A le Sermon for the Season

HE glorious Christmas season is
[l again upon us, brightest time of all
the year.

Now the sales-girl in the depart-
‘ment store stands upon her feet
fourteen hours a day, sustained by
the knowledge that she is helping her
employer to pile up his profits and in-
d\‘/) spired thereby to endure until she

faints, Now the letter carrier goes
along the street bowed beneath a load of presents
that nobody wants. Now the express drivers work
day and night delivering packages. Now in the
stores you can duily see the maddest scenes upon
this earth as the armies of frantic shoppers charge
upon the bargain counters. Now the cars and sub-
urban trains are horrible places because of the
women with their arms full of things they have
bought in the feverish hope that they are doing
their duty in the service of some god of misrule.

I wonder what Christmas is nkL in Bedlam. It
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must be a quiet, peaceful, rational sort of thing, so -

tame, I suppose, that none of the sane people of
the world would enjoy it for a moment.

Take the racking, harassing perplexity as you
wonder whether the thing you have bought for your
sister-in-law is any less stupid and meaningless than
the thing she las probably bought for you; take
the maddening speculation as to whether you have
overlooked anybody that will not be kind enough
to overlook vou; take the long lunatic forays
through the aisles of stores packed with suffering
humanity ; take theshand-to-hand struggles to find
any Christian thing that you can give to anybody
without bankrupting ) yourself ; take the mental and
moral disgust with the whole insane thing that must
arise in every normal mind ; and above all, take the
huge economic waste involved and nothmg seems
so strange as that under the c3 <isting system of
society we should speak of “Merry Christmas.”

It is so merry that the whole gang of us heaves
a prodigious sigh of relief when it is over ; so bounc-
ingly merry that the knowledge of its coming dark-
ens all the rest of the year.

Yes, it is a splendid institution—particularly for
the sales-girl and her kind. They sometimes get
enough out of it to buy salve for their aching feet.

You can think of a kind. of Christmas cbservance
that would be without these horrors. You can think
of one, for instance, from which all sordid thoughts

. would be banished and no one would think of gain
or advantage upon such zu occasion. You can think
of-one in which the working population would not
be overdriven to provide addiuional and needless
pleasures for the rich. And you can think of one
in which an idea of value and inportance to the
race should be celebrated in a manner becoming
rational men and women.

But you cannot think of any of these things as
coming to be under the existing system of society.

Anv more than you can think of wholesome con-
ditions of work or of the abolition of child labor
or of a just division of the products of industry so
long as the present system endures.

The crowning curse of the present system is that
it practically denies to men the blessing and privi-
lege of service. It puts all things upon the one

: debased leve! of personal ad-
Crowning Curse of vantage and smears the holiest
Present s’m of offices with greasy specula-
- tions as to the returns there-
iyrom. It nurtures in men ev ery low instinct and sup-
presses and distorts the true human nature, which

1s in itself divine.

It makes for every life the motto of a Tanunany
politician, “What is there in this for me?

It takes away the supremest of all joys, which is
the joy of service freely given.

It creates under whatsoever creed or form or
name or ceremonial .one and the same religion of
selfishness of which the inevitable trinity is greed,
crielty and hypocrisy, and of which the worslup is
essentiaglly fraud.

It makes of the most beautiful moral codes a
mere Sham and a pretense and transforms the
teachings of Christ into excuses for pillage and
savagery.

In the light of the knowledge of the world as it
really is the modern celebration of Christmas i3
the most horrible mockery and sacrilege conceivable
by the human mind.

All this mad struggle and scramble to pile more
upon those that already have much, to heap super-
fluous wealth upon those already burdened with
superfluity, to feast and stuff, and be drunken with
wealth, we fortunate few, in the midst of a world
filled with misery, insufficiency and preventable pain
—how ‘monstrous all this seem. ! While we feast,
the majority of the men, women and chiidren upon

this earth live in conditions unfit for human beings

and have probably never once known what it is to
have enough to eat.
- Hang that on your Christmas trees and engrave
_it upon your Christmas prescnts and see how merry
- it will make you feel. You sit at your meat this
day, abundantly provided for, complacent and com-
- fortable, Itxsnmrmandbnghtmyourdmmg
room theplumpuddmgcom&msteamng And
comes and presses a face
tbewmdawpane How happy tha:makesyou feel!
é’And yet the happy group a:ound your dinner table
ts the small mmon:{eof the children of

uﬂhandthegmntfaee wmdourepresents
majority. ;
Inaworldmppﬁedh.n&:xth gmdﬂlephynul
mmnngmmt
udwelfareoftheraee. : ‘
Ckristmas ? Well,notaolanguthatiace
The laugh sounds hollow

aat&ewmdowpme.

and the mirth is assumed so long as that shadow

is there,

What then? One of two things, my brcthren.'

Call the police and have it chased away with the !

)
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knowledge that more and more it will come back ©
until it haunts every moment of life, or open the
door and bid it come in and be no more miserable, -
but happy like the rest of us.

Which shall it be? For there is nothing between,
and the first i1s Social Reform, so-called, and the
other is Socialism.

And if. you believe in Jesus Christ, one other
question on this the festival in %is honor.

Which do you think he would have nreferred?

where he summoned a policeman.

The sixty days of grace allowed to
are slipping away. The time left for efiective pro-
test against the hideous outrage of his punishment

is short. Every friend of jus-

The Time for Pro- tice and of the integrity of our
Let ¢

courts should lose no time.
it be clearly shown that these
things cannot be carried through

test Grows Short

in our country without the emphatic protest of ail

genuine Americans.

Mr. Warren is to be punished to gratify the per-
sonal malice of Theodore Roosevelt. That is the
exact situation. If Roosevelt had not been deter-
mined that Moyer, Haywood and Pettibone should
hang, Fred Warren would be today as free as the
freest man ir the country.

The one issue, therefore, is whether a man that
happens to be president of the United States is to
ase his high office to gratify his spite against one
that has become personally obnoxious to hiny.

In times gone by, the liberty of the individual
agair<t the oppression of the sovereign power has
been repeatedly the occasion of the uprising of the
people. That liberty, we have supposed, was se-
cured and well-defined. Roosevelt undertook to
ride over it. A united protest is needed to siiow
that we do not purpose to surrender rights that
have been so dearly won.

To see how absolutely true is the foregoing state-
ment of, the case we need only to refer to its sim-
plest facts.

The charge on which Warren was indicted was
that he had sent through the mails matter that
defamed the charucter of-former Governor Tayler.

Governor Taylor never complained of this mat-
ter. The only complainant was the United States
government at the instigation of Theodore Roose-
velt.

Matter much more defamatory of Governor Tay-
lor had been sent through the mails by other per-
sons and none of them has ever béen prosecuted.

It was most obviously and patently not War-
ren's purpose to defame the character of Governor
Taylor nor to say anything abeut it, but to call at-
tention to what had been done in the cuse of Moyer,
Haywood and Pettibone and to learn if what the
supreme court declared to be legal in their case
would be legal in another case where the man in-
volved was not a member of a labor union and was
not being hounded by rich union haters.

If you know of anyone that has any doubts about
the Warren case let hxm study over these facu and
then get his honest opinion of them.

Also discover if he believes in allowing the courts
to be torned inte engines of personal spite by the
officers of this government.

Also what in his judgment will be the security
of any critic of the administration if this precedent
be once established ?

* * %

By no possibility could there be a plainer case.
All through Mr. Roosevelt’s administration it was
evidently his idea that the president of the United
States was a kind of czar to

Government by | 1ice will ait other departments
Presidential of government must bow and
Ukase whose decree must be obeyed by

the courts. While the “Warren
pro:cctmon is the most cunsp:cuou: it is not the
only instance of his autocratic and insolent inter-
ference with the course of justice. If we are wil-
ling to have an order from the president supercede
laws and trials, there will be no surer way to that
end than to allow Mr. Roosevelt’s-vengeance to be
executed upon Fred Warrcn without our most ear-
nest protcst.

Some of us have from time to ‘ime asserted that
no other people in the world wouid endure a tithe
of what the Americans patiently accept from the

corporations that oppress them.
Violent and ‘Occasionally this statement

Deplorable, but calls forth expressions of in-
Remedial credulity, sometimes hot de-

nials and sometimes the power-
ful and effective refwtation that the person making

“ it is a muck-raker and a liar.

I observe that the other day the street railroad
company in Toronto undertook to introduce one of
the money-gouging devices that exist to the annoy-

“ance of almost all the principal cities of the United

States and the "Toronto people rioted and threw the
cars-into the street.

Heaven forbid that I should seem to excuse ript-
ing, but there is the fact. The Toronto peoplc ~e-
sorted to violence rather than endure something
that a hundred American communities have long

endured in silence.’
About three years ago the great Traction Trust
swindle in New York blew up and to save the
the receivers abolished transfers.
Todothutheymh&edba.hlamandeourtor-
ders, but they did it anyway.
maboﬁhonofthemfusmthepeopleof

Co D B New York City $25,000 a day in additional fares
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. anid practically all of th® tribute came from the
. pockets of the working class.

In the city of Paris there is a system of “corre-
¢ spondences” or transfers from one omnibus line to
another covering the greater part of the municipal
region.

As in New York these transfers are used almost
4 exclusively by the working people.

What da vou think would happen in Paris if the
" ominibus  companies should undertake to abolish
. those transters—either to pay-the interest on wa-
tered bonds grabbed off by the fortunate insiders
or for any other purpose?

The next day relic hunters would be searching
the gutters for fragments of the omnibuses.

It would be: a violent and deplorable remedy. But
it would work, and the transfers would be restored
the working class would not be robbed in ex-
at least.

it would be violent and deplorable. But
g spcuking I do not know that it would be
v more violent than the process by which the
iders looted the New York traction gvstem and
1 the wreck as a burden upon the working classes.

WHITELAW REID,
I;.u ader to Great DBritain,
ivering there a culd
Liucoln.

I do not know anvbody outside of the
knee pants brigade that cares a hoot for

Vhitelaw Reid’s opinion of Lincoln, but
1 would give a lot for a concise and adequate char-
acterization of Whitelaw Reid by a mind hike Lin-
Coin s,

American Ain-
ha\ been de-
on  Abraham»
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Mr. George W. Perkins has retired from the
firm of J. P. Morgan & Co. and the dispatciies that
convey these momentous tidings assure us further

that Mr. Perkins intends to de-
Welcome to

vate his time henceforth to

-the Vaudeville “solving the difficulties that er-
St 15t between captial and labor.”
age .Welcrane to the national vau-
deville stage, George. It is a great turn that vou
will do. This profit-sharing stunt of yours is great;
it fetches them every time in Yaphook and Baiting
Hollow. You just keep on telling them how vou
solved “the difficulties between L.qut.d and labor”

by introducing profit-sharing in the Stee! Trust and
the Hdr\uur and there isn't a social re-
former in the Podunk district that will not cheer
to ti.e echo. Of course vou need not tell them how
you succeeded so well i “soving the difficulties”
that half of the Steel Trust employes are now out
of work and threatened with starvation. And vou
need not tell how many hours the men work that

Trust

“Shive managcd ta retain theic jobs. - Ang -you need- -

not tell about conditions in the Steel Trust towns.
And vou need not tell about the trick' by which
Stee! Trust employes were induced to buy steel
common at 48 and were shaken out at 26, nor how
much money the mnsiders made by this process. Al
you need do, George, my son, is to stick to your
nice little monologue about profit-sharing and in-
dustrial democracy and Lyman Abbott will cackle
loud enough to lead the applause every time.

Yes, welcome to the stage, George. You'll be a
bang-up performer, if you steer clear of the life
msurance companies’ campaign subscriptions and
what you know about Morgan & Co. and the Milk
Trust and the babies it kills and a few things like
that. Between you and your profit-sharing fake on
one side of the street and August Belmost with his
Civie Federation fake on the other this promises to
be a good scason—for gabies.

T S a2 2P

Y the way, if Fred Warren goes to prison
I how would it do for someone to discover
i who opened Senator Tillman's mail and

why, how the Secret Service detectives
i were employed in investigating the pri-
vate lives of obnoxious senators and
8] congressmen and the inside history of
the Burton case All of these incidents might fur-
nish interesting reading matter if Warren is to be
punished for trying to vindicate the rights guaran
teed by the constitution.

* % %

We are by instinci and training a people much
given to scientific thinking about our affairs; we
take naturally to political economy and don't hardly
do a thing to it. Here, for in-

The Corner stance, is Prof. James Wilson,
Grocer Did Secretary of Agriculture, and
k All he lias been thinking about this

increase in the cost of living

until he has found out all about it. So now he has
told us and we can all know the heart of the mys-
tery and think just as he thinks.

What makes the cost of living high, the professor
discovers, is the middleman ; the corner grocer, you
know; the butcher, the storc—kt.eper, retail mer-
chant and the rest of that vile crew. They pile on
the prices and take all the profits, hang them. It
isn’t the farmer; on the other hand it isn't the rail-
road company, nor iae trust nor the banks nor Mr.
Mborgan, nor his cspress companies. What does
all the harm is the corner grocer. He is such an
insatiable cormorant that he makes everything dear.
He may not have noticed this and you may not
have noticed it, but it is a fact Prof. Wilson says
50, and you can wager the professor knows. Every-
.time. ese wretched middlemen ave raking off the
big money. Of course they ar: concealing it—hid-
ing it in their cellars, I suppose, or burying it in

their back yards, but they have xt, nevertheless.

They are so deceitful that they can’t tell the truth
about their wealth. As a matter of fact, every
corner gricer is a millionaire. He pretends to be
poor, but he is a millionaire. When he tells you

that he has a hard time to get along and that the
“trust and the “chain” storeandthenailorderhouu-
zredrivmghimoutoibunneu is fooling you.
But he can’t fool your uncle, the pfofeuor. Not

-
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" this strange, incongrucus and irrational

Price 5 Cents $1.00 a Year

once. The professor sees through all these little
tricks, He knows perfectly well that the grocery-
man is hoarding vast wealth and adding to it—by
mtna\mg the cost of living.

Good for the profesor! As I said before you
can't fggl a grand thinker such as he is. Other
persons have imagined that the over-capitalization
of the railroads and corporations, the development
of the trusts and the increase in the gold supply
have had something to do with the increased cost
of lving. " Prof. Wilson has looked into all these
vain imaginings and now sweeps them away. To
his powerful mind they are but bosh. He knows
what is the matter with us. Tt is that vile middle- *
man, pushing up the prices of everything and get-:
ting enurmously rich at our expense. That is what
is the matter,

And now what are we going to do about it?

Again the giant-minded Wilson proves himself
the man of the hour. He has his remedy all ready.

Abolish the middleman! Down with the corner
grevery ! Down with the abominable retailer, now
iattening upon the hearts and gizzards of the peo-
;,!(f Away with the whole detestable crew! Let
the consumer buy directly from the producer and
thus outwit these diabolical and piratica] grocers)

That is the ;v.mumr s idea of a remedy. It seems
so sinple that you almost wonder no one  has
thought of it be Inrc but you must remember that
the grandest discoveries are always the simplest
when you ¢ome to look at them.

- Let us proceed at onc» to put this noble device
mnto practice and bring to naught the devilish wiles
of the middlemen, already laughing' at their vic-
tims, while they despoil us, Bt let us remember
that he laughs best that laughs last. It is now our
turn,  Observe how easily under the professor’s
guidance we shall put these villains to rout. Do
you, poor victim of your groces’s tyranny, desire
a sack of flour? Go to the mill and get it. Do
you wish five pounds of sugar? The refinery is
just across Fast River in Brooklyn, Do you wish
a roll of butter? Hike out for the dairy; it is only
five miles up the road. Do you wish a side of ba-
con? Walk down to the packing house; the fresh
air and balmy odors will do you good. So will the
packipg house. Do vou want some oil? There’s

.

the tank down by the ratiroad station. Soap? Get
it at the factory. Pctatoes? Take your trusty
basket on your arm and walk out to Farmer Jones’.
A ten-mile walk is just the thing for the sedentary.
Buy of the producer. That's the idea. Buy of
the producer and watch the price of pork chops
slide down. It's a wonderful discovery, Prof, Wil-
son. We are all pretty good thinkers when it comes ,
to subjects of this kind, but not up to you.” Truly
you are the hot stuff,
aré now told by the Associated Press,
m that veritable guide to current events,
hov President Taft has had prepared
L\ /X\JI\/{ and someone has mtroduced in the sen- =
i ate a bill that it is believed will settle
g Weabll the railroad problem.
5\” ] It prohibits all railroad  companies
from holding stock in competin
I do not wonder that Mr. %‘aft pins his faith
to this mezsure »s the final settlement of the whole
troublesome guestion.  Knowing something about
the capitalists of his faith I am only surprised that -
he does not regard it as the settlement of evexy
other problem. Why stop at railroads!
Some persens might possibly point out that as
there are now no competing railroad lines, the scope
of the act might be a little difficult to define, but:
that trifling obstacle will not chill the :
faith of Mr. Taft. Neither will the other fact that
no maiter how much yon may prohibit combines
from owning railvoad stock vou cannot prohibit
Mr. Morgan from owning as much as he pleases.
Nor Mr. Hill; nor Mr. Hawley; nor Mr. Rocke-
feller. Nor can you prevent these gentlemen from
getting together and fixing .up rates and \ssunw
securities upon which the public must pay the in-
terest. Tt might still further be suggested that it
is this cwnership and these arrangements and not
the investments probibited by this law that make
the tronble. But these considerations are not im-
portant.” The glorious .fact is that we are now
to have another dose of regulative medication for
our economic ills and of course that is good news
for all of us. If there is anything we really need
in view of the record of the last few years, it is.
a little more regulation. ]
JOTHING so pathetic has been
§ in years as the fidelity of the :
J mind to its toy peerage. Inthenﬁtht
f} of the forward wave that is sw
around the world British toryism 3
American conservatism stand as tvo-»
4 rocks. The British are far worse than
we are. They have tie chance to get rid of one of
the absurd fantastic medieval burdens they are car-
rying and an actual majority of them cling to the
load with touching and doddering loyalty. Itnh;
believe, that Woodrow Wilson points us as to a
model fo our own conduct. No wondu Mr. Wil-
son is the Interests’ favorite candidate for Presi-

dent. A man that can see good in retrogression is
‘just the man for them. How would it do to cease

for 2 time from some of the yawp about the
old Anglo-Saxun race? At e M
back in the The ]

years, at the aentrate,thegnndoﬂ
Saxon race have to take lam in
from nati

There is alwcys cine thmg ev?ium
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long enough to read and ponder well
a fine passage from Sir Michael
Foster's History of Physiclogy. We
shall fose no time thereby, bat gather
a deeper impression of the importance
. of our task. Foster writes: i

