e

~ "We'll be eating in no time, Madge,” Larry de-

Nix on that. Too stale to take with the cr. vds”

“Table-cloth? Have vou, got one, Larry?’f-Méd;zc» '
“The bed-spread, the bed-spread, that'll be our

she tood near the table, waiting for Larry to get off.

clared,

ing his fingers to heal their burns. :

- Larry moved the table over to the side of .the
_ bed, and seated himself on its edge after placing

_ the only chair in the room opposite for Madge.

“Now for the eats,” shouted Madge enthusias-
tically.
“All aboard for Dreamland,” hummed Jlarry,

pouring coffee into the cups and. keeping timé¢ to

the song by beating the floor with his feet.

“How about sugar, Larry?” Madge asked.

“Sugar? Do you want to ruin your stomach? I'm
surprised at you, Madge. What kind of a boarding
school ‘was you brought up in anyway?”

“Well, then, give me a piece of that bread—I
mean sponge cake.” o

“Sure, Madge. Wait'll I get my scissors to cut it
with. Believe me, Madge, this is the grub that
made eatin’ famous.”

They continued joking and laughing as they ate
their meager meal, until Larry thought of his un-
fortunate financial condition. This sent a thrill of
pain through his entire being. A morsel of bread
in his mouth seemed to turn-to lead.

Madge, noticing the change in Larry’s countenance
asked: <

“What you getting blue about?”

Larry glanced aside without answering.

“Come on now, Larry, tell me,” Madge persisted.

“Well, I’'m thinking of the future. What's going
to become of us here in New York? Here's the sea-
son half over and no job. I'm liable to do some-
thing desperate,” Larry replied, a look of disgust
coming over his face.

- “We'll have to stick until we land somewhere,”
said Madge, trying to encourage him.

“Stick! Haven't I?”

“Yes, I know, but it won't do you any good to
quit. Let’s try to think out something new. That’s
what the manager wants—something new and
funny.” | ,

Larry smiled bitterly. . “New and funny, eh? The
people want to laugh, eh? Well, what have you got
to offer?” :

Madge thought for a moment!
lit up.

“Larry! What do you say of a one-act sketch?”

Larry laughed. “Sketch? Where are you going to
-get one?”

“Larry, we can get up our own sketch. We can
dope it out right here and now.”

- “Now? What's the idea?” )

“Larry, I was thinking that a sketch about two
jobless actors would go swell. Take this scene right

Suddenly her face

here. If we took all the business out of it and put
it on the boards it would go good, I'm sure. Think
of the curtain going up with you standing on the
table heating some water over a gas jet. Wouldn’t
that make the cattls Jaugh? And frying an egg cn
a piece of tin. That would set them roaring. Just
let’s take the talk and doings of this last half hour
and put it in a sketch and it’'ll go good, believe me
What do you say to tryiug? Are you game?”
Larry thought for a moment or two. He slowly
realized that Madge was right. He then rapidly

conceived new ideas—little things to make'the act

ridiculous and funny.

“Good! You're right, Madge. It’ll go, too, Madge.
Let's get to work and lay it out”
~ * % %

A._week later Mr. Lawrence Simpson and Miss
Marjorie Fullerton sat cating in the dining room

dropping the hot tin on the chair and blow-

of the Rialto hotel, in Brosdv&y. They were ex-
travagantiy dressed and ate with an appetite that
koew no faults. s 5
“I say, Larry, wasn’t that a good idea of mine?
Took, too, didn’t it? We're fixed up fine now, all
right, and for a long time, too. Aren’t you happy?”
Larry slowly lit a cigar and took a few puffs.
“Yes," he drawled, “we're in soft, but honest,
Madge, whenever I think of it 1 can’t help feeling
sore.”
““Why? What do you mean?” Madge asked in a
surprised tone of voice.

* “Well, simply this. It makes me fee! queer to
think that what hurt and pained me inimy pri-
vate life should amuse the public; to think th
have to parade our own hard luck in order to make
good on the boards.”

“Oh, forget it, Larry, forget it.”

Who Owns the U.S.

BY JOHN D.

J. Pierpont Morgan, is now in control of resources
amounting to $12,000,000,000 out of a total deposit in
banks and trust companies in the country of $16,-
000,000,000. This tremendous power is concentrated
in the Equitable Life Assurance Society, with $462,-
000,000 reserves, New York Life with $357,000,000
reserves, National Bank of Commerce, $244,000,000
surplus, First National Bank, $184,000,000 surplus,

=Y

' Guaranty Trust company, $150,000,000 surplus, Mer-

cantile Trust company, $75,000,000 surplus, Equitable
Trust company, $62,000,000 surplus. This makes a
total of $1,734,000,000. Besides this Mr. Morgan
controls the United States Steel Corporation with
capital and resources of $1.500,000,000, Southern rail-
way with $411,000,000, General Electric company
with $80,000,000, besides the Liberty National Bank,
with deposits and assets of $45,000,000, the Chase
National with deposits and assets of $257,000,000
and industrial organizations to make up the difference.
In the last financial flurry Mr. Morgan took over
the control of the Madison Trust company, which
has assets and deposits of about $15,000,000.

This enormous power does not take into consider-
ation the resources of the allied firms of Morgan,
Grenvilie & Co., of London, and Morgan, Harjes &
Co., of Paris. In the amount stated of Mr. Morgan’s
resonrces, account is taken of the well known al-
liance with James J. Hill, who today is in control of
more than $1,500,000,600 of assets, the friendly rela-
tion which the banker enjoys with the Vandérbilts
and also with the Astors, who practically control the
Mutual Life Insurance company.

So powerful has Mr. Morgan become that he has

“practically become a bugbear in Wall street. Every
banker is talking about him. All of the financial
editors are greatly concerned about his increased
domination of Wall street, and recently the New
York World said, regarding Mr. Morgan:

“With conditions as they are, no speculator dare
engage in extersive operations without the permis-
sion of this interest, for fear that his loans may be
called without notice, for there are few of the big
banks whose loan accounts are not subject .to its
scrutiny and revision. The ramifications of this
situation extend to every line of business that seeks
credit, and the menace they carry is responsible for
the growing demand for a centra® bank placed be-
yond the influence of Wall street, through the con-

- trol and support of the clearing houses of the re-

serve cities. Such an institution alone would have
the power to check the dangerous tendencies in the
metropolitan banking situation of the day, which
are rapidly extending their influence to everv
financial community in the country.”

Besides this Otto H. Kann, Jacob H. Schiff’s
partner in the tanking firm of Kuhn, Loeb & Cr.,
in an address before the finance forum on January
25th, last, said: -

“It may be said that every man who by eminent
success in commerce or finance, raises himself be-
yond his peers is in the nature >f things more or
le.ss of an irritant to the commuanity. Tt behooves
l}tm t_herefore to make his privileged position as
little )arri.ng as possible npon that immense majority
whose existence is spent in the lowlands of life, >
far as material circumstances are concerned, and
who have not drawn any of its great prizes.

“It behooves him to exercise self-restraint and to
make ample allowance for the point of view and
the feelings of those who have been less favored
by fortu.ne than himself, to avoid ostentation or
provocation, to be patient, helpful, kindly, concila-
tory .fo§' he should a’ways remember that his suc-
cess 1s 1n a-great measure due to opportunities and
qyahtxes which were coriferred upon him as a free
gift as a .favor of providence; that many other men
are working and have worked all their lives with jost
as much effort and assiduous application, just as
gmich s.elf-abnegation as he, but have not ruceeded
in {aism.g themselves above mediocre and humble
stutions in fife, because they have nct been favored by



circumstances and by the Mon of
those particular gifts which create suc-
cess. » -

“He should beware of that insidicus .

tendency of wealth to chill and isolate;

he should be careful not to let his feel-

ings, aspirations and sympathies get
hardened or narrowed lest he become
estranged from his fellowmen, and with
this in view he should not only be ap-
proachable but should seek and welcome
contact with the workaday world so
as to remain part and parcel of it, to
maintain and prove his homogeneity
with his fellowmen. And he should
never forget that the advantages,
" privileges and powers which he enjoys
are his on sufferance, so to speak, dur-
ing good behavior, that ‘the social edi-
fice in which he occupies most desirable
quarters has been™erected by human
hands, the result of compromise, self-
restraint and self-sacrifice,.the aim be-
ing the - greatest good to society, and
that if that aim is clearly shown to be
no lenger served by the present struc-
ture, if the successful man arrogates
. to himself too large or too choice a
part, if selfishly he crowds out others,
then what human hands have created
by the patient work of many centuries,
human hands can destroy in one hour oj
passion.” . )

“The talk given by Mr. Kahn was on
Edward Henry Harriman, but all Wall
street figures that the comments quoted
were striclures on the alarming eco-

nomic and political power Mr. Morgan

now has in his control

What makes the situation from a
Wall Street standpoint dangerous is
that the representatives in congress,
particularly from the south and west,
are up in arms against the encroaching
domination of Wall Street in their ter-
ritories, and bankers point to the pregz-
nant fact developed by Representative
Stanley of Kentucky before the Rules
Committee offtlie house wherein an at-
tack on the United States Steel Cor-
poration claiming it was a combination
in restraint of trade said that its char-
ter was identical in every respect with
that of the Northern Securities com-
pany, which was dissolved a few years
ago by the United States supreme court,
following a suit brought by the govern-
ment under the authority of the Sher-
man anti-trust act. Mr. Stanley quoted
the officials of the Steel Trust by saying
-that the property was orgamzed in like
manner with the Northern Securities
company, which was primarily organ-
ized to destroy competition, and he
holds that if the Steel Cornoration is
innocent under the law, surely Stand-
~ard Oil aad American Tobacco, which
cases are likely to be handed down
any flay, are also. The Northern Se-
curities comnay (which by the way still
continues to send in to the offices of
the New York newspapers its annual
statements, even five years after its
dissolution) had a ‘capital of about
$400,000,000. while the Steel corporation
has a capital of $1,500,0000,000.

The best informed bankers say that
this looks pretty raw where a concern
like the Northern Securities company
with less capital by many millions than
the Steel Corporation should be prose-
_cuted, while the Morgan steel combine
1s not molested. They say that  our
currency and banking systems have miade
Ehxs money power possible and that it
Is coming to pass that what the money
trust, which is another word for Mor-
gav. wishes to develop anyricre in this
country, is developrd, and what it does

‘not control is delayed in development.-

'I'gus_ they declare we have a money
oligarchy with J. P. Morgan, the mas-
ter, and his power today is greater than
l'zas ever.been ueld by any group of men
_ in the history of the United States. Mr.
Mergan is 74 years old ond is now on
the ocean on his way to Paris to ap-
ply to ths Ministry of Finance fo have
admitted to dealings on the Paris
Bourse, the shares of the United States
Steel corporation, the Internatio ial

e

Democritus; Atomic Theory
=== FEMOCRITUS of Abdera,
immortal founder of the
atomic theory.” Such is
the estimate of the Greek
savant given by Ernest
Haeckel. _

As a result of the long
struggle of the human
mind to penetrate the
mysteries of the universe and solve its
riddles, we have now acquired a con-

siderable body of definitely ascertained .

truth. In the lizht of this body of truth
we are able to look back over the strug-
gle and see with some clearness the
main lines by which we have traveled
and recognize the broad highways which
led to victory.

