%'3.% N, s

A Journal of Things ing and to be Done

CHARLES EDWARD RusssLL"u-'-

TION

NO. 420 N‘W Sed:

' Eetablished Apr. 30, 1893

Girard, Kansas, July 1, 1911

<@  Price 5 Cents

$1.00 a Year

N AL AL L L I LI L T

AN A I A D S et L Y e D N T A A T A A N T A

VAV ANV AN ZONZON AN AN @V VAN NN

A AT A A AN AN

N IR [\ Ly e\ e e ey L\ ey e |y e

\

-

B AT I\ @ NN

N My

-

N AN ANVAN TN AMAN

ANMAN AN AN AN AN N TN NS

NN AN NN SN

N e

AMANZIN ANV IS AN

v.»

Vaa VAN sV a N U AN SN VAN

L O DR AN TR

2 MUV ZINN

f\:"\:— ‘:',“'ﬁ":’v\-‘,'A'\\\“(,“C’-'.(\\“,’,A":.’,,’\:',’,\:‘,',\:,-\" AVZINTZ AN\ M2 (A M\ 1 I\ N\ N\ A\ M [y Ay Ay Ay A

AN ANAN LN AN 2N SN AN AN A AN N AN SN N S VA VSN Vo AANMANDNZINLNDTN SN SN

By Charles Edward Russell

IN MEMORY OF JULY 14, 1789

¥ are about to crown another king and the busi-
| ness of the world suspends while with awe and
‘@l genuflections we watch the august ceremony.
B9 In the country where this King is to be crowned
1s more poverty and more nmusery than in any
7 other country in Europe. A million men and
women rise up in the morning without knowing where they will
lie down at night.. One-fifth of the population is described as
living upon the starvation line or below it.

In the city where we are to celebrate this momentous occa-
sion, one person in four is buried at public expense, and nearly
two million persons dwell in such conditions as shame civiliza-
tion, deny humanity, menace the community with epidemics.
people it with deformity and degeneracy, and make life one
long horror. ‘

In this city many thousands of men roam about begging

_in vain for work. Yearly, hundreds of mothers are arrested

because they smother their children rather than try to rear them
in the unspeakable hell wherein they themselves must dwell.

In this city you may see jn one huge, overcrowded and hide-
ous region of it, vast swarms of listless, inert, underfed, unde-
veloped creatures shaped like human beings and yet without one
beauty in their lives to redeem life from abject brutishness, men
with faces like tallow and hands like claws, poisoned in body
and stunted in mind, incapable physically, mentally and morally
misshapen and incomplete, crushed and maimed and despoiled
of man’s attributes, the frightful products of the modern inferno.
You may see vast swarms of them today and vaster swarms to-
morrow, for relentlessly day after day their numbers swell and
the deadly threat of them grows in the face of England and of
this king now to be crowned with loud acclaim.

In this country now resounding with plaudits and hymnals
of praise, what are known as the dangerous trades slay every
year more persoas than were ever slain on any modern battle-
field. Every year these trades, with the unhealthy dwellings,
insufficient food, poisoned air, dreary lives and ‘monotonous

drudgery that are the portion of the majority of its inhabitants,

slay more persons than were ever slain in any modern war.

All of these slaughters are unnecessary; all of them are so
many ‘murders; all of them are so many indictments of the ex-
isting system of which the gracious king and his gracious crown-
ing are but the type and the highest expression. i

What do we care? Te deum laudamus. We are crowning
another king.

Crowning him in a country, where

babies with deformed bodies and dreadful weaknesses; where to
the majority of .the population life i. without hope, joy, light or

opportunity.
S Zaz. V2
REASONABLE REJOICING

In such a country, in the midst of a rising bleak sea of pov-
erty and pain, a handful of the Lord’s Anointed have erected a
little island for themselves and their fellows and cheer them-
selves into hysteria because they have another king.

All about them is acute suffering and grisly death. What
do_they care? “Here comes the grand procession, moving slowly
forward with pomp and majesty, music and dazzling pageantry;
and every foot of the way it wades through blood and rolls over
the bodies of those that must give up their lives to sustain the
existing system, of which this is the type and the perfect ex-
pression.

Grand spectacle! No wonder the crowds cheer, the bands
play fervent music, the organs peal, the cannons fire salutes
and long lines of Americans fall prostrate iur iiysterical adora-
tion. No wonder we rush madly to behold a ceremony so in-
spiring and so indicative of progress; no wonder the American
magazines illustrate it in colors and on their cover pages; no
wonder American newspapers pour over it a Niagara of slush
and nauseous guff ; no wonder the business of the world suspends
while with bated breath we watch the august ceremony.

In the midst of this mad carnival of death and misery we
are crowning a king.

Glory be.

A TABLE.AU THAT WOULD MEAN SOMETHING

T one stage of the august ceremony the august Arch-
bishop of something or other took in his hand the
crown tHa* still in the Twentieth century is the em-
Llem of sovereignty and power, and after many curi-
£ ous and barbaric tricks he put it upon the gracious
G 3 King’s head. Just this moment suppose there could
suddenly have appeared in Westminster Abby « picture uf the
real England over which this gracious king is graciously pleased
to rule. Suppose just one family of East End degenerates should
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have marched down the aisle and thrust their tallow faces and

scrawny claws before the holy Archbishop and the gracious King.
Suppose they should Lave shown their deformities and demranded
vengeance .upon the system that made
them what they are. I guess that would

darkness , broods' and poverty Spreads;
where already poverty has wrought the

have jarred the proceedings for a moment
or two. I guess that would have shocked

N LNl et ALl e LN LA Dt s TN L N L L AL T Dt \;'\

physical and mental decline of the huge
classes at the bottom of the glittering
social pyramid; where insanity increases
so rapidly that all the alienists are
alarmed ; where tuberculosis increases so
steadily that all the heal:h authorities
are alarmed; where in twenty years the
average physical stature has so dimin-
ished that three times it has been neces-
sary to lower the standards for admis-
sion to the army; where decency, com-
fort and sufficiency are limited to fewer
than one-fifth of the inhabitants; where
in the ieeming slums every year <ome

‘into the world a hundred thousand -

- The Big élnnge
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the sensitive nerves of the better classes,
exclusive of proprietors of the royal
pageantry.

Yet that spectacle, incongruous and
strange as it would seem, would have
been infinitely more typical and appro-
priate than anything that graced the
splendors of Coronation Day.

It would have been typical of the ’_;; ‘

real England.

'The splendors, decorutions, gew-

gaws, gorgeous uniforms, and monkey-
shows are not ‘typical of anything ex-
cept of Bedlam and a form of govern-

'ment as ohsolete as the dodo. However,
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~ what do we wc about.ali this?

another king—June, 1911. One

'. hundrc?ig and twenty-two- years ago France
proclaimed the end nf _the king superstition
~and thie beg ' of the re gn of ‘man.- And
~ one hundred and tw

are repen?mg the same old%trxdﬁ with still
~ greater fervency.. In the largest city of the -
world, in the country that aﬂ‘ects to lead civil-
ization.

At a time when poverty and the accumu-
lated evils of a frightful social system. threaten
the life of that country and cover its govern-
ment with blood, it stops to spend unlimited
~ treasure upon a medizeval mummery that rep-

.

resents only retrbgressicm and the backward,

"path
Ckox %
Te Deum Laudamus. This is indeed a’
great day. :

PITY THE POOR RAILROADS

You may be interested to observe on your
railroad time table folder (if you are trav-
eling at this time) one page or two pages set
apart for a pitiful appeal to your sympathies
in benalf of the poor distressed railroad com-
panies of your native land.

These poor but deserving institutions, it ap-
pears, are now sorely beset by wicked persons
that are trying to deprive them of their little
incomes, and your kind heart is appealed to
that you may prevent the horrible outrage.

| read these things on all my time tables:
and 1 am glad to see them. The’ statements
they contain are chiefly lies, the statistics they
offer are fictitious and the appeals are swin-
dles, but 1 read them with keen and hearty
enjoyment. ‘| hope to read many of them as
time goes on. - Rattling over the insecure
bridges and murderous grade crossings of the
American railroad nothing is better calculated
to divert your mind than-to read one of these
appeals. You can almost for a time forget

the fotten roadbed and the imminent risk of
disaster. Therefore, they are good things and
ought to be encouraged.

You can almost forget many things, but you
can never quite forget this, that if the Awmeri-
can railroads had not been looted and stolen
- inside out by two generations of expert ex-
ploiters they -would not now present an as-

pect of physical wreck or be so bedeviled in
~ their finances that they must practice the
bunco-man's art to keep going.

However, the appeals to the public on be-
half of these tottering old concerns are pleas-
“ant reading for the citizen, robbed and mal-
treated these many years. Some change since

 the days of ‘“the public be danmed”—eh,
_-‘brethren? The fear of God worketh many
marvels and it seems to have been thrown suc-
- cessfully into the hearts of the gentlemen now
"‘operatt the railroad swindle. They are no
fools ‘They can read election returns as well
_ as another, even after capltahsm has done its
-hest to doctor those returns and suppress the
~ Socialist vote.
A STRANGE PHENOMENON

The substance of the tariff situation iri Con-
gress is that every member is in favor of

reciprocity or against it, in favor of tariff re-
 duction or against it, exactly in accordance
vith the wishes of the particular Interest that
‘he serves.

It is to reveal once more this indubitable
fact that we have had three months of a spe-
cial sesson and 16,000,000 words of debate.

v Yet everybody knew it before What's the
fse? . .

w The. other day ote man arose to speak that

All the members dropped everything else and
d to view the strange sight.

We zre

twenty-two years later we

y had convictions on the tariff question.

_ It was a
romenor w:thoul precedent, the) oould':;

‘I'HE COMING]NA’HON

~ not afmd to utter thém All crgwded arouna

and listened wnh rapt attentlon to every word

"'“’he said.

 He was Victor L. Berger, Socxahst Con-
gressman from Wisconsin.

~ In the whgle tariff debate he was the only
le re.
_tggged and assorted by the Interests..

I guess it’s worth wtnle to be a Socialist.

WAR ON THE OCTOPUS

s HE advance in stocks following

gua the decision in the Standard Oil
BAZER and Tobacco Trust cases equaled
aproximately $500,000,000. Much
-of this wind-fall went to the gen-
tlemen that held Standard Oil and

p Tobacco stocks

It is thus that with bold hands we smite the
Trust Octopus and drive him forth from his
lair in our happy land.

It is said now that the Supre'ne Court i3
likely to press forward upon its luminous way
and follow up its victories over the Standard
Oil and Tobacco monsters by “destroying” the
iniquitous Harvester Trust also.

You can imagine the Harvester Trust gen-
tlemen lying awake at nights trembling with
fear at this terrible threat.

Fear lest it should never be carried out.

INTERESTS GRAB THE MAGAZINES

N7 EARS ago the newspaner press of
America passed into the control of
the powers of evil and became the
valets and sooty slaves of the cor-
! & porations and thieves.