" *“What we are is part only of our

" own making; the greater part of our” | than
come down {0 us from the}

selves has cor
past. What we know and what we
~ think is not a new fountain gushing
‘fresh from the barren rock of the
“unknown at the stroke of the rod of
“our own intellect.

fed bv the far-off rivulets of long
ago. As what we think and say today
will mingle with and shape the
thoughts of men in years to come, so
~in the opinions and views which we
~are proud to hold today we may. by
looking back, trace the influence of

rising to the sur.
lost in the
eventually swims trinmphant
the flood, we may perhaps the bet-
learn to apraise our present
knowledge, and the more rightly
judge which of the thoughts of to-
on the direct line of progress,
g the truth of yesterday on
to that of tomorrow, and which is 2
mere fragment of the heur, floatins
conspicous on the surface now, but
destined soon to sink, and later to
‘be wholly forgot™

We have already listened “to the
1] opinicns of several lexmmed
men on the merits of Greek think-
irg. We shall now hear from 2 van
whose voilee always commands  at-
among men of science—- Pro-
fessor Huxlew:

“It may be doubted.” says ITuxley,
“if even-handed justice, as free from
fulsome punegyric as from captious
demreciation, has ever vet Leen dealt
‘out to the sages of antiquity, who for
oight centuries, from the time of
Thales to that of wGalen. toiled ar
the foundations of physical science”

Empedocfes (495-433 B. C) could
hardly be called 2 toiler at the foun-
dations of physical science. With a
marvelons insight, he outhned some
of the -hief parts of the superstrue-
ture. Im three directions he made
t t advances. They are here
stated in the order of their import-
ance:

First: Just as Herzclitus was the
pioneer of the general idea of evaln-
tiou so did Empedocles forecast mod-
ern ideas as to the factors of evolu-
tion I the organic world Adaptation
to environment and the struggle fov
existence with the resulting sarvival
of the bBest adapted forms is aslmost
2 complete stitement of Darwin's
“natnral sefection.”  What his theory
means is that nature has by this pro-

i
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Greek thought, we may well pause

Lest an extravagant value be placed
on his views we quote the cautious
estimate’ of that beiliant pipil and
close friend of Huxley, Professor Os
born: | : 5 ;
' “Empedocles,” says Osborn, in his
valuable book, From the Greeks fo
Darwin, “was an evolutionis; only i
50 far as he taught the gradual sub-
stitution of the less by the more per-
fect forms of fife. He had a dim ad-
umbration of the truth. There is no
glimmering of slow development
through the successive modification
of lower forms into higher forms. His
beings which were incapable’ of
feeding, reproducing, or  defending
themselves, were all produced spon-
taneously, or directly from the earth.
He thus simply modified the abio-
genetic hypothesis (spontaneovs gen-
eration theory!, and, by happy con-
jecture, gave his theory a semblance
of modern evolution, with four sparks
of truth—first, that the development
of life was a gradual process: seconds
that plants were evolved before ani-
mals; third, that the imperfect forms
were gradually replaced (mot suc-
ceded), by perfect forms: fourth, that
the natural cause of the production
of perfect forms was the extinction
of the imperfect”™

Happy conjectures, indeed, and
most of them destined. in Foster's
“to swim triumphant on

language. ?
i the flood”™ of time Especially happy
when we consider that they were

given to the vorid twenty-four h?u~
dred vears ago. That the opening
sentences of the above are not to be
{ considered  as discrediting Empedo-
cles” ewvalutionary™ claims we auote
another passage from the same book
two ages earlier:

“Empedocles took a great stride
beyond his predecessors, and may be
justly called the father of the evoin-
“an idea™

Secondly: Empedocles anticipated
Helmbeltz and Mayer as to the in-
destructibility of matter. He says:

s “Fools !
Who think sught can Degin to be whic
formeriy was not.
Or, thar aught which s, can perish and
utterly decay
Another truth [ nor unfold: no naturst
Is there of mortal talngs, nor desth's de-
stroction

final,
Ww'l:'chnb:::km-dnan
Which are cailed & hirth and death by izme-
rant mortain"™

Thirdly: Empedocies was the first
synthetic philosopher. Thales had
held the primal stuff tc be water. An™
aximenes found the canse of all
things m awr. Heraclitas looked to
i fre. Empedocies sought to combine
all these ideas and derived the uni-
verse from four roots; Fire, air
earth and water.
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The Red Wins {rights. The resalt was “onconstitn-
i tional™
By A. H. Fioaten, State Sec. I In anticipation of this the state

The location wiere the most active
propaganda has been made s un-
doubtedly Denver. We never had

more than fve branches m Denver!
focal untd within less than a year. |

when we undertook the ward branch
organization. Now

wards of the city we have thirteen|

Amecrican branches (English speak-

mg) and thres foreign.

Membership in the state averages
an increase over last year of 79, but
it averages a shortage of 111 as com-
pared to the year 1908 The average
this year is 766,

We are using 2500 copies monthiy
of Appesl to Reason m Denver, and
in the campaign in the state we used
considerable of the literature puk
lished by the natioral office. The
state used 18000 The Neot Step, Den-
ver city used 10000 and Boulder
county used 10,000 of same in the
campaign. :

During our political <ampzign we
expeeted some assistance from the
state of Colorado. The las* legisla-
ture passed a law providing that the
state treasurer should pay to each po-
litical party a sum equal to twenty-
five cents for each vote the candidate
~ for governor received the previous
election, and that each candidate
should not contribute more than one-
fourth of a year's salary for cam-
paign, and no individual nor corpora-
tion should contribute anything.

“The present democratic administra-
tion is dfraid of the Socialisis, and
they know we are poor. They also
know that the old parties can get
campaign funds if the law allows
them to, so they took the law to the
mﬁoe (czar) court, for the purpose
of having that august bureaucracy say
that the rep:‘sentatives elected by
the votes of the people have no right
to pass any law that interferes with
the ruling class’ interests and vested

in - the sixizen|

i executive committee on Oc<tober 2d,
i made an order that the atate secretary
{should rat contract a dete 10 excewd
753 for campaign purposes. [ said
iwell, [ kelped two years ugo to mna
| speciai tram over the nation without
{having any momney to start om, and
I believe I can run this state cam-
paign on nearly that principie. So [
started the campaign roulette wheel
and bet on the red We had two
yreachers and one ex-preacher on our
ticket as candidates. 1 had made up
my mind to engage no speaker ex-
cept candidates on our ticket

The first one I started was a
preacher. 1 said to lum: “I have
started the wheel and | am betting
on the red. If you tarn uo the black
color I will start another and double
my first beér; if it turns black also |
will double both bets and start an-
other out, If vor dor't understand
my terms of expressirg this you ask
my brother when you 5+ to Telluride
and he will tell yoo » at I mean by
betting on the colsr and the ailvan-
tage of doubling the bet if vou lose.”

When this preacher got to a jyood
mining camp and took up 2 collection
of $21 for ‘wo nights he wrote back
on -his report card, “The red wins”
Then 1 staiced one more preacher,
cne ex-prescher, one woman and vae
lawyer ly profesion, but a beckeeper
by practice—making five in all and
all candida'e on our ticket. They
traveled =caily 7,000 miles, delivered
over eigh'y speeches and after pay-
ing thir small wages, the railroad
fare, et., there was a total expense
to the state office of forty-five cents,
besides the cost of the handbills and
the postaye. It was the most unique
campaign that has ever been pulled
of* in the state, by not engaging any
speakers except the candidates and
winding up the campaign with a debt
of less than $25 out of the $75 limit

workers are especially

-,Whénlsomeﬁmemmlex!ér

jter to the Daily Sociglist about  the

outlook in this state, I received some
“kicks” of pessimism. because T was
too modest to claim a hundred per
cent increase in the vote

1 believe that 1 merely expressed
the fnope that we would pull out
even. My reasons against an increase
were. The Grange, which cooled the
| fervor of the small farmer, the I. W.
W. which demoralized the prole-
tarians and the fake movement gotten
up by our quondam comrade, Dr.
Titus, amongst the union labor ele-
ment. To offset these inroads I fig-
ured on the natural growth of the
sentiment, the principle that makes
the snowhall grow as it roils down
the hill. < £

But one thing was overlooked in
these calculations, and that was the
Milwavkes idea. The distribution of
literature was iust introduced and
there was nothing to go by in esti-
mating its effect. in the past it used
to puzzie me and many wiser heads
why the vote szemed to pay no at-
tention to the organization. Some
of the poorest locals i the state were
commanding the situation in coun-
ties that gave the largest votes.
Many wbo are too stingy to put up
the. quarter for monthly dues fourd a
good excuse in this , phenomenon
claiming it as proof sufficient of the
uselessness if not harmfulnes: of our
mode of organizatios

Satisfied that this hypeeritical sap-
position was groudiess, 1 was forced
to adopt the theory that, seeing that
all sane people who are not hiving by
grait, sre Socialists as soon as they
learn what Socialism means; and see-
ing also that certam reighboarhoods
accidently contained more people
that understood the subject, it natur-
ally followed that in these parts So-
cialism would =ooner reach the last
convertable individual, than in places
where the teachers were fewer, and
that zlongside of this law of matural
growth the feeble attempts of even
the stromges* local amounted to but
hittle.

That I was right in this supposition
has been conclusively proved in this
campaign.  Everett, throughout the
past vear the most compact and ac-
tive local ig the state, has demon-
strated hevefd 2 doubt that well di-
rected, conscious efforts will  dis-
count the law of ratural growtk five
to one. The distribution of leaflets
and papers was introduced some six
months agn. The increase i the vote
of this county is 76 per cent. Skagit,
Chelan and Kitsap counties increased
their votes 33 per cent, 50 per cent
and 30 per cen:, respectively. And
they were the most thoroughly or-
ganized Orzaniz>ten has at  last
redeemed itself by showing its value.

The comrades have heen quick to
respond to the indication and the
movement is continuing to grow at
a tremendous rate. Pierce county has
today probably as thorough an or-
i @arzation as can be found in these
Uniterd States. There are eleven live
locals, represented ia a county com-
mitter that icsues a .oobly bulletin.
that would be an honor to any state.

T huve as yet received no positive
news from half of the counties, but n
the half received we are about 2,600
ahead of the Debs vote. T have ev-
ery reasom 1o believe that this is ali
the gain made, for we lost heavily in
King gownty (Seattle). where the
Titas renegades offset all the work by
the comraders. The demoralizing ¢f-
fect of the hitter struggles in Seattis
will probably neutralize the earnest
work of the comrades for some years
to come, but the fact that our party
gzained, heir herenlean efforts tothe
comtrarv.notwithstanding, will néces.
sarily liave a paralyzing effect on the
traitors, The Eaglish speaking ele-
ment of our party has increased 125
per cent in five months. or from 8350
on July 1st. to 1,500 on December 1st.
We are at least 500 members stronger
than at any previous time of our his-
tory.

Two thousand seven hundred and
cighi dues stamps were sold by the
state office in November. T shall not
feel satisfied with anything short of
4000 at the end of next year, and
shall look for the women, the county
committees and the Milwaukee idea
to accomplish the work.

" The Price

BY PAUL WEST

JF all the numerous great

and small strikés which
took place during the cur-
rent year none seemed to
me more significant and
pathetic than that of the
messenger boys. 1 have
followed it from the be-
- ginning through the no-
tices given in the press and as my in-4
terest grew with its development [
decided to go down to the meeting
halls, mingle with the youngsters and
thus find out their personal concep-
tion of the greviances and the signi-
ficance of the struggle.

“Johnny!™ 1 addressed a boy who
was fourteen, though he looked not
more then eleven or twelve, a boy
young in years, but old in experience
of life's struggle and suffering, a child
‘whose drawfed figure, wrinkled face
and sad eyes told the tale, even be-
fore he spoke, “tell me, Johnny, why
did you go out on strike?”

“Because,” said Johnny, gravely,
looking me over from head to foot.
“becanse they did not treat us right.
Because they often made me run
about for a half day before I could
earn a dime. They tells me, ‘Johany!
2 boy is wanted at Nassaun street,
and 1 runs for eight blocks, but when
1 comes there the big guy in the of-
fice says, ‘Never mind, don’t need you
any more. T goes back to my office,
a »alf an bour spent and nothin’ for
it. Youn see the company don’t pay
us bovs only when they gets money
for it. Because we never knew when
it's~time to eat lunch, ns hovs must
e on hand all the time and eat our
tunch while on the run. T runs, rune
the whole day and when T gets home
in the evening I's too tired to eat”

“And what do you do with your
money, when you make it?* T next
asked of Johnny.

“I gives it to my mother. she's a
widow—works by cigars. T have a
vounger hrother. he goes to school
You see, my clder brother was a
bookkeeper and uster helo my mother
so that T could go to school, but mv
brother he died of stomach trouble, I
have stomach trouble, too. T liked
school, T wanted to study.” and the
tears came into the boy's eyes. “But
when mv brother died T had to go to
work. Tt helos ma to pay the renmt
and buv clotkes for me and my
brother,”

“Does vour ma scold you for heing
a striker?”

“Non. mam. she says that if all the
boys stav ont I ought to <*ay out.
to. T won't be a scab mvself™

“And what does it mean heing a
scab?™

“To take somebady’s hread away”

left Tohnnv and sat down next to
a2 bov who said his name was San
“And how long are you on strike,
Sam?”

“From the first dav.§ aoes out with
the first batch.,”™ he informed me
proadly,

“And why do you strike®”

“Becanse they don't treat us boys
right—a cent and a half 2 message. T
runs fourteen hours every day and
makes three and half dollars a2 week.
Then the company takes off a half a
dollar for mv unifcrm. T don’t need
deir old uwniform—my mother buys
me a pair of knee pants for a quarter,
a jumper for fifteen cents and in the
winter a sweater for a dollar, this is
enough to last me for six months.
My mother can't afford to spend half
a dollar a week on my uniforin; she
need the money for sometin’ eise I'm
sare

“And for what does she need it?”

“For so many, many things. My
father is a cloak maker. you sce; be-
fore the strike he made eleven Joui-
lars a week, then when he struck for
six weeks and now 7e makes sixteen:
%ut 1 have four lit*ie brothers, an’ we
haa to borrow money while pa was
strikin’; but my father he savs that
he's a onion man and [ Yot to be one
too,”

“Then, how does your mother man-
age now that you are on strike?”

“Oh, my mother, she's uster trouble.
I don't ask no money from her; T
comes down here and gets some cof-
fee an’ sandwiches: then T goes out
for a little while to sell the Coll and
makes a few cents. Sav, that Call is
the only paper that telis abont the
strike. Them other guy. wei's ~ay
a word. Dere is a kid that went back
on us, but we pulled him out after
all” and Sam pointed to a neatly
dressed, well fed boy near by.

I left him and made my way to
the other chap. His name was Syl-
vester. He declared from the very
first that his father was an importer,
that he did not have to work if he did
not want to.

“The boys tell me yoty w
on them; what made youx

“Because I saw no fun in striking.
Bnut, then, T felt ashamed when they
called me scab and jeered at me. And
1 did not need the money so I stopped
again. I've fifty dollars in the bank
and my brother is an accountant in a
big office.” 2

“And what does your father say to
your being a striker?”

“He don’t know,” assured me Syl-
vester. “He don't care what I do—
he's too busy.” A

“Will yon go back on the boys

again?” : i
“Not on your life—~they'll lick me
if Tdp” o
Here my attention was attracted to
a boy whose face was hlack and blue.

one of his eyes closed and swollen. T
saw him follow their le:. der. Hoffman.

ent back

it2”

i from olace to place shuffling in his

o Tes """'Itom shoes sfter him.  An old ragged

sweater and 2 pair of patched knee.

By Theresa Matkiel

pants finished his attire, He looked|
so miserable and forlorn that I de-
tained Lim to find out the cause of
his special trouble. 2

“Dey took me out from my office
and licked me an’ tade me come with
them an' the other boy, too. Now
there are two scabs in my office. “An’
I want that gu;- to send pickets to my
office. My office is as good as them
others. Dey's going to win an’ what
will 1 do? My father says if 1 don't

bring four dollars next Saturday he'll| 550

give me a good lickin'; he don’t care
a rap about the strike. But the boys
lick me if I am a scab.” :

The youngster's face was a study
in itsell-—rage, despair and fear shone
from the one open eye. The labor
problem vexed him greatiy; he could
not,- like the other boys, appreciate
the significance of the strike, nor even
understand his own deplorable con-
dition. His father, as he later told
me, was an old, disgruntled man who
sold ladies’ slippers when he was well
enough to do so. One sister was sick
in the hospital, another made eight
dollars a week; the family counted six
heads.

What was I to tell that puzzled, un-
fortunate boy? He wouldn't have un-
derstood my promises for the future
—he needed an immediate solution.
At the age of fourteen he was already
past all hope and aspirations—the
world held nothing in store for him.
All he did realize clearly was the iact
that if he would not bring the four
dollars the following Saturday he
would get a licking from his father,
if he sbould try to earn them he was
in for a licking from the boys.

But the meeting hall of the strik-
ing messengers was not a place for
meditation; a shout of joy caused me
to turn my eyes toward the entrance
where a mere child, still dressed in
the company’s uniform, was leading
another youngster—conducting him
to the enroliment table.