It is from the point ~f view of as-
ortnined truth that we must esiimate
the intellectual warriors who partici-
pated in the struggle. It requires the
lapse of time 1o give the proper his-
toric setting, and men who Ibom large
to their contemporaries, diminish with
the passing years and are pygmies to
posterity. ’

Standing like stars apart, are the few
men who have contributed an epoch-
making generalization, founders of some
great department of human knowledge.
Only a Newton, a Darwin, a Marx, may
enter this inner pantheon. By the com-
mon consent of the scientific world,
Democritus belongs to this grand cate-
gory.

Although his observation of “-dapta-
tion” in the organic world, 2nd his re-
pudiation of final causes as their ex-
planation. would have won him ever-
lasting fame as a torch bearer of truth,
it is his founding of th§t “atomic the-
ory,” which Dalton revived in the mod-
ern world, to which Democritis owes
his chief glory.

Democrjtus, like Dzlton, conceived
the whole universe to be made up of
tiny invisible parts—atoms. Leukippos.
who 2lso held the atomi- theory said:
“There are an infinte number of them
and they are invisible owing to the
smallness of their bulk.”

A very remarkable book, “The World
Machine,” by Cari Snyder, has the fol-
lowing dedication:

“To
TaE AL Bur Forcom™eEN MzaMmory
OF ‘
DEMOCRITUS OF ABDERA
(ca. 460-360 B. C.)

“Justly esteemed by Bacon as the
weightiest of the ancients. %

“Forerunner by a century of Aris-
totle and Euclid; ~eometer and traveler,
physiologist and polyhistor, path-hewer
and sage.

“He wrote illuminatively upon almost
every brinch of natural knowledge, in
an Attic praised by Cicero as rivalling
Plato’s. .

“Founder of the Atomic Theory, and
first of whom we know, historically to
conceive this world and all it contains
as a mechanism.

“To his ideas 2,000 years of invention,
discovery and research have added much
hut changed lttle.”

Turning to Snyder’s fine chapter on
Democritus, we find the following:
..'Er:he scheme of the world, as it shaped

oRKERS Hig
oF SCIENCE

BY AMLEWIS

TORY

itself in the mind of Democritus, was crys-
taline in its simplicity. The ring upon the
finger, the stone steps before the door, the
toe of the graven saints under the inces-
sant kisses of the faithful, wear away, sub-

tly, imperceptibly, witheut that from day-

to day one mav percelve aught of change.
The 'pot bolling upon the hearth, the pools
of water in the sun, up; their contents
disay , one scarce knows how. Linen,
hanging by the shore, befcre a beating surf,
becomes un%: expose it to the heat, it
dries again. vidently the water, the stone
image, the metal of the ring, Is made up
of particles too fine to be visible or per-
ceptible to the touch.
ubtless the same Is true of all matter

whatsoéver, whether it be “living” or
“dead.” The grain sprouts, the stalk forms,
the flowers or the great oak unfurl, in pre-
cisely the same way as the idol's toe als-
subtly, Iimperceptibly, elusively.
they are formed by the aggre-
gation, as the others are destroyed by the
disaggregation, of exceedingly minute varts.
We witness the same process whet a lump
of sugar dissolves in a glass of water, or
when a layer of salt < ystalizes out of a
pan of salt water when it 18 evaporated.

When the sugar or the salt disappears
in the solvent, how far does the process of
disa»eregation go?—infinitely? We may
take a glass of salt water and mix it with
another of fresh; the t taste grows a
little weaker: bat it is evenly distributed
throughout every drop of water. Repeat
the process, though the sait taste grows a
little weaker, it i8 the same. Msy we keep
on doing this forever? By and by the
salt taste is gobe vutterly: but we have
ouly to evaporats the mass of water agsin
and secure all of the salt; none has dis
apprared. :

This passage is quoted at length be-
cause it is a masterpiece of simplyiyving
and helps us to grasp the nzture of a
very profound riddle of the unmiverse.

It is worth several close readings, or
still better, 2 writing out in your scrap
book. .

The atomic theory, as a foundation
for a conception of the universe, has
like all great theories, met with much
criticism, but it is still, in its main fea-
tures, the best we have Without it
Newton could probably not have con-
ceived the theory of gravitation. In the
hands of Dalton and his successors it
became the basic of modern chemistry
and enabled us to leave behind forever
the alchemy of the middle ages, as the
astronomy of Copernicus emancipated
the world from the delusions of as-
trology.

The atom. as its name implies, is in-
visible. It is also eternal—indesrtuct-
ible Tke: forms of 'things resniting
from varying mobilizations and arrange-
ments of atoms are transient and con-
stantly changing as the atoms compos-
ing the things and giving them their
form are re-arranged in mew positions
and combinations.

We shall deal with the developments
of this concept by Dalton, Faraday, Gay-
Lussac, Gerhardt, Berzelius, Avogadro
aud other brilliant chemists ana nlysic-

appears,
Obviously

* ists at the proper place.

We shall leave the theory for the
present by quoting a very fine passage
from the writings of one of the most
brilliant of- modern physicists, a man
whose word carries great weight among
his bhrother savants—Clerk-Maxwell.
One easily remembers his happy de-
scription of the atoms as “the founda-
ticn stones of the material universe.”

Nutural causes, as we know, are at
which tend to modify, If they
stroy, all the arra ents
of the earth and e wnoole solar %
But though in the course of ages catastro-
phies have occurred and may yet oceur In
the heavens, thovgh ancient s;stems m
be dissolved and new systems ovolved ou

of their rrins, tne molecuies out of W i ’ m
toundation ‘know how he made his last million.

these systems . are built—the
stones ’6: the material uni
unbroken and vnworm.

Harvester company, the Southern Rail-
way company and a host of other rail-
road and industrial corporations in
which he is the dominant factor. This

means that he is after the funds of

the peasantry and middle slass in
France, and Wali street predicts that if
he lives *en years longer and accumu-
lates as rapidly as he hus since the panic
of 1907, Fe will practically be in con-
trol of every dollar in the country.
The Rockefellers are very powerful,

it is trus, but they have never been

as popular with the moneyed men of
the country as is Morgan, and there-

- fore if anything, their influente is on

the wane, The Guggenheims ar'e.aho
powerful, controlling- today the Amer-

work,
do not de-,
dimensions
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" absolutely true, and I dislike to hear

ican Smelting & Refining Co, and a

number of other gold, copper and
smelting corporations whose aggregate

capitalization foots up a ‘otal of $314,-

100,000,
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“heaved a rock through a plate glass

_italist news.

h‘lickgd_nemhﬁcked. RER

‘ever have guessed it.
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BY E. N. RICHARDSON.

The oft made statement that any 1
who really wants a job can get one

my Socialist friends deny it. Just the
other day I read of a fellow who w

having some trouble in locating a job
when a happy thought (originating in
an empty stomach) struck him, and he

window. He got a job right away.,

So you see it's no trouble to get a job
if you go at it right and are not too
particular. : el

“Well, old John has served us well
for over 40 years,” said the big plow
manufacturer,” and now that he is too
old to work we must take good care
of him for the rest of his days”

This is a true incident. The retiring
worker was an expert mechanic; for:
40 years his employer made a consery-
ately estimated profit from his labar of
not less than $5 a day. ,

Figure it out yourself, dear reader,
and then drop me a postal éard and tll
me why it should be necessary for old
John to live on charity in his old age?

Any differences that may come uy
between the republican party and the
democratic party s smply “over some
question of jurisdiction between the
Coupon Clippers Union and the Almal-
magated Association of Job Owners.

“Profit thought” is but the logical
productqfasystunhaedonpmftwe
have lived so long under such a system
we unconsciously look for some kind of
2 dividend from every kind act we may
do: 2 good act with no connecting fink
with self is 2s rare as song birds in
Greenland. It is only natural
must be the most srominent
the life of every man unier
m which making a
aim of existence.

-

a system
Eving is the chief

By changing one word ti's is a ¢
and well put statement of a fact. C
talita makes squirrels of us all.

- John—I did, I'm manufacturing

The man who never knows when

The average man who has

¥ gpai— ¥

Each generation in part overcom
one form of slavery and begins
cieation of another to take its 1

‘A number of high browed ge
constituting the senate inves
committee, after much examinatic
maditation and < onsideration have
rived at the signitcant conclusion
the high cost of living is due
to the increased cost of -ommed
None but ovr astute senatgrs
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IB D EVERY SATURDAY
Fails in Time of Need

'whxchspacewaslachngon the first
o pages this week, but which is so
and has such a direct application

here. This is what he says: s
calls attention to thc

aﬂ!hted
of cavital that m thmttl

4
ing the

"m “they are

whooe mthiu are all with
Instance. :

. ever enrled its

s itself
mnmuhed truth to a point
dlmbleto ourm"?

e magazines to work up a reput:mon
‘means of its radicaiism, has pub-
by far the most disreputable and
misleading story of the San Fran-
and Los Angeles labor situation
has “appeared. It was so with the
¢rican and Mexico.
t Vgadncal papers and the Moyer-
affair.
Comine NAriox is a paper that
el out, that must be true *o the
‘class because it has no other
rests and would die the moment it
d to be true in this respect. So it
it in this emergency the CoMING
,is going to pubﬁsh the story of
labor war. It is written by the

d Russell, He spert some time
t Los Angeles and San Fancisco since -
Times disaster. During this time so
was he feared by the Merchants
d Manufacturers’ association that his

tectives.
‘He has written the result of his in-
Hons and, in his opinion, a tre-

¢ coast. The war on union labor
. fa], spread throughout the country.

‘Under the ir.spimﬁon of the emer:
cy -he has writen one of the strong

o g

Y —
was one of Russell’s editorials

to something else that we want to run

It was so with -

_step was shadowed by a horde of

ous crisis now exists o the Pa-

y has started there will, if suc- :

Despotlc Supreme Court'

BY A. M. SIMONS

IlI. How Its Power May Be Taken Away

- The despotic power of the Supreme Court of the Umted States was
gained by a sneaking revolution and maintained by crmgmg sycophancy
to industrial exploxters. The only time it dared to straighten the preg-
nant hmges of its knees thrift no longer followed fawning and its power
mmnentarﬂy disappeared. The uncontested facts set forth in the two
previous articles have. proven these statements. :

It was stated that there was no warrant in the Constitution upon
which to base the power so long exercisedsby the Court of declaring laws
anconstitutional. It has been shown that when it was not to the interest
of the ruling class to have the Court exercise that power Congress momen-
tarily took it away. This action by Congress in 1868 has been kept a
state secret of the “inner ring” that rule and rob the American workers.

It is nientioned in none of the legal text-books-'fit is taught in none

of the schools.

~ The reason for this secrecy is found in the fact that the action of
Congress in taking away the jurisdiction of the Supreme Court is specific-

ally authorizsed by the Constitution.

- Here is the section of the constitution defining the ]umdlctxon of the
Supreme Court. It is section 2 of article 5, and after defining the cases
in which the Court shall have original jurisdiction the section concludes

as follows:

“The Subreme Coaurt shall have appellate jurisdiction both as to law
and fact, with such exceptions, and under such regulations, AS THE

CONGRESS SHALL MAKE.”