These got the strangle-hold on the newspa-
pers by controlliag the advertisements. A
newspaper lives on its advertisements. The
bulk of its advertisements come from depart-
ment stores. The Interests got the depart-
ment stores or the banks that feed such stores
and in a moment they had the newspapers at
their mercy.

Thus controlied the newspapers fell to lying
about and distorting conditions. The power
of free utterance passed utterly from them,
and with it their influence vanished. The
public knew nothing of the secret of the trans-
formation, but it recognized instantly the false
note in the editor’s speech. It said: “These
*be the words of a harlot” and turned away.

The magazine came to be the only repre-
sentative of a free press in America. En-
couraged by public support it did the work of
a tribune of the people. It tore the masks
from the thieves and revealed the burglars.

The Interests tried to get the magazines by
controlling the advertising. They found that
magazine advertising is too big a field to be
controlled. They could take away several
pages of Beef Trust or other ads., but a thou-
sand men filled other pages.

Then the Interests began to get the maga-
zines through the process of consolidation and
purchase, often through subtle, secret and un-
suspected ways.

One after another the magazines that had

_ been called radical began to be gathered into

the net.

On= stood out alone. It prioted articles ex-
posing the great railroad swindles and many

other frauds practnccd upon the people. It

was threatened many times, but.kept on. Fi-
nally ‘it printed an article exposing the dials
by which the New York-New Haven and
Hartford railroad has been scooped inside out.

- This involved ‘some of the most powerful

Also the only man not

forces among the Interests. They got wind
in' advance of the publication and tried to
bulldoze the editor into suppressing it. He
refused and-the article came out.

Then they started ‘n to crush him. They
have just succeeded after elght months of in-
cessant fighting.

Now the magazine field 1 1s the:r own. It is
as much their own as' the newspaper field.
They will operate it more -adroitly than they
have operated the newspapers. They will not

- repeat their previous blunders; the magazine

valet will not go out and fight openly for its.
masters. It will make the smug pretense of
being on the side of progress. It will sup-
port the “Roosevelt policies,” so-called, it will
be strong for conservation, it will praise In-
surgents and Insurgency, it will be strong for
morality, piety, reforms, and pillow-shams.
Jut it will never again reveal conditions as
they really are.

Watch it. See if this does not turn out to
be absolutely true.

The Interests don’t care a hang about re-
forms, Insurgency, conservation, morality,
piety and all such twaddle. All they want is
that there shall be no magazine that will dare
to reveal the truth about fundamental condi-

tions or the facts about specific burglaries and
burglars. :

That i1s what they want.
have now secured.

It 1s a well-tamed team that now trots se-
dately along under their whip and rein. The
newspaper and the magazine. From this time
on you will not be able to tell which is the
more (loule and serviceable.

That is what they
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Ten Million Organized ‘W'orkers

The seventh annual report given out from the
office of the Secretary of the International Trade
Unions places Germany at the head of the list giv-
ing the number of organized workers in the world,
a place held in 1008 by England: :

1910 1908
Germany ......... ....c.... 2,447.578 2,382,401
Engladfid ......... ......... 2,406,746 2,406,746
Ugnited Stdtes ...,...cc0ene. 1,710,433 1,588,000
FPYEBEE orcisaci ssistossand 977,350 204,018
Al .ocovvine Gaiahiden T 783,538 546,650
AUSEIB .oeocavicv nusass ... 455,401 482,279
Sweden ......... ......... 148,649 219,000
Netherlands ...... ......... 145,000 128,845
Belgium ......... ......... 138,028 147,058
Denmark ......... ......... 121,205 120,850
Switzerland "...... ......... 112,613 113,800
Hngarts .ocviveni dinnsens 85,266 102,054
NMOYWAY v ivneeir Tunineiioss 44,223 48,157
B cossiincsins oemieiest 40,084 44,012
ORI scisossen seumnvnin 24,028 24,000
Bulgaria .......... ........ 12,753 12,033
Roumania ...... ........... 8515 - ?
Bosnia-Herzegovina ........ - 4,47 3,097
T . S S 4,462 3,238
2 R R AP 4,361 4,520

The same hgures are given for England in 1910
as in l908, since the official statistics have not yet
been given out. In France ‘he great dxﬂerenCe in
the number is caused by che fact that in 1908 only
those unions umited with the central orgamzatxon
were counted. This was also the case in Hungary,
Servia, Roumania, Spain and the United States in
the statistics for 1910,

The total number given in the tabulated list
amounts to 9,683,493 in 1910 and 8674,367 in 1908.
With 239,293 in Australia at the end of 1908 and
22,457 in Argentine, a total was reached in 1909
of 9,845,243

Since 1909 the trade union membership has in-
creased in most countries so that the army of or-
ganized workers in the world can ‘today safely be
placed at tem muillion.

The total amount puid out in 1909 by the unions
in fifteen countries, fur benefits of all kinds amount$
to 57,707,822 marks or $x4.426.ooo Abcut $8,000,-
000 additional was paid out in 1909 for strikes and
lock-outs.

No power on earth ought to stop the advance of
the vast army of workers toward the hght.—-Vor~

waerts, Berlin,
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Houc of Representatives, June 14, 1911

% Y is hardly necessary for me to
4 explain how highly 1 appreciate
"Ml the honor of being a member of
| this House. There is probably
no other legislative body in the
.world in which there are so
many earnest, bright, and inter-
- esting men. However, you in-
terpret things as you see them, and you see them
from the point of view of your class—the capital-
ist class.

The first questum you naturally ask of any new
Member is, What is your message?

Now, Mr. Chairman, I have a message to deliver
from the most advanced and intelligent section of
the toiling masses—from millions of men and
women.

If you will bear with me in patience for an hour
I shall try to deliver a part of that message to the
best of my ability.

I am told that oratory counts for little or noth-
ing in this House—that you want facts. T am very
glad of that, because I hope to convince you within
five mirutes that I ‘am not an orator, and within
ten minutes that I have some facts.

Now, gentlemen, I just ask you kindly to overlook
my Milwaukee accent, but to overlook nothing else.
[Laughter.]

Some of the gentlemen here have repeated the old
threadbare fallacy that the high tariff is to pro-
tect labor.

()
%‘%
(83

No Laws Made for Labor

. Now, I want it understood that there is no such
thing as protection to labor in any tariff bill. I
want-to say this in the name of the many millions
of enlightened workingmen in this country, and in
all other civilized countries, who think for them-
selves.

Moreover, entlemen, you are not in the habit »f
making laws for the protection of labor.
on the Democratic side.]

You uare continually making laws for the protec-
tion of life and property—for the protection of the
lives of those who own the property, and for the
protection of the property they own. You are cou-
tinually making laws for manufacturers, bankers,
and merchants. i v

But the workingman who has no other property
than his labor gets scant protection, indeed.

If he wants to be protected, he must commit a
crime; he must steal or get Jrunk and disturh the
peace or become a tramp. Then the law gets hald
of him and gives him protection. Then he gets the
protection of the jail or the penitentiary.

Ae¢ long as he is well and decent the law does not
protect him. The high tariff does not protect him,
What is the nhilosophy of fhe tariff? :

The history of the piotr.ctive tariff is the same in
every country.
Agricultural couvviries subsidize manufacturers for
. the purpese of creating industries.

In the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries Eng-
land became the foremost manufacturing country of
the world. Germany, which before had supplied the

~world-with manufactured goods, had been thrown
back in civilizatioz;, and culture by the horrors of
the religious wars incident to the Reformation.

England bought the raw material of the world
and sold the manufactured product. In order to
build up industries in thetr own countries the Eu-

THE COMING NATION

[Applause’

to be Pierpont

ropean rulers tried to protect their manufacturers
against the importation of English goods by puttmg
up a high tariff.

The history of the American tariff is \ery much
the same. The. tariff reaches back to the days of

Alexander Hamilton and is based upon the same
idea.

Weeding Out ths Weak

It simply meant subsidizing the manufacturers so
as to build up industries. It meant that the Nation
was paying the manufacturer a bonus for invest-
ing his money in manufacturing.

The result in every country has been the same.

The high tariff at first stimulated competition.
Everybody who had 2ny money or any business
talent went into the manufacturing business.

That tendency, of course, cut down the profits.
It culminated in this country about 1892, when one
of those periodical crises which are a part of our
industrial system set in.

The result was natural enough. No matter
whether we have a high tariff or free_trade, com-
petition has a tendency to wéed out 'the economic-
ally weaker concerns.

That process of weeding out is mightily stimu-
lated by these industrial crises, a matter to which I
shall refer again later.

The process of weeding out went merrily on in
this country. Toward the end of the last century
a number of the remaining big firms found it more
profitable to unite than to continue the fight.

There you have the origin of trusts.

It is not fair to ascribe the origin of trusts en-
tirely, or even mainly, to,the high tariff.

The high tariff is responsible for the trusts only
as it stimulates competition, and inasmuch as it
subsidizes the manufacturers.

But the outcome of competition is always the
same. Competition -always kills competition in the
end. We find trusts in high-tariff America ana in
free-trade England. We find trusts in Germany and
even in little Holland. As a matter of fact, every
flourishing industry winds up in a trust.

I can go still further. I will say that in every
manufacturing country the manufacturers at first
demand protection and get it.

They want protection in order to conquer the
home market--the market in their own country
They demand it as & matter of patriotism Business
men are always patriotic when there is profit in
sight. [Laughter.]

Capitalist Putnotum Disappears

But the business man, after he has gained control
of the home market and reaches out for the profits
in other countries, changes from the patriot to the
cosmopolite.

Mr. Moore, of Pennsylvania.
the gentleman yield there?

Mr. Berger. No; I shall ask the gentleman to
wait until I Have developed my theme, and then I
shall be very glad to answer all questions. I am
here to answer questions for the next year and a
half. [Laughter.]

The business man suddenly finds that the high
tariff—the same high tariff which has helped him
to control the home market—is a chain on his legs
when he wants to conquer the world market. 'I‘here
fore, he is willing to drop the cariff.

This is the case with the highly protected iron
industry. The leading spirits in that industry are
just about ready to diop the high tanﬁ not valy
for iron, but for everything else.

Thus, the New York Sun of Thursday, June 8,
says:

“Possibly this country might continue¢ to keep out
of the poorhouse, grow wool, and make clothes, even
if they have not the heiven-born tariff to consecrate

Mr. Chairman, will

" every sheep and every manufacturer.”

Conmdenng that the New York Sum is supposed
Morgan’u miouthpiece and thfe organ

o rg : 3 3
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Socnallnstt Message
in the National Congress

Speech Delivered by Representative Victor L. Berger
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of standpatism in industry, this is rather a frank
admission.

Moreover, nolesses authority than Mr. Carnegie
has declared that we are ready for a reduction of
duties in the iron industry.

I am not, however, concerned with the manufac-
turers’ side of this question. The manufacturers
are well able to take care of themselves, and they
are exceedingly well represented m this House.
[ Laughter.]