“He's got another scab,” informed
the boys around me. “Hes the
shrewdest guy ever. that kid is.  Got
more scabs into the union than any-
body else!™

The new convert paid his dime, re-
ceived a card, had a strap with “Mes™
sengers on Strike” pinned to his cap.
The conqueror’s job was done and he
was making for the door to hunt up
some more =cabs,

“Can you spare a few minutes of
vour time?” T said. as | intercepted
him on the way out.

“Yes, if it'll do the strike good,”
replied Dick readily.

Dick was a handsome, dimple-

checked, kissable by, still full of the!

joy of living. His eyes were fairly
sparkling with happlness over the
lately made conquest.

“I'm a striker,” was his answer to
my next question, “because us boys
could do nothin® else but strike; them
big guys in the office of the company
won't linsn to us little fellers, "xcept
when we'are on strike. A wunion
means all us boys together. An' even
my teacher told us—united we stand
divided we fall”

“And what are you doing to win the
strike?” ¢

“I'm getting the scabs awav from
them as fast as J can, See that kid
there? I'Nl just tell you how T nipped
him—went into a broker's office and
asked if he hadn’t sent in a call for
a messenger boy an’ while he was try-
ing to find out whether anybody in
the office wanted me T punched the
messenger call box and went outside
where T waited until the scab an-
swered that call an’ T got him-—I'll
get many more.”

“And how does it feel to be a

striker?”
“Fine! it makes mé think I'm a
“ig man. My pa was a siriker, too.

He's a union man and thinks us boys
is right. We's tirad of heing treated
like dogs; I ain't one bit afraid of
them big guys now,” he flashed his
union card before my bewildered eyes
and disappeared. -

I continued my inquires and as T
walked from bench to bench talking
to one boy after another I heard one
continual tale of untimely worry aver
the bit of bread, a bitter cry of re-
bellion against hunger, want and pri-
vation uttrred by childish lips coming
from chilgish hearts alreaJy witherec
and often embittered beyond redemp-
tion. All knew perfectly wefl why
they struck—they were tired of the
inhuman treatment: they could stand
it no longer so they went ont to fight
it to the bitter end to die of starva-
tion or win better conditions for
themselves and those to come.

To my plain mind the strike of
these thousands of little old men is
the writing on the wall for the money
powers whose utter lack ~f every ves-
tige of human feeling a: exhibited in
their: treatment of these children, has
tlinded them to all else but their in-
satiable appetite for more and more
dividends.

“From the mouths of the habes the
truth  cometh.” Better that tle
American people wake up and heed
this cry of warning—tHe striking mes-
senger boys are the heralds oi the
coming conflict—they are becorning
trained soldiers in the ever-growing
army of labor. They are the future
faith {ul workers in the cause of hu-
man advancement. Their spontaneous
uptising cannot fail to bring resalts.

Tgnorance arms men against each
other: provides jails and penitenti-
aries; soldiers and police. All the
physical force of the state .is pro-
vided by ignorance; is required hy
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The Socidlist Scouts

Morro: The Appeal Is Mightier Than

Sword.

Ninety per cent of boys and girls who
take up the Socialist Scout work con-
tinue it, making pocket money for them-
selves and carrying on a splendid agi-
tation for Socialism. These boys and
girls are getting a training in Social-
ist party tactics that will be invalusble
to them as they grow older.

Scouts sell the Coming NarioN on
the streets or deliver it to homes, Pu-
pers are sold to them at half price.
They make two and one half cents on
each sale. It costs nothing o start. I'll
send ten copies of the NartioN to any
boy or girl who'll agree to remit half
price for what he sells and return
heads of unsold copies. Official Scout
badges are furnished with the second
order.

Applications should be addressed to
“Scout Dep't, Appeal to Reason, Gi-
rard, Kan” A letter of instruction is
sent with first bundle.

Scout News

This is the last week of the Coming
NarioN in newspaper form. Next week
it will appear a, a magazine, with pages
just half the present size, This is also
the la<t week of selling the Coming Na-
Tiox and Appeal to Reason .together.
Hereafter the Nation will sell alone
for five cents. Notify your customers.

“I sold my first ten papers in half
an hour, Send me sixteen for this
week.,"—Norman Purington, Mechanic
Falls, Me. -

“I have ten or eleven customers week-
Iy and am getting more all the time."—
Harry Flagg, Waupaca, Wis.

" Scout joe Segal

Scout Joe Segal, of Chicago, Ill, is
one of the Scout Army engaged in
spreading the propaganda of Socialism
in the very stronghold of capitalism.
When Mayor Busse and other Chicago
politicians swept the 4ppeal from Chi-
cago nevs stands they ‘did not reckon
with young comrudes of Segal's caliber.
Formerly people had to go to a news
stand and buy individual copies. Now
Joe delivers then to their homes.

“All my papers sold easily. No
troudle at all to seil the Coming Na-
710N, —Rachel M. Farman, Bernha-ts,
Pennsylvania.

“As my boys, Fred and Adolph, sold
the first ten copies you sent last week,
here is 75 cents t9 pay for thirty copies
this week and 25 cents for the firmer
bundle. It makes me happy to know
my _bqys can do something to advance
Socialism.” — Mrs,  Minnie  Wicht,
AMinneapolis, Minn.

It’s Business

BY MARTHA EDGERTON PLASSMANN °
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. sticky snow came down,
‘the odor of fresh printers’
ink and hot machine oil
came up and the glare of an
4 electric arc lamp made a

tween. Before an  iron-
d bound door labeled “De-

livery,” that stood at the
focus of <now and odur and light, a

* small crowd was standing; some three

14
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score men and boys with & baker’s dozen
of women and girls about the edges. It
was a clean, grim crowd, a crowd evi-
dently dressed in its decentest, a crowd
with little to say, a crowd without a
smile. e
Silently, doggedly, it was waiting
for the first copies of the first edi-
tion of The Morning World. For there
are hundreds of little advertisements
for male and female help in The Morn-
ing World, most of them bona fide, and
the person who can read them first has
a certain advantage. .
Somewhere in the upper darkness a
bell struck one o'clock. The delivery

door opened, emitting a flood of dim

yellow light and the pungent, warm, al-
most appetizing smell of fresh newspa-
pers.  Two newspaper-loaded  men
came out. The crowd woke t¢ sudden
actiyity and to the accomgeniment of
determigied pushing on the part of e
buyers and of considerable snarling oo
the part of the sellers papers were ex-
changed for' penmies. Most of t."AL‘ll
bulky paper, the parts which grncd
mere news and editorials and display
advertising, went immediately under-
foot. ‘The crowd thinned out, like a
flock of chickens given apple parings,
each scurrving away to be alone with
lLis prize, the timidest going frst and
fastest.

John Pepperell's hands had heen |

most prompt to exchange copper !:or
paper; and, by virtue of the same size
and strength that had enabled kim to
keep his place nearest the door of de-
livery, he had pushed his way through
the crowd to the base of -the pillar that
supported the light. By the quivering
glare, he rapidly searched the a'vertise-
ments, brushing off big, soft flakes of
snov as he read. Occasionally he made
a little check with a lead pencil on the
marg'n of the paper. His rather (!ecp,
very wvell-shaped brows wer knme_d
with the rapidity of his search; his
Tips, a little too rounded and full to
be called clear-cut, worked neryously.
One looking only at the upper part of
his face, topped by its psecise derby
hat, would haye considered him a com-
mon enough American type. But the
lower part, the mouth and chin might
have been copied from that popular 1it-
tle Dbas-relief of Savonarola; they were
the mouth and chin of a dreamer, of an
emotional, unpractical man.

Abruptly he finished his search, drew
a pencil mark around one of the adver-
tisements he had checked, thrust the pa-
per into the inside pocket of his short
overcoat, and hurried toward the glow-
ing semi-circle of a subway entrance.
Fifteen or twenty of his former com-
panions, all fiercely reading advertise-
ments by the light ot the incandescent
lamps, were crowded together at the
head of the stairway. He pushed through
them, sickened a little by the odor of
their damp clnthing, hurried down to
the platform, and took a no.rth-bound
train. Several newspaper-carrying young
men,boarded the ‘rain with him; and
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white place, like a bald spot, on the top
The shadowy gray
shape of a cat slipped across the street
and tock shelter under the stoop of
aged brownstone house. There was
other living thing in sight.

“Thank God!" said Pepperell, with a
-sincerity of thanksgivirg that only those
two words cenld expres:. “Thank God!
At last I'm first!”

an
no

the broken snow of the sidewalk, peer-
ing up at numbers as he passed. He
recognized the place of his destination
‘a dozen doors before he reached it;
it sat back s little distance from the
sidvwalk, and. there was a small, sunken
area-way betwren the walk and the
door, where ihe book-seller was accus-
tomed to ism ay tables of his wares.
Seeing the place so near, Pepperell's

Walking slowly and uncertainly, like |
the exhausted, nervous, numb-footed
man he was, he made his way through

ager fering him a- position.
we'll call it eight
of seven, seeing that you—"

*“Say, Willy,” said the boy suddenly,
“what time is it by your gold watch
and chain?”

Pepperell sat up with a start, and
looked at his watch.

“Five minutes of three,” he said.

“Hell,” coinmented the boy. The word
was sufficiently expressive of misery to
attract Pepperell’s attention:

“How long have you been here?” he
asked.

“Since a little after midnight”

Pepperell found the answer intensely
interesting. He connected it, in a dim
sort of way, with the laws of the
powers that ruled his destiny. How
was any man permitted to reach an
advertised job a little after midaight?
He had done all that mortal could do,
and he had not arrived 1}l after one

“No first edition,” he said at last,
“comes out before one o'clo <. does it?”

The boy sniggered. “Naw Willy,” he
said.

“Git onto yerself,” he resumed,
when he thought Pepperell’'s mystifica-
tion had lasted long enough. “A young
feller that works in Grossbeck’s acrost

The First

S

¢ Tk SVown c3e

Applicant

face softened with the anticipation of
coming victory. Victory, success, for-
tune, respectability. encugh to-eat and
wear, a comfortable bed to sleep in of
nights, all these thmgs waited for him
less than a dozen doors away: for, by
force of concentrating his mind on be-
ing the first applicant, he had come to
believe that there was oniy that one
condition between him and the realiza-
tion ¢f his dreams. He made bold to
whistle a Iittle as he shuffied along. Con-
fidentially he patted the ham sandwich
in his right overcoat pocket, and mum-
Uled something like: “Goodboy! Good
boy! It was his friend; it wounld
freshen him up just before the ordeal,
or rather the formality, of his inter-
view with his future employer.

He took as one the two stone steps
that led down into the area-way. A
little gray human shzpe, huddled down
on the doorsill, sprang upright a2
stood facing him, back pressed against
the coveted door.

For a moment Pepperell was too
much astonished and embarrassed to
feel even the beginnings of resent-
ment. He stood perfectly still, with
his kgs set wide apart and his hands
clutched ir. his pockets, and stared at
the applicant who had becn earlier than
he. His tired brain almost refused to

he had been beaten, such: was the surety
of success he had felt. He blinked and
gawked, like a coafused, newly awak-
ened man, at his successful rival.
Tkere was an electric Light just across
the street that lit up the  area-way
with tolerable distinctness. The {fall-
ing snow, falling without wind in big,
slow flakes, made a sort of luminous
mist about the defiant, impish figure of
the first applicant. His thin bay's face
was shadowed by a cheaply natty hat
of green fe't, bericath the brim of which
his eyes peered out as keen and crafty
as a ferret’s.. His yellow overcoat,
also cheaply natty, swung apart a lit-
tle at the throat, disclosing a high,
white collar beneath. He held his arms
behind him; evidently his hands were
fastened on the haadles of the precious
4door. The crouching watchfulness of
his posture, the shrewd daring and pug-
nacity of his face and eyes, gave Pep-
perell a sudden sensation of faintness
and despair. It was much as if a big
friendly St. Fernard, very hungry, had
happened upon a mink with a fish.
“Well," said Pepperell, when the si-
lence and inaction had beyun to make
his head swim, “you got here first,
didn't you?” :
“How'd you guess it?” returned the
boy. He took his hands from the door
handles and relaxed into a one-legged
slouch aTyinst the door jamb. He
seemed to be pleasantly disappointed
i the disposition of his rival; he grin-
isdainfully. Fepperell had shown
ncither the blasphemous irritati

3
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verify the evidence of his senses that|;

the street, he's sweet on the sister of

my sister. Do you git that, Willy?”

short time.
“lI don’t think it's right,” he said
abruptly. “It jsn’t @ sguare deal!”
“What ain't?”
“You getting that ad so much_sponer
and easier than anybody else couid”
“My Gawd!" groaned the hoy, mak-

‘on’t you swab the giue puten yer eyes,
an’ pick the cotton outen yer ears? My
GawdI”

“Even if 1 was in your place” in-
sisted Pepperell patiently, rather 10 him-
self than to his rival, “I'd think it was
2 rotten deal, just the same. I've taken
z good deal more trouble to get this
job than you have; and I know that 1
need the work a good deal more than
you do. And yet, through a certain
pull, you get in ahead of me! It's not
right! It's not reasonable!  It's nal
just! God never intended any such
things to be!”

His voice had taken on a tremulous,
ecswatic ring. The boy eyed him cn-
riously, contemptuously, not understand-
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a frien’ o' my sister, see? He knows |
the boss o’ this place, ar’ the boss tells |
him he needs a clerk, an’ he tips off |

Pepperell considered the case for a | fac

ing as if the answer sickened him at |
the stomach. “0 what a mutt! Why |

i

By Kate
I arrived in Lynn one cold morning
in December, desperately in need of a
job. I was a stranger to the city and
1 stood on the station platform for
several minutes, feeling very lonesome
sad forlorn, wondering wiich way I
should go to find lodging:. As the
baggage master came along 1 asked him
if he could tell me which direction to
take to find a room. He pointed to
a long flight of stairs which he said
led to Union street.

“Which hcuse would you recom-
nend?” I asked.

“No choice,” he replied, shortly.

I started along in the direction indi-
cated, carrying my rather shabby dress
suit case, until I came to a hounse with
a card in the window which read
“Rooms to let. Steam beat”

I ascended the flight of steps and
rang the bell. A neat looking German
woman, of middle age, opened the door.
1 asked her to show me one of her

" Why I Got Fired

Hayman
I went down stairs to learn what was
the trouble.

The woman looked at me with a cold
eye and told me the furnace was run-
ning full blast, but in a tone that said,
“If you don't like it you can get out;
I have your money."”

I had to make the best of it, so I
just saidp “Never mind. Perhaps - I
will keep better in cold storage.” Then
I went up stairs again and crept into
bed, where I shivered until moming. 1
soon found out that the only place
where you can find steam heat in a
lodging house is on the card in the
window.

I arose at half-past five and hurried
to a nearby restaurant where | aie a
a2 cup of coffee, the only things my
slim pockethbook could afford. It was
a little before seven when I arrived at
the factory, and as I knew 1 would
have to await the foreman’s pleasure
[ got as near the steam pipes as pos-
sible, for [ was chilled through and

cheapest rooms. She said she had just
one, on the second floor.

i The room was small, poorly furnished
| and uncarpeted and overlooked a back
{ vard which had cvidently been used a.
{the dump of the neighborhood for

i T would take it

dy a

1¢

watt on tabie f

entered the dingy looki

head

inquired

“Had any expwrimnce?”
answered in the nega
“Humph :" he gru
mind, 'm short of he

sure to come back

Tae rwelve”

I felt encouraged 1, at least,
z ph cat @ p for a week. | "
1 started to make the round of
ries hoping to get a job so as to |

be able to go to

o and 3
op ana

i gain my

; foreman. !
Never before did I ¢ how lirtle

{ value the bosses our time !

for them.

10l

! when we
{ You would think that lo
was just a mere pastime for us

are nint

woea

They
would leisurely saunier down the -com
locking first at this then ar that, &qally
to return in kalf an hoonr or so and!

calmly say, “No, we don't want [my|
o™ 2

The morning was spent in this way |
and although 1 was tired 1 hurried to |
the restaurant to wait on the table |
The hill of fare read well but that is
the best that could be szid abour It
The food was a coflection of meat and
vegetables that the grocer must have
had ready for the dump.

I do not wonder tha men take to
drink when they are obliged to ecat
truck after breathing the Impure
23r of a factowy all day. Afrer the
boarders were served the gtk were
to have whatever was left, and as
there was an unusually large crowd
that day we found pretty poor pick-
ng.

But 1 was too humgry to care much
s0 1 ate what I could g and then
hurried away to the factories once
more. By three o'dlock I bhad found
nothing and had about decided to give
the search for that dvy, for_l was
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b Never mind, [ thought,
2":le to get piy breakfast and
way. After supper I told

proprietor that I couidn't
i any more bt that T would
an i
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But as the room looked clean |

“Well, never | '’
I'l try you.| ™

{ ato

{through, It was a dreary looking
{ place to have to go to work, for the
{ murky light of the winter morning
‘1!:::' struggled m  through the

{\\'inl!nws did not make it any brighter

{than had it been the

j fore
$

afterncon be-
The long row of machines be
inning their all. day jar and whirr,
badly swept floor, the heaped up
¥ f partly made shoes and the

vith, 1? { leather ming-

s
lirg with it all,
ordid indeed.
it was at least h:

than ever. He said

Cassie,

the
deh

came, 4 swoet

who showed

» that had been assizned
¢ rasiest wav
1 she Jeft me, relling me if

o call

te do the

upon her at

vas not long before I began to get
with myv neighbors.  On my
young married woman, Net-
, a Danghter of the Ameri-
volution, she was not long in
ng me. She at once commenced
1ss the affairs of the factory.

t do you think of Ken, the
" she asked

i nat had time to make up

" she whisperced, “he
d he swears at
T alwaye trembie when T see

him
™ 1 asked
froe shon

yvoatu tre

know, this 15 @ One
one pleases,”
e now,” she exclaimed

“and mad, too. Look

Right over to us he came, rage in
{every lme of his ugly face

*Who did 13137 he shouted, as be

| pointed to the case which Cassie, who

ompanied him, m,-‘gied

‘1 baven't dome ady of that kind
yet” 1 said

“YFou ain't, ¢h? Tet me spe your
hook.” e was sure he was right the
first time

Az | had as yet only a few numbers
on my book it did not take long
to look them owver. He banged the

book dewn on the bench
turned to Nettie
“Give me your book. Hoy what's thi:?