Read that over again. Then hunt up a copy of the Constitution and
be sure that I have quoted it correctly.

Then try and realize what it means.

IT MEANS THAT THE SUPREME COURT EXERCISES

THIS DESPOTIC POWER ONLY BY THE PERMISSION OF

CONGRESS.

It means that Congress is supreme in the legislative department of

government.

It means that Congress can, at any time, in regard to any law, take
away the jurisdiction of the Suoreme Court. '

If you doubt this statervent, if any attorney questions it, if any
authority or Constitutional law denies it, turn to the records of Congress
for January 13:, 1868, and see where Congress did this very thing.

Not only did Congress take away this power of the Court on the
one occasion when that Court dared even to suggest defiance of class
interests, but the Supreme Court itself by dismissing the cases affected,
recognized the power of Congress to do this. Y

Do you wonder that this incident has been suppressed by those who

control the organs of public opinion? Are you surprised that it is not
told of ih the text-books on law or history?

-

Next week I will point out some things which this knowledge w111

- make possible.

cst things that has ever come from his
powerful pen. It will appear in num-
ber’ twenty-four of the CoMinC NATION.
It should be read in every wiion hal
in America. It should be circulated by
the hundred; of thousands among un-
ion men. The only persons who can do
this are the readers of the Coming Na-
Tion, Will you help to see that it 1s
. done?

There is always need of. perscns no-
‘only to discover new truths, and point
out when,. what were once truths are
~ true no lonrer, but also to commence
new practices, and set the example of
maore en ed conduct and better
taste and sensé in human hfc —Mill on
Liberty.

Bless the &oo'!r What would we do
nf evcryone was wise >—Intrim,

The jury, passing on the prisoner’s life,
May in the sworn twelve have a thief
or two
Guiltier than hin? they try.
-Shakespeare.

The prcvamng mode of productlon
determines in large part what is moral
and what is immoral, and the ruling
ciiss are always the formulators of the
code. -—Gl'mt Mars and Class.

Becairse God, the creator and gov- -

ernor oi the universe and makeér of all
laws, is a loving Father—and not a
fiend, fit to rule only in an inferno—h>

must have so framed the laws which . P

afiect yankind, that, if observed, every

- man, woman and child would be ahle
to earn a rzally comfortable ! "wving and

provide for sickness and old age—with
a reasouable amount of work—Albet
Griffin.

“dressed to’ “Scout Dep’t, Appea

scoéﬂm

age 5. oold mmm' ‘g Zﬁgom

Baorder ‘Qvoulixlle Fannfe
wson, Wash, :

derstand that many Scouts sell
their papers at factorv gates. I sell mine
Satunf: nlgbta at stree. meetiugs. "—-Ina
Lun

u“l sold all my ‘papers in about thirtv
minutes. If all my customers buy again
this week I'll increase %v ‘order next time.”
—Glen B. Armstrong,

“] sold my first ten NaTIONS In about
half a. hour. They sell very good. After
I get o start I expect to sell“more and will
:mve some of those prizes.”—John Quig-
(3)

G | sold e!ght inside of an hour. I like
the work fine. -—Engene Silver, Cal.

“] am getting new
——— customerl all the time.

e have a
'new Soclau:t hall
8 here and the com-
i racdes are helpl% me."”
1 Harold iggle,

Ind

| - o1 gold my first ten
coples qulcker than I
thought I would. I'll
torder 12 this time.”
| —3Ichard Lingren, N

i *“I have 16 custo-
mers now. One moved
away and I got a new
tone.”—Rudoiph Shor-
ofsky, Pa.

There's no age
ltmit to membership
in -the Socialist Sconts
fn proof of this here's
the photo of Comrade
Thos. Culhane, of Su-
Mt perior, Wis. He has
taken up the Scout
= work with a will and

at last accounts had

Thos. Culhane. every business man in

his part of town on his list of customers.

He will assist iIn forming a permanent
Scout organization in Superior.

The Socialist Scouts
Motto:

"The Appeal Is Mightier Than
the Sword.”

If your boy or girl wants to fight capl-
talism, the system which: enslaves boys
and girls. sending them to the factory at
the time they, B should be 1in school. -
should ally himself with the Socialht
Scou*s. The Scouts sell and ditsribute So-
cialist literatare, study easy lessonsg in So-
cialism and are irained in tation work.
Thev make 100 per cent on sales of CoMING
NATION and Appeal to Reason and valuable
prizes are awarded in addition

It costs nothing to bezin the Scout work.
'l send ten NaTioNs to any boy or girl
who'll agree to remit half price for what
papers he sells and return heads of unsold
copies. Many Scouts who began with =a
bundle of ten papers now have: remlu
routes of 100

and more. request

} to Reason.
Girard, Kan.” will bring ﬂr-t bundle, let-
‘ter of lnstmctlon and prlze list,

A GreatMuyDcmelm

For a-ome monthn the CoMiING
has been maklnz grvparatlom to lissue a
great May mber. We are now
readv to tell our readers. a few things
abont It.

We will hay: an original ecartoon by
Walter Crane, without doubt the foremost
So-ialist cartoonis: and artist today. There
wiil also be {llustrations from some of the
leading French artists. Articles and words
of greetings have be»n promised from rom-
inent Soclalists all over the worl in
shori, enough 1s now promised- to. make it
certain that tnln number will surpass any-
thing of the kind ever attempted.

This issue will be dated Aprll 20th and
will be No. 34.

It is none too early to begin to make
arrangements to ordér thts number.

He Remembm Tell Gty

i e Longmont. Colo.
we just finished read’ag H. G. Creel's
“Tricks of the Press,” ir which he relates
an Incident that occurre¢ at Tell Ci nm.
I was living at that (me within
miles of Tell Citv and reading all thc

NATION

country pa , but owing to the Intiuence
of “Boss” Fenn, who dictates the walitics
of Perry county, did not learn of the relief

boat not being permitted to land until I
read it In the CominGg NATION more tim:

- two years after leaving the state. All th

? pers were filled -with stories of the Dhi-
anthrony of  Jake rcher and Albert

Fenn, bat none of them mentioned the truth.

As to Hawklns. he was promoted
fo the posiilon of deputy sheriff, for his
heroic work in killing the fnnocent striker,
Willlam Dauffer. ‘Later, when my brother
was assassinated In  the presence of
Deputy Sheriff Kelly, who refused to make
an arrest, Haw<ins was sent to get the
asgassin.  Hawking was afraid fo drive
after ‘ark anG did not get to the plaee
until eighteen hours after the murder h
heen com:aitted. Even then he took the
trouhie to telephone ahead and,. of course,
founi no one to arrest.

This wns in Dec., 1308, and .although the
warrant 13 sl out tle man has not been
arrested. aithough he is mot thirty miles
from Tell City.

One- article in the CoMiNe NATION con-
%:lx:;a‘gut:o;e !nr:nrm:ht:on than I bwu nbll:

rom papers lished
errv_county at the t!mepefhe mlncldem

curred. Yours for the revolntion
‘ Ronm Kmm
(The “Tricks of the Press"

been
puhlished in pamphlet forn. and is f
by the author for 25 vents at Guud orKa%};'

You can never lead unless you lift.—
Edward Everett Hale.
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. Spectacles and Other Fairy
llghcd by the Maciiilan company, especi-

. that T can’t see a line.

(This i8 one of the tales written by
Max Nordau, a very learned man; who
wrote the collection called “The Dwarf’s
m’,” ”b'

aily for Mhis litvle daughter. I would ad-
vise all of our girls boys to read them
and you will see that they are a very
special kind of fairy tales, that each one
means more 1 jus? a little atory about
gianta and princes and foiries. "1 wonder
if you can find out what this one means.
We'll start .this week and finish
as it 18 rathey long for one story in our
little department.)

JRING the June nights
| the meadow at the edge
§ of the forest was as merry
Pl as a peasant wedding or
¥ a2 country fair. The night-
| ingales sang, the crickets
chirped, ihe plover drym-
DIZNUDYIN med, the night wind
whistled. old May and young June
bugs lay in their taverns in the grass,
thie bushes, and the foliage of the trees,
and drank dew till they were full,
and even the sober ladybugs, which
usually: do not lead gay lives, were
persuaded to share the lively nieet-
ings of the idlers.

As soon as.it grew dark, .the six
littie glow-worms that lived in the
meadow crept out of their tiny room
in the earth and lighted their lanterns
so that the place was brightly illum-
inated by their shining, bluish white
light. So,-when the revellers broke
np at as late an hour as possibie,
thanks to their living lamps, they
found their way as easily and safely
as if it had been noonday without
striking against roots .or stones, or
falling into moleburrows.

Not fat from the meadow, where
there were such gay doings, stood an
old castle with a lofty tower. Here
lived an aristocratic ow! family, with a
numerous colony of bats for servants.
The mistress of the house, an owl of
mature years, was a very learned lady
who had one son, whom she urged
to stedy. But the young gentleman
was an idler and sluggard, who wouid
rather wander about than learn.

Whenever he could, he stole away
from his books and slipped out of the
tower, to rob nests. catch birds, or
with the young noblemen from the
owl-eyries in the neighborhood, join
in hunting hares and marmots.

This troubled his mother greatly,
and she remonstrated earnestly with
him.

“The examination is closez at hand
and you are not preparing yourself.
Do you mean to disgrace me by fail-
ing?”’ ‘ ;

‘The young owl obstinately remained
silent and looked sulky.

“Answer me, you unmannerly
scapegrace!” cried the owl, angrily.

“What am I to do with you? All
your ancestors were lights of learn-
ing and members of the academy. You
alone wish to remain an idle ignorant
blockhead. Are not you ashamed of
yourself?”

“It isn’t my fault,” said the owl
nobleman, defiantly.
~ “Not your fault?” asked the owl in
astouishment. “Whose fault is it,
then?” :

“Why, mamma, do have some con-
sideration,” cried the youth boldly.

“When am I really to studv? During -

the day, as a member of a respectable

b owl family, T must sleep, and at night

it is so dark in this old lumber room
I'm near-
sighted already. If T must strain my
eves over my books in this gitch-

- black darkness, I shall be blind en-

Sroly? ;
“What nonsense are you talking.”
terlied the owl sternly.

and no one ever comvnlained of our

_home before. The all found it com-
fortable: On meonlig'it nights, it is

“We_ have -
I lized here a2 hundred years and more,

almost too light and, when the moon
doesn’t shine, you have ur roof cat,
by whose eyes you can read ecasily.”
The youth remained obstinate.
“Pardon me, mamma,” he said de-
fiantly. “There are so few clear
moonlight nights that they don't
count, and our cat’s eyes may have
been enough for our ancestors, but
in our days of electricity it is no
light “at all. Besides, we have so much
more to learn now than you did in the
old times. So either give me some
decent light, or don’t complain ii |
cannot prepare for my examinations.”
And, without waiting for his
mother’s answer, the rude youth van-
ished through the tower window. to
amuse himself with his companions
in the usual way and let study alone.
The owl called the oldest of her
bats and said anxiously: “There is
no living with the young people dny
longer. Hasn’t my goed-for-nothing
son taken it into his head that it isn't
light enough here, and therefore he
cannot studv?”
“Foolish  talk,
saneaked the hat.
“I know that just as well as you
do,” answered the owl; “but I must
not let him have the excuse for his
idling. Wuaat zhall we do to get a
better light for the lazy fellow?”
“Our roof cat—" began the bat.
“Isn’t enough,” interrupted the owl.
“Between ourselves it really is a lim
light, and 1 wonder whether our eyes
are not constantly growing worse- be-
cause, up to this time, we have bheen
satisfied with our cat’s lightt We
must find something else.”