What I want to- bring out is that it never was
intended that the high tariff should protect the work-
ingman. That pretense was simply an afterthought,
hecause the workingmen have votes. [Laughter on
the Democratic side.]: Only American manufac-
turers have dared to tell this falsehood to their
workingmen. Why? Because until very recent years
American workingmen were more ignorant on eco-
nomic and social questions than their brothers in
Germany or France:

The highly protected manufacturers of Germany
never dared tell their workingmen thut the. tanff
was there to protect the workingman. The pro-
tected manufacturers of France never dared tell
their workingmen that the tariff protected them.

It was only in this country, after the infant in-
dustries had become giants, that some of our Penn-
sylvania politicians conceived the idea of claiming
that the high tariff was here to protect the work-
ingman.

But this issue shows plainly the paramount in-
fluence of our manufacturers and traders in political
affairs, even though every workingman in America
has a vote. The manufacturers palm off their pri-
vate issues as national ‘issues.

It is the manufacturers who want protection; it
is the commercial men, and mainly the importers,
who want free trade. 5

The manufacturers, as I said before, pretend that
piotection benefits thc working classes.

But that this claim is a mere sham is evident from
the fact that they have never proposed to discourage

the immigration of foreign workingmen; that, on,

the contrary, they have always done all they could
to encourage foreign laborers to come over; that

they -have even sent ugents to Europe to coax labor-

ers by false pretenses.

‘There can be no doubt that wages are better here

than in European countries, but the causes of this
fact have little or nothing to do with the tariff,

The workman in hxgh.y protected Germany has
somewhat the advantage, in wages and hours, over
the workman in highly protected France. The work- "
man in free-trade England has a shade the advant-
age over the workman in highly protected Germany,

Causes of Wage Differences

It cannot be shown the tariff has any general
effect upon wages.

Higher wages in the United States are due to a
number- of highly complex factors. .

There is, first, the higher efficiency of the Ameri-
can workman, as the gentlemian from New York
[Mr. Redfield] pointed out in his interesting speech

day before yesterday. There is, next, the more per--

fected machinery upon which he works., There is
also tue advanced development of trades uniomism.
There is, furthermore, the fact that, until recently.
large tracts of public land served constantly to draw .
‘ofc some part of the competing laborers of the
towns aud cities to the country.

Finally, there is the fact that the economic sp-
tem, as 11 whole, has nev:r settled down in America
into the hard and fast groove in wlnch it runa in
Europe.

Indeed, that system in America still net:mu some-

- thing of the eiasticity of colonial times.

Since the great strike in Pittsburg in tSm-mhte&
ended with the battle on the M
claim that the high tariff protects the working !
ias become more rave. 1 should rot advise
gaulemau from Pennsyfvnh cr auydthen ;

A\
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" sman to make such a}lahn hefor:an ‘audience of

 workingmen of Pittsburg, Chicago, or Milwaukee
- when there is a strike on for living wages in some
branch of the iron industry. B0

- While the products of our factories are highly
- protected, sometimes as highly as 200 per cent, the
producers of these products are not protected at

all. On the contrary, during the last 20 years Sla-

vonians, Italians, Greeks, Russians, and Armenians
* have been brought into this country by the million.
Simply because they have a lower standard of liv-
ing they have ‘crowded out the Americans, Germans,
Englishmen, and Irishmen from the workshops, fac-
tories, and mines of our highly protected industries.
And in the steel’ mills of Pittsburg, Chicago and

- Milwaukee, where 30 years ago the so-called princes

of labor uscd to get from $10 to $15 a day, the

modern white coolies get $1.75 for 12 hours a day,
seven days in the week—having no time to praise
the Lord, and no reason either. [Laughter.]

Less Than Living Wages

As for the manufacturers of woolen goods, Bul- #

letin 57 of the Censiis Bureau, which gives the fig-

ures on manufactures for 19035, shows (p. 93) that

44,452 youths and men, 24,552 girls and women, and

3,743 children under 16 employed in the manufacture
of woolen goods received a yearly average of $396
and a weekly average of $7.61.

The same bulletin shows that 29,883 youths and
men, 32,130 girls and women, and 7,238 children un-
der 16 employed in the manufacture of worsted
goods receive a yearly average of $379 and a weekly
average of $7.30.

*According to social workers who have made a
study of family budgets, the minimum requirement
in the United States for a decent living for a family
consisting of father, mother, and three small chil-
dren is $750 a year. I believe that estimate is much
too low, and that none of the gentlemen in this
- House would want to-live on it. However, the aver-
age wages in these two highly protected industries
are but httle more than half this sum.

It is true that this average takes in the wages
of children und youths. But, on the other hand, it
also takes in the wages of the highly skilled mechan-
ics and of foremen. It is, therefore, a fair average;
and it shows a wage entirely inadequate to support
a decent standard of living.

As for me, I am against all tariffs—high tariffs
or low tariffs—and against Jow tariffs as a proposi-
tion to raise revenue. .

- Tariff Hits Poor :

Every tariff, high or low, means that it hits the

" poor man worst. So long as a tax is placed on the
necessities of life, it will fall upon the poor man
much more heavily than vpon the rich man. [Ap-
plause.l

To begin with, it is the poor people who, as a
rule, have many children. The tax on shoes will
strike a poor -sewer digger who has six children
six times as hard as it will the millionaire, who has
one child. Moreover, the digger can afford it 1,000

~ times less. [Applause,] 4
- Every tariff puts the burden upon the people who
can afford it least. Every tariff means that the
wealthy people are not willing to pay their share
of taxes and that thcy want the poor people to
pay it for them. It means that these taxes go to
the manufacturer,

 This is all any tariff means.

It is in all cases an inheritance of the Middle
- Agus—-the Dark Ages—wkhen the privileged classes
_ did not pay any taxes and the common people had
 to pay them all.

- The only just tax is an income tax [Applause]
which is graduated to such a degree that it will
- establish some fairness as to the :ntemsity with

~which it is felt by the poor people as compared
with ¢che rich.

-~ I do not want to be understood to imply that the

working class is benefited by free trade of itself.

Free trade is no panacea. Free tside would mean

that a great deal of our manufacturing would be
_done across the sea—particularly all of the manu-
facturing that has not yet reached the trust stage.

~ jApplause on the Republican side.]
 Moreover, the working class cannot endure any
 sndden lowering of tariffs. It is helpless to protect

- itgelf from the consequences.

By ially in our country, after many years of the
‘highest kind of a higl tariff, any sudden change
would be disastrous, and that is whery the gentle-
man from Alabama [Mr. Underwood] was wise.

 [Applause on the Democratic side.]

 There are whole communities built up on a tariff
~ schedule on some map: ‘actured commodity. A rad-

‘ _ ical and sudden lowering of the tariff on any of

~ those products wouid, of course, unsettle conditions.
 close workshops, and deprive thousands of wage
 earners of their jobs. And since under our planless
~ system of production no provision whatever is made
~ for the displaced workers, the result would be wide-
- sprea- disaster' and musery. [Agpplause on the Re-
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; publican side.] When society is willing to un@erta_ke
- the transfer of displaced workers from a dying in-

dustry to a flourishing one we can then welcome
any radical change in the tariff that seems best for
the Nation as a whole. : '
Labor Needs no Tariff
Labor does not need the so-called protection of

tariffs, It does need, however, protection against-

sudden changes for the worse in economic condi-
tions.” And in so far as it has had any protection

it has protected itself by forming trade unions. It

has protected itself by strikes and boycotts, which
have been declared by the Supreme Court «: the
United States to be illegal.

But, illegal or not, I hope labor will continue to
use them in order to resist the forcing down of
the standard of the bulk of our popuiation to a
Chinese level. [Apglause.] For in many respects
we have been coming down continually. [Applause.}

Before this, the capitalist era, common working-
men in England could live a whole week ‘on the
earnings of four days.

Now, in Pennsylvania and elsewhere, common

" laborers can scarcely live a week on the earnings

of seven days of excessive toil.

Mr. Stanley. Mr. Chairman, will the gentleman
yield? :

Mr. Berger. Myr. Chairman, this is the first tiine
that the Socialists’ view on the tariff has ever been
heard in this House, and if the gentleman will kind.y
give me a chance to get through with my statement,
I shall be very glad to answer. any questions that he
may wish to ask, and I have no doubt that he will
be able to ask them with much more profundity
than now. |Laughter and applause.]

There is always free trade in labor,

Under the present system, which we call in polit-
ical economy the capitalist system, the workingman’s
labor has become a mere ware in the market. Anc
since the man’s labor cannot be separated from the
man, the workingman himself has become a com-
modity, whose time is bought and sold. The work-
ingman, or rather his labor power, is subject to thc
same conditions as every other ware, especially to
the conditions of supply and demand and to com-
petition.

Labor Bought and Sold

The workingman’s labzr, or rather his time,‘is
bought now in the open market by the highest bid-
der on the one hand from the lowest seller on the
other.

And the employers, that is, the master class, care
only to buy the workingman's time when he is
young, strong, and healthy. When he is sick or
when he gets old the employer has no use for him.

The employer is not in business for the sake of
charity. He is in business in order to make profits
—to make money.

And Lecause of this we see that our so-called free
workers are sometimes worse off—from the purely
economic point of view—than the hlacks were under
slavery before the war. )

“The negro was property and represented about
$1,000 in. value—sometimes more, sometimes less.
He was property which his master owned. There-
fore, the master, if he had any sense, touk good
care of his human chattel. The master was eager
to have the slave ‘as long and in as good condition
as possible. When the slave became sick or when
he died the master lost money. q

The case is entirely different with the white work-
ingman, the so-called free workingman. When the
white man is sick or when he dies the employer
usually loses nothing.

And high tariff, or tariff for revenue only, or
free trade, like “the flowers that bioom in the spring,
have nothing to do with the case.” [Laughter.]

The fact is that the capitalist, the average em-
ployer today, is more concerned about a valuable
horse, about a fine dog, about a good automobile,
than he is about his employe or about his em-
ploye’s family.

In most cases the employment is absclutely im-
personal. The employer does not know his employe
by name, or even by number. This is invariably the
case with a stock company where the shareholders
are scatterec all over a city, a State, or all over the
country; sometimes over Europe. ’

Worst Employer Rules

Nor can any individual capitalist or employer, no
matter how charitably inclined he may be, change
anything in these conditions. A businiss or cor-
poration that should try to run its plant on a charity
basis would not last long.

As a matter of fact, under the present system it
is usually the worst employer who sets the pice.
The employer who can fleece and skin his workiag-
men best 1s best equipped for the fight in the open
market. He can produce his goods the cheapest.

Thus competition has come to have a fearful
meaning to the workirg class,

On the one hand, it compels the emplo&ers.to get

‘ their labor as cheaply as possible; on the other nand,

it compels the workingmen to compete with one an-
other for jobs. ; 3 :

Competition among the wcrkers has,becon_le, there-
fore, a cutthroat competition. It is a qifestion as to
who is to live and who is to starve. It is often a
question as to whether a man is to stay with his
family or become a tramp. : .

And the tariff has nothing to do with that ques-
tion, either. .