Then he

Rubbed the number off your book, have
on
“No. That was a mistake,” Nettie

faltered, “tnat was a number that 1
capied wrong in the first place and had
to correct.”

Ilen turned away sourly and went
to the next and then to the next,
down the iine, but 1513 was not to
found. Some girl afraid of losing
job or of getting a
from the boss

iglrss

as foreman \ith nothing to recommend
him except his capacity as a hrutal
slave driver, talking to a refined, sensi-
tive woman in that manner.

Nettie stood with flushed face and
trembling fips listening to him but say-
ing rothing. When at ]
worn  himself out

1

dirty

E h 3
aced women getting ready for (€
made the shop very

lf an hour before |
- : ano

she replied !

“George—that's  my  husband—
hopes to get on at the electric works
and i feeling better already. If he
gets on 1 won't have to stand much
more of this”

At dinver T had a sandwich that
a boy brought from a nearby restaurant
and we worked in silence the rest of
the afternoon, the morning incident
having cast a gloom over us all. We
were glad to hear the whistle blow that
night.

It had been snowing hard all the
afterncon and as T could not afford
to pay carfare I had to walk a mile and
a half to Lynn. When I reached the
restaurant where T had had breakfast
I was wet to the knees. T ordered a
couple of rolls and a cup of tea.

A woman who sat opposite me looked
at my scanty supper and asked me if
that was all T generally ate for my sup-
per. 1 evaded answering by asking in
return if she thought a hearty meal was
good for one after a hard day’s work.
This seemed to stump her and she
asked no more questions,

Rather than return to the cold room
which 1 knew awaited me at the jodg-
ings, ] wandered through the stores
until about © o'clock and then relve~
tantly, though J -was tired enough, good-
iness knows, went to my room. When
| I reached the honse my landlady met
{me in the hall and wldeme that the
ibermaid, iile sweeping out my
| ro had «1 a cracked pane of
iglass ont of a window and she was
{ unalle get it reset
1 asked if she could not give me
ket for my bed, as 1 would
[ certainly freere. She said she had none
| that was not in use bot reached up and
k down a portiere with the remark
i that was the best she conld do.
{1 took the flimsy thing and went up
{ stairs. and evading as best I could the !
| plercing draft that blew in through the
| broken window T undressed and retired.
{ Try as T might 1 could not get warm,
;::mi it was nearly morning when I went
| itfully to sleep  As a result it was
{ late when 1 awoke and I had to hurry
{to the car without my cup of voffee.
fTr- make matters worse the cars were
{ delayed on account ofthe storm.

When at List 1 reached the factory
i and opened the door leading into the
lworkroom, one of the girls who had
iheen on the lockont for me hurried
{ over and whispered, “Dodge into the
| dressimg  room—quick—here  comes
| Ben,”
i1 followed mstructions and in a few
| nunutes the same gir] peeped into the & °
{dressing room and said “Al right—
i he's at the other end of the room™ ¥
g0t to my apachine ‘without Ben no-
i ticing that 1 had bheen late.
[ Netde told me that Cassic was sick &
| that morning ; she had been up all night
twith her sick baby, She famted away
%m the dressing room after coming to
i work and she was afraid Ben would
{find 3t out and thiok she was oot able
‘to do the work, as she was paid by the
id:-y. The other girls were on pisce-
{work, Nettie suggeste that 1 get Cag-
sic 1o vome and look at my machine,
so thut she could have an excuse 1o
sit down a few minutes :

1 went
threaded

knocke

"

ther® bla

a box to look over my work.
said 1 was doing fine, but to
slow wmtil T gat wsed to it 1
t Cassie looking at
sure sowething =

threzded. ltigningdh"hv
her work looks fine” Ben grunted 3
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.‘ we connt ns hol g
%ﬁ"nm chiid was bzi-n on earth 2
3 the poor, metk a lowly,

There were few who cared when the infant

came
And few who gave it mention;
And its bed was made where the cattle

fed
And it shured the same attention.
There was scarcely rocin in the growded

fun
For g walling labe and its mother;
And the law they lived was "an oye for

AN ey
Avd ‘hey really kpew no other.
So the baby lay in the eattie trough,
And the good book tells the story
m%momummmnthm
.

Aud the angels sang tn glory:
But the wise were few and they uumbersd
And they came from quite a distayce.

A .
And they

could not know that "ae truth

Christ

brought

Would rouse the world's resistance.
For the child 80 poor was the Christ we

love
Or et least 1 Jope we love him:
For If we do, In the way we should,
We'll place naught else above him. L
And the youny child grew as a baby should,
With gm love surrounded :
Bot the things he taught as be elder grew
The wisest men astounded
But be sald thelr law of “an eye for an

eye
W b r do for lving.
\Skz‘m&"«‘n«m all shoald dwel 'n
And all should be forgiving. < A
Dut the way Christ lved and the things
e t
En the men in power.
For sid that Jove was the
law
E'en to his last sad bour.

FAnd the only place in the lfe of Christ,
Where Flis anger &3 recocded,

peace

is sreatest

And the babe who lay In the manger-bed

Who loved the poor and lowly

fs the only ons we have ever known
was realy, truly, holy.

And the good book says that the children

came
And He held them near and blessed thew.
And be churged cach one in jiis writien

word
That they dared not to oppress them.
And the hearts of wen In the life fo conn
In the words of Christ. so mild
should free frem sin aud filled with

love

14ke the lnmocent beart of & child.

So (bez'htook the man whom we know as
() »

“hrist
Who told them to love each other:
And th: t Him to death In a cruel way
in the :{xg:.o( His friends and His mother.

And the love of gold and of gulning power
Which ihey hoped this way to strengthen,
In time to come will pass away

As the ecenturies shall lengthen

For the world belleves In the love of
Christ

And the iotherhood Hé taught us.

And tho)i‘sl love to ilve In the way Christ
sa

And fulill the law He brought us

But the men In power who are few but

sireng
Who still love gold and plunder,
Are biind, and dombd. and seeming deaf
To Iabor's distant thunder.

And the children whom the Lord hath sald
That we should greatly cherish.

Are placed In factory. mine and mill

Of over-work to perish, N

And the things Christ tanght which we
want to

As the truest way of lving,

Ars set aside by the very class,

Whom He had died forgiving.

i CO OPERATWVE
Common wEALTH,

i

Who Made the Toys for Christmas?

8. H M,

From away over the ocean almost all
of the toys come to the United States.

: : : The home of the toy-makers is a group
Serchiveim deat. v e s ring Ut of countries of Evrope. In Germany
{ Bemembder whose birthday 'ts we keen. |the greatest number is made, while

THE FIRST

BY HEL™N BUARPSTEEN

fe'ke a3 loweiy Christmas Tree
That  Sesia Claos s Droughe
The peprorn balls and skiny things,
Andd birds, and Sewers and sparkiing strings.

o me

The drams ansd angeis,
And vandy cormacopies

The talls of gisss and Sesds
snd hells are all so sive!

Then voedvn Borses, wooliy shep,
And stiehy oys that will et Reep

While dnsn Iwiow giass smowsdakos
A Ng Knis Baagiv's sk the top !

canes smd speam,
o,

g

'y snoaing ost of deors today
But | o4m see scroes (he way

Whers there are ifftle gicis zod bors
Pown i the siley withour tnys

Is the tempie sorne, and the money sharks
Whem He lustly there rewarded. S And

And
For He took a whip and He drove them [ AP
forth I.\nd

A\l

Lits the swine they were, 30 greedy, !
For Chrisg Bad said tha: He caume fo carthi .o

t
the truth He dind to teach us
‘twas all in vain If the troth falls

short
really fally to reach us

T DOUBT

(Hllgstrated by F. B, 290ult )
Why Is it Saats never oomes
Te ring thewt borms aod cakes and drums

For father wid me it was he
Whe brings the toys and deipgs

e

if Sewrx broaght them [ cannet
Sve why those caBdra B
I %

For

w they huve 2o things ke mine
an see the windows shine,

And in the roemn i3 cold and bare.
and Sants Claeas Bas not been thece!

Dogel

Saurs o aad’

{ wonder i Ge's grown all
o ttle

Pave same el

e fr vaily bBe who brings

i
The canes a~d ars and pretty thiogs

{1 Santa Claoe as hrogcht the toee

Whr stogld - only ospae o me”?

How Christmas Came

By Ellen Dairympie Wegew

THE cold
Sweden the
| are very }
s short that childi e have
to go to school by the tme
it 15 fight and it » dark
soon as they get home m
the afternoon

days
sk
as

ey of Sweden were afraid thar as the

winzer was so long and the days were
o short the chiidren mught forget that

sunnner would some again.

Then they said. “Let gz make 3 holi-
day for the children to remmd them of
Samaner.” g
' First they went W the woods and

‘Beought the evergreen trees
grien trees will malke ne think of the
gree~ mass” said they as they placed
the trees in the honses

Then they suid “We must have the |

sraes Blowtom and that will rake sun- | Jf

shine.” =0 they bung festoons of ;y,p«i
ped cory aromsd the tree for blassoms |

i have 3
m

A long time ago the fathers and moth- s

the shertest day . Yen: wait unti the |
fay me mimuie longer and then wet
-4 » :

! wnll day.

CE

me and they said, “Now we

3

rrah’

the sun and &«
come agaimn.

rt of any gir

!To HE their bardens from their Dacks
| Bx the law of love he brought us
i And as

]
tree

Hur-1 *
ave promised |

A - i the truth (s this— i
To twip the pour and pesdy. { That you can't love God and y o ecan't do

i right
{12 you do pot lore pour Brofler.

beothers ail shoull share thelt | yop the chance you have in the world T

{ work. ol
{ The truth is plain He taunzht us. The same should be 49 the others
> men of I« remember Chrlst when the bells ring

iso
¥

inded

ey sah
pat oo death

} Who rebuked thetn for thele siealine

eut

the stardeckesd alr above.

nd the message dorne to the heart sifuned
o v e

te the ome sweet word

m going to put it n this letter and
s mest give it to her. And then—but
1 you any more what

chite drops of sweet inhot !
Sonietimes she has been so!l

ocoiate.

I

r
¥
I

1 that her foet would scarcely Lift
mselves and the tears slipped silently !
} ed along |
i
{

n not going to t

igs for nobody

I got, just some
“special.

When [ got thre
I looked for M

SG¢ nurry

as

gh boym'g my things
she

i “There are maay of these tc

eyes of young wo t s4id she worked there. aw ful
en they dry upen the lashes, | long time to hunt around for there was

le crowd and thzy pushel
ould hardly

he ground while she who ! such a tern
s away her face. Some-!you and bumped you so you
> caugi, =3 [ was, in the| do anything.

ey are makivg and then they{. But I found Mary
her leave an ogly *tam, or makegthe ! here they sell the spangiy
taste bitter. istmas trees. And I said “F
See, T am directing your vision o4 And she said, “Hallo, Lillian,”
» room where rhe Hes asleep. She glad to see me but she
to ancther giri, for the bed awfnl 1 and she said she
w and the covers too thin and| 1 be tired, toa, if I worked

he was at the

S
k stuff

Mary "
and seemed r
locked

tirec

give mmuch warmth. A third very might and then
asicep o 2 cnt in this tiny;! to take the cars,

strip is frayed on the yed
he wiils are bare but for a

Tlere are no curtains at |

to pay

a

ake a walk with me,

but she jumped an’ said, no, she'd lose

the sadness in ber her job, sure. She couldn’t even go out

ming and she is| for lunch, but had to sit in a little s.uelly
{ back room and eat it quick.

By the magic

=

t

= seeS you §it-| ooutey stuff.  But she said, “No, T don't
—— e ! g * - - -
TOOT, TEAANg | want any of it in mine. All I want is
z the sweets she

s a2 pair »f shoes for Christmas.’
to prepare. She does not |

these are the very chocolar
handled, bat a cry rises in her |

And Mamma, she showed me how her
feet was clean through the soles. But
she said sije gressed she couldn’t buy

allo. |

two

I asked her, wasn’t it nice to sell that |

g.\rd the first strange Christmas meefing ! Switzerland, France and Hungary send
{And think of the Christ-Child’s life and j great loads of toys all over the world.
dea

i When we say that Germany makes
YIA great. number of toys, what sort of a
| picture comes to your minds, boys and
|girls? It's some kind of a big, uncertain
! looking person, handing out tops and
{ dolls and skates, isn't it?

| What do we really mean? Why, we

»i mean that the real men and women,

! just like your fathers and mothers, and
ireal children, just like yourselves, with
i real hands and fingers and eyes and
! minds, touched the toys, molded them,
finished them, packed them and went
home afterward, too tired to do any-

)

i to Led.

i Here is a little cheap_doll that youn
| can buy anywhere for five or ten cents. |
At least a dozen persons worked on it

in the factory to get it ready for sale.

Some Father ground up and rubbed
into a paste with a sort of gum, old
rags and other old materials. This he
did working in a het steaming -oom.
| Then when the doll came out of a mold

it had to be smoothed with sandpaper. |

| Perhaps Brother did this and passed it
| on to Mother who fastened on the little
{ wisp of hair on the head

| Then one girl put a little dab of red
{ paint on its cheeks, another girl black-
ened the eyebrows and another fastened
on the arms which were made in a sepa-
rate machine, pouring them out the
housands

i The most unpleasant part of the mak-
Ving of a doll is the eyes. To do this
{ young zirls stand in a dark raom, citen
{in a cellar, and each with a little blow-
! pipe, blows the glass eyes into shape
! and blows in the little dark pupil of the
| eyes.

So you see the whole family appears
to work at the making of toys. And
his is true. In the parts of Germany
where the toys are carved out of wood,
babie: as soon as they can walk begin
i to learn to carve. And all the rest of
| the family works at it too,

{  For many, many years this has been

1}

soldiers come from, there are thousands
more. In Hungary, where the rubber

toys are made, there are still otker

(See [Nustration, by Ryan Walker, on Page Eight) | {housands.

Then, if we jump away over to Japan
where the bamboo and ivory toys come
from, we shall find other great factories
where other thousands of people work.

Now think for a little, children, and
tell me, are those thousands of men,
women and children who work in the
toy factories of Europe and Japan, all
that have to do with the making of
toys? Thing hard,

Some bright girl or boy is saying “No,
some peaple had to work to make the

i thing but eat a bit of supper and go

3

and put candles among the bry ches mg

remind os of the sun.  ~ i .«,..,”q,j .
Later the glass balls and the tinsel| = oF et 19
and Bright colors Seiped this idea along. | B o et aff had ’i_m baing

Then they said "A boliday must have !
some special kond of food,” and they|
thougist for a long while for the most '
sppropriate food for their new soliday. |

this Christmas,
Now she was sitting in her own [t
e rocking-chair m

s}

a prettily furn

aen

» { e wr own, reading the orecious

At fast they decided that the food|, b od g . ;‘f ;
SE L fn pin) st a few

must conve fromy the land of the sun | said Rath to her.

so they took rice and spice and raimns. |

¢ v - § Self, o hed.”™
When we ,::1 baqpyf"-cmvc g;"*f A choenlates stood
This was a good place for Santa Claus| o able by her side and

to come in and he comes to the children |~ &
of Sweden just as they have sat down |
to the table to eat the Christmas rice.

and again she ate one of them
"My. how funny that one tastes”

. ' she said as she bit into one. “Tt's quite
When they are all busy eating. helpiv.: 1 think I mast have had too

d destre. Just |

i *“We cannot have it while the days are

ppens the door siyly and drops the pres-
ents under the tree
He is alf dressed in fur, for it is very|
cold. They cannot see his face but they !
wish to catch him. |
They have never caught him for he!
is very swift and his reindeer dce trosty |
stezds
When they “3d they cannot catch him |
they come back and Jance around the!
tree, singing songs of the day. {
Everybody is glad because the summer
will come again.
One day a littde girl sat looking omt
of the window and as she watched the
birds playing in the snow, she said, “who
. has told the birds that the summer will
come again >

Everybody iovked sad, for no one had
thought of the birds before. i

“I know how we can tell them,” ex-|
claimed brother, “I will get the sheaf of;
wheat that is in the loft and tie it to!
the chimney and when the birds see;
it “%ey will come and eat it and think!
ot summer and be happy too.”

After thot the boys of Sweden never
forgot to save a sheaf of wheat at
harvest time for the birds’ Christmas.

Now these people of olden times had
- to choose a diy for the holiday to come
~each year. Some said one day and
~ gsome another but a wise old man said,

i

- getting shorter, but we can watch for

| Wa

H
s man
1

| o

y chocolatez today
bed anyway.”
as fast asleep.

The room was very dark and still
‘resently there crept through the win-
dow-pane and slowiy up over the white

s time to go
And very soon Ruth

bed until it touched Rmh's face, a
| streak of mwoonlight. Then she stirred,
and murmured, “but it's bitter, I tell

you, quite bitler.”
"Yes, it's bitter,” said a voicé in her
dreams.™ Tears are al'ays bitter. Lis-

{ten, Ruth, and I'll teli you why the

sweet wias bitter”

“It was T who - '» it bitter, I, the
Spirit of the Tear shed upon that choc-
olate ‘drop by the maiden who made
it so del.cions for you to eat.

“This maiten is but litle older than
you and just as slight. She loves read-
ing just as much as you do, and-she
loves to be in clean, pretty places just
as you do. gy

“Yet all day Jong for many, many
days before Christmas, she stood in a
hot room, close to the boiling ketties,
dipping, dipping chocolate drops. Some-
titaes the trays witlh the candy drops
came pushing on so fast that she be-
came quite frantic trying to keep up with
them. .