Mrs. Professor,”

The bat refle~ted a httle while then

she said: “How would it do to trv
glow worms Mrs. Professor? They
give a good, steady light. do not heat
the head, and are not dangerous on
account of fire. \

“A clever idea,” said the ow! “Bring
some here as soon as poss;ible.”

The bat obediently fiew away and
hurried to the meadow on the edge
of the forest, where the snring festi-
val was in full course® From all the
tree tops, bushes and grasses. echoed
the notes of fiddles, the sound of
flutes and merry songs: vvervwhere
there was dancing. piaving and dew
drinking. and the little glow worms
with . miet nleasure, held the licht for
these gayv doings

Without troubling herseli in +"
least about the company the owl's
faithful servant seized one of the glow
worms with her teeth and carried
it'in a swift flicht to the tower, where
<he put it on a beam. Tt was tremb-
ling in every limb with fright, and
in its terror almost let its lantern
go out.

The owl looked at the little creatrre
closely and said discontentedly, “This

light, too, is not enonch”
(To Be Continued.)

About Talking

A soldier’s sword; a rifle; a spear; a
_revolver: a bayonet; a dagger—what
are all these things? They ure weapons,
deadly weapons.

A spade; a chisel; a hammer; a mal-
lef: a gimlet; a screwdriver; a saw; a
plane; what are all these things? They
zre tools, useful tools.

If we mix together swords-and ham-
mers, revolvers. anc saws. what shall
we call ‘them now? They are instru-
menfs, some deadly, some aseful Now,
T ani going to talk to you about a Hht-
tle ineiiument which I have brought
with me—bu. indeed, I could not talk
to you at all without it! What js this
instrunient?

It i3 the tongpe, the insfrument of
speec’t; though let ug remember it
could do nothing without the help of
/ the lips, teeth, and the roof of the

-afral® of being killed
canse we tell what we belleve,” We shenld

mouth. Is it a tool or a weapon? It
may be a deadly weapon; and it may
be a useful tool.—F. J. Gould in The
Children’s Book of Moral Lessons.

Child Welfare Exhibit

For many months the
Child -Welfare ~committeé has been
working to prepare tke exhibit now be-
ing held in the Seventy-first' Regiment
Armory in New York City.

The exhibit is intended to give a com-
plete view of child life in New York
City, and it makes use of model houses,
apartments, ‘furnishings, clothing, play,
school life, streets, with photographs,
charts, panoramas, demo-strations, moy-
ing pictures and pageants.

It aims to suggest reiorms by which
some of the evils of too much work
and too little play, overcrowding in

“Lox 0 H BUUND”

By Lomis otter

tenement houses; lack of proper food
and bad healih of children, can be cor
rected.

Perhaps next week, we can have a
story about some one of the exhibirs
which will in:erest country children and
city children alike, but today you are
to study the picture which leads this
article and see if you see what it means.
Then read what the commirtee says in
its hand vook about the gromp, as fu!
lows:

The group shows s strone man and bhis
wife ben' ander life's burdens. With one
arm, the man I8 siriving ro help his wife
bear ber burden. which is foin with bis
own. To thr Irft an aged man is shown
bent ander his burden. which Is joined with
the burdens of the others.

Beueath the burdens and the centra’
fizure of the group is a little city child
As vet he is not tonched by sny visible
burden. but his back is bent as if by heavy
burdens. He, too. is a burden-bearer-—he
Is bent by the burdens of hecedity. enwirca-
‘ment, pre-natal influences, lack of plav. In
sufficient food. poverty, sarrow. sin and all
the economic and socla! influences which
have affected bis parents.

n l - »
BY EDNA MOTLEY.

[Editor’s Note—Edna’s letter came in a
little late. but as it is very good, we are
glad to primt it anyway.]l :

As all nations have and always have

had their days of faasting so It was well

and proper that America shonld have a
dav of thanksgiving. For this pu the
Pilgrims after thelr first suc 1 crop
set ‘a dav  for thanksgiving in the early
part of the seventeenth century. S
The term ‘‘Thanksgiving” means mo
than some realize, Some think that all
“Thanksgiving” mraps {8 to® eat turkey
and the like ontil they are sick., but '5
means the! we should give thanks to
fgrl- what we have and trust Him in all
things. .
We are to be thankfa! that we can speak

-as we please and have the freedom of press

but. we should not s satisfied with the
system under which we are lving . that
forces small children to work in factories,
never having a chance to get an odmﬂoo‘
ha'f-starvirg and half freezing from wan

of clothing. : 2
We ghould be thankfnl that we ean help
bring abont a svstem wh children can
ve.

have an edneation and not ho% to work
to keen from starvine. We » !d‘all be

olad that we have a press by which we

ean express onr sentiments .w!

ing
or iwprisoned be.
be thankfui for onr victorles in the late
election. - e

I am thaukfol for my infinence in
becanse some of my schoolmates are
ine Interested in Soclalism
stndv it. One glrl took
to read so stre

New York-

- you drawing? .

Kok bt ‘ tiug dong
md’*g:t”tb‘-

“Men and Mnles”

coutd find out what Social-

ism 8. Another girl who was a very w rong.
Reyublican. but now she Is d in
Soclalism and wants some things ) ;
about Soctalism which she doesn't :
stand and she Wwill find out because I be-
lleve In telling them all they will stand.
So on Thanksgiving y one
- ug nv%atdh lfnhtlfo rk of freeing the
we have e wWo
working class, e

The Story of Writing

While ten-year-old Jimmie is care-
fully and painfully filling up his copy
book in school and Sister Mamie is -
learning to use that wonderful writ-
ing machine, the typewriter, neither
one of them thinks that they are the
latest chapter in a Jong long story, =
whose end has not yet come. ;

Have you ever noticed how baby
Jane with pencil in hand tries hard
to make pictures t0 express herself?

Well it was just that way with the
Jbeginnings of writing among the
races of men. First they made pic-
ture writings on rocks and trees and
sent messages to other tribes in this
way. We can see this writing by
means of pictures among the Indians
of this very country. A

Then men learned to make certain
signs for certain words or sounds
Then after a long, long time they
began to separate the words into let-
ters and so came alphabets. '

The iustruments used in writing
have gone through just as many
‘hanges. z

A: 6rst men cut these early char-
acters or signs on rocks znd stones.
Thus it was in savage or barbarous
neriods

Then some person found it possible
0 cut with 2 sharp instrument om
wax which was easier and the writing
-ould+he érased. This was the com-'
nen way among the Greeks and Ro-
“ans

in the middle ages we see the writ

ng hmned almost entirely to the

anastenies where the monks with
ru<h and pen colored with great care

ind written nIanuscripts

\t another stage. pen< were made
rrom guose quills and-then the -
strument developed into the variety
of pens with ink that we use today
ad the latest achievement among pens,
the fountain pen.
., Then came the invention of the
rypewriter which has been a great
factor in the business world. .
What will be the next step in writ-

mg?

EXERCISES IN ELEMENTARY VIRTUE
Drawn by W. Heath Robinson. London Sketch
: Juvenile At
Teacher—Why, Willie, what ar
Willie—I'm drawing a picture
Teacher—But, Willie, you mu:
do thai; nobody knows how
looks. : A w0 E
Willie—Well, they will when I

Let's go band in hand, not one.
another—Sliskespeare.




BY GRACE POTTER.

No. I g
It was a fiercely hot day I walked
 slowly, feeling very disgruntled that
~ fate had sent me to Boston on news-
paper work when the temperature was

. 50 unbearable.
~ Qutside a little flower-shop half
. way up the street I saw a child. She
‘held close about her a big black
- woolen shawl. Every few moments a
" small fist went up to wipe her eyes
and she was shrinking against the
. wall of the building next door, the
 while she looked miserably at the
_shop-keeper. As [ came nearer he
. mattered something crossly and went
inside.
A newsboy came up. “Wha's mat-
ter, little girl?” he said genially.
The child drew out from under her
_shawl two red roses which were be-
ginning to wilt. “See” she said, I
bought 'em for my mother. Just a
~ Tittle, little while ago. - She was sick.
"She always wanted roses—" The
child’s tears stopped her speech.
“Yes” scid the newsboy, shifting
his bundle of papers uneasily, “then
what ™
« “She was so sick that I took five
- cents and hought these for her. When
_ I got home she was dead.” The child
pulled at her heavy black , shawl
“There was a baby horn. They told
‘me to take the flowers back and get

the money to buy milk. He—" she
“he

" looked toward the shop door,
. won’t give me my money.”

~ Just then the man came to the
door. “You get right away from this
 store,” he said angrily.

- *Aw, say! said the newsboy, “why
don’t you give her back her money?
Her mother’s croaked and the roscs
ain’t no good now.”

“They use flowers for dead people,”

said the shop's owner. “They always
have flowers when folks is dead. And
beside they're wilted. *T couldn’t sell
‘em again.” ; .
- *T wasn’t getting 'em for a funeral,”
~ said the child. “I was getting 'em
" 80 she could see ’em and smell of
Now she can’t. She’s dead”

- *Y can’t help it,” said the man. “you
go on! I don’t want you standing in
front of my shop.”

" The child shrank closer against the
woall and cried again. _

~ *They'd look swell,” said the news-
boy, seeing the man’s obstinacy. “if
- you'd put "em in the coffin. Her hands

. could be folded over her chest and
the red roses in 'em.””

*0). no” said the child sobbing.
“She couldn’t smell ’em nor see 'em.
I must have the money so—"

"~ fGet away from here this minute!”

ward them threateningly.
“The children walked away together.
't the corner they stopped.
. #Phey were so mad I'd spent the
five cénts,” said the girl, “they said
it should have bought milk for the
new baby.” :
L *Say”® said the bov, “you could seli
‘s to me!” He pulled out five cents
from his pocket and keld it toward
the little girl with brightening eves
“as- if it had just occurred to him that
he' wanted the roses. “Get the kid
ilke with that. T ain’t much on put-

commanded the man, advancing to- -

ting flowers on dead people myself.”
“O—0,” said the child slowly. Her

‘mouth trembled and she. looked at

him with a faint smile of perfect un-
derstanding. “You're good,” she
whispered handing him the flowers.
And wrapping her black shawl about
her she turned away down the street.

“Hell!™ said the boy under his
breath as she disappeared. Then he
looked at the roses and jabbed them
fiercely in his pocket, heads down “O
hell!”” he said again, drawing the
sleeve of his jacket across his eyes
with a quick motion.