There is always free trade in lator. A

In many cases now the laborer is compelled to
disrupt his family and send his wife and children to
the shop or factory. 3

For this is the greatest curse of machinery—or,

_ rather, the individual monopoly of inachinery—that

capital can be coined out of women and even out
of infancy. Thus, not alone are men turned into-
wares, governed by demand and supply, but they
are also made to scramble for a precarious living
with their wives, sisters, and children.

Woman and Child Slaves

In the cotton factories of the South, from where
my Democratic free-trade friends come, the women
and children compose two-thirds of the working
force. Very similar are the conditions in our large
cigar and tobacco factories and in the workshops of
many other industries. .

Laws against this sort of thing are almost useles
as long as the present economic systern prevails.

For while it is notorious that the wages eained
by a whole family do not on an average exceed
those of the head o. the family in occupations
where it has not become habitual to employ women
and children, the abuse is still daily gaining ground.

And the reason is very simple. Women and chil-
dren do not go into the factory for the fun of it;
they are brought there by dire necessity, by compe-
tition. And 1t is competition, too, that compels the
little children of the southern poor white people to
go to the cotton factory and offer their young lives
to be turned into dollars. Here are the figures of
children from 10 to 15 years of age, inclusive, em-
ployed in 1900 in 11 Southern States, with the per-
centage of tite total number of children of th.t age
period:

| |

States Mules |Per Ct. Femaleu'u’er Ct.

lof total |of totai

VIFRIRIA ococsosinnons | 44,001 38,7 11,094 B.0
West Virginia........ | 22,843 33. 2,481 3.9
North Carolina.... ... | 77,986 55.1] 32,421 23.5
South Carolina....... | 55,363 53.81 38,017 38.3
Georgia........... ... | 77,4062 46.7| 36,602 22,6
KentuekY. ..o oeveee | 53,676 35.4f 7,441 5.1
Tennessee. ... ...... ... | 63,711 43.2{ 12,451 8.9
Alabama.......... ... | 80,989 59. | 41,664 313
Mississippi........ ... 63,906 33.81 34,103 29.7
Louisiana............. l 39,620 39.4| 21,427 21.6
Arkansas. ............ | 49,747 50.1| 15,321 15.8

Nor are conditions in most of the Northern Staces
much better.

With a system like this it is only natural that the
rich should become richer and the poor poorer.

Laborer Fast to Machine

Free competition imposes no restraint upon the
powerful. They are at liberty to exploit the pcor
workman. to their hearts’ content.

And another thing: The strength on the capital-
ist side is so grea.,, and the capacity for resistance
on the side of the workmen is so insignificant, tiat
there is actually no freedom of contract. The mo-
nopoly of the tools has made the employers a class
of autocrats and the laborers a class o? dependents
—of hirelings. The laborer is simply a hired ap-
pendage to the machine.

The machine has come to be the main thing, the
costly thing. The living appendage, the laborer, can
be gotten without much trouble or cost. Nowadays,
if"an owner of tools does not want to let a work-
ingman work, the latter has no means of subsist-
ence w.ess he finds some other “lord of produc-
tion” who will permit him to produce something.

And so this system now creates the dependence
of the thousands upon the few.

It is a paltry evasion of our capitalists to say
that the workers are free to accept or to refuse the
terms of their employers. The laborers have to
consent. If they refuse the terms, there are plenty
of others, hungry, starved, and desperate, ready to
take their places. But suppose it were possible that
the employer could not get other men to take the
places of those who refused the terms offered—and,
pray, do not for a moment think that this could
actually be the case—the emplcyer could stand it;
he would merely stop business for the time being.
And do not imagine for one instant that he would
suffer privation by so doing. His home would be
just as radian’ with luxuries as ever, and he would
probably try to endure life by a trip to some for-
eign country. K

- Cause of Crises

Now, another iinportant consideration:

Since the working people do not receive the full
value of their products—because a considerable profit
is. made by the employing class on everything the

- workers produce—can they be expected to buy back



 these products? Their -numerical strength makes
* them the chief consumers of the country and those
on whom production mainly depsnds.

In this way, by the laboring. people not being able
to consume enough, and by the planless way in

- which production is carried on in general, the so-
called overproduction is created.

Of course, no matter how mich or how little
the toilers of a mation create, they always create
more than they are able to buy with their wages,
because they have never recewed the full value of
that production.

In this way the so-called industrial crises origi-
nate. They have come upon us about once in every
20 years, roughly speaking, since capitalist produc-
_tion began its sway. ‘At such times the trade and
the manufacturing of a nation come to a standstill,
because “there is too much on hand.”

And the working people have, to stop work and
go ragged and hurgry because there is too much
on hand.

Statesmen, newspapers, lawyers. and so-called re-
formers on such occasions claim that it is either

. too much silver or too_little silver, or lack of con-
fidence, or what not, that is the cause of the in-
dustrial crisis, or panic, as it is sometimes called.

But hard times are really hard only on those whose
suhsistence depends on their having work to do.

For the poor people the times are always hard.

During “hard times” the wives and daughters of
the capitalist, however, do not leave off attending
balls, parties, and operas, in their silks and dia-
monds. ' *

On the contrary, if the times are very hard, the
wealthy and charitable pecple siniply arrange one
more amusement and call it a “charity ball.”

As far as security of work is concerned, the work-

man of the present time is worse off than any of -

his predecessors in history. ' Tn fact, the irregular-
ity of his. employment, the frequency with which
he is out 6f work, is the most alarming feature of
the workingman’s condition. The toiler of today
cannot work when he wants to, or when he ought
to, in order to support himself and family. He can
work only when' it is.tgsthe profit of the employer
that he should do so.
How It Came About

How all this came about—well, it is simply a mat-
ter of industrial evolution.

In the Middle Ages, hefore capitalist production
had ceme upon the stage of events, a system of small
industries nrevailed, and,.
continued to the present day.

This system rested on the private ownership by
_the workman himself of the means of production
“The instruments of labor were then paltry, dwarfish,
and cheap; and for that very reason, as a rule, they
belonged to the producers themselves. Since the
fifteenth century, and especially since the power of
steam was utilized, these lin-ited implements of pro-
duction have been gradually enlarged united, and
improved, until the common tool oi the Middle
Ages, and even some of the instruments that were
common 50 years ago and later, have been trans-
formed into the machines of today.

In place of the hand loom, the spirining wheel,
and the smith’s hammer there appeared the mechan-
ical loom, the spinning machine, and the steam ham-
mer. Instead of the single workshop there appeared
the factory that combines the united labor of hun-

_dreds and of thousands. At the same time produc-
tion was transformed from a series of isolated—

individual—acts into a series of social and com-

“bined acts.

The yarn, the cloth, the metal articles which now
come out of the factory are the joint product of
the many people through whose hands they had to
go successively before being ready.

No single person can say of them:
made.” Yet these social tools and ial products
are treated in the same way as t were at the
time when the tool was an individual tool and when
the product was created by the individual. So the
present new mode of productxon remains subject to
the old form of appropriation, although the new
form of production does away with the very con-
ditions on which the old form was based. In times
of old the owner of the simple tool appropriated
or took for his own use his own product, while
now—and it is iraportant to grasp this fact fully—
the owner of the tool, of the machlne, appropriates
the work of others.
without a jury and without a verdict.

And so we see plamly that the private ownership
of the means of production, which was formerly
the means of securing the product to the producer,
has now become the means of exploitation, and, con-
sequently, of servitude.

The development of the tool into the machine
separates the workman from his ‘product. Ta this
© waya ‘comparatively small number of capitalists ob-
tain a monopoly of the means of production,

We are often inclined to deprecate the resistance

“This I have

in some few cases, has

progress and are a tremendous benefit.

He appropriates this work .
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of the workingmen to the introduction of machinery.

But these victories of the human intellect over the
forces of nature which naturally should be a benefit
to all=san unlimited source of blessing to the human
race—have often become a means of torture to the
toilers.

- How many wage earners has the introduction of
machinery thrown out of employment? How many
lives have thereby been destroyed? .

All the advantage of all the new inventions,
machines, and improvements now goes mainly to
the small class of capitalists; while on the other
hand these new inventions, machines, improve-
ments, and labor devic¢es displace human labor and
steadily increase the army of the unemployed, who,
starved and frantic, are ever ready to take the places
of those ‘who have work, thereby still further de-
pressmq the labor market.

It is from this army that the capitalist class re-
cruit their special police, their deputy sheriffs,. their
Pinkerton detectives, and some of their minor poli-
tlmans

And the wage workers are By no means the only
sufferers. The small employers, the emall mer-
chants, are also feeling thé sting of an unequal com-
petition. .

For every one of these men of business lives at
war with all his brethren.- The hand of the one is
acainst the other, and no foe is more terrible to
himt than the one who is runnmg a neck race with
him every day.

Therefore, in the factory as well as in the store.
the wagcs must be ent constantly. and -the sales must
he ever eniaiged. The latest improvements, the best
lahor-saving machinery, must be used and as little
wages must be paid as possible. The race is for
life or death and “the devil gets the hindmost.”

Coming of the Trust

The fierce competition lesse:.s the profit on each
article, and this must be compensated for by a
greater number of articles being produced and sold:
that is, the cheaper the goods the more capital is

‘required to carry on the business.

Precisely, then, for the same reason that the
mechanic with his own shop and working on his
own account has nearly disappeared in the struggle
between hand work and machine work—for pre-
cisely the same reason the small manufacturers, with
their little machinerv, their small capital. and their
little stock of goods, are now being driven from
the field.

And the same is the case with the little store that
must compete with the department store or the
mail-order house. )

It is7that class that is velling most loudly against
the corporations, the railroads, and the trusts.

It is that class that wants the Sherman law to
be made “more effective,” Tt is that class that would
like to turn the wheel of economic evolution back-
wards.

We cannot destroy the trusts without destroying
our civilization,

Moreover, we do fiot want to dcstrr.y them. The
trusts bring some system into the industrial chaos.
They are the forerunners of a new social order.
They have pret the first effective check upon the dis-
astrous evils of competition.

While c¢.mpetiticn grows more intense among

~ the workers looking for jobs, and while 1t still pre-

vail; among the small traders and small manufac-
tuers, the trusts have abolished competition in the
realm of “big business.”

The trusts are undoubtedly a milestons in the
industrial evolution of the race. The trusts spell
So far,
however, they are mainly a benefit *o their owners.

What we must (o, ‘berefore, is to extend the
benefits of this éwn:rship te the entire Nation.

The national ownership of the trusts must be
our next great step in evolution. The Sherman
law oucht to be repealed and a law en:cted to
nationalize «very industry where the output and
the prices are controlled by a trust or a privately
owned monopoly.

On the other hand, it is the trusts which by their
very magnitude have made th. viciousness of the
capitalist system clear to everyone.

We see that the purely individualist theory of
private ownership of “property”—which our com-
petitive wage system has made the foundatica of
society —has resulted in practicaily abolishing the
possnbxhty of private ownership for the great ma-
jority of the people.