“She had to be at work at half-past
seven c'clock: in the morning and was
kept at it until six, seven, eight, nine
even ten o'clock in the evening, just

Wh
ve some of these nice things

y can't [, when I work so hard
o9

o pass away from the bed and as

with Ruth sat up m bed and hold-

! . .

| g r hands out to the moonbeam,!
fthe -

Dh, Spirit of the Tear, tell the lit-|
tie chocolate maiden tlat T see now,|
and so g as she has to do the work !
and has so little joy, and I have the nice |
things and don't work for them, all the |
candy and other things will be a fittle |
hitter to me. But some day I'll find the!
{little chacolate maiden and ‘hen to-
gether we will share both work andl[
play "

ton

Won

Lillian’s Letters

Then the streak of moonlight began |

iny, because she would oniy have four|the custom in the toy-making parts of
| dollars at the end of the week-and they | Europe, but where as they used to re-
tad to pay rent the day after Christmas { main at home and make the toys by
and her Papa hardly had any money. | hand, now it is largely done in roaring,

| drivers that went on strike.

because he was one of those express

Then she

i.said T must go or she'd catch it f.om
! the boss.

I feit pretty sad. Mamma, and hardly
cared any more for Christmas myself,
But maybe she’ll get a surprise Christ-
mas morning. I wish there really was
a Santa Claus. I know he'd bring her
somefhing nice, because she's such a
nice girl. Merry 'Christmas to you all
and Jip, too. Your loving daughter,

Lituas,

whizzing factories where it is very un-
pleasant and unhealthful to work, /All
this change has come about because so
many kinds of machines have been in-
vented by which toys can be mude very
fast.

These facto jes turn out thousands
of toys every day and many of the
working people tn these “toy” countries
~re employed in that way. There are
50,000 in Germany alone. That's a great

machines to make the toys” Yes, and
{ others had to chop down trees to get
{the wood out of which to carve the
{toys. Others had to get the minerals
| out of which the paint is made to paint
[ the faces. Others had to bring all of
| these things to the factories.
! Others had to get the iron ore out
{ of the earth to make the steel to con-
struct the machines.

Others had to make the clothing for
! all these workers connected with the toy
| industry.
| Others had to produce food for them
%m eat.
' Why, children, T could go on for a
{ long time and tell you of hundreds of
{ gronps of people who work to produce

1{ . .
| the toys sold at Christmas, until at last

f‘,\mnc boy or girl would say:
! “I guess it takes the whole world to
| make a few toys.”

And that would be just about right.
{ Tt does take a mighty army of working
i people to make a few toys.

When we have settled that, just look
at the picture on this page and ask your-
selves “who, most of all enjoy the toys?”

The Yule Log

The Yule log which is still part of

{the Christmas celebration in England
| and Seotland, is a remnant of the feast
{of Juul, when the Scandanavians built
{ huge fires in honor of their. God Thor,
i Part of the Yule log was kept hidden
{ away for a whole year to light the Yule
jlog of the succeeding year. It was
| the common helief that if there was a
| piece of the Yule log in the house, the
{ house could not possibly burn down.
| It was also believed that if a squin:-
Ling woman should enter the room’® while
' the Yule log was burning, it woull bring
j bad luck on the house.
! 1In parts of England the bringing in
i of the Yule log was the principal cere-
mony and was the time of unlimited
Here is an old inscription
which shows the feeling:

“Weicome be ye that are here;
Welcome all and make good cliver.
Welcome all another year,

Welcome Yile™

—————

}
1
1

|
|
H
|
|
§

hospitality.

Even toys- show what is most ‘m-
| portant in life at any time. The little
| children who lived in the times of the
carly Christian martyrdom had for toys
representations of these scenes, Nowa-
days the child who has up-to-date toys

many. And in the quaint old town of | must have a toy automobile or air ship
| Nuremberg, where almost all of the tin | or trolley car.

__*..‘._.

Lillian Goes Christmas Shopping.
Dear Mamma :
i It seemus awful]
quees to be here in |
.\'cw York, away!
@i from home just at
 Chris
i cause  we're
wayc s0 busy at
home just before
| Christmas — pop-|
ping corn for the |
tree and making

t
i

time.!

al- |

tmas

{

*

things fer presents and learning pieces |
for school. .

Oh, you know, Mamma, that girl [
told you about that I got acquainted
with at the Sccialist school last weck?
She told me that day she worked in
five and ten cent store and it is not fu
from where Auntie fives. Sc when you
sent. ne that Sfty cents to spend for
Christmas I thought I'd go to that fivs
an? ten cent store, ‘causg you can get
50 many things there for fifty cents.

I pretended to Auntie that I was: just
going for a walk, because I wanted to
got her something. I don't think that

G

I

FhrELcome
(Gl arannenae

was a real lie, do you, mamma?

Then I went to that place and I got
an ash-tray for Uncle Jim, for five cents
and a lovelr vase for Aunlie for ten
cents and a handkerchief for Bessie and

The first letters of the above
What is it?

PICTURE REBUS"

L

pictares if correctly guessed and properly arranged will spell so-utluu‘ that isin the air.
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A Little Story of Real Life

i L
JATE afternoon was verg-
ing on toward evening in
. the “Five-andTen-Cent
Bazaar”  The incades-
cents  were beginning to
i glow above the jumbled
§ counters,  behind which
| listless  girls,  pals  and

overdriven, wrapped par

cels without end or made intermin-

able change for the jostling public

Haste, noise and petty greed--the
place half-sickened David = Evuas,
“Big Dave,” but still he pushed his
way along toward the toy-counter
For there was something he wanted

. to buy, und his flat purse said “No”
to afy other place than this.

Time had been, not very many
weeks ago, When Dave's pockethook
had becen tess Jean. Wken, up at the
saw works, he had drawn his twenty-
five per. And this, in spite of the
active agiiation he had carried on for
organization; in spite of the Appeals
and Coming Namioxs he had, handed
round, the little noon-hour talks he
had given to a score of listener:,
some sympathetic, some jesting, hut
all eager to hear what he had to say,

But now a change had come.. No,
the company had done nothing -
nothing that Dave could lay a {nger
on. They hadn't dared to fire him
Dave's hold upon his mates, they
knew, had been too strong. The com”
pany had feared revolt if Big Dave
had got the axe. Yet, just the same,
here was Dave now, out of his job;
glad of casual labor, a pariah and an
outcast, wifeless and with a little girl
to support from his scant, uncertain
earnings. How had all that come 10
pass?

Dave wondered dully about it all
as he halted n front of a counter
He looked very shabby and ill at ease

very much out of place among those |

painted trifles. His mind :cemed
clouded by all the haraships, by ihe
shock of losing Anna, by the biast-
ing sorrows of the past few weels
“If Anna wus only
stand it,” he murmured. “But this—"
His thick fingers trembled just
little as he fumbled with a toy zuto,
a bubble-blowing .set, a child’s mir
ror set round with sca-shells. lHe
seemed to be weighing the relative
desirability of these and all the other
playthings spread out in gaudy rows

dvad, 1T <'d

before him. He put the mirrer down
and took up a miniature tea-set
“Which d'you suppose the kid
would like best?” he murmured wi b
sovercign indecision. “Too bad
can't get her more'n one.”
A  melancholy smile lighted his

plain, good-humored face. He glanced
down with honest gray eyes at his
hard-worn coat, with its button-holes
frayed to the binding. That sight
pained him. In the better days, Anna
would  have put the coat in shape.
Her deft fingers always had been
ready to patch and mend and keep
Dave neat. Now Dave felt very lost
and lonely. He wondered. with a
gre.t and yearning wonder why  Anna
had taken up with Slattery, the new
hand at the works. A groan escaped
him.

No, there was no doubting the evi
dence of his senscs. He had secen
them walking together twice—and
then, that letter—! Dave had done
the oniy thing ibar had ceemed hon-
orable to hiui, he had wken the lt-
tle giil away yput her-in hiding, and
had written Anna that everything
was over. He hadn't dared risk an
interview with her. Neither had he
sued for divorce, nor yet killed Slat-
try. A peaceful man, Dave, but in-
exorably honest. And as he had scen
his duty, so he had done it

But from that hour he had gone
down, down, down. His work had
fallen off in quantity and quality He
fiad been unable to pull together. It
had been, to him, as though the main
spring of his life had snapped. The
blue envelope of discharge, well-
merited (he thought) had come as
no surprise. He had picked up and
left, saying good-bye to his old-time
pals, telling them the fault was his.
bidding them keep on with the gzood
work of agitation. Himself, he felt,
had been done for. All that re-
mained was just little Irma, the six-
year-old. Dave groaned again.

“You bein’ waited on?” slurred an
anmaemic girl, smoothing back ‘a tre-
mendous pompadour through which
a “rat” obtruded.

“Guess I'll take this” answered
Dave, tapping the auto with sudden
resolution.

“Ten cents, please!” And the girl
waited, auto in hand, while David
counted out a nickle and five pennies,
one by one. - X

As she wrapped the top in slimpsy
paper, David stood looking at her
with unseeing eyes.  His gaze pierced
through = her, through the cheap

"

. ghams of the “Five-and-Ten” through

the whole city, away and away tc a
second-story *room of a suburbhan
tenement.

“Wonder what Tnna’s doin’ 'ust
now?”" mused he. “Wonder if she’s
bein’ fed all right, and watched. by
Mrs. Blake? Kind of tough luck.
ain’t it?. Worse'n as if her mother'd

~died, that’s sure!”

He laid a big hand on the counter
and studied it. A

“T.ook-a there, now. will you?
Mor'n one callous on that paw for
her an’ the gal—an’ still she wouldn’t

stick to me! Give it all up, her man,!

kid, home an’ all, for him, an’ leit
me without—well, without nothin® but
a room to keep Irma in, on hired
care!

“What kind o' care is hired care,
I'd like te know? An' for a young-
un that age, too? It's rotten, all
right! If she’d just died, why, I'd
ha' know where she was, anyhow--
but now—"

“Here y'are, sir.”

The shop-giri’s toncless voice 1e-
called hiin with a start.  He noticed
with surprise that his fist was tight
clenched,

“Thanks”

he  muttered  shame

Only a growl for answer

“Dave, take her this, anyway, if
you won't listen to me! Give it to
her and tell her mamma sent it. Even
though 1 can't—see her and den't
know so much as where on earth she
is, I can send it to her, can’t I? That's
what 1 bought it for—just that chance
to send it sometime!”

She tried to thrust the doll into
hig hand, but he drew back

“Oh, it's paid for!” she added
quickly.

“Yes, with his money!
“Oh, Dave, how can you?"

“Well, ain't it?”

{anthing—you threatened what you'd

do if 1 tried to see you or even tried
to send you vord! You left me
without any way to clear myself.
Never gave me a chance! ‘Never let
me explain! Not one word from you
in all these five weeks since you sent
me down-town that day for medicine
and stole Irma away from me—"
“There, now, that's enough!” he
mterdicted. He squared his sould-
ers and protuded a defant lower lip
“But you did stea! her, Dave! Tell
me. is she all right? D'you keep her
covered up, nights? You know how
she used 1o kick the

clathes off

cheek, the updrawing of the month
as this sudden, unaccustomed mental
effort racked his consciousness. Tre-
mendons readjustments, she felt in-
stinctly,-were taking piace in David’s
mind—renunciations of fixed ideas,
new thoughts battling with old; and
pride, too, fighting desire,

With open lips through which her
Lreath drew unsteadily, stood
there waiting, watching with eyes
wherein burned a fire of supreme ap-

'
el

she

an appeal avhich David could

not - see. She leaned against the
counter edge, Her strength, she felt,
i1s very nearly drained away, and
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facedly as he took the parcel and
started to move slowly away down
the crowded aisle.

If a_sudden he stopped. His eyes
narroved, his face grew hard, and
up defiantly came his head.

There at the angle of the counter
stood a woman looking at him. In
her hand she held a knitted doll that
she had just bought. She was dark
and slim and pale, and anybody who
knows women's eyes could have told
that for some time past she had been
crying——crying a very great deal

David remained there quite mo-
tionless for a moment.  Each of the
two gazed fixedly at the other. Sud-

dénly the man’s throat contracted
and he spoke a single word:
“You?" . 4

“Yes, me,” answered the woman
simply. “Me: Dave,and -that's-a-fact™

“Huh!” h. grunted savagely, start-
ing to turn round, away from her.

“You aren't going, Dave, are you?"
th2 woman queried. “Not like that?
Not without giving me a chance—tc
tell you?” -

“Tell me what?” he flung af her.
His eyes wandered up and away
across the sordidness of the store.
He slid the parcel into his pocket, as
though to hide it from her, and
turned his head aside. The set of
his jew, the widening of his nostrils
spoke to her eloguently.

“Davel”

She shook her head. !
“No, not his, nor yours. Mine!” !
“Where'd you get any money? 11
s'pase you'll tell me mext that you're}
jworkin’, You'll tell me you neverj
run away from me an’ the kid with]
-—~-him " i

“That's the truth, both times. thej
hiving truth! 1 am working: have
been, almost ever since it happened
Working on paper boxes down to
Wright & Wheeler's. Twenty cents
a gross aund docked for all 1 spoil.
As for my running away--you know
better!”

“That so? How about—?"

“J never, su help me! It was all a
lic and a mistake. mostly all z lic,
a .ness o' lies! Things looked bad,
I knuw, but there wasn't any real
truth ip what he said, not a word o'
trutht” P AN,

Dave laughed with bitter scorn.

“1 s'pose you'll be tellin® me, next,
1 didn’t see you two walkin' together
a couple o' times!™ he jibed. *I
s'pose you'll say you never wrote
that letter!”

“I never did, so help me!”

“What?”

“He wrote it, Dave! Ol you don't
Lnow, Dave, vou mst don’t know the
truth!” Her words came swiftly and
witls  growing  supplication. “Yuu
kdon't understand at all! You judged
me witout a hearing. You wouldn’t

even tisten or Ict me write you, or

Dave! Has she been sich, or cry
ing for me? Oh, tha* sght when ]
came home and didnt find you or
her—~"

“See here!” he protested

“Dave, they had to take me off to
the hospital, that's the truth. I was
there ten days——ten days of hell—"

“See here, now, this ain’t no kind
o' place to talk things over!”

“Ten days! You look on the hos-
pital record and see if . wasn't, if
you don't believe me!”

“Shh-l. a! Can't you see there's
people lookin' at us? People listenin”

He drew aside onut of the ais'e into
a corper where a little vacant back-

watsr had formed ~ (he human
streant  She followed, still clutching

the kritted doll.

“Now see here” he articulated
slowly.  “What d'you want? Jost
what >

“Just a chance to talk to you, Dave
—to tell you the whole story, the
trutie. T don’t ask you to take me
back. All T ask is a chance to tell
you, Oh, I'll go anywhe:~ or do any-
thing you say, if you'll vwly give ine
that!  You won't regret it—never,
not as long as you live”

The man covered his eyes with one
big hand and stood tlere a long min-
ute without speaking, without mak-
ing any sign.

Sha, watching him, noted the
wrinkles forming on his brow and

her knces were trembling under her.
“Oh Dave!” she whispered. “Just a
chance to tell you! Just a show to
make good! Just fair play!”
The .man's hand dropped
Anglo-Saxon instinct was aflame.

The

e

"By Cod!™ cried he, his eyes wid-
ening wi'  a new resolve, “by God,
ya'll ger that,  anyhow—fair ply!

Come along out o' here!™
He seized her hand and drew
through the hollow of his arm.
“Come along!”
“You promise, Dave,
“I promise nothin'!
to listen.”
“That’s all T want—for now!”
Together they went sibowing out

it

to—7"
Nothin', only

into the human tide, away toward
the door.
Once outside, in the street, the

woman stopned him.

“Dave, listen!” said she

“Well?”

“He's gone, now, Slattery
s'pose you knew that?”

“Huh?”

“Gone.”

“Where? Why?”

“Henderson, you know Hendy—he
found some typewritten stuff last
week, that Slattery'd dropped. Stuff
from the Blackerton  Detective
Agency, in Chicago. So they got on
to what he was. After that, well—he
didn’t stay long."”

is. 1

|
o
|
i

{ have been il right with him

{ you,

{ges, damn yon, get? or TH tucw you

Dave started as though struck bva

bullet. "All at once comprehension
dawned upon him. His muscles
tautened; his fist knotted itself into a
terrible weapon.

“So that was the game they put
up on me, t''get me out, was it?"" he
cried in a loud voice. “Didn’t dare to
do it open an' above-board, so—"

He stopped short, :

“Here, girlie,” he exclaimed, thrust-
ing the toy he had bought into her
hands. “Go to Irma. Tell her—tell
her .you've been away on a visift
Tell her you're never goin' to leave
her agaia!”

“But. Dave, where she? And
aren't you coming, top?” the woman
cried, dazed with the joy and shock
{ reconciliation,

Hastily Dave gave her the address.

Then he added:

“No, I'm not coming, quite y»t. But

¢ back girl. Back, with a
core up work

is
.

soon,

te, make good,
where vou going, Dave?”
langhed. “Oh to Chicago, for
'l get there somehow
safe, never fear
siness, oressing business,

“W

He
a day or two
and I'll come back
I've got T
in Chic >

He drew

the woman close in his
ere in the street, kissed
and then, snddenly re-
turned and vanished in

arms,
her tenderly,
leasing her,
the crowd .

Only then

even

did Anna realize that

{ down her cheeks the tears were cours-

the tears of a long-pent reffres-

and sudden

Why I Got Fired

(Comtipusd From Page 23

1. the tears of a great

{ jov

darity 1o say she had done some forbid-
| den thing
b teld vou to take #17” he de-
d 2t Cassie Ppor girl, she
“ sor 1 themght she would
¢ he wpe holding
N w3 Wl "1 took 1 bhetavse
si¢ was al the ther end of the
nd 1 was waiting for work™

he retorted =% anow

» T u ap

e SDOeS

sped bt stays can e

- v hefore and the
is ai isn't #?"