Then he called his papers loud and
fast. )

The advance made in the organiza-

tion, politically, of proletarian women

and girls has been unusuaily satisfying.
If about 83,000 women had been mus-
tered into the ranks as party members
at the time of the Jast report of party
officials, the number at the present mo-
ment may be safely placed at.100,000.

When an understanding of politics
and political -life has once been awak-
ened in the women, it is clear that the
next step will be their joining the
party. The protests raised by the party
against the arbitrary high prices in tood
products, -has been the chief cause of
the awakening, especially among the
women belonging to the associations
for the protection of mothers, widows
and orphans.

In order to draw the women mem-
bers into the work of the party organi-
zation and to instruct them in the aims
of the party, arrangements have been
made for spec}al meetings for the
women, with lectures and discussions

-and the reading of Socialist literature.

It is a matter of great importance to
the life of social democracy that not
only proletarian men, hut also prole-
tarian women be convinced and made
into responsible and disciplined comrades

Outside the Factory— Twentieth Century
One of the tableanx arranged by Mrs, A. F. Townsend for the Women’s Politicdl Union, for the benefit of the

Woman’s Suffrage Cause

The Four Sanbeams

Four little sunbeams came earthward one

day,
Shining and dancing along on their wn{,
Resolved that thelr course should be blest.
“Let us try,” they all whispered, “some
kindness to do,
Not seek our own pleasure all the day

through,
Then meet in the eve at the west.”

One sunbeam ran in at a low cottage door
And plaved “hide-and-seek” with a
on the floor ;

Till baby laughed loud In his glee,
And chased with delight his strange play-

mate so bright;
The lltﬁle hands grasping In vain for the

That ever before him would flee.

Ome crept to a couch where an invalld lav,
And brought him a dream of the sweet
summer day
Its bird-song and beauty and bloom,
Till pain was forgotten and wearg unrest,
And in fancy he roamed through the scenes
he loved best, ?
Afar from the dim, darkened room.

One stohsj to the beart of a girl that was
sad,
And lo'ledd and caressed her until she was
ad, ; ;
And ﬁltted her white face again. -
For love brings content to the lowllest lo
And finds something sweet in the drearies

afot.
And lightens all labor and paln.

And one, where a little blind girl sat alone,
Not sharing the mirth of her rlayfellow,
' shona
On hands that were folded and pale,
And kissed the poor eyes that had never
gnown sight,
That never would gaze on the beautifu!l

light
Till angels had lifted tbe wvell.
At last, when the shadows of evening were
alling, i
And the uunft thelr great father, uls children
was calling,
Four sunbe.ns sped Into the west.
All sald, “We have found that in seeking
the pleasure .
Of others we fill to the full our own meas-

ure, :
Then softly they sank to thelr rest.

~—gelected,

child

‘English Suffragettes and Working-
Class Interests

Mrs. Billington Greig, one of the
most prominent members of the Eng-
lish militant suffragette:, an organizer
and devoted champion of the cause,
has resigned from the Woman's Free-
dom league, and in a series of articles,
has placed the reason for her action
mainly in the fact that the militant
suffragettes had gradually excluded the
working class element from their ranks.

She declared that the 1novement and
especially the Woman’s Social and Poli-
tical Union, had edgad out the workers
by a system of social exclusiveness, ul-
tra respectability, and steam roller
methods within the organization itself,
denying the right to vote to the mem-
bers of an organizztion that was da-
manding votes for women. ‘She con-
demned the militant method in that it
re-acted and destroyed itself and what
it set out to accomplish.

It is only when social movements
have receded into past history so that
they can be viewed in the larger per-
spective and without the irritation
created by all contemporary dis-
turbance of established conditions tkat
the church with pride turns arourid to

claim that it was she who aboh-hed

s]ave:jy, aroused the people to lib-
erty, and emancipated women.—Prof.
Rauschenbusch. '

Ah no! Women cannot succeésxully
fill the. positions of female postmen.
In America they are all riale carriers.

Auntie---Yes, vou may have some

‘more, darling, but don’t forget there is

a pudding. ;
Tommy Tucker---All right, quntie; I'm
saving my neck for that.

.The Socialist and the Suftragist

BY MRS, CHARLOTTE PERKINS GILMAN.

Said the Socialist to the Suffragist:
“Mly cause is greater than yours!
ou only work for a Speclal Class,
We for the gain of the General Mass,
Which every good ensures!™

Said the Suffragist to the Soclalist:
““You underrate my Cause!
While Women remain a Subject Class,
You never can move the General Mass,
With your Economic Laws!”

Said the Soclalist to the Suffragist:
“You misinterpret facts!
There is no room for doubt or schism
In Economie¢ Determinism-—
It governs all our acts!”

Said the Suffragist to the Socialist:
“You men will always find .
That this old world will never move
More swiftly in its ancient groove
While women stay behind!”

“A lifted world lifts women up,”.
The Socialist explained.
“You cannot lift the world at all
While half of it is kept so small,”
The Suffragist maintained.

The world awoke, and tartly spoke:
“Your work is all the same;
Work toegether or work apart,
Work, each of you, with all
heart—
Just get into the game!"”
- —The Forerunnér.

your
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A Voice in the West
BY AGNES THECLA FAIR.

Somehow the West don’t recognize
When - skulking ’round lor gain
The laws mere man has made;

Even the laws from One on high
Cannot maiie us afrald.

We fear no God, we fear not man
When out on the open plain,
We only fear man In the dark
The voice we love of the pioneer
Who ciles aloud for truth— ‘
So different from the harsh shrill tones
Of Greed and Its devilish fruit.
We love ‘o ride the western tralls
Where breezy zephyrs blow. .
For miles and miles the natural sounds
No voice of man to know.
Let us hear the coyotes' how!,
The wild birds sweetly sing.
No voice of God or man »
More joy, more happiness can bring.

%
A New and Stylish Skirt lModel.

8851. Ladles Six-Gore Skirt.—A unique
feature of this model is th» -‘tfﬂlllo:t"(“‘n
the side gores. The skirt is cut on clcse
fitting lines, and has the panel »ffer” in
the back. Is \ut in 5 slzes:
22-24-26-28-30 Inches walst measam:. ° It re-
glrel 5 1-2 yds. of 44-inch material for
u':ﬂg:-l::gl c;!“t&o A pzttam of this illus

any address o1 recelpt o
10c in silver or lw:pl.. i



M
IHAVE just returned from
| a trip through the Lan-
I cashire cotton  districts,
where the cotton mills are
=1 working twelve-hour shifts.
| There is a tremendous de-
‘mand for weavers at the
- 4 moment, owing to the emi-
gration to the United States of Amer-
ica of some 3,000 operatives last year
during the depression in the cotton
trade. As a result between ten and fif-
teen thousand looms are idle for lack
of operatives to run them.

The working classes have short mem-
ories. At the moment they are like

“the deaf adder which stoppeth her
ears,” and will scarcely listen to the -

Socialist propagandist, as they imagine
the present boom is going to last for
ever. But when the inevitable slump
comes, they will once more take the
wads out of their ears and listen. -

To see the mills, one great blaze of
light, looming dimly through the dark-
ness of the early morning was a won-
derful sight, but still more wonderful
was to see the train-loads of human-
ity, men and girls, taking off the wage
slaves at 5:30 in the cold, foggy morn-
ing to their benches, all laughing and
talking as though the horrors of the
cotton mills were only fairy tales. One
operator told me that in some of the
rooms the temperature is an even 100
degrees, with the air impregnated with
cotton dust, which chokes the lungs and
sends the workers to fill the graveyards
of Lancashire with “lung trouble.”

And when the masters follow the ex-
ample of the South African mine own-
ers, and introduce cheap yellow labor—
what then? “Ill last our time I
reckon,” said one man to whom I
spoke, and left it at that “After us,
—the deluge,” said a certain king of
France. King and cotton operative join
hanglg in thought, and the operative
‘will suffer the same fate as the king
—unless—unless. . . . . A

A Remarkable Man

One of the most remarkahle Social-
ist leaders in this country is J. Ram-
say MacDonald, M. P., secretary of the
Parliamentary Labor party.

I understand that MacDonald is run-
ning for the chairmanship of the party
at a meeting to be held on February
6th, and that there is a proposal to
make the position permanent instead of
from session to session. If he is elected,
° one may look forward to an accentu-
ation of the revisionist policy, of which’
~MacDonald is the British protagonist.

MacDonald, whose parents were Scot-
tish agricultural laborers, holds a sing-
ular position in the British movement.
His influence is feared by many who
regacd him as an in‘riger and a phil-
anderer with liberalism. He is the bete
noire of the Social Democratic party.
On the other hand, he has a large fol-

lowing in the I. L. P, and in the Par-

liamentary Labor party, is regarded as
an authority upon tactics and a leading
parliamentarian, and is an effective
speaker. He was born 44 years ago,
and has a mass of iron-grey hair,
~ which falls poetically over a face of

_great strength, his dark, brilliant eyes
and powerful jaw denoting the leader,
whilst. his almost boyish figure is in
pleasing contrast.

‘*he humbug of the Hague and simi-

" lar conferences is again shown by the

bickering over what is known as the
Declaration of London, drawn up by
the delegates of the Powers for the
use of the Hague prize court and signed

-

Chiefly About Fighting
BY DESMOND SHAW
British garrcspondent Coming Nation

" do~-Phillips Broaks.

in February, 1909. The Declaration per-
mits the capture of all food-stuffs on
the way to Britain in neutral ships,
allows the conversion at sea of mer-
chantmen into commerce-destroyers, and

admits the principle of the destruction

of neutral prizes. All the business in-
terests on this side are quarreling over
the provisions of the Declaration, not
from motives of peace, but for commer-
cial gain, which after all is the arbiter
of peace or war,

I recently interviewed our comrade,
George Ledebour, the leonine German,
on the continent, upon the whecle ques-
tion of the German attitude in regard to
“capture at sea,” and the question of
armaments generally.

The Germans, he insists, are ready
‘and even anxious to agree to the aboli-
tion of the right to capture, but not
to limitation of armaments as matters
stand. The British, on the other hand,
are ready to agree to the limitation of
armaments, but not to the aboliticn of

the right to capture. In a word, as he’

pointed out, the Powers do not care two
straws about the ethics of peace, it is
only a question of one power overreach-
ing the other in their -efforts after the
world’s markets. For the preceding re-
marks plainly T
great pavy is g
use it in the right toeapt
other fellows will agree to limit their
navies, aud so render themselves pow-
erless to prevent legalized ‘piracy upon
the high seas.

And, my friends, this is the nineteen
hundred and tenth year of “peace on
earth, good will toward men.” The
nineteenth hundred and tenth year.

Socialism and Equality '

No Socialist wants to pull down the
strong to the level of the weak, the

wise to the level of the less wise. So-

cialism does not imply pulling anybody
down. It does not imply a great plain
of humanity with no mountain peaks
of genius or character. It is not op-
posed to natural inequalities, but only
to man-made inequalities. Its only pro-
test is against these artificial inequali-
ties, prodv~ts of man’s ignorance and
greed. it does not aim to pnll down
the highest, but to lift up the lowest;
it does not want to put a load of disad-
vantage upon the strcng and gifted, but
it wants to take off the heavy burdens
of disadvantage which keep others from
rising. In a word, Socialism implies
nothing more than giving every child

" born into the world equal opportunities,

so that only the inequalities of Nature
remain.—John Spargo.