One-tenth of our population already owns more.

than four-fifths of the wealth. The centralization
of the control of property is .increasing with a
rapidity that tkreatens the integrity of the Nation.
The average of wages, the certainty of employment,
the social privileges and independence of the wage-
earning and agncultn*al populatinn, when com-
pared with the increase of the wealth and social
productlon. are steadily and rapidly decreasing.

Andthever‘yworstofthesodaltempmwmir

>
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that wealth has become the greatest, one might say
the only, social power. .
mated in terms of wealth—in dollars and cents.
Things cannot go oa like this indefinitely. White
men will not always stand it. We are by our pres-

ent circumstances and consequences creating a race

ef “white people” in our midst, compared with
which the vandals of the fourth century were a
humane nation.

Within a short time, with present tendencies un-
checked, we shall have two nations in this country,
both of native.growth. One wiil be very large in
number, semi-civilized, half starved, and degenerated
through misery: the other will be small ‘in number,
overfed, overcivilized, and degenerated through
luxury. '

Revolution Coming
What will be the outcome?

Some day there will be a volcanic eruption. A

fearful retrihution will be enacted on the canitalistic
class as a class, and the innocent will suffer with
the guilty.

Such a revolution would throw humanity back into
semi-harbarism and cause even a temporary retro-
gression ‘of civilization,

Various remedies have heen proposed.
more silver dollars, greenbacks, and a dozen. other
remedies have been offered. But since none of them
does away with the deadly effects of competition,
and with the effect of the machine on the workman,
T must dismiss them as insufficient. This is . par-
ticularly the case with the single tax, which would
simply for a time sharnen competition and thus in-
crease the misery ~f the working class.

The other day we listened to a fervid.plea for
the single tax delivered on this floor by the gentle-
man from New York [Mr. George] He gave par-
ticular attention to the introduction of this system
in Vancouver, PBritish Columbia, and painted in
glowing colors the blessings that had followed it.
And now comes the distressing news that Vancouver
is in the midst of a general strike, the first of its
kind in that citv. involving every organized work-
man there. FEvidently the single tax is not a sub-
stitute for bread and butter. [Laughter.]

But this is what the Socialists say:

“The machinery and all the progress in imple-

ments of production we cannot and do not want to

destroy. Civilization does not want to go back to
the Middle Ages or be reduced to barbarism.

And as long as these implements of production—
land, machinery, raw materials, railroads, and tele-
graphs—remain private property. only comparatively
few can be the sole owners and masters thereof.
As long as such is the case these few will naturally
use this private ownership for their own private
advantage.

The highest mdustnal order whlch competltlve
_individualism has given us, and can give us, is that
of capitalist and wage carner.

A capitalist and wage earncr order of somcty in-

evitably ends in the economic rule of a compara-
tively few absolute masters ove- a numerous socially
subject class. 2

The wage system was a step in the evolution ¢*

freedom, bLut only a step. Without trade unionism
and labor associations the wage system would pro-
duce a social state lower than that of feudalism.

There can be no social freedom nor complete

just ce until there are no more hirelings in the
worid; until all become both the employers and the_

employ.d of society.
Coming of Socialism

This social freedom, this complete justice, can
be accomplished ouly by the collective ownership and =~
democratic management of the social means of pro-i

duction and distribution.

I realize that all this cannot be brought. about b}-
a singlc stroke—by a one—day’s revolution. But T

All human worth is esti- .

Single tax, .

know that all legislation in order to be really pro-

gressive and wholesome must move in tha! direc’ion.

Legislation that does not tend to am "tcfcased

measure of control on the part of society as a ot
whole is not in line with the trend of economic

evolution and cannot last.

Legxs]ahon that interferes with the natural evo-.j_
lution of industry means the taking of backward

steps and cannot succeed. .

Legislation tnat divides nations into armed campa.’y'
‘that- create§ useless navies, that puts up Chinese

walls between peoples eager to trade with m
others, is reactionary and cannot endure.
The measure now under discussion is o
immediate concern to the working class.
it means 1o material change in the con

it is in line with social and politic: i
cause it tends to destroy the old tariff s ‘
because it tends to break down the
nations and to bring into clos:,
people of the world I ahall
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‘ HE Longfmmly, sitting in conclave,

¥} had talked the matter over. And it
4 was agreed that they all wanted
#f Uncle Solomon to pay them a visit.
&l Perhaps the Head was the most dis-
A interested of the four. But he was
Sl Uncle Solomon’s nephew, and felt
the duty of blood which he declared was thicker
than water. Mary, the Head's wife, may be for-
given if she had a motive other than that of en-
tertaining her husband's aged kinsman. She was
wife and mother first, and woman afterwards. But
of course she wanted to do the right thing. Madge,
nineteen-year-old daughter of the Long household,

had only a vague idea of how she stood on the sub-

ject. She had just become engaged to Phil Dagget,
- and the happy pair were in the springtime of their
courtship, which would, of course, suf-
fer interruotion if an “old crank” (the
name usua!y applied to Uncle Solomon
JL.ong when being discussed by his
nephew’s family) was to be round the
house. But Uncle Sol was rich. That
gave the whole thing a different com-
plexion. Madge knew the value of
money, even though only nineteen.

“Then there was Billy, seventeen-year-
_ old scion of the House of Long, who
spoke his mind one way and thought it
another. “I'll bet Uncle Sol is a fine
old fellow—a regular brick. And T
mean to show him a good time. Il
take him to the ball game every Sat,
and fishing every Monday. He may
have been queer and cranky all his life-
long, but after he's spent two weeks
with me—well, I'll not brag. But just
you folks watch.” Mentally Billy was
saying: “He's a rich old chap and T'll
get on his geuerous side. Don’t care
if I do say it myself, I have hypnotic
powers. And Uncle Sol won’t miss a
few hundreds, anyway. Ges, 3t’s almost
Aggie’s birthday, and I want to get her
_ something nice—a gold bracelet. And
 the Cov. is too close-pressed to. be
touched for more than a few bones.. So
I must make an inning with him of
Bible name.” :
“Of course, I know he'll be a ‘tn?l.”
So John Long was saying to his wife.
“But 1 know you'll do everything to
make him welcome, and overlook his
. disagreeable ways. But T.must be mov-
ing. It wants just ten-minutes till train
time. I've mranged to stay home to-
morrow to meet Uncle Sol. So I may
be a bit late this evening—perhaps ou
the seven o'clock instead of the six.”
Then John Long kissed his wife and
children and was off for the city.

* % %

The next morning found the Longs
busy and expectant. Madge cut roses
~enough to fill the vases in the guest’s

room. Mrs. Long ordered a dainty
;uncheon, going to the kitchen herself to attend to
its_preparation. John Long, accc-n_}p_amed_ by Billy,
went to the station to meet the arriving visitor. As
the old gentleman stepped from the train he was
_seized by his welcoming nephew. “Hello, Uncle!
John cried cheerily. _

Uncle Solomon drew back quickly ar‘xd warned
in sharp tones: “Be careful, John. That's my lame
shoulder. Had rheumatism all spring.” ;

. “Oh, I'm sorry, Uncle. But—say, you're lookxng
fine and dandy. Better'n you did fifteen years ago.
" “Don't salve me, John” Uncle Sol's voice was

crisp and his lips compressed. “I use a looking
glass once a month. It never lies.” - i
" John Long laughed good-naturedly. Then: “But
say, Uncle, see who's here!”
 wards Billy. “Here's the little shaver who was

 cutting teeth the last time you paid us a visit. Hasn't
he grown like a weed?” Ao

“Yep, and looks like one, too,” drily observed
Uncle Sol, giving his hand to Billy’s j_'roﬁ‘ered one.

“Glad to see you, Uncle” And gilly shook the
old gentleman’s hard cordially, He hat! great faith
in a hearty hand-clasp. It won confidence. .

Unecle Sol took the Loy in from head to toe. “Ain’t
~ a, Long—not an inch of him,” he said in disap-
pointed tones. “Got hi> moter's snub nose—a
Purvis nose. Ali the Purvt;es !:llud s?ch nosc:s.t The

ngs have ever been a family o strong
tme&—-big noses and .mouths, They could say

Visi

“Billy with, assurance.

And he turred to-
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‘no’ with the decision of a sledge hammer. Pshaw!
I'm sorry your son ain’t your son, John.”

“Oh, Billy’s not fully developed yet,” explained
John. “But he's tall for his age—measures five-feet-
six.” ;

“Oh, he’s run up far enough. But too narrow.
Wants wind.” Uncle Sol looked disgusted.

“I'll show you I have wind all right” smiled
“And look at this muscle!”
He doubled up a long, meatless arm, showitg a
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Yru're the piece of calico that's led him into it

small flabby muscle at the top. Uncle Sol ignored
the: display of 'strength and addressed himself to
his nephew. “What do you live in the country for,
John? Isn’t your business in the city?”

“Yes, Uncle. But the city’s too kot for Mary
and the kids during the summer. But we're near
enough to allow of miy going after breakfast and
returning for dinner. It's very convenient.”

“Well, what’re you doing here this time of day?”
queried the old man. '

“Stayed home to visit with you today, Uncle.”

The information brought no gleam of pleasure
into the cold gray eyes of Uncle Sol. “How far is
it to your house?” he asked, for John was signaling
a 'bus driver. -

About ten blocks,” informed John. “But I feared
you'd be too tired after your journey to walk.”

“Never too tired to save 'bus fare” And Solo-
mon Long shut his mouth in a wav that suggested
the snapping together of a purse. “Let that young-

ster with the peanut muscle carry my grips. We'll:

walk.”

Billy reddened under the gibe, but picked up the
heavy traveling case and hand grip and led the way
homeward. Inwardly he was saying things not com-
plimentary & lis great uncle. “P’ll show the old
geezer a ‘thing or two,” he smarted. “Peanut
muscle !”

Beside the gate Mrs, Long and Madge waited for
them. As the three turned the corner, Mrs. Long

" great-uncle fingers.

-

t of Uncle Sol

| Maud Davis W;alker

rushed forth to welcome the visitor. “Howdy-do,
Uncle Solomon! Awfully glad to see you again.
How well you look{” She bent forward to imprint

" a kiss on the wrinkled cheek. But Uncle Sol was

adroit and dodged. “Howdy, Mary,” he said coolly.
“We'll dispense with kissing. Don’t know when
the heathenish custom came into fashion; but do
know when it ought to stop—right now.”

Mary Long laughed in a confused way. But she
took his hand between her two soft palms gra-
ciously. , Then turned towards the gate. “Here’s our
little maid Madge,” she said, presenting her daughter.
Madge stepped forward and took the two proffered
“Welcome, Uncle Solomon,”
she smiled sweetly. “Hope you're not worn out
from your journey.” :

“I never wear out, young lady. I leave that to

you young people who have nothing else

to do.” Then turning to his nephew:

“This is a nice place, John—must cost

« you a pretty sum, eh?” . He indicated

the grounds of John's summer home.

John evaded the quéstion of rent and

led the way into the house. Then Billy

was told to lead the guest to his room.

This he did with pleasure. “len I'm

alone with the old gink I'll thaw him

out. He don’t know me yet.. I'll try

a bit of my diplomacy.” So soliloquized
Billy.