“That don't m med bit of

i ont and get out & vomed
sk Yoo need mot mund fm thmg
d've hear? Gef owt™

at this m=i with his
and porple with Tage
sip thanking what safis-
one with & small mind
another humar be-

1 ger

as 1 ked? -zt
As ionked

1ot
Trtec

Y 1o

{ fear an born of anger,
my eyes at the thought that
a monster lke this had ot m his power
15 turn me ot for telimg the troth.
tuad I znd he knew i, it ‘wonid
But be-

ras mat atrad to tell nm the

sprang

w
was too much.  Hys puny
mmd balked at the cutrage
Az J &4 wmot move while thess

| thoughts were passing tirongh my brain

he gave another yell “Get om? T el
Get om!™ ¢
“Mr. Ben," T said, as steadily-as 1
comid, “Yor seem 1o have Jorgottes
your ambority over me ended when you
first told me 1o get ot There i85 3
cortain amownt of time ullowed me i8
vhich 2o pet ont and 1 antend 0
take it

That evokrd 3 fresh outburst. “You

out™ %
vou wan't!" I
time 1 wis neither very calm nor very
steady in my sammer of speaking, “You
cowardly cur, yoo dare mot do 3, for :
vou know wou wor™ist look well m
the police court % norrow morning. 1 :
think there s 3 limit cven for such'as
vou”

This made him gusp e a
his eves became more distazYed
rible looking than ever. To Snigh
a shipht titter arose from ¢
that had gmthered; unable to
ing in the sceme. That turned his
temtion 1o them.

“What in hell are you dong
he yelied. “Get hack to your
all of you. or by God, you'll all
the same dose™

They scattered jike frightened sheep
and before { could get my things picked
up and gathered together they were alt
Lack at their machimes, apparently in- @ -
tent upen their work, As I passed ont
the few girls with whom I had/
acquainted glanced wuwp furtively and
whispered goodbye. Nettie, without
daring to look up, grasped my hand
asd said “Goodbye, I hope TH
you again sometime.” 1 saw a tear
iall upon the shoe she was stitching.

1 went t, Cassie to have her O. K.
my slip so that I could get my pay. -

“Oh, I'm so sorry that you got fired,”
she said, “T was so afraid that you were
going to say that I gave you that case
and I have a sick baby to support. I =

3

4

don't know what would become ¢f me = -
if T lost my job . o
As T went down the dark, creaking
stairs to tize street the thought of what
awaited me—the cold room at the
boarding house, the sordid, cheerless .’
restaurant, the weary search for an-
other job through the wef, snow-
driven streets, the dirty factorics to be
invaded and the arrogant foremen 16
be interviewed—all this, crystalized ‘into
one bleak vista, arose before me and
then somehow, by some strangs twist
there flashed through my inind a phrase :
learned in childhood “Speak the truth, =
surak it ever, cost you wiat it may”
And 1 laughed. é ’




4

“Leave me alose! Stop following me!}
Pm 3 decent gird! Leave me alone, I}
el you! Go away! o

So genuine was the note of distress|
in the sheill woice, that I stopped. |
turned, besitated 2 moment, and then |
Bastened after the couple. Soon they!
tarned asother corner, where a church !
fenced I by ron ralings, stood inf
lomely; sombre shadow, she, parsaed. |
evidently making for the Hghted thor-|
oughfare beyond, Be, pursuing, ewi-
destly enger to stop her ere hec goal}
was reached I followed and as T
meared them I saw him put his hand !
upon her arm while she fought hirm off, |
stiil shrilly protestimg. Then I called |
out and he. Jooking aroend, saw me and. |
with an oath, thrust ber from him.|
darted zcross the street and disappeared. |

She, staggering from the biow, :Lhoi
saw me, and when [ reached her side |
she was chnging to the church railiogs. |
white-faced. sobbing and Systerical |

Then I zaw she was but 2 girl, and 2} *

workiog girl ar that. I spoke to her!

reassurngily, but it was tome minutes
before she became calm
“What was the matter?

i

Who wss ’

T never saw

I couldn™ shake B . . .

¥ woderstoad I bad Beard aof these,
“But come”™ I said “Se’s gons now
There's no need of being afraid™
For her startled cyes soil kept giznc- |
g fearinily around
T offered to see her hame
“Home:" she echoed “Thar's
< - ¥ Bave no bome”
She Te.- #d her head agaimst the rail-
c'asping them with her thin-gloved
hands. while her body shrok with re
sobbing. Then I soticed, aiso,
worn her clcthes

%

;

.

s many de
she came
urging and
thus we
brown

:

was

;

on my part. !

guest
that

m part,
me when she
and felt some-
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Christmas !
L You've heard
#s troe. So would
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« girls cried, ey
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we're goin,
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+ worst of it, either.
pay tonight there was
for fines. They said I
mornings, look, here's the
up. Well, T was late. I
dead tired after working till
o'clock every night for nearly

weeks I slept late those mornings.

j

got my

if

five

15
s E
:

]
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~So would you, mam, if you was on your

feet fifteen and sixteen straight hours
with no rest, not even to sit down. Some
of the girls couldn’t hold out—they just
fainted dead away.
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{ work, and me owing two weeks room

rent, whick is

for veg
An.

lves—at least ffteen |
wow they had us|
days. mearly all !

. ter Sat-

fgure
a day

ad to fix op |
rs the other nights after the|
store was closed Of cnurse, we got!
our meals Sundays—that was something. |
Then they gave us cents for
every might, that's iostead of pay for
overtime We wounldn't spend alf that
| for supper, of course—r3 cents was my
{ Ymit, so we had the rest for breakfast
iand car fare, those of us that didn't
{walk home. Tlsoally I walk to my
| boarding house, its no! far, but those
imomings [ was late, T rock the car,
{trying to et o the store on time Yes,
| we had our meals m the store. They
{ wouldn’t let us out, you know: took
| up too muck time. Some of the gicls
brought their lunches with them.
“What d&id [ -do n the stors? Well,
they pat me in the grocery de-
selling nuts and oranges aod
and so on. But they said [ wus
iow, that I was 100 green to weigh
| quick enough the first couple of days, so
shifted me to the book department
{ That jrocery department sure was 2
{ terrevr.  There was only three of us
| there and there was work for a dozen.
| Lord Jmows, what it was like Christmas
. week. One of the girls was in bad
! shape too. She had been there thre.gh
| the Thanksgiving rush and she wasn’t
{over i* yet. Sometimes she just Jet go
of things, she was so nervous and

fi?ﬁgi

-

. { strung up, and ['ve seen her when she

eould kard'y mark the figures in her
charge book .

“One day 1 was switched off to the
toy department. [ coulda’t understand
this until I found the rush there was
getting so great they needed girls that
had some experience already and wasn't
too green. And T stayed there until T
left last might. It was rcal interesting
at first, with all the queer little toys—
the bhorses and wagons and aicships
and automobiles and twnbling mw, and
other things. It seemed real fun at first
but after awhile they got on my nerves,
and I couldnt see any fun ‘n them.
There was so many different kinds and
we had to handle them so often and
wind them up and explain thery and
sort them and answer questions about
them from the children that I got to
hate the sight of toys ~I used to
dream about them at night and see all
kinds of wild things flying and jumping
~vound and the ricketty-racketty noise
wied to run through my head like
fireworks going off, so ¥ was more
tired when I got up than when I lay

“I wasn't the only one thet was fined; | down.

we nearly all was. Some girls had a
dollar taken off their pay. Some of us
kicked but it didn't do no good. They
told us we knew the rule when we
started in. So we did—but what's the
use? Other girls said nothing—they
were the regular ones and they ‘were

“The rush got worse tvery day and
we were going every minute, except
when we were eating, which wasn’t
long, just fifteen ainutes, though
we're supposed to get forty-five. The
last days, they just served coffes and
sandwiches to us at the counters and

it
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jclothes and hats and moving pictures
tand the shop and the customers and—

i real steady
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use and they're the omes that ought

think seeing as they know what
young girls have to go through at times.

“Before the rush got too bad, we used
to spell off for lunch in pairs and go
up to the store restaurant and eat. Yon
see that store is not a swell one—that
is, not very swell—just so—so—and we
girls was allowed to eat along with the
customers.  But we didn't eat what they
did, oh, no; Katie—that was my chum—
used to say if they paid us decent wages |
we'd order more and the res‘um'ami
wounld do a bigger business, and they'd

somchow. I fetr she was still
that way, just the same.  Not
that such talk was new to me I've
heard of it in the shops where I've
worked and 1've known girls that went
bad and worked right beside 10c. They
said they had to do it, it was a matter
of business, just like Katie said It's
their families that holds girls back more
than anything, They ain't bad—at least
not what you would call bad. Its not
having things they ought to have......

And there's always lots of men wait-
ing around to help then: get started bad.

We used to spot, them in the store right
along. We got to know them. They'd

York, and subject to the same excessive

toil and Jow wages, vexations economy, |

bitter self-denial, temptations and humil-
iations as she. .

" Working 85 Hours A W,

The following facts, the result of
extensive investigations carried on by in-
terested parties in previous years, are
submitted in gartial corroboration of
Nettie's story:

“In none of the stores investigated
was there direct payment for overtime,
which for the nine open evenings was at
least 36 hours, or more than 3}4 working
‘days. The remuneration was 35 cents
supper money in three stores, 25 cents
supper ‘mioney in one store, supper do-
nated in one store, in anothier two sand-

get our mopey back anyway. A sand-
wich and cup of coffee and a piece of |
cake or pie or a charlotte russe was!
usually what we got. That cost us!
13 cents.  Some days we got a plate of |
soup or ice cream, if we felt flush, and

that'd be five ceats more. But that
wasa’t often.
“Katie was a nice girl.  She was

Irish, but that didnt stop us from get-
ting to be good friends. It's funny,
ain’t it. how people brought up differ-
eat—of different races, I mean—get to
be chums when working clongside each
other? I've noticed that often. Katre
and me never tatked about religion and |
snch things. Somehow we never thonght
of such things, and she didn’t seem to
mind me being a2 Jew. We'd talk about

weil, beaus. That is, Katie wonld for!
I dida’t know any fellows much i
“One day she got extra confidentia!:

i and told me she had a fellow once, a!

They went together 2 long |
te and they'd have get married, only |
they kept waiting until he got more |
wages. You know how it is. gl've seen|
icts that way. haven't you? Well, Katie's |

I bean wuorked in that very store cnce. |

o !
He was 2 deliverer on the wagons and |

they got acquainted just by accident. It |, us one day we was having supper and | have
j was awiul interesting the way Katie told | two women came and sat at the same [ wagons as late as mid-night.”

it. T couldn™ tell it the same way. He|

must have been a real nice feflow. They|or than the other. and che was ahout| ity at a Home for Working

ased to see cach other regular and hc!
used to rush through bis work so as|
ften, as he usually worked
later than she 4d

“Weil, T can't repeat alt she told me,
not the same w.y, anyway. It sounded
fike a real story you read about. But
they didn’t get married bike lovers do
in the sturies. They waited so long for
bim to get a raise—$30 a2 month was
all he got—Tom—that was his name—
he got impatient and one day he braces
the boss for more money, but he didn’t
get it. The boss was so uppish about it
Tom lost his temper, he was so disap-
pointed and ail, and they had words.
It was near Christmas, too, last year,
and the boss he didn’t say anything
mi ve right then. und Tom thought he'd
forgotten all about i*. but what d'you
think? When they laid off the extra
help after Christmas Tom he was laid
off. ton! He'd been there such 2 jong
time, he never expected it, but the boss
saw there was lots more men anxious
to get the job at the same pay.

“Tom was all broke up about it, and
so was Katie. [here he was out of a
job, right in the dead of winter! Of
eourse, he tried to get another job, "ut
he could orly pick up odd ones hs-. and
there and what with one thing and
another he and Katie sort a got parted,
seeing as there was no chance of them
being married at all. The day she told
me, Katie hadn't heard from him in
months. She thought he'd gone off some
where clse—enlisted in the army or
something. And ever since then Katie
couldn’t seem to get another fellow.

“She used to get dreadful discour-
aged at times and have the bluvs awful
One day she give me a bad scare. ‘I
declare to God,’ she says sudden, when
we sat down to have lunch, if it wasn't
for dad and the shame it'd be to him
I'd go bad?!

““What?" says I, “you wouldn’t do
that, Katie, you Imow you wouldn't.’

“‘Oh, yes, I would’ she says, with
a queer look in her face—I can't de-
scribe it exactly—, ‘other girls do and
get away with it, and why shouldn't I?
Its business, that's what it is. Look

She “-e5 it and nebody cares. We have
to earn % living, haven't we? But Jdad
is the only-one T care about.  He'd die
of shaine if ¥ brought disgrace on him.
He'd never ho'd his head up in church
arain. Oh, I shouldnt think of such
things but T just can’t help it’

“Then she put her hands to her face
and I saw she was crying. I couldn’t say
anything, I \va» that thunderstruck. 'Af-
ter awhile she ‘ooked up and wiped her
eyes and says, ‘never wmind me, Nettie
1 get these fits often. Tomsrrow I

{to buy only, but really it was to get

{ There aint any enjeyment for vs, and

at Sadie B, over at the dall conuter.|

Katie Wiped Her Eyes

come along making beleve they wanted

talking with the girls. Of course, we
couldn't afford to offend customers with
the floorwatker watching as but it didn"t
take Jong for us to let them know
there was nothing doing. You know,
its the pretiiest girls that go first? Ohb,
its hard, and arcund Christmas time,
somehow, #t's always hardest. Because
there teems to be more of the things
we ain't got, I guess  Good people they
look down on girls that go bad but
nobody knows what we girls go up
against....I'm geing to try and keep
friends with Katie. She told me where
she lved

“All ns girls are sore cn Christmas

I den't think there’s much for f»thzr{
people, either—not as much as they pre- |
tend, at least. |

“Katie sail it was bhetter this year!
than last becanse of the agitation some |
women outside had carried on, but then, |
she said, no* everybody had money |
enough to buy ahead. H

“And that reminds me what happened |

table with us.  One of them was young- |

forty, I guess. I noticed them particu- |

lar, as they didn't seem like the other | branch store of a large

women that bought things—I mean n
the way they looked and talked. We
couldn’t help hearing what they said
and they was talking about some law to
stop ‘eorking women and gi-' overtime
and how it was all right so far as it
went, except at Christmas time. | was
so imterested in what they said Katie
had to pinch me to wake me uwp. And
one of the women noticed T was listen-
ing and she leans over and asks us some
questions. Katie was awful close-
mouthed, and she such a great talker
other times, but I answered them, and
just a2s we got up to go one of the
women—the oldest one, she was thin
and wore glasses and had 2 nice smile—
she says quite straight, “Girls, why < ra't
you get together and form a union?
You know we can’t do anything for you
while you go on this way. You've got
to help yourselves. Its a shame—" But
Katie she pulled me away and I missed
the rest. The women looked disa-
pointed, too. And when we got back
to the counter Katie said, “You'd better
not say anything to the other girls about
what them women said, or you'll get
into trouble. They're agitators. Un-
ions ain't allowed here.

“There, 1 guess I've talked enough
now. What time is it? Gee, I must be
going. I've got to sce my landlady,
you know. She'll think I've run off
with my room rent. I've got to give
her something—that'll stand her off for
another week. 1 don't feel so afraid
to meet her as I did last night. I just
hated to face her. She ain’t bad, you
know, or she wouldn't let me cwe her
at-all. She's her own reat to pay—then
its me for another job tomorrow or
next day, though there'll be nothing
doing until after New Year’s, and that's
a full week off.”

“But look here,” interposed 1=y wife,
“you're not going away like that, Net-
tic.  You've got tu stay and have din-
ner with us. It’s all ready. This is
Christmas day, you know. We couldn’.
think of letting you go this time of day
.. . there, be sensible now. You must
forget all about a job today or tomor-
row, or even the mext day. You've got
to have a real merry Christmas with
us.”

“‘A Merry Christmas, mam! Here
with yon2. . . .Oh, I didn"t expect that,
mam, I declare I didn't . . . but if you
really want me ... Well, I'll go and
see my landlady first, and get that off
my mind . . . where are my things? . .
I'll be back soon. Yes, I will . . . but,
oF; mam "

I slipped from the room and left the
two women together while the girl
had her cry out on my wife’s shoulder.

wiches and a cup of coffee were given
and in three stores no return except two
days off, which with January “white
sales” and steel. taking were often de-
layed until February.

A girl 16 years old worked in the
audit department of one store from
8 2. m. to 10 p. m, meal time excluded,
every night in the preceding fortnight
before Christmas: a weekly total of
71% hours. This girl continued to
work until 9:30 p. m. three days a week
until January 22d.  Another girl 18 years
old worked from 8:15 a. m. to 10 p. m,,
meal time excluded, 73%% hours a week
during the 10 days preceding Christmas;
her weekly wage ‘was $35, with nothing
extra for overtime except three days off
later in the season, when her services
were least likely to he needed. Another
girl during the weck before Christmas
worked from 8 a. m. to 1. p. m, that
8% hours—ansd obliged to stand all
of the time.

is,

“Women were seen coming out of
stores at 1:40 2. m  They had been
there since 8 a m. and were to return
at 8 a. m. Wagon boys and helpers
. ten seen in attendance upon the

an author-
Girls said:
“A girl in a store on 34th street—one
company—
worked two Sundays before Christmas
all day, receiving a full day’s pay. Be-
ginning December 14, she worked until
10, 11 and on Christmas eve, 12 o'clock.
The extra pay for this, was 50 cents
a night. Half an hour of her lunch
rime was taken off in these hvsy weeks.
She has been ill ever sincr—past of
the time in an hospital.” In this same
cnmpany’s factory ome gir! received
$5.50 a2 week, others not less than $6
and the average was admitted to be $7
a week.

Fighting For Improvement.

Nev 'rtheless, bad as conditions are
there has been some improvement in
recent year- mainly doe 10 the passage
of the Mercantile law of New York
state, enacted after seventeen years or
intense agitation by the Consumers
League and the labor organizations.
Even then this law was .neffective for
some time, because a “joker” in the bill
placed the enforcement of the law
under the boards of health in the cities,
which were totally unfit for the work.
But renewed agitation succeeded in
placing stores under the State Factory
Inspection with a consequent improve-
ment. This change was only made
against the organized opposition of the
store proprietors.