Go to now, ye rich men, weep and
how!l for your miseries that shall come
upon you. Your riches atr: corrug'ted,
and your garments are motheaten. Xour
gold and silver is cankered; and .the
rust of them shall be a witness against
you, z:.d shall eat your flesh as it were
fire. Ye have heaped treasure togcthcr
for the last days: Behold, the hire of
the laborers who have reaped down
your fields, which is of you kept back
by fraud, crieth; and the cries c_>f them
which have reaped are entered into the
ears of the Lord of Saboath.—James

314
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"Sad will be the day for any man

. when he becomes contented with the

thoughts he is thinking and the dceds he
is doing—where there is nct Leatng at
the doors of his soul some great de-
sire to do something larger which he
knows that he was meant and made to

-

e

Is Diaz a Statesman?

John Kenneth Turner discusses the
question of whether Diaz is a statesman
in the February Pacific Monthly.

Viewed by any standard whatever,
Turner decides that the question must
be answered in the negative. Diaz has
certainly not made Mexico a good place
for human beings when five per cent of
the population are chattel slaves, and
where there are none of the inodern
sanitary improvements, even in the
larger cities. Of education, Turner says:
“Mexican schools are mostly on paper.
There are practically no such things az
country schools while towns of many
hundreds of inhabitants often have no
school whatever.”

“Diaz has abolished* trial by jury
everywhere except in the city of Mex-
ico.” * * * “This man lines his own
pockets by sellinz the poor into slavery,
by over taxing the weak, by hounding
the enemies of the strong.” He con-
cludes that at least five other Latin
American countries are far more ad-
vanced even industrially than Mexico,
yet none of these have had a Diaz. Even
in the elementary work of keeping
peace he has been a failure, since his
reign has been one of the most bloody
of modern times.

He finally concludes that the reason
Digz has been hailed by pricans as

Americans who happen to be in a posi-
tion to influence public opinion.”

“There are some $000,000,000 of
American capital invested in Mexico;
or these are the figures recently given
by our consuiar general,. Mr. Shanklin.”
These are the ones who have used Diaz
and who now praise him, yet in the
present revolution many men of wealth,
including Madere, who is “a million-
aire many times over” are arrayed
against Dia=.

British Sickness Insurance

Chancellor Lloyd-George of the Brit-
ish exchequer has made public the out-
line of his proposed scheme of govern-
ment insurance against sickness and in-
validity which soon will be introduced
as & bill in the comnicns. The main
provision of the bill is compulsory in-
surance against serious sickress and in-
capacity for work for the whole labor-
ing population of the country whose
incomes are below $800 a year and with-
in the age 'mits of 16 and 70. At the
latter age the old age system would be-
gin to apply. There is to be no selection
of risks but strong and weak alike
are to have this protection in case of
ne-d and there is to b€ no time limit
except the discontinuance of incapacity,
the minimum allowance to be $1.20 a
week and the maximum the same
amount. The premium to be paid the
government for this insurance has not
yet been worked out. .

o

Coal Mine Accidents
The federal burezu of iabor in bulle-
tia No. o¢ by F. L. Hoffman publishes

" the statistics of coal mine accidents

for the last twenty years. In that pericd
the number of fatalities was 29.293, and
the rate per thousand was 3.11, which

is higher than that of any other coal

field nation. The rate varies in differ-
en{ sections markedly, that for the mid-
dle western states of the soft coal belt
being 2.25 while that of the far west

rose to 6.4 in Colorado, and 7.in» Wash-

ngton. In 1908 more than 700,000 mcn
were engaged in the Americar coal
industry. The most important siagle
cange of accidents is fall of mine roof,
accounting for 46 per cent of them,

while explosions comes secnd, accovat-
ing for 25 per cent. Gradal:

Clippings and Comment 1

R s L el o

_gan in the nineteenth century and
 finished yet—Prof. Ramschenbusch,

= ond Clasg? " .:

Sherman Law Against Labor Men
That the strike of the Dock and Cot-
ton Council of New Orleans, an or-
ganization embracing 50,000 laborers of
that city, was in effect a conspiracy in
restraint of trade and therefore a vio-
lation of the Sherman anti-trust law
is the gist of a verdict against threé
members of that body found guilty in
the federal circuit court, Wednesday.
All three of the men hava been promi-
nent officials in the labor unions and
one, James Byrnes is now state com-
missioner of labor. Sentences were de-
ferred.
The German Eléctions 3
Tt nas been conjectured in several Ber-
lin newspapers that the elections to the
Reichstag will take place about the first
of May. The Socialists are preparing,
so that whenever the government sees
fit to announce the election they will
be in readiness to overwhelm the gov-
ernment forces at the polls. It is esti-
mated that between four and five mil-
lion Socialist votes will be cast.

Going After Riot Damages
The United States and Wells Fargo
express companies have begun suit in
the federal circuit court against Jer-
sey City for damages alleged to have
been suffered in connection with th
re. ent riots of the striking drivers:

I got a story vesterday
. rilled

caps—a toy. '
Where strikers seek a livh -
‘ .
o e e
But wi'ﬁ’thq print 1t?
Huoh®
The city editor sald “Saappy!™
Three columns at | s e
For this / :
The modern emancipation ofg!w
tollectual life began in the Renaissa
oi the fifteenth century and is f
ithed yet. The modern eemancipation of
the religious life began in the R
tion of the sixteenth century and
finished yet. The modein emar
of the political life began in the
Revolution of the seventeenth
and is not finished yet. The
emancipation of the industrial life |

%

In all communities of persons
produce goods for .individual
there existe, necwsarily, an ¢
of material intercsts.—Ghent,

5



aa,

or condense

A bill which will be introduced in the
. member from Milwau':ee, pro-
- that the government p.asion at
rate of $12 a month, every wage
sr over sixty years of age. In a
mates that the total of persons for
&
Jaw will cost about $144,000,000.

gepresentative in Minnescta

>

2sts and they are going to put more of
his kind beside him. Hillman cast his
vota for Thomas VanLear, of Minne-
apolis, the man that gave the old parties
| ,-;mh' a scare in the mayoralty campaign,
~ coming within much less than a thou-
sand votes of being elected N. S.
- is active in the work of the
kgilla?u.re. He introduced a measure
prohibiting the employment of incompe-
tent locomotive engineers, who had not
Served three years as fireman or engi-
i eer, $

> 1L L8

ine”Workers assembled
! ; Columbus, Ohuo,
fassed a resolution by standing vote
g nning the Civic Federation as a
mstitution which had at-
tempted to paralyze the labor movement
~ hypocritically teaching the untruth
that .the gutercsts of capital and labor
; identical. It is thought that such
ion will have widespread influence
i causc other organizations to take
same stand. -
okn P. White of Oskaloosa, Towa,
s elected international president of
United Mine Workers of America
+ the year beginning April 1, 1011,
officers elected are:
ice p\'reuui'deut, Frank J. Hayes, Col-

-t It

 Delegates to the A. F. of L., John
i "" V@Q}I&: Frank 7.
. White, John H, Walk-
Springfield, I.; Tom L. Lewis,
W T
me * S. McCullough,
Oity. Mich.. . o

 Making the Rich Pay Taxes

. The first step on the part of the
Milwaukee administration to secure a
more equitable adustment of taxes
gn; taken las: week when Muyor
cidel signed the contract with the
e : ta:—f%ne't:ﬁ thhcheWbrkmxn
, ggs Co., by whick the compan
“is to discover and procrre the t:\‘fces},:
ry legal evidence of tangible per-
fropefty whicli had hitherto
‘taxation or been overlooked.
ta enable the city to collect. The
any is to receive 25.per cent of
money collected 235 a result of
hetr ces. ;
- Tt is estimated tliat there are abhout
iree hundred large awners that will
Be 2fected he the operation The So-
“fuli e sdministration daes not regard
- this ferret svstem favorably. bnt it
~must resort to such means tempor-

ext congress by Victor Berger. the So-

sment of his fotention Berger esti-

whom this pension will be available is
about 1,000,000, which means that the

B L L LGE. '
S Hillman, the first Socialist state

of the str.lclters, declar.ing

Secretary treasurer, Edwin P , Os-
ra a, Towa i

mnwm:«imubuw The right is reserved-to edit

| arily in order to make the big owners
“pay. Ultimately the whole taxation
problem will “be rcadjusted upon a

different basis. =~
Conservation of Smeltermen
BY JOHN STRONGWIL. °

Some years back I had the supervis-
ion of the machinery of a quartz mill in
one of our Colorado mining towns. The
fumes from the furnaces, lead, zinc and
arsenic, and the dust from the ore

stamps killed the mill men in from two
to three years’ work. This led me to

_invent a system of absorption and fil-

tration to purify the air of the mill and
to save the values of dust and fumes
that were going up the smoke stack,
killing surrounding vegetation and caus-
ing sickness among the inhabitants of
the town. o

The expense of installing my invea-
tionr would have been $500, a paltry sum
for a great corporation having an im-
mensely profitable business. The board

of directors examined my drawings, but

concluded there was no money in it, or
rather, not enough to_satisfy their ideas
of profit. When I suggested the sav-
ing of the mill men’s health T was told
that the men's health did not concern
the board—Ilabor was plentiful. “The in-
cident was closed.” °
Later on, in a lacge city having two
trust smelters and one that was inde-
pendent, the newspapers were making
lots of moise about theé smoke nuisance
that the fume
~SUINING Ve “atr poisoning
the atmosphere of the hotel and resi-

~ dence districts of the wealthy, and that

the reputation of the city as a health
resort was being destroyed—one million
dollars worth of tourist t-ade was in
jeopardy. (Not a word was said about
the health of the smelter men.)

With this great alarm cry going ont
from the newspapers I ca'led on the
managers of the three smelters., They
all received me very politely, examined
my drawings and talked in a friondly
way about mining, milling and smelring.
The two trust managers gave me no
encouragement yet let me down easy.
But when I reached the independent
‘smelter T was led to believe that my in-
vention would be installed without de-
lay. g

The superintendent, an English pro-'

fesser of metallurgy, with forty years’
experience in smeiting works, declared
after a careful examination of my
plans: “Yes, sir, your invetnion will
work all right, there is no doubt in my
mind about it.” I was elated with joy.
“But,” he continued (here came the wet
blanket that chil®t me) “the saving of
‘vahies- although very evident, is not
enough to induce us to adopt your plan
—we are making enough money, ‘and
when not, we raise our charges.”
“Bat,” said I, “how about the poison-
ing of the smelter men?” In answer the
“superint sndent laughed outright: “Why,
my dear man, labor is the cheapest thing
we e got! There are ten men sitting
un our feaces eady to jump down and
take the place of every man that croaks
or dies.” :
. Such is the encouragement and in-
centive to inventors under capital-
ism. I have stopped irventing. In the
past I have invented a number of ma-
chines by which one min does the work:
of ten. 1 was frozen out completely
and my inventions instead of saving la-
bor were used to displace labor—Ila-
borers were turted laose to swell the-
army of the unemployed. QOne of my

but left me penniless and in debt. I had
to be thankful that I saved my hide.
No wonder I was ripe for Socialism.
Wayland with his “ComiNc NATION” of
'93 barely touched me- when down I
came a full-fledged revolutionary So-
cialist. Capitalism is a vigorous tree
very prolific in " producing Socialists.
And Socialists, too, are prolific—every
Socialist creates a dozen more.
Ninety-nine out of every one hundred
inventors have had experiences similar
to mine. They should turn Socizlists
if not already so. Let’s speed the dayi

Getting Right

ELLIS 0. JONES

Once upon a time there was a man
who determined that thenceiorth he
would be a useful citizen and an up-
right patriot. i

So ,when election day rolied around’
h!: started for the polls aglow with
virtuous purpose.