Tnside the guest’s room, Billy began
-unstrapping the suitcase. “What you
at?” sharply demanded Uncle Sol.

“Thought I'd put your things up for
you, Uncle,” replied Billy, his self-as-
surance begiining to ooze away.

“I'll do that job for myself,” in-
formed Uncle Sol-in an irritated tone.
“Have waited on myself this far, and
guess [ can continue while I'm obliged
to live in this dad-gasted world.” He
“dropped into-the big chair, tired in spite
nf Namself.

“You don’t seem to care much for
this world, Uncle,” observed Billy smil-
ingly. He merely wanted to be con-
versational. :

Uncle Sol glared at Billy for a min-
ute. Then: “Do you find so all-fired
much to- live for, young man?”

“W’y, yes, Uncle, I enjoy myself,”
confessed Billy. But he found he was
losing  his hypnotic power. He won-
dered if any one could “handle” a sub-
ject like Uncle Sol.

Uncle Sol grunted. “If you were a
Long instead of a Purvis you'd not.
Enjoy yourself! Bah! . About 21l a
Purvis thinks of—pleasure! Now will
you tell me just what pleasure is, young
feller?

. Billy shook his head. He was afraid
to give a definition of the word.

“Nope, by damn, you don’t.” Uncle
Sol grinned triumphantly. “Rut I'll lay
a wager I can tell you what you think
pleasure is. ' It's rame is calico—calico.

Ana that means women and gurls—females! And

I can t.ell you some more, too. I can tell you what .
calico is fit for. It can manage to l-eep some poor
devil of a man’s nose to the grindstone all his life.

For example, look round this room!” Uncle Sol’s

eyes took in the bric-a-brac, then the lace-dressed
bed. “See all this stuff and nonsense scattered
everywhere that it's not needed? It represents hard-
earned dollurs—John Long’s sweat and blood. That’s
calico! Now, my young relation, let me warn yon
iIn time. At your age, temptatiorr comes in the
shape of pink-and-white finery, but it’s all ¢common
calico in disguise. And underneath the skin all

femalery is the same. Its object in life is to spend

money and live in idlé ease. It demands everything
and gives nothing. T know what I'm talking about,
young feller. T've studied the species in every stage
from the cradle to the grave. When ‘young it flirts
fmd gives up to its vanity. It lays hold of riches—
if riches come its way. When in middle life, it
beco. jes cunning. It spends money to outdo others
in its class. It feeds om envy. When old, it bites
with .a venemous tongue. It poisons. T've seen one
piece of calico go through each cencition I have
described.” ;

Uncle Sol comforted himself from a juicy brown
plug he took from his pocket. Billy stood with
tongue glued to the roof of his mouth. Uncle Sol's
words had taken root. He now remembered having
seen Aggie Grey coquette with rich boys. She, then,



was calico, lookmg for nches! Ah, perhaps Uncle
Sol did know “the species”! -

But at that moment Madge called them to lunch-
eon. The dainty meal did not leaven the acidity of
the visitor's mgod. When luncheon was over, Mrs.

.Long drew a breath of relief. It had been a trial.

. But it was to be repeated—even emphasized—at

T

Torture Chamber.

dinner. Indeed, after the seven o'clock repast Mary
Long arose from the table as the demi tasse was
being served. She begged to be excused. Her pléa

- was a headache.

““All right, Mary,” nodded Uncle ‘Sol.
few words in private with John, anyway.”
teen minutes later John Long was placed. upon the
Domestic Rack. The library was chosen as the

“I want a

amble: :
- “John, you have a most extravagant family.”

The Head shifted his eyes uneasily and lighted
his pipe.

“You've got so used to it that you don’t notice
the increasing burden on your back,” proceeded
Uncle Sol. “But it'll drag you to .earth as sure as
sin. Now, to speak plain: The moment I entered
this house—which you can’t afford—l was struck
with the bushels of expensive, worthless _junk scat-
tered about. Your house looks like a Christmas
tree—filled up with tommy-rot. And
senseless mess was put up for sale tomorrow you'd
not recover one cent on the dollar. Do you call
that wise investment?”

John puffed smoke, but did not commit himse!f.
It was a delicate subject and he was unprepared to
tackle it. Yet inwardly he agreed with much that
his aged kinsman said. Ever since the last financial
panic his business had been shaky, and he had often

- been obliged to resort to strategic measures to avoid

" he said,

- ruin.
piece of calico rob you of your strength—your sta--

. Queen’s outbreak. But it was of such fierceness
that she swallowed a chicken gizzard whole, without :

'squander it.

bankruptcy, and the expenditure of every dollar
counted with him.

“Well, can’t you express your mind on the sub-
ject?” Uncle Sol's voice cut sharply. John could
hide behind silence no longer. “I'll admit, Uncle,”
“that women as a rule are extravagant.
But Mary is less so than the average woman. I'd
hate like the mischief to deny her these little—
pleasures, her china, bronze, cutglass, pictures; hang-
ings and so forth.”

“Just it!” Uncle Sol bit off his words.” “Man is a
coward in his own house—where he should be the
head—the master. He earns money and lets calico
Bah it's useless! You're a fool, John
Long, and you're helping to bring about your own
I'm done with you. You—a Long, letting a

bility. Go your way and be dammned!”

Before John Long could pull himself together to
make reply, his irate kinsman had banged himself
out of the room. So the figure-head of the Long
family gloomed in his chair, pondering. Then he
began wondering at his own past irresolution. ~ He
got up quickly and paced the floor.
gods! he'd be slave no longer—mere money-getter
for others. He'd be the true Head, or he’d know
the reason why.

And while John Long was fuming and resolv-
ing, his uncle was making his prcsence felt else-
where. On leaving his nephew, the old man had
decided to pay a visit to the kitchen and give orders
concerning his breakfast. Accordingly he rapp‘ed
emphatically on the kitchen door. “Come in,” per-
mitted the Cook. Erntering the kitchen, Uncle Sol
beheld a sight. Sitting on the doorstep was the
Culinary Queen, a plate of chicken in her lap. The
outraged visitor removed his eyeglasses, wiped them,
readjusted them and looked again. No, he had not
been mistaken. It was chicken!

“My woman,” he hegan sternly, “is your master
rich "enough to feed his servants chicken at twenty-
eight cents a pound?”

“Twenty-nine out this way,” corrected the Queen,
flling her mouth with white meat. “As fup Mr.
Lon’s fi-nan-chul condition, Sir, I asks no quéstions.
I git my ‘wages reg’lar. And—Tll just give you a
tip, Sir.. Busy-boclies ain’t allowed in my kitchen.
They can stick their long snouts anywhere else—but
not here. And to them as thinks they've got.a right
—1I say, ‘Scat’!”

Then the Culinary Queen retumed to her collation
with relisli.

Uncle Solomon’s eyes flashed. His lips shut so
tightly that hjs words seemed to squeeze themselves
out from between them. “After tonight, my 1mpu—
dent wench, you'll eat no more chicken in this house.

T'a here to a.._yust things, and I mean to stay till

I've done it up in good shape. Now, in future, I'.l
have no -back-talk from you, my Biddy. In the
morning I want corn mufiins and hot coffee sent to
my room. I prefer -to breakfast in bed——at ‘six

@'clock.”

Then Uncle Solomon departed, not hearing the

knowing it was down. .
ﬁve mmutes later Mrs. Long hard a fist knock

Yo

And fifT

Uncle Sol: began. without pre-. .

if all this~

By the eternal’

on her door.

To her response, “Come in,” the

. cook entered. And two minutes later she had “given

notice.” When-~asked for an explanation, she blurted
out: “It's that old long-nosed toad. He can’t run
my kitchen. I'd scold him.
by sun-up, Ma'm.”

While this scene was bemg enacted between mis-.
tress and maid, the disturbing spirit was disrobing
in his own room. Just as he was about to tutn out
the light his niece’s voice came through the dcor in
.ucnmpaniment to her wentle. tap: “May I come in
for Just a minute, Uncle?”

Cursing double oaths under hls breath the old
gentieman replied curtly: “If your business can't
wait till tomorrow.” And he jumped into bed,
drawing the sheet over-him.

_“It's "about our -cook,” explained Mrs. Long in a
confused way. “She’s leaving me on short fotice—"

“Let her go, Mary. Good riddance. I found her
eating chicken tonight. I asked her if her master
was rich (Jenough to feed his servants chicken; and
now [ put the same question to-you. Is John Long
able to afford chicken—not for his servants, but for
his own family? From_ certain ‘things he let fall

Uncle Solomon

today, I'd judge him to be in a tight fix. And he
tells me this is che first day he's taken off from his
office for fivc years.
for a wife to swaller?” _

" Mrs. Long dropped into a chair., A blush cov-
ered her face.: “Of course, Uncle,” she excused,
“our living expenses increase as the children grow
up.. That’s expected. And the family isn’t respon-
sible for business depression. They have to suf-
fer from it. I gave up one of my bridge clubs last
winter—just because I couldn’t afford it. We've
got to educate our chlldren, you know. And Billy
has three years more in college. That costs a lot
of money.”

“Yep, more’'n a boy’s worth—often,” snapped Un-
cle Sol. “But to the point: Does John gamble on
the hoard of trade? ¥ have my suspicions that he
does. He intimated today that he'd 'lost a consid-
erable sum three years ago on a bad investment.
It was three years ago that he asked to borrow a
large sum from me. I thought it unwise to make

_ the loan, however.”

Mrs. Long gasped. Her husband gambling on the
board of trade?—he with a daughter to be safely
mzrried off and a son to see through college! She
was on the point of asking some questions, but de-

-cided 1c would be confessing that she was ignorant

of her Nusband’s businss. So she blundered.
“Well, T suppose John plunges occasionally-~like
all business men.” Poor woman! She had heard

idea of the sxgx}xﬁcance of the word as used in the
business world. ’

Snlomon Long sat bolt upnght and stared at his
niece.
and threateningly calm. Then he sprang from the

 bed and stood with long. pointing .inger in her face.

I'm leavin'-temorrow

Ain’t that a pretty bitter pill-

t

in a vague way of men “plunging,” but had no -

“Plunges, does he?” His voice was metallic

“ eat up money—-yes
.order to keep you three idlers supplied, John has

cruel. accusations, Mary had fled th& room.

. slave.

It’s easier to quit than to struggle.

it. Bah, girl!

" Phil’s leave taking.
‘the whxte feather.

= Thctwowentnpthe

"Thank yourself Madam. for John’s approachmg;
ruin.  It's sure to.come. You and your young ones
by blizzard, eat it! And in

to resort to unsafe get-rich-quick methods. He's
in quicksand, and he'll never get out. You're the
piece of calico—calico—that’s led him~into it. And

like all your kind, you'll never let go your strangle-
hold on him.”