Under this law there is a ten-hour
limit on the work of women under
twenty-one but as the court of appeals
has decided that it was unconst tutional
to establish any closing hour a nor~
mal closing hour becomes almost purely
illusionary. Already in November of
this year the shops making candy and
behind these the box factories manufac-
turing for the rush trade were working
illegally without interference.

Further an exception in the law ex-
empts women from protection as to
hours at the very time they most need
protection. That is, up to this year, dur-
ing the two weeks from December rsth
until January 1st, the ten hour limil
was suspended. This year, it is reported.
the exemption is cut down to one week,
viz: from December 15th to December
I e R
Some Things I Gained.

Seventeen years ago there was no
legal protection for women or children.
Now children tmder 16 can work only
8 hours in factories or g in stores. Tkey

Regarding the candy smre{

must be sent home from the factories|

at 5 and the stores at 7. OFf course,
the usual difficuity of evasion of correct
age has mihisted against the opera.on
of this law.

The Consumers League, which has led
in the agitation for legislation for work-
ing women, has 59 stor~s on its White

afraid of losing their jobs. ... Gee,

we grabbed a bite when we could. If

go to late mass and feel belor. T tell

We knew that all Nettie said was

: List of which over 40 close veluntarily

stores . .
byt e ; Jboib
receivers etc—there is no protection for

them except that which organization can
beri:-c; and these men are poorly organ-
iz &

The newly established Drivers Union,
as a result of the recent cxpress sirike,
in which many store drivers joined, has
forced ‘the dry-goods stores to promise
extra pay of 25 cents per hour for over-
time and this year will be the first in
the history of that trade to pay the
over-worked drivers something extra for
the long hours they put in during the
Christmas rush. Some of the drivers
claim, however, that this innovation is
of doubtful benefit, as the system of
“docking” is such that the employers
will be the real beneficiaries in the
long run,

The drivers go to work at 6 in the
morning and have to attend to their
own particular districts. When the day’s
work during the year is estimated at ten
hours, it can be easily imagined how
late they work in the season when the
trade is three or four times as heavy.
The men have to get through with
their loads, no matter how long it takes.
So they are kept on their wagons from
early morning until late at night, not
infrequently pulling in as late as twelve
and one o'clock.

The Drivers Union has obtained a $15
a week wage for drivers but so far
this is not in full force; $0 to $12 has
been the rule heretofore. Helpers and
receivers get- 85 and $6 a week. Every
driver and helper, is bonded, $500 being
the sum in security. This, however,
covers only fraudulent cases but missing
articles have to be paid for by the driv-
ers themselves and this is taken from
their wages. One man interviewed had
to pay §4 80 for a piece of silk that had
been snatched from the wagon that very
day.

With the great rush, hard work, bit-
ter cold, late hours, weariness, exhaus-
tion and sleepiness on the one hand, and
the persistent activity of the sneak-
thieres on the other hand, missing arti-
cles are mrre common during the haS-
day season than at any other time and
many children have to forego the much
hoped-for and dreamed-of presents be-
canse *heir fathers have Lad te make
good for other presents, stolen or lost
in the mad and terrific attempt of civil-
ized society to make and enjoy a merry
Christras, :

Abolishing Tuberculosis
BY ALLAN L. BENSON

The way to wipe out tuberculosis
in a hurry, for instance, would be to
destroy cvery habitation that is
known to be hopelessly infected—
and there are many such—-permit no
habitation (o be erected without pro-
vision for sufficient sunlight and air;
permit no factory or other workplace
te be erected without sufficient pro-
vision for sunlight ardd fresh air—and
destrey such workplaces as now exist
without . this provision; reduce the
cost of living so that the millions
who now cannot afford to live in san-
itary homes and buy adequate food
could do so; isolate the infected and
educate the people with regard to the
necessity of sleeping witls their bed-
room windows wide open.

If this program were put through,
tuberculosis would cease as soon as
those who are now infected should
eicher have recovered or died. It is
because such a program has not been
put through that, according to Pro-
fessor Fisher, there are always 500,-
000 Americans suffeiing from tuber-
culosis, and the anuual Jeath-rolt
from the disease is 150,000, Any
municipal government, jf i* were dis-
posed to do so and the courts were
willing to let it do so, could put
through the housing part of the pro-
gram_ in a single summer. The dan-
gerous habitations could be con-
demned. The governments, if nec-
essary, could build and rent at cost,
sanitary houses in the suburbs, as the
government of New Zealand does for
its people. . Congress, the president
and the courts, if they were disposed
to do so, could rcduce the cost of
living. If the government can teach
farmers by mail how to prevent hog-
cholera, there would seem to be no
reason that it could not teach human
beings by mail to breathe fresh air
both night and day.

What stands in the way of immedi-
ately putting through such a pro-
gram? Nothing in the world except
the men whose property would be
destroyed, or whose - stealings in
food-prices would be stopped. - The
property loss would” be enormous.
(Think of calling the Jestruction of
a lot of deathtraps a “loss™) The
"\(nlue" of the property destroyed
might be a billion douars. Maybe it
would be two billians. What differ-
ence need it make if it should iake
five billion dollars’ worth of labor,
hm.aber. bricks, steel and other taa-
terials to replace death-traps with
life-traps? One hundred and fity
‘thousand lives would be saved
year from tuberculosis alone, and the
rebuilding operations would create
greater prosperity for labor than was
ever created by any act o congress.
—Pearson’s Mogazine,
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el it € plits
e e call my ;
- For I am writing this to you my
- American ‘friends in the thick of my
-~ pai tary election contest in what
.- -18 generally regarded as the key-consti-
 tuency of London if not of the whole
country—the Battersea Division. And
~ my opponent? No less a redoubtable
~ person than the King of Renegades, and
“Swankors,” John Burns, Cabinet and
‘ ex-Socialist Minister. .

- . He thought he had a straight, com
fortable and certain fight with Sir Jolin
Harrington, the Tory, but the Socialists
fell on him hip and thigh seven short
days before the election, decided to run
your humble servant as Socialist candi-
date, and here we are!

~. In, 1 believe for a bad beating, but
if I can only poll 1,000 votes, Burns
is down and out for the constituency
which he has misrepresented since 18g2.
And if be is put out—well glory de!
The Roosevelt catastrophe is a fool to
it.

The papers are full of it and we shall
know our fate in six days.*

Britain, just now, is election mad. I
fear the labor men are going to lose
some seats, though I hope not. I think
probably the Liberals will be returned
but you will know all about it ere you
receive this.

1 honestly belieye that another gen-
eral election will follow this very soon,
for the present election decides abso-
lutely nothing. It is a liberal trick to
secure snother term of office whilst the
Free Trade campaign it “booming,” and
whilst the trade of the country shows
such inflated returns—for the bosses,
but not for the bossed, who are out of
work in enormous numbers,

The Labor Party is fighting this clec-
tion with the haler of the Osborne de-
cision around its neck.

The Fight Grows Sharper.

The introduction of three bills into
the chamber of deputies by Briand,
the French John Burns, for the purpose
of inflicting the heaviest penalties upon
railway and other public servants who
dare to strike, is not going unheeded
in England as an object lesson of what
may easily be the next step of a Brit-
ish government. The back of the
Welsh strike is broken and the men
have voted agriast a generul strike. 1
cannot say, nor can anyone else, what
will be the next move of the Trade

eDispatches say that
with u Socialist vote of

My brain is reeling and my poor wits

Demos| by the

ure ¢ither of Robert Blatchiord or of
the Tor: party as 2 whole to raise any
interest in the question of increasing
the national defenses. Nobody seems to
care two straws about them, Imperial-
ism rampant is as dead as mutton,
though T must say that Robert Blatch-
ford’s three articles in the “Daily Mail,”
masterpieces of simple English, were
enough to arouse a dead man. Alas!
and alas! we Socialists here are still
very much at sixes and sevens, and
nothing up to the present has so much
contributed to our dissensions as Com-
rade Blatchford's attitude on the Ger-
man Invasion.
Cheers for America.

But the American Socialist victories
have set English Socialists ablaze with
enthusiasm.  Oh you are the boys that
can hand it out all right, all right.
ifalf-arm jolts, uppercuts and every
trick of the political prize-ring, with
the great fires of “enthusiasm and sin-
cerity underneath to generate steam.

You have got the Roosevelt hobo—
and you will get the test of the gang as
time goes on. Now that that ring-
tailed roarer, that perhistoric man type
with the carnivorous teeth has gone, you
may hope once more. What 2 cannibal !

The Irish are up and the bhoys are
having the time of their lives. The
Liberals shrink like whipped curs at the
heels of their master John Redmond,
who evidently has put Asquith through
it. Tremenduous meetings are being
held in the Green Isle. London is alive
with strutting bands of Irish players
and foragers. For the first time since
the great Charles Stuart Parnell passed
over, they are undergoing the deli-
cious thrill which passes through the
Irishman when he has his foot o~ the
neck of the prominent partner, And I
really think not only Ireland, but Eng-
land, Seoland and Wales are almost
within sight of Home Rule

The Social-Democratic party are only

running one or two parliamentary can-
didates, the chief one being that of |
H. M. Hyndman, the veteran Sociatist |
at Burnley, Lancashire. He did nof|

fail by many at the last election—but | 5

this, 1 think, is his last chance for he!
is an old man.
not that genius for organization pos-|
sessed by their comrades of the 1. L. P. |

which is half the battle in clection fight- | dustry,
| spacious homes,

ing.

The Socialist and Labor movement as
a whole will, I think, lose’ somewhat
in prestige at this election—dut wait
until the next and we will show you
that the American circus is not the only
show on earth!

about §00.—Bd.

In the preceeding legislature there
hirty deputies in the begiuning,

ipli One was elected 2s an In-
e and the other refuses all di-
rect party allegiance.

According tu the election “reports
there- were four more Socialists chosen.
Three of ‘hese were unseated and in
the fourth case a new clection was or-
derd in which the Socialist was de-
feated. In nearly twenty other cases
the elections were extremely close. In
very many the Socialists being defeated

fess than ten votes. ;
l”Sinee an electoral agreement had been
made with the republican and radical
parties providing for a mutual support
of candidates where two parties had
nct nominated it is impossible to give
myexactmtistiaofﬂ\eSoc_nhnm
A great number of municipalities, espe-

in the *north of Italy are con-
| entirely by the Socialists and
{ e a strong
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Holiday Reficctions
By Engene V. Debs

At this season of the year people
are wont to make merry and far be it
from my purpose to dampen the ardor
of their festivities, but even in the midst
of the happiest scenes incident to our
¢ y as ceclebration and
other holiday events I am reminded,
whether T will or not, ¢f the many,
many sad and suffering beings in bu-
man form to whom the holidays uean
nothing etcept to accentuate their micery
and make them feel more keenly their
wretched lot.

How often when I have felt myself
lifted into the realms of joy at a farm-
ily reunion during the holiday season a
shaft of pain pierced my heart and the
shadows of sorrow fell upon me as I
theug Yt of the wan faces of others I
had seen whose glooniy habitations were
never made light and merry by the music
and revelry of tho holiday season.

And what makes it all the more sor-
rowful and the reflections in regard to
it all the more bitter is that, search as
W e may, there is no excuse for it on the
face of the carth,

How unspeakably sad, how tragic in
fact, that in all creation human beiugs
are the only living creatures that have
lost the instinct and lack the sense to
feed themselves!

The earth and all its fulness cre for
the people but they know it not and
dearly do they pay for their hlindness
and perversity.

All about us there is hunger, and who
can feel himself fed while this is true?

Ou every street there are shivering
victims, less to be envied than vagabond
dogs, the sport of winter’s icy blasts.

In ten thousand dismal huts and
hovels sit moaning mothers and starv-

" Satin

you'
The collapse cannot come too soon !

* & »
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But the S. D. P. ha\'e; T

corporations, outlawed by the
courts, and left to drag his paralyzed

Oh, the countless thousands of box
factory girls and Frank Lanes there are
under the pres.. . system! Who can
contemplate the crimes of -which they
are the victims and Le satisfied? Who
caii enjoy the merriment and join in the
revelry of the holiday season without
a thought of “Les Miserables” who are
suffering, dying of hunger and neglect,
within the sounds of their festivities?

* v =

But there is more than al*ernating joy
and sorrow, cheerfulness and gloom in
my holiday reflections. | am trying to
feel my own responsbility. | am a
part of all that suffers and a part of all
that is responsible for it. I am a part
of the social system responsible for the
erimes, the sufferings, the sorrows of my
fellov=-beings, and 1 am going to exert
all ‘my strength to change that system
so that it shall no longer infiict pain
and misery upon so many of my fellow-
creatures, but bring freedom, plenty
and joy to them all, so that all the days
shall be holidays and the holiday season
shall never end.

A Peep Into the Fatare
By Henry T. Jones

1 am looking into the future and I
s¢¢ 3 nadon not having one case of
poverty—not one.

I also sce a race of humans perfect
morally, mentally and physically.

in that new world I see tens of mil
lions of beppy, smiling {aces among the
men, women and youth: I bear the
merry laughter of children, the songs of
birds, the chirping squirrels. The deer,
zntelope and dogs fraternize 10 joyous
companionship; the
no jonger brings a dread

16 the observer that the savagery of thei®

specire of apprehension bas long been
puknown 10 man or beast. On all sides
1 see harmony of thought, harmomy of
action, harmomy of relition and har-
mony of intention. 1 see ladies and
gentlemen withont exception who would
ﬁi_-duin to accept & service they could
not return in kind

C Or Me ¢
mines, factories, off
The modern twenn

has been changed

o

=541

I

e

of the production of n
being ecasily and speedily
harnessed forces of ne
man.

Neither do I see
losis, typhord, mor any

§

1

i

fiict the ecarth.
Prisons, jaiis, police, soldiers, msane
asylums, poor houses, charitzble insiitg

tions, shwms, red-hght districts, saloons. §

courts, dirty streets, shoddy clothing,
hankers, grafters, money-lenders, poli
ricians, intemperance. disease. bums and
all the other beauties of present day coir-
ilization are only matters of history n
this new world.

In place of all this the face of bounti-
ful natere s dotted with spacious homes

and magunificent public buildings whose |

harmony of design and color ¥s In per-
fect contrast with the beastiality of
thuse things now seen in our modern
coke-towns ir the shape of hideous s'ay-
scrapers, crowded busiess blocks and
rows of houses unfit for shelter.

In this new world work 1s 3 joy, at a
brutal struggle: life is a pleasure, not
discomiort.  There 1 see life with art
and life with industry. Life ‘without
joy and pleasurc there is known to be
savagery, and life withoat art i known
to be brutality. Art in this new workd
1 can see is of man’s joy in lis labor.

And what a perfect race of men 1
sce. I see a race that is so complete as
to Ye incapable of~an impure thought
to say nothing ot temptation to com-
mit an impure act 1 can see also the
observance of a code of ethics so differ-
ent from the modorn standard that
many things we now regard as wrong
are there recognized as right. and many
things we now accept as right are
known to be wrong,

1 see a world ruled by science and
love.

And does this ideal world contain a
race of satisfied people? Is the hu-
man mind of this more perfect man
vontent? No, the human mind as long
as the world survives will never be
content. The mind of the man in this
new world is constantly striving for
greater and better things. Man hav-
ing been permitted to become perfect
imorally, mentally and physically ever
strives to make the world better and
brighter than he finds it. To seek
higher, nobler and better things is the
incentive thai is moving this new world.
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one case of tubercn-
the other:
numerons preventabie ilis whics now m

{Continzed from last week)
CHAPTER XV.

AT was in the early fall of
the following year that it
happened. After his failure
to get the Swift One, Red-
=3 Eyec had taken another
wife; and, strange to relate,
she was still alive. Stranger
still, they had a baby sev-

the top he turned about and glared down |
at them, roaring and beating his chest. |
They arched their arrows at him, and!
though he was untouched he fled on.

I watched a third tier smoked out,
and a fourth. A few of the Folk es-
caped up the cfiff, but most of them
were shot off the face of it as they!
strove 1o climb ! remember Long-Lip. |
He got as far as my ledge, cryiog pite-.