On tke way he met a friend.

“Against whom are you going to

vote?” asked the friend.

“Against nobody,” replied the man.
“To vote against men and thingsisa
purely negative attitude and leads no-
where Henceforward I am going to
be a positive force for militant good-
ness in the community.”

“I don’t understand you, for you
have mercly uttered a generality un-
worthy of practical men like us. Tell
me more specifically what you are

' going to do.” '

“I am going to the polls and cast
my ballo; Aor right,” declared tue
man proudly.

“That’s a very foolish thing to do,”
responded the friend not unkindly.

“What do you mean?” demanded
the man. “Such a position is abso-

lutely incontestabl~.”

) e g

/'. i ; :.'_‘r, 2 ‘
running. that's the end of it. Under
those circumstances, if you vote for
right - you will merely throw your
vote away. Consequently, by thus
keeping yourself aloof from the real
issue and by failing to vote for the -
lesser of two evils you merely help

" to elect the greater of two evils. In

that way, you will simply be a hind
rance to the very cause you seek to
further. Do you follow me?”

“No, 1 do not.”

“What! Do you mean to say you
are too dull to understand that?”

“No I mean to say that I am not
dull enough,” responded the man

sadly.

———

Co-incidence, or Commercialism
"~ 'BY C. LLOYD

We've just had a church fair' in our
village and made $26 at the candy table.
Just think of that! Most of the candy
was made and donated by Dr. X, our
dentist. Yes, doesn’t it seem queer for
a man to make candy?

That reminds me—my dentist lives
in New York. Such a nice man. .His
niece was telling me about him. She
says he makes the most delicious caq.dy,
gives away about 80.pounds at Christ-
mas to his friends. Yes, I know, yov
don’t often find a man who makes
candy.

When I next saw my .dentist in New
York, I asked him why the American
teeth decayed so rapidly.

“Oh, they eat too much candy,” he
answered. :

A fact. Has anybody here seen a
dentist that makes candy? ~

Senator Aldrich says that he could
save three hundred millions a year of
the government expenses. Why hasn’t
he domne it?

“I hope that t

- . - = ..:}‘.,\, \)L;ICI'
“it is all right in the abstract. but
practical men have nothing to do with
abstractions. The whole trouble is
that right stands no show at all in
this election. Now you are a sensi-
ble man and know as well as I do,
t!mt one of two evils must win this
time. Why not vote for it therefore,
ana be on the winning side?”

“No,” protested the man. “That’s

what I've been doing all :ny life and
have made nn headway. I've resolved
to quit it.”
: “I repeat that you-are very fool-
ish  Now listen. You admit your-
self, don’t you, that right has no
chance to win this time?”

“Yes, that may be true.”

“Very well. If right is out of the

doeg not reduce the fares from ten
cents to five cents.” ¥

“And why not? You can then get
two rides for the price of one.”

“Yes, but I can only save a nickel by

~walking.” $

The slums and tenements of the great
c't'cs are social dynamite, certain to ex-
plode sooner or later. The only safe-
guard against such dangers is to plant
the multiplying millions of our fast m-
creasing population in individual homes
on the land.—Geo. H. Maxwell.

People are not easily persuaded in
these times when the world has so
many more in it than can find em-
ployment, that it 1s 4 parental duty
to have as large a family as pos-
sible. - -

-
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The Voice of Christmas

The poem printed below

- UARRY KEMP.
was written by Harry Kemp at the request of

Collier's Weekly, for the Christmus number. The editor of Collier's however,

& returned the poem to Mr. Kemp,

explaining that the poet's attitude toward

Christmas was too somber and did not coincide with the prevalent populur

tdea of Christmas,
The' editor's -idea twas thai the

tone should be more superficial, more of

setting aside the sbrhber,' sacred Cackground of

Harry Kemp's poem is nevertheless, in shite of Collier’s criticism, a vave

and remarkably complete exposition of th
- - . e
readers will vecognize it as the true vojice.

egaln I see the life He lived, the

Again I'see upop the cross that
Into the texture of the world
Until it hath become the woof

" And. joining with the cadenced bells

true Christmas spirit, and our

godlike death He died;

great soul-battle fought '
the tale of which lsgwrou ht ¥
of human deed and thon t;

that all the morning fili,

His crv of agony doth yet my inmost being thrill

Like some fresh

I cannot put His Presence
I meet m‘l)n s e
The mansion and the ‘enement attest

Upon the funneled ‘hll\'!':lp at sea He sets His shining rfeet:

The distant Ends of
And. 1like the presence of

Abont the earth from zone
p - e comes to give the World's
The Christ whose friends have

The

in_the country town, the cf

ire not in vain MHis Name repeat—

§ the. “fingle bell” wvariety
the holiday, )
t
I cannot put the presence by, of Him t » : |
Whe moves men's apirits with His l:ovgeascrg:tlgefﬁe moon the dée'-

griet from yesterday which tears the heart-strings still.

Him everywhere ;
'8 busy square ;
is Presence there,

-

of a rese, He makes the whole world sweet. -
He comes to break the barriers down raised

un_ by barren creeds:

to zome like sunlicht He proceed
starved-heart the pertect ?ove it aelds.

e 5 Still spe-aking to the hearts of &E:_v?d .Hlm S s L hate hedeg,
: aster of the Centuries who will

. Tho' shamed

20t be denjed’ and - erucified,



Catching On

In magazines and wise reviews
And eke the daily press
You .run . across some startling views
In old familiar dress:
discovery 1s sprung
at causes you to smlile
For Soclalists, since they were young,
Have known it all the while.

Some wise gazaboo starts to prove
fvm 0 one be annoyed)
gts are but a forward move
And should not be destroyed ;
. Instead of smashing them to bits

.Th'l‘%\h ne'iver tfholu tht lsl hls{h . B
a pesou employ their wits
Andpw them in '

thelr bIz.
One cries aloud, the common man
Is missing his deserts
He has no finger in the plan
And that is where it hurts;
80 from the voodness of his heart
He comes to take a fall
.From those who get the better part
And try to grab it all

What fun it is to watch them growv

. . And slowly get the cue

That what is so is really so
And what is true is true,

And while we knew it at a glance
And got it plain as day

We re g to see the world advance

Along the good old way.

~ Convincing Proof

“You see that large, weil-dressed
who looks as though he had never
e failed lo respond to the call

Rising Above the Source

He rues from the muck and slime,
A humble worker in the ranka.
u ter he has served

buying votes and mtiu blanks
coun
.m- Mnon ‘slowly come u:roz::l8
mes g petty boss.

InTtglll Docltton he must stoop

bzln co:ne his way,
m '6“ f.'d‘[ do
To have thele: shndy. Somler on

With reckless hand he plays
And reaps. a certain kind of
Now co! ou

A hmlnsl t from .u

et -through ;
game
fame.

nt%nch

emc nnd plot

He tl'lhr! pltee n,.

d says what's.law and whnt is not;
Be nmtu /
AR Mare m o Ay mu'e and strong

“There goes Bill Jona, the roustabont.
_ That. fellow drinks a whole bottle of
& beer every Saturday night”
“The hornble drunkard.”
. __“And there is old Millionaire Jones.
| Hehuthreekmdsof wine on his
: table." Vi
E- "How eoeu:tricf"

 children cav appreciate.

Not in Danger Zone
“What would you say if the boss were
to raise your salary unasked?”
“There are enough possible contin-
genc1cs to provxde for without worry-
ing over that.” .

Little Flings

' Genius is the ability to inherit money.

A gentleman’s agreement is the father
of lies.

Three is a mighty big crowd when
there is but one job.

Only crazy men will fiight over the
tariff when no purse is offered.

Philanthropy will fal! dead the szme
day exploitation expires.

One half of the world doesn’t care
how the other half lives.

A season of low prices will give the
farmers something to think about.

Nothing is too good for the man who
can get it.

Society doesn’t deserve a medai for
what it does to the convict’'s wife and
children.

Common sense may be applied to
politics, political economists to the
contrary, notwithstanding.

The man who has lost his money
has a hard time getting anyone to
listen to his advice to say nothing of
his tale of woe.

The “American Sovereign”

(With apologies to the literary’ executors
of O. Khayyam.)

Into the Polling-place, and why not know-

ing,
Nor whence, like water, willy-nilly, flowing,
And out again, when he har made the

Cross,
Back to his fruitless, ill-paid labor going.
ITe, in his youth, did eagerly frequent

0Old party rallies, heard
About the Robber Tariff, and the Trusts,

And came away, no wiser than he went.

With them the seed of Piffle dld He SOW,
In hopes of some cheap job, helped make it

grow, .
And this is all the Working Class has

reaped—
Their efforts help their leaders get the
Dough«-

The Smith and the King

BY EDWARD CARPENTER.

A Smith upon a summer's day
Did call upon a king;

The king exclaimed, “the Queen's away,
Can 1 do anything°’

“I pray you can,” the Smith replied;
"l want a bit of bread.”

“Why ?’ cried the l\lng The fellow sighed:
“I'm hungry, sire,” he said.

“Dear me, I'll call my Chancellor,
He understands such things,

~ Your claims I cannot cancel, or

Deem them fit themes for kings.”

“Sir Chancellor, why here’s a’wretch
Starving' like rats or mice!

The Chancellor replied, “I’ ll fetch
The first Lord in a trice.”

The first Lord came and by his look
You might have guessed he'd shirk;

Said he, “Your majesty’s mistook, W
This is the Chief Clerk's work.

The Chief Clerk sald the case was bad,

But quite beyond his power,
Seeing 1t was the Steward had
The keys of cake and flour.

“Phe keys I've lost,
Alas, but in a span

I'll call the Smith. Why. Holy Ghost!
Here Is the very man!

“Hurrah ! Hurrah’ '1(‘,hey ‘lgsldly cried,
cleverly we've done
ng voew solved tyhls question. deep and wide,
Well-nigh ere wed begun i

“Thanks ™ gald the Smith;
vile,
Go rot upcrt the shelf!
The next tl‘t):e i am starving 't
Tuke care to help myself.”

O Father Abram! What these Chris-
tians are,

The Steward sobbed:

“0 fools and

Whose own hard dealings teaches them

suspect

The thoughts of others!
—Merchant of Venice.

What's the difference, anyway, be-
tween a man who is well preserved and
one who is pickled?

" Tireedom of the will is a doctrine that

-

The Monday After"

BY OLIVER EVERETT.