But before Uncle Sol had etnpped spitting out his
She felt
that to listen a”second 10ngcr would be her death.
Her nerves were already in a terrible state. ' She
hurried to her own room on the third floor. On

~entering, her eyes fell upon her husband. He sat

with head bent dejectedly. He glanced up as she
entered. His eyes were cold. He did not speak.
This was the last straw. Mary Long burst out:

“And what’s the matter with you, your face a
mile long’ Look like a thunder cloud. I suppose
your nice old uncle has been saying nasty things
about me, saying I'mt extravagant. The old kill-
joy! 'l‘hrss the way he pays for our_j\mdness
to him."”

It was the first time during the twenty years of
their ntarried -life that Mary Lnng had given vent
to such a burst of temper, and it took her husband
at a time when business worries and the influence
of his uncle’s words were strong upon him. So
followed the Long's first conjugal storm. John
leapt to his feet, his brow puckered

“How dare you speak in such a way of my aged
kinsman? He may be queer, but by the Almighty!
he hits the nail square on the head sometimes. Only
this night he has opened my eyes to certain things
that are rmmng me. But in future I shall hold a
tighter rein on—on-=-my affairs. I've been a fool,
but from tomght I'll be master where Tve been'
I'll refuse to be run by calico any longer.”"

Mrs. Long sank upon the hed. She fe't much
like fainting. Had John lost his reason? No,
was perfectly sane. Tt was just pure dev:l-——put mto
bim by that hideous old monster. In quivering voice
she cried out; "I ask you, how dare you speak to
me this \my———I your wife, and mother of your
children? Oh, you ate a coward! A brute! I'll
not degrade myself by quarreiing with you.” Then
Mrs. Long strode from the room, tears streaming
from her -eyes, her whole body aquiver. John
stalked about, kicking over chairs and saying strong
things. At last hie sought relief in his pipe and
began_smoking like a chimney. It served to stop
profanity.

Meanwh:le, the guest, being too much ruffled to
sleep, owing to his scene with his niece, had put on
slippers and dressing guwn and sauntered be'ow
stairs, hoping to find peace of mind in the open air.
But hardly had he stepped out on the veranda when
he came upon Madge and Phil Daggett, sitting
cozily in a hammock, making love by the light of the
moon. Pure, sweet happiness filled their faces,
and it was with pride that Madge introduced her
fiance. i

“Delighted to meet you, Sir.” And Phil was on
his feet, proffering his hand to Uncle Sol. “Won't
you have this chair?” And he drew a porch chair
forward. Then Madge reseated herself in the ham-
mock while Phil occupied a bench near by.. Unde‘
Sol sat in the chair offere him, ‘

When the three were settled, Uncle Sol legan,
gdd;essmg himself to Phxl “What's your busmesl.

ir 2h
“W‘ell, I haven't entered upon my profeuion’..
yet,” Phil explained. “I'm tuking law.” ° :

“Law!” A world of sarcasm was in Uncle Sol's
voice. “I'd’advise trade—it's easier. Trade dou't
require any special brand of brains. Law does”

Phil managed to laugh off his confusion. i"'Gll,'
if 1 find myself unfitted for the law I shall chanac
my vocation, Sir. That's easily done”

Uncle Sol sneered. ““The refuge of the wqrthlees. 5
That's why the
world’s so full of infernal incompetents.

Phil fidgeted. Madge felt cold and hot by i
Then Phil suddenly remembered that he had prom-

.ised io call for his mother who was making a call

in the neighborhood. He bade Uncle Sol a cool
and polite goodnight, took hasty leave of Madge and
rushed off down the walk. As he disappeared into
the night Uncle Sol spoke his mind:

“No backbone—milk and water mixture. Couldn’t
support you if you married him. He's a quittar—
easy to change his vocation if he finds he don’t like
You're wasting yourself ox; that!
Still; I reckon it would be a pair of you—" -

Good night, Uncle!” Madge couid listen tunp
more. Her heart was heavy over the mamter of

It was not like Plnl to show
Was he an-—an- -incompetent—

tter? She arose and started Mo the house.
But Uncle Sol had dectded :




~ What was her consternation when on entering her
~ewn room she found her mother there, pale and
‘v amtated, lying on theped. « - ot e T
- “Don’t ask me a single guestion, Daughter,” ad- -
- monished “Mrs. Long, tearfully. “I shall occupy
- your bed tonight. You may have the couch in the
_sewing room.” AN o
-+ -Madge stood dumhfounded. What could it all ~
+  mean? Some evil spirit must have-entered the place
~and upset them all, -Just as she was wondering
~ what course to pursue the front door opened and
* shut with a resounding bang. Madge understood
Tt was Billy coming in from a party at Aggie Grey’s.
- And Billy in a bad temper, for a slamming door

was a sure sign. Madge ran into the hall, taking. . 1
" take this bit of electricity to him:

-+ =nains to close the door of her own room behind
‘he.z" She knew “her mother wished for quiet and
privacy. . : _

On the stairs Madge put out her hand and re-
strained Billy as he ascended. “What's up, Billy?”
she asked in ‘a half-whisper. £

 “Say, Sis, never speak that Agatha Grey's name

in my presénce again, or I might kill something.”

Rilly closed his lips tightly and breathed hard. Then

-~ he opened his mouth to add: *“Uncle Sol's right.
Girls are just so much calico—calice!” .

“What do you mean?” asked Madge with some
curiosity. ; . :

“T mean just what I say. Agatha Grey’s a flirt—
vain and silly. And she’s after riches. You bet,
riches! When I got to her house tonight, there she
sat in a hammock, jam up ‘beside Tom Richards.
She knows his old aunt will leave him a fortune
and that I've got only my two hands to pave my -
path in life.” Billy looked ferocious. “But I paid
the calico back in her own coin. I just flirted with
that platter-faced Peggy Heart: then moseyed off
without saying a syllab'e to Miss Agatha Grey—
Calico. Uncle Sol says he knows the species, and I
guess he’s right. No good!” . .

“But, Billy,” confidled Madge, ignoring the thrust
directed at hier own sex, “it's not only the girls who
are disappointing.” Then she told of Phil's hurried
leave-taking, and of his failure to “hold his own”
against Uncle Sol. »

Billy whistled long and softly. “T'll be blistered !”
he ejaculated. “W’y, T'd have banked on Phil.
Thought he was 2 brick. Say, Sis, what’s in the air,
anyway? The world’s up-side-down. tonight.”

- But a peal of the hall-door bell put a sto$ to .the
whispered .conversation on the stairs and Billy, won-
- dering who was calling at that time of night, ran.
down the steps and opened the door. A messenger
thrust a yellow envelope mto his haud. “Solomon
TLong, Esquire?” he asked. Being assured that the
gentleman named was there, the messenger gave
Billy the book to sign. Then he took himseii off
while Billy and Madge took themselves upon the

stairs. AR -

“A wire for Uncle Sol,” Billy explained. “Shall
I give it to him tonight?” i

“you'd best, I guess,” said Madge. Then a faint
‘hope came into her breast. “What if it's news ‘to
take him--away?” .

Billy paused on the top landing. “Say, Sis, a ray
of intelligence is piercing my Yrainery. I feel it
And this is the impression I get. It's our honorable

A HEROINE

ey HF, Socialist women of Italy have no -
BEEN? regular organization. Many among the
B3 orking women are moved with the
spirit of Socialism. It is of one . of
these that 1 wish to tell to the Ameri-
can Comrades, and especially of one
- WWEERWES episode in her life—that }i a typical

Ttalian proletarian.

" The rich Americans who visit Italy flock to _what
one of the greatest of recent Itulian poets, Giosue
Carducci, called the “Green an.! Beautiful Umbria.”
They come to enjoy the beauties of its art treasures,
 and especially to visit the small town where -once
~, lived and preached the monk Fraudis D'Assizi.

: Those whe are living iv luxury upon the poverty
of others love to do homage to-the man who ideal-
jzed poverty, and who preached that poverty is the

~ greatest virtu¢, and the desire for material benefits

. is sin. : i

"~ In this shrine of the devotee of poverty every

street corner is occupied with flaring advertisem.cnts

‘of the mineral water of Nocea Umbria. ,

. A few weeks ago the owner of this source of
hoalth—these life-giving waters—who is selling mil-
“lions of bottles a year, came into his establishment,

' and issued orders to the women and girls who
- worked there, to change the system they had used

, ' Those who heard him obeyed the order. But a few

¥

-

-you ask if anything was wrong?

. ing me.

. great uncle, Solomon Moheybags, who's the “evil A

spirit in the gir. He's been poisoning our domestic

broth all day, and thus far into the night”
. “Yes, Mamma’s'in an awful state,” said Madge.

“And maybe you think the Governor’s i a better,”
replied Biily. “But he’s something fierce. I over-
heard him and the old fellow talking in the library
—afterward saw Dad’s face. Tt was enough to maxe
me take t6 drink. Awful! But like a fool I didn’t
see it in the right light till now.” .

“I've seen it all along” declared Madge. “But
what can one girl do? Besides, we wanted him to
do things for all of us.” .

“Hang his doing things!” retorted Billy. “Tn
Stand outside
the .door and hear him swear because I dare.”

Billy approached Uncle Sol’s-door in the spirit of
attack. Loudly he knocked, calling qut in full voice:
“Wire for you, Uncle Solomon.”

The old gentleman had just retired, and felt the

torture of insomnia upon him. . Billy’s call did not
make conditions pleasanter. In a voice of rage he
cried out. “A wire? Tf that Harris has disturbed
me for nothing, I'll fire him by wire in the morning.
He's been my confidential clerk for twenty years.

"But off he goes if he’s made an ass of _himselfl

Bring it in.”

Billy entcred and made a light. The old gentle-
man tore open the envelope and read the few typed
words on the inelosed sheet. Twice his eyes scanned
the lines, then a sound which suggested the howl
of a trapped wolf escaped him.. He flung himself
out of bed, trembling visibly. - Veins "in his fore-
head knotted up like ropes. His lips became color-
less. For a moment he seemed to have lost the
power of speech. -~ ,
“Anything wrong, Uncle ?” ventured Billy.

“Wrong?” shricked Uncle Solomon. “Hell-and-
damnation! If the world came to an end. would

father. Tell him I'm-a ruined man. Harris wires
me that the Farmers’ and Drovers’ Bank closed
doors today and following that ‘The Consolidated
failed. All T had was tied up in the two. TI'm
ruined—ruined! The work of a lifetime swept
away! All I had to live for—my money—my money
—gone! TI've been swindled. By the God above,
T'll make the swindlers smart! Go call your father,
you fool. Don’t stand thore open-mouthed, watch-
GO!”

Billy darted from the room. At the same moment
Madge slipped in to offer her sympathy to the
wretched man. People’s suffering always touched
her deeply. “I’m so sorry, Uncle dear, that you've—"

The aged kinsman stopped her. “Don’t sorry me,
Miss. Go give your soft soap to your father that
you and your mother are ruining. Calico’s been the
damnation of man since Adam.”