S— o arrow clear thre £ wat |
eral months old—Red-Eye’s first child, ey, i Sirow clear- thusigh bis chan,

3 9 5 . the fecathered shaft stickin i
His previous wives had never lived Jong ) the bone head stickis "xrlmg h':f’v! rbd:;::\lt"
enough to bear him children Lensane e e inieo

The year | i ... S Al ST ; i
S0 done will for 2l 5o e weathes | through the back as he climbed. Hel

_ 4 sank down on my led; feedi pro- |
had been exceptionally mild and !m)di {2:4; ,:‘:1,; l,mT:‘h( = Boctos »o-
plectiful. I remember especialiy the! o
turaips of that year. The n

o a) It was about this time that the upper|

WS tiers seemed to empts themselves all |
dlso very heavy, and the wild plums; s g g s )
were jarger and sweeter than usual, i

at once. Nearly zll the Folk not yet!
; ‘smoked out stampeded wp the cHf at
In short, it was a gr,!dm' year. Andithe same time.  This was 1 saving c“
then it happened. It was o the early ! many. The Fire-People could not shoot |
morning, agd we were surprised in our | == i
caves. In the chill gray light we awoks!

from sleep, most of ws, to encounter
death. The Swift Ooe and I were!
arpused by a pandemoninm of screech-
g and gibbering. Ouvr cave was the
bighest of all on the chiff, and we crept |

to the mouth aud pecred down  The |
opes  space was filled with the Fire !
People

eir cries and yells were added to
lamor, but they had order and plac
¢ we Folk had mone ¢
fought aod acted for himsel

of ‘us koew how t was the

§

1 they swerved bauck §
their anmber were Jefit ppon
These were strugghing 3ad

ol

and.

f away.
males we
e raned

i the worlds' work! .
i3l thimgs i8] _.
me by the !
manned by

: a 2 2 CIng - u"lzr- :
es.  The Swiit One and 1 staned
{ fimally the Folk no looger were tricked make 3 scransdile dor the chiftop

secht of us 2 great ory went from
Fire-Peopie Ths was met

r the Swift One: Ther!
{the Fttle oid wizened bhumter directing | excitedly and pomtmg
i3t all They cheved him, and went here | bes one wnother. They did ant]
and thers at ‘3s commands. Some of [try 10 shoot her Nt an arrow was )
them went into the forest and retoroed ;&isch They bogan calimp softly !
with loads of dry wood, lesves, and|and coaxingly. 1 stopped and Jocked |
grass. AR the Fire-People drew injdown She was aitaid, and whinpered|
closer. While most of them stood by jand wrped me tn. Se we went up over}
with bows and arrows, ready to shoot jihe top and plunped Mlo the trees :
any of the Foik that exposed them-! This event has often cansed me W
selves, several of the Fire-Men bexped | wonder 208 specolmte. 1§ she were !
the dry grass and wood @t the mouths | reudly of their kind, she must have oen |
of the Jower tier of caves. Out of {lost from them 3t 2 time when she was
these heaps they conjured the MO {to0 young 1n remembor, sise would she |
we feared—FIRE. At @rst, wisps of int have been ziraid of them. On the
smoke arose and curled mp the I jother hand ©t may well have deen tha |
Then 1 could see the red-tongued flames | while she was their kind she had
darting in and out through the woodlleen lost from them: fhat she had
Bke tiny snakes, The smoke rew {jheen born in the wild Jores: far
thicker and thicker, at times shrooding | their haunts, ber father muybe 2 Teme-
the whole face of the chiff. Bat 1 wasigade Fire-Man, her mather masbe one
bigh up und it did not bother me muxch. | of our own Kind, one of the Folk  Bat)
though it stung my cves wnd 1 tobbed | whe shall say?  These things ave be-
them with my knnckles. yond me, and the Swift One inew ne

Old: Marrow-Bone was the first 1 be i mare about them than &d L

smoked cut. A Hght fan of air drifted]  We Nved thromgh 2 day of ferror
the smoke away at the time so that 1;‘.\!:& of the survivors fied toward the .
saw clearly. He broke out through the | blucherry swamp and ook refuge in
stmke..step::hz e nznﬁnﬁmmﬂdaqd,m forest in that neghborhood.  And
screanving sudden Rl dry hunhinp parties o the Fare-
and tried 0 <hidd up the chiffl Thei?.,qﬁeymp:?:hc forest, kilhng =s
arrows showered about his. He came | wherever They
to a pause on a ledge, clutchng a knob
of rock for support, gasping and sneez-
g and shaking his head. He swayed
back and forth. The feathered ends
of a dozen arrows were stickiag ot o
him, . He was an old man, and he di
not want to die. He swayed wider
wider, his knees giving under him,
as he swayed he wailed most plaintively.
His hand released its grip and he lurched
outward to the fall. His old bones

famto showing themselves. The dead-
{ lock was complete

{ Behind the Fire-People I could see!
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i Tree-Man.

(EmMOKE (RTRIE Wery

! We saw them soaddeniy swerve ‘hadk

JARETER
sl

]

:
£

when they fell back to earth. T could
not see Red-Eye, but I could hear him
howling from somewhere in the tree.

{ After a short time his bowling grew

mufled.  He must have crawled into a
hollow in the trunk. But his wife did
not win this shelter, An arrow brought
her to the ground. She was severely
burt, jor she made no effort o get
away. She cronched in a sheltering
way over her baby (which clung tightly
to her), and made pleading signe and
sounds o the Fire-Men. They gathered
about her and laughed at her—oven as
Lop-Ear and I had laughed at the old
And even as we had poked
him with twigs and sticks, so did Ge
Fire-Men with Red-Eye's wife. They
poked her vk the ends of their bows,
and proddec her m the ribs.  But sbe
was poor fun  She would not fight

i Nor, for that, matter, would she go:
jangry.  She vomtinned 1o crouch over
{her, baby and 1o plead
i Fire-Men stepped close to her.
L hand was a club

One of the
In Wis
She szw and under-

ond, but she made culy pleading
sounds until the blow fell

Red-Eve, in the holiow of the trusk
was safe from their arrows. They stood
one of them climbed into the tree.
What happened up there I conld not tell,
bat I heard himn yell and saw the ex-
citemnent of those that remaimed be-
neath After seweral nunutes bis body
crashed down to the ground He did
oot move  They looked at Sien and
temed Do bead bt ¥ fell back heply
when they it go  Red-Eye tad ac-
counted for hamself

They were wery angry. There was an
g Imie the trosk chwe to the
ey gathered wood and erass
The Sw:it One ane 1.
arms  zronmd cack other, wamed
amnd watched in the fhicket. Sometimes
they threw upon the fire green hranches

L ¥ caves, afwr wheh the

o
gron:
and bralt

&

ure.

&

tree.  They merr not
Eed-Eye’s fiymg body lznded
midst of them He was @ a’
htiul Tag:, smeshing abow with his
g arms Tight and ol  He pullel
face of ome of them. fiterslly plled
4 with those goaviy fmgers of s
znd ihose emendous muscies.  He Bt
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I bardly know-—
Christmas comes” but once a year!

;o.\ner ‘abor's long turmoll,
ITY Iare and frequent fast,
Two and fifty weeks of toll.
Podding-time Is come at last!
Rat are ralsins bigh or low,
and suet cheap or dear?
Helgho !
1 bardly know-—
Christmas comes bt once a year!

“Fed u the cosrest l.re
Three hundred days and sixty-four
Du, for ome on viands rare,
Just as {f 1 wasn't poor !
Ought not 1 to bless my stars,
Warden, clerk and overseer*
Helgho!
I bardly know.—
Christmas comes but once a year!

bbbl i it s st dss
THETPTTTITTIeTeTY
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“Treated ke & welcome guest,
Omne of Nature's social chain,
Seated, tended on, and press'd—

But when shall I'be press'd again?
Twice to pudding, thrice to beef,
A dozen times to ale and beer?
Heigho !
I hasdly know-—
Christmas comes but once a year!

“Come tomorrow how It will ;
IMet scant and usage rough,
Hunger once has had its nil,
Thirst for once has had enough,
But shall 1 ever dine again?
Or see another feast appear?
Helgho !
I Bardly know.-—
Christivas comes but once & year!

ven cares begin to melt,

fopes revive and spirits fow-—
“veling as 1 have not felt
S nge
d enough to siug a song—
SO I volunteer?

Helgho !
I pardly know-—
Christmas comes but onve a year!

FRANK STUHLMAN

-

s ta st

Note—Prof. William Herbert Carruth of Kansas is the author
of some of the best short poems in current literature. A few years
ago kis “Each In His Own Tongue” marked the advent of a real
poet. Ti¥s gem is reprinted again “and again in literary journals
by request. Prof. Carruth has only two small volumes of verse
published, but it is largely pure gold. This fine poem was first
printed in the Americam Maogasine.

The Tm_e_tg&ﬁh

by William Herbert Carruth.
My God. 1 am weary of walting for the year of Jubllee:
1 know that the cycle of man is & moment only to thee;
They held me back with preaching what thoe patience of Ged 1 like,
But the world Is weary of walting: will It never be timo to strike?

»

When my hot heart rose In rebelllon at the wrong my fellows bon:,:
It was “walt untll prudent saving has gathered you up a Hltore -
And, “walt ‘tlll a higher station bring value in men's eyes'; %
And, “walt 'till the gray-stroaked shall argue your counsel wise,

The hearts that kindled with mine are caught in the self-xame net.
One walts to master the law; tho' his heart strings vibrate yet;
And one is heaping up learning, and many are, heaping up gold,
And some are fierce In the forum, while slowly we all wax old.

The rights of man are a by-word: the bones are not yet dust

If those who broke the shackles and the shackles are pot yvet rust,
Till the masters are forging new ones, and coward lps are wealed,
While the code that cost n million Ilves are step by step repealea,

RN R S W WA A SN S W W W U P P
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The wily world enchantress Is work'ug her cursed charm,

The spell of the hynotlzer s laming us head and arm:

The wrong disolves in a cloudbank of “whether™ and “Uf" and stii),
Anil the subtleties of logic Inhablit the siekly will

The bifter lesson of patience 1 have practiced, lo: these yrars:

Can tr o what bas passed for pruodence was prompted hy my fears? .
Can 1| doult henceforth In wy choos) If such a choloe | must have

Between belng wise and craven or belny foolish and brave?

R L R 2 E o 2 2 T T % T PP PPy

Whenever the weak and weary are rldden down by the strong,
Whenever the volce of konor {s drowped by the howllng throng:
Whenever the right pleads clearly while the lords of Jife are dumb,
The thaes of forbearabce are over amd the time to strike ls cowe,
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rizht and biessed Is the time,
s end and foys degin
je the bells with merry
ing the Day of Plenty in!
the happy tide to hafl,
th a sizh or with 3 tear,
Helgho !
1 hardiy know— :
Christmas comes but once a year!
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God has lent us the earth for our
iife. It is a great entail —Ruskin. i

w

{ It is not the insurrection of igno-
{
[volts of intelligence.—Lowell
Do not talk about disgrace from |
thing being known when the
isgrace is that the thing should ex-
—Falconer

ing the future

{ever enslaved by inlluence while he

fance that is dangerous, but the re- Cise; to interpret them is nearly al-
| ways to corrupt them-—Voltaire

making s much noise as a man with
two wooden legs having a spasm on a
tin roof

Every person who manages an-
other is a hypocrite~Thackeray

When you say that a man is “cute”

Fatching the present is impoverish- |
i
i

Sooner or later the world comes |

jaround to see the truth and do the | YOw've said about all that could be
‘!ight.——“:] rd said of a dog.
It s a 11\—1;111*’1!1?‘:; S : William the Congueror signed doc-
. d J a L o as

juments as only the most ignorant of
Eprnx-h- do today, with “his mark.”

are like the summit
cagles and rep-
them.—Necker.

as fit to be frec.—Johnson,

— i

|  High positions
{ of high, steep roc
Itilc~ alone can reac
{

Laws should be clear, uniform, pre-

- — Law courts seem nothing; yet iu
{fact they are, the worst i them,
{ something; chimneys for the devil-
|try and contention of men to escape

iby.—Thos Carlyle.

Roosevelt goes about the country

|
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A Wail from Maine

1xc  NarTion :

I am tired of
waiting for So-
cialism. It is a
great deal like
waiting for

Santa Claus.
When i gets
here 1 =xpectto

have disap-
peared in 3 hole
in the ground.
Well, it will
for posterity

Fe O. K. for my kids or
o wom't #t2 ”
" Speaking about posterit.. What has
it ever done for us? I »m a bachelor
" by trade and I have no voeation at
~ " “present. My vocation is spelled with
an “a" after the “v."

Just lost my job trying to get a sub
for the Appeal. 1 have succeeded in
scaring every one to death around here
and that's about the limit I have done

- for the red wave. I am not ou the
oo “afraid” list
is aard
to enthuse

.

persecuted for try-
cheer up your fel-
its still harder to

be
and’
and

Editor of Cox- |

{1 suppose they imagine
! works for Socialism, it is not exactly |

muck. Every one "round here seems to
think T cught to work for a living, and |
that if one ]

i the same as simply working for a liv- |

Well, 1 will get there after a!
|

mg.
while whatever comes of me, and so
will the great cause. !
Varrer S. Duxsaz. |
Bath Me.
The Proper Nights,

His ignorance of history recently
shocked one of the woman friends
of a young Buftalo society man. It|
was after a dinner party at his house |
and she was telling him what she had
le.rned in her private history class.
One thing led to another and.all the
time he was getting inio deeper wa-
ter. At last she surprised him by
inguiring: “Now, tell me, Mr. g
what are the Knights of the Bath?"
He stammeres for a whilc and finally
blurted out: “Why, Saturday nights,
I suppose.”—Advonce.

A small boy walking out with his
mother, noticed a colored woman car-
rying a baby, and said:

“Mother, if that woman is bringing
her baby up on a bottle, it must be
an ink bottle.”—Brann's Icotwoclast.

Smile

True Explanation.
t ole c have

lave A
-

seCin

| FLINGS AT THINGS

i AY D. N. 8.

The Ol!d Standbys.
ndand obfections will 2
ot ‘a

ing new bea
i Sanity savor:

aly i ive to work it will kib):
Twill make us all siaves 0 the nation
brenk up e family, discourage all
wkili
Aad pever would work in creation ™
The Gjeevions that Adam Grst aged
W king oune day io the ganden,

w
omes that the Pharshs whom Moses
SLmiverd
Repeated thelr

The

bard bearts to barden:
id on laziness
thrift and inven e
WEZArs wio now go afoot
them to strike for a pension.” |

Natural.
flers jles & mi 3 who never had
. K oy H A new idea In Bis head.
5L in e ark through the tof-'f 1n" ne wgy it Is Bot so bed—
He feels the same though he ls dead.

rage reasons that Noah pre

That cxme oo the MaySower altho:gh they

dewerved .
A drop aver board you may WRrrast: It Is Coming.
“The ones who are sasing wili have o voted the democratie
divide ;

every improvidest sinoer,

T fac each button aad pin will Yes, you Socialists ain't.practical.
yvide i arteed ¥ 3 1)
. N % nted to ge omething rig
Ard regufste breakfast and diozer P w s » get somcthing ght
away
iriends they seem as they Jour- ‘You will probably get it.”

smillng and
they ares D" & nowlers.
a hat we only =ugs s
wowe wao would piy us wita ques
ns
« thelr old Doth slen anawers

with some fresh baked sug-
Felt It Was Typical.
long have you been in this Little Flings.
Nuthing the matter with the imag-
y days. inafion of the preacher who asks
you don't the | Rockefeller to be a Christian on
spirit of our instit ) %.‘Jund_:xy i i
“Oh, yes, I do.” i It is only the man with blinders
“You must have caught on quick.” {who can't see Socialism coming.
“Well T just met up with a pick-| It takes an empty coal bin to

preach an eloquest sermon.

Some hope for a people whe finally
saw through Reosevelt

The sainted rich thought o~ of its
vested rights was to lie its way
ithrou ¢h the custom lhouse.

pocket.”

Obvizas.
The question ia plain
As the side of a train,
The answer a schos! boy eould £ix up
Bhall the trusts gobbin us
Withoot making a fusa
Or shall we gobbie them n the mixup?

Nursery Rhymes Revised
By Ju;a—ll_l'.—ﬁnbrod \

Mary had a little lamb,
To eat It, made her sigh;

They charged her ninety cents for it,
hich seemed a trifie high.

Quite clear one may e

From a perch In a tree

Or from a position more humble
That one of the two
Sowme go.uling must do.

Which first to the racket will {umble?

Did you ever, cver, ever,
Any time, time, time,

Buy something worth a penny
and pay a dime dime, dime?

Three bliud mice,
Hear how they squeal ;
They all ran after the packer's wife,
She cu* them to pleces with rlevver and |
knite, Y
You never sausage a thing Iin your life, '
They sold as veal

That and Oil
“Who discovcrcd} America?”
“John D. Rockefelier”™

|
|
Good-a-Bye Teddy, {
Voters will “flop,* i
Ballots all counted, i
our speeches to stop,
“Nc. It was Christopher Colum-
bus. Who can tell what Mr. Rocke-
feller discovered?” i
“I can,” said Willie Jones.
“Tell the class Willie.”
“That the people were a lot of easy

marks.”

sturm_breaks,
Then prodts Wl fall
And down will come Capita:
Teddy and all. -

Why do we tall. of fraternity, while |
we allow any of our brothers to be
trampled on, degraded or despised

On Us

The Rose in the Slums

Drawing by Tula Stevenson

Homer

LY FRANBLIN KENT GIFFORD. 2
“Tie dogs barked on his approach, and he oried wut'—(Life of Homer. Lf&mdatu.;

1 am but Homer, the singer, a blind old man of Chios?

Forgive me, good Sir Lackey, and call your dogs to thelr kennels!
Look, while | hold my barp aloit from thelr leaping and tearing!

Once it Is lost, my harp, Homer am naught but a beggar!

Thank you, my good Sir Lackey, for caliing the dogs In season.

Many a time they have torn me, and once ‘hey have torn my harp-striogs.
Gods, I am falot and hungry and thirsty and foot-sore and heartsick !

Hast thou a plece of bread, und water or wine for a poet ?

Thanks O kind Sir Lackey! One can not sing without eating—

Guods, that poets are men, and can not sing without catiug:

Think you, the good, kind jords will harken again to my music?

Nay, 'tis a brave old song, and touching the wrath of Achilles.

Gladly the lords and ladies of Naxos beard It at dinner,

Glving me bread avd wins Ju & corner for my poor music®

Now let me nap awhile, nere in the good warm suns ae.

Thar takes nothing, Sir Lackey, from gopd kind lord and ladies.

When I hive resfed a little, perhaps I shall sing th. better.

Yes, 'tis a brave oid song, and touching the sorrows of Hellas.

Long ago 1 sang It, first of the singers of Chlos,

Young was I then, and bold; and lords sud ladies were kinder—

N3, mot kinder than thine, Sir Lackey; for who could be kinder?

Xow let me nap a little, and dream of the young Achilles—

He that died In hl-h&ou!h. and knew fot age and sorrow.

Happy was he In t and so was the vallant Hector,

Oh that the worla =~uld weep for the siaos and sorrows that damn us!
Yer is my song In valn !—the scng of the sorrows of Hellas!

Ah, my food r Lackey, "tis sad to be born & poet! *
Certaln It is that for sins, committed mayhap, in dreamland,
I was condemned o suffer, and therefore was born a
Haply, my Iife-long sucrow will tarn the anger

And when I am bern again, I shall not

Yea, If the gods are ki
1 shall be born a good
Then will ;. not forget
But bear me as kindly

g2

repeatance, as




	ScanPro9718
	ScanPro9719
	ScanPro9720
	ScanPro9721
	ScanPro9722
	ScanPro9723
	ScanPro9724
	ScanPro9725