I was once superintending the con-
struction of a small building, when one
Monday morning on my way there, I en-
countered one of the best mechanics
leaving the premises, with his tools
-wrapped up. His only failing was an
occasional “spree,” and I knew that did
not count with his employer, so I asked
him why he quit:

“I won't work under such an igno-
ramus as that foreman,” he answered,
“he has no sense.”

As I knew the foreman was compe-
tent, I inquired what was the trouble.

“Trouble. That blankety blank ass
wanted to send me onto the roof ‘o

work; and the first thing on Monday

morning, why its all I can do on a Mon-

day morning to keep from fallmg off
the earth.”

BY E. C. WILLIAMS.

“Say, father, I dreamed I was dead
last night, and when 1 got up to St.
Peter, he told me I would have to go
back and take a piece of chalk and

mark each round of the ladder for each

bad thing that 1+ had done. So I started
at the bottom and began marking as I
climbed. Well, I got about half way up
and who do you think I saw coming
down?”

“Why, son, b don't know.”

“It was you, dad.”

“What was I coming down “for?”

“For more ehalk.”

A Difference in Color Only

BY E. MAXEY.

1 once wvited a poor wage-worker
to attend a Socialist lecture.

He dechined, and began to denounce
Socialism. .

“Now, I work for a livingy ' Under
Socialism how would 1 get a job, who
would hire me I should like to know?”

This reminds me of an old negro of
Kentucky in the days of chattel slav-
€ry.

His master owned a plantauon and -

some thirty slaves that toiled on the

master’s farm and raised corn, cotton,

tobacco, supplied the master and family
not only with the necessities and lux-
uries of life, but « great deal more.

Hearing of the rich land in the west
which Uncle Sam was selling so cheaply
to those fortunate sons with money
earned in the sweat oi others’ faces he
decided to  invest. Accordingly he
bought 400 acres of good farm and
timber land in Missouri.

* He had an old trusty w©sgro naraed
. Eben whom he sent out v.here to fence

the land.

While engaged at t!ns h&k a_ “med-
dlesome” white man came a!ons and
thought to try the loyalty of the
slave to his master. “Hello, Eben,” he

You are a long ‘ways from yom' bom,

and he could never catch you.” -
The old darkey lnoked up from hit

work witli astonishinert and reproach.
“Run off and leave massyl My massy

who giv me my r.h’ae. my bread and

' bxu for car No. 53222

for ‘the missing bill. He locked on fiis

ol 1

said, “why don’t rvi break for liberty?

_about the smgmg of my two
ters?”

meat and my cabm? No sali, you don't;_.j
know dis darkey.”

“Go long mistah, where would I get
my libben? Who would keep me? Say
mistah, who would keep poor old Unde'
Eben?”- i

Couldw't Fool Him

.BY DANIEL SNIDER.

Down in the southern part of West
Virginia lived a physician who wus
very tall and emaciated. He was also
very fond of piaying practical jokes.
The doctor wanted to play a joke on a
boy that had been selling him fruit and
doing odd jobs for him, so one day he
placed the skeleton of a man in his
room so that the boy would see it; and =
then hid himself behind the door o ‘_';‘
watch the effect. A

Johnny came along as usual and -
opened the doctor’s door. But when he
spied the skeleton, he suddenly vanished
at breakneck speed and for ‘several
days avoided the office. ,

One day as the boy was passing on

b

* the other side of the street, with sus-’

picious glances at the doctor’s window, =
he leaned out and called to the baym
come up. e
“Aw, you can’t fool me with your
false face on, Johnny shouted in re-
fusal.
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BY BERT WILLARD, 2ol
“One bill short here,” said the Fr
Conductor to the new Yard Clak,

theteunohmf

Conductor as he ¥
fo. : &
The new Yard Clerk begamuzrchi&

desk and under it; through all the d
er- and pigeon holes; through n
old forms, that had not been touched
for years; he looked in all the corners,
behind the cabinets and under the stov
and was standing dejectedly what
Condnciorwnebad:. feit
“I guess its gone,” said the
with visions of being cumed.

“I wondet wﬁat the teidler
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The Utility of Social Organisation.

From “The Ewolution of Perscnality”
BY EDWARD HOWARD GRIGGS.
~ Each step in' the progress of organic
life is a new advance in the control
- of its environment by the organism. A
“better adaptation is always a freer
‘and more active use of surrouncing
conditions. The successive development
of digestive system, muscular structure
and nervous organi-ation, ending in the

are the most pow-
the most refined, of
which the masterful

s expressed. The control
forces in any civilized society
rehensive and universal that
or granted, and are not
t except in some unnsual

what miracles we accept
tine of eur daily lives, with
our power that makes us even
indeed they are miracles.
all the material equipment of
life is accessible in every center of civi-
lization. We can pass rapidly and easily
: place, and the events of
all are told to us on the day
#u which they occur. The continents are
bound together by cables under the sea,
the iron fingers of the railway clasp

the lands in one, the lace-work ol wires
-stretches across prairie and mountain,
resting on the poles planted everywhere
as the universal crucifix of science.
Civilized man, by setting up social
organization on a new portion of the
earth’s surface, is able in a large meas-
ure to determiné the character of his
environment, and to bring to his ‘home
the production, not only material, but
aesthetic and intellectual, of all the ages
of human life. The extension of ex-
perience through the heritage of culture
makes it possible to extend the relations
of the personality in time as well as in’
space, and thus to share the thought of -
those who lived long ago, and by par-
ticipating in the ideals of humanity even
m 3 measure to auticipate the unborn
future that is to be.
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Finnegan laid down tne evening pa-
per with its usual long list of railroad
fatalities and coal mine accidents and
s!:oved the box of cheroots across the
cigar case fo the station agent and
dropped the dime in the cash box.

“It seems to me,” said Finnegan,
"‘thb all the inventive genius there is
in the world that the most of these
mlrom.i and coal mine accidents could
b? avoided. Why, a fellow can’t hardly
pick up a daily paper any more with-
out fmding it full of news items about
some railroad man getting his arm cut -
off, foot crushed or of some miuer
getting his back broke or smothercd
by tga;' or something, there certainly
must be some way to s -
515 B y top such whole

“Sure there is,” retorted the station
agent as he bit ofi the end of a cheroot
and struck a match on the heel of his
sh?e, “when -the men who run the
railroads, dig all the coal and do all
the other work, get wise to the power
they possess and learn how to use it,
tl‘xere w.on’t be any trouble about stop-
ping this daily grinding up of work-
ingmen’s h\ves into profits to keep in
luxury tl‘iose who do no work.*

: “Mean‘mg of course,” laughingly re-
;::tcd Finnegan, “that Socialism will do
“Great head you've got, Finn, v
guessed it the first time,” said the Stac

tion Agent ‘with a smile.

: “Let me ask you a question,” he cca-
tmuct(l’, b“that railroad over there is
owned by a lot of Eastern capitali
why do they own it ?” e

“Why to make money out of it, o
course.” '

“Yes, they own it to make dividends.
In the matter of hauling freight and

- 8
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Rhymes of the Revolution

Being poems incarnating the :;;l’:idt‘al

revolt in things temporal ar .

4 .spiritual. Selected and-* _]
annoted by} e

FRANK STUHLMAN

Norte—In the vanguard of the forces striving for ¢ = w
there is mo more notable figare than Chares Edward 7 «...u.
and unswerving he has commauded the attention of the natio am
curate and fearless investigator of corporate lawlessness. Consn.dermg. the
enormous amount of research involved, the quantity and quality of his published
work is astonishiig. Not only a constant stream of articles on'sqczcl an:f eco-
nomic conditions appear in the periodicals; but he has found time to write an
illuininating life of “that marvelous boy,” “Chatterton,” the poet, a “Life of
Charlemagne,” a “Life of Wendell Zhillips” and a volume of poems.

The following verses arc a selection from a poem published in his “songs
of Democracy.” Says B. O. Flower: “Excepting Edwin Markham, the cause of

Able, vigorous
n as a most ac-

veiter system .

made a strenuous campaign with most

Still have your fling, my masters
Press on your pleasant way,
Heed not if high disasters
May skirt some other day;
You are of the annointed
And we but things appointed
To serve your sovereign will—
To serve and offer from our need
The largess due from need to greed,
Dear lords be blithesome still.

Debauch, debase, bemire;
Load the altars w!th loathsome dust;

Quench the old sacred fire,
Give over to greed and lust,
Freedom: with things forgotten
Faith with things rank and rotten,
Justice halting and cold, .

No need have ye for fear or shame

As with your hirelings you acclaim

Always the lordihlp of gold.

democracy has no stronger, clearer or truer singer t
My. Russell was the Socialist candidate for governor of New

A Little Song?o—r—‘.‘ﬂe System’’

BY CHARLES EDWARD RUSSELL.

han Charles Edward Russell.”
Yerk and

satisfactory results.

Rot out the heart of the nation,
Control its courts and- camps,
Thrust into the highest station
Your smug smooth thieves and scamps
We know, we hope, our duty,
Wwe sodden things and sooty;
Take all and do not spare.
What faunit, O lords, have we to find,
We serfs that bear the baser mind?
Thieve on! we do not care.

But the time will come, O rulers,
O lords in fine array,
When we shall fool the foolers,
And turn the pleasant play;
When Force and Fraud will avall not
And the awakened man will quail not
But smite his bond in twain.
What shall you say if he but ask
The reckoning for his long sore task,
And his stolen hours again?

carrying passengers, they give just as

.good service as they must and no more;

in the matter of providing safety ap-
pliances and protecting the lives of
those who operate it, the owners of that

railroad over there and every other rail-

road, with the courts under their con-
trol and the daily press ready to do
their bidding, have discovered that
nothing is so cheap as human life. Itis
a lot cheaper for them to kill off a few
brakemen every day and pay their wid-
ows a few dollars than it is for them
to go to the expense of equipping their
railroad in a way that would practic-
ally eliminate all danger to the life
and limbs of their employes as well
as passengers. OQOur insurgent friends
insist that the railroads must be run
for the benefit of the people, but they
can’t see that they must be run in the
interest of those who own them—if a

few people own them, they must be run-
for the benefit of those few; if all the
people own them, they must and will
be run for the benefit of all the people.
And there you have it. That’s all there
is to it. 5
“Well,” replied Finncgan, “It cer-
tainly looks as though you were” right
about it, but it’s not just clear to me

yet how we are going to get the thing
done.”

“That’s easy,” laughed the  Station
- Agent, “put Socialists in power, as they
have done in Milwaukee, and they will
show how it is done by doing it, and
there won't be any fuss about it, no
bloody revolution and no panic—it will
slide along as easy as a bob-sled going
down hill.”

I:'innegan just smiled and turned to
wait on a customer.

N——

. Labor—*“1 made that doughnut, give it back ¢ . »
Oopital—*You. used iy tools to maks %
Labor—“I made the tools also, give me \hack my doughnut.” )

Capital—*You ar
behave® re en agitator,

now behave or I'll call out the army and make you

Labor—"It's my army, 1 feed and clothe it.”
Capital—'You fed and clothe it alright, but I own it

Labor—“Well-er-I-er—if you get the dou ghnut what do i gét?”

Capital—“You get what you always

got, .the HOLR.”

o
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