“But calico wasn’t responsible for your loss, Un-
cle” Madge could not withstand the temptation
to give that little thrust. But her great uncle paid
no heed to her. He went about the room like a
man .bereft of his senses, gathering his things up
preparatory to packing them in the traveling case.
Madge, seeing she was not wanted, ran off to her
mother, anrl soon the entire household was astir,
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hours later two other women came to work, and,
not having heard the order, went on with their
work in the accustomed manner. Without inquiry
or offering any opport'wmity for explanation, the
capitalist employer at once discharged these work-

ers, although one of them was about to become a
mother. ‘ ; ‘

" When thé other men and women who had been

working with them heard this they proicsted, and
demanded that the two women be re-employed. Tie

~ capitalist replied that “discipline must reign,” and

that he had the right to get rid of his dependents
without giving reasons.

When the working men and women insisted still
further upon the reinstallment of their two com-
rades, the capitalist replied by locking them all ‘out.

So it is that today this littic <ity stands as though
dead. It is impossible to obtain a single scab among
the peasants. The women formerly employed are
starving, since they went out without any organi-
zation to whum they could apply for relief. Yet,
in spite of this fact, thev are even encouraging the
men to continue on stri..¢, and declare that hunger

avail.

Go call your-

‘ quite like himself.

John Long tryiug.to console his uncle with the hope

‘that things would not bé as bad as Harris- feared.

But words of hope and, sympathy were of no
Solomon Long “expressed his intention . of
starting for his home on the very first west-bound-
train. One would pass through there at midnight.
and it wanted an hour till then. Hurriedly the old
gentleman prepared for his journey, and his nephew
and great-nephew led him to the station where the
through . train was flagged for him.

Words of adieu were few, for Uncle Sol had no
time to devote to social forms.. HMe had aged ten
years ‘since the reading of the evil telegram. The
iron-willed, money-hoarding financier of the morn-
ing was now the mumbling, cursing, moaning,
broken old man of full three-scoré and ten. )

 After the train bearing the unhappy Uncle Sol
had sped ‘on its way, John Long turned to Billy
and heaved a tremendous sigh. Billy felt there was
no answer. Arm in arm, they went slowly home-
ward, each thankful in his heart that the visit of
their kinsman was at an end, though both regretted
the loss which made the old man so miserable. At
their own dcor tifey were met by Mrs. Long. .“John,
dear!” Tt was all she said. John felt a lump, rise
in his throat. “Mary!” Tt was all he said. But
he kissed her as had always been his way. Then
Mrs. Long led the way to the dining room where a
light repast was spread on the table. The Culinary
Ouveen was bustling about. for having heard of the
wisitor’s hasty departure, she had given in her notice
to remain. - ‘

At the table Madge and Billy held a conversation
in low tones while their parents talked over various
things nearest their hearts.

“T chall write to Phil tomorrow.” Madge was
saying. “T realize now that he couldn’t have acted
other than he did. He was too well-bred to reply
to Uncle Sol's insuvlts, and all he ‘could do was to
go quietly away. I was silly to blame him in the
least.”

“Yes, and T was a monkey to have acted as T did
at Accie’s this evening,” confessed Billy. “She
couldn’t help it if that Tom Richards forced his
company on her. She threw him over for e long
aco. But Uncle Sol had got me going somehow
about girls and women. But, gee! the whole herd

.of ’em couldn’t stack up half as mean as-boys znd

men. I guess girls are all right, all right. Con-
found an old hardshell like Uncle Sol, aryway.”

And Mary Long was saying fo her Lusband: “You
look so tired, dear. I'm eoing to arrange somehow
for you to tuke a vacation. T can curtail many
little expenses. Oh, I've been thinking since—since
—Uncle Sol talked to me tonight. He may have
made himself very disagreeable, but—he made me
think.”

“Never mind, old girl.” The Head really laughed
“We'll get things straightened
out all right. T’ve come to the conclusion that T've
been wholly to blame. T never took you into my
confidence. You'’ve been a rank outsider, so far
as my business was concerned.”

“Make me your partner—in all things” There
was a pleading in Mary’s voice as she asked this.
And her husband knew the problem had been solved.

Ay

OF THE CLASS WAR

and starvation are better than humiliation, and that
2ll must go back to work or none. - ;

There is no question of wages at stake. FEvery
effort has been made indeed to bribe the workers
\yith high wages if they would only consent to vic-
timize these two.

One incident shows the deep feeling and determi-
nation that reigns. A child having been horn to
one of the locked out workers, the capitalist sought
to work himself into favor by sending by a priest
fifty lire (510) to the young mother. -

It is hard for the American comrades to realize
what fifty lire meant to this mother. For months
she had toiled from darkness to darkness for a
salary of but a single lira a day. Now, she suddenly
hafl the opportunity to enjoy all that fifty lire could
bring to her at once. How many things it would
have made possible for her new-born child and
her ol.d parents, but she did not hesitate for a mo-
ment in driving the priest from i'er home, and say-
ing that she was not asking for alms, but for jus-

" tice, and not for herself alone, but for her class.

On the cld advertisements of the company selling

-the mineral water was a lion and a lioness, that

seemed to the workers to symbolize capitalist power
and capitalist profit.  Now the workers are saying
that along with these two there is”arising another
lion, more powerfl than either. This is the lion of
proletarian spirit, class consciousness and Secialism .
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NBO - I said to this young fellow I was
Ry telling you about, the one I rode from
Albany with, the one that would sooner
MY hang on to the blessed certainty of
3 ”-/-' ,: “thrift and economy™ than take a chance
«:\\.f:{,_,i‘\ # on The Big Change—I says to'm, s'I:
v - Where you used to live up state was
there water piped into the house?”

“Why, no,” he answered me, “it was
just a little country town. We had a
well and cistern. And when T got big
enough to go to work, my daddy and 1
used to pump enough water for mother
to use during the day, and carry it in
for her. We'd fill buckets, and tubs
if she was goine to wash” He stopped
and smiled. “Cometimes if we were
late or anything and didn’t carry in as
much as she could have nsed, she’d have
to economize. She used to laugh and
say she believed she could wash her
hands more times in one wash-water
than anybody else on earth.”

“And do you carry in water for your
wife that way before you go to work
mornings ?”’ )

“Why, no,” he answered me, kind of
surprised, “we live in a flat-house. All
she’s got to do, if she wants water, is
to turn.a faucet.”

“And doesn’t she practice thriit and
economy by washing her hands several
times in the one wash-water?”

. He looked at me kind o’ funny.

Well, there you are.

(This. actually hanpened. Very often
—indeed, most all the time-1 get really
bright ideas after it's too late to say
them.) ' ,

The Big Change hadn’t come at all
in the little up-state town. So far as
the water-supply was concerned, in
Brooklyn it was fully come, and was
fully recognized. The people of the
Borough of Brooklyn admitted that in
the matter of water supply The Big
Change had come, and in that were
governing themselves accordingly. The
action of human muscles pumping wa-
fer and toting it into the house had been
replaced by the action of the steam-
engine; the “prudence and forethought”
of the individual had been displaced by
corporate prudence and forethought,
thus leaving the individual mind fre.e
for other tasks. Not only that, experi-
ence had taught the people of Brooklyn
that so important an article as water
is could not safely be left in the contrgl‘
of a private corporation, would you be
less interested in supplying water 1n
great plenty and oi great purity than
in charging as much for as !tt}le as .
possible, so as to make big dividends
for stockholders and pay interest on the bonds. The
peo'ple of Brooklyn, thercfore, govemefi thenm‘"clves
accordingly, and put the water-supply in the ngnds
of the only corporation they knew of organized,
not to make al' the money possible out of water for
drinking and washing, bur to furnish the service at
cost.

Anybody will' agree that there is no particu-
lar virtue ‘attached to being skimpy with water,
Certainly not inside, and
I don't think “thrift and economy” as to the ex-
ternal use of water is anythirg to brag of. I will
go further, and sayd thl::td(elam;lg thp.oor fogd,r ‘;22

i - e o othing, and I
MR e e with cockroaches

(and worse) and never having any fun at all, do
not seem to me to be virtues worth suffering muc’fx
to attain to. On (he cantrary, “thrift and economy
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look to me like prolon‘ged suicide; as if, instead of"

cutting your throat with one swift stroke of the

razor, you should haggle at it for agonizing years
with a dull knife. ,

- When The Big Change is fully come as to all
other things of human use than water, will there
be any more sénse in stinting ourselves in food and
clothing and shelter and fun than there would be
m this young mechanic’s wife washing her hands
over and over again in one water, when all she
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had to do to get fresh, clean water was to turn
the faucet?

D’you know? it seemed kind of picturesque to
me to hear that young fellow talk about saving up
money—that it was fassible to save money, py the
hokey! the way prices are. It made me think 'of
spinning-wheels and rafters witk strings of dried
apples festooning from them. It made me think
of open S4re-places, and cream-crocks sitfing by
them, souring in the favoring warmth. I felt as if
I were poring over Poor Richard’s almanac .spell-
ing out by the light of a tallow-candlg such wisdom
as: “A penny saved is two-pence gained” and as-
senting: “Yes sir, that's a fact. That's even so.
It was as if Uncle Billy Hardhead was a boy
again. i :

I read in the newspapers about the gobs and gobs
of money deposited in the savings-banks annually,
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and I .wonder to myself: “Who in the nation puts .
I don’t know of anybody that does.. Do
you? Everybody I know lives it up as fast as
he gets it. Everybody I know has a place to put
every dollar he'll take in for the next ten years.
Oh, they may save up enough for a new suit of
clothes, or a little emergency fund against sickness
or losing a job or some such calamity. They keep up
their insurance but to put by money every week as
regular as the week comes 'round, steadily or even

s missing occasionally—I don’t know of
anybody that does that. Maybe I run
with a shiftless set, but—

Well, T tell you, the reason why the
most of us do not save money is much
the same as the- reason why Jack
wouldn’t eat his supper. -

When Uncle Billy Hardhead was a
little hoy, people could and did save.
For all they worked hand-powered, -and
with processes that were as old as the
race itself, not scientific, not very pro-
ductive, yet they could produce more
than their animal needs. In the gap
between The Big Change and the offi-
cial recognition of The Big Change, a
lot of sneak-thieves took advantage of
everything being upset (as they will in
such events) and skinned most of the
people of this country out of all but
the barest necessities of life. But when
: Uncle Billy Hardhead was a little boy.
the ordinary man of any strength of
mind aud body had a great deal more
than what satisfied the animal needs.
They could and did save up. But they
didn’t have anything in the musical line
more costly tl)a"h a fiddle; they had no
hooks to speak of, and no pictures; they
had no theaters or games, outdoor or
indoor; they never went anywhere or
saw anything. What they did to pass
their time T'll neyer tell you; I can't
even guess. And peopie nowadays with
souls no bigger than a period mark
can save, too. But there's one verse in
the Bible I've been thinking of a good
deal lately: “Fear not them which are
able to destroy the body,” that is, those
who stint you in food, and clothing and
shelter, “but rather fear them which
are able to destroy the soul.”

Now, here is a department of The Big
Change that perhaps you haven't con-
sidered as you have some others. We
have been educated up to the point
where we perceive that it's true, what
Comrade Jesus said: “Man does not
live by bread alone.” ;

When Uncle Billy Hardhead was .a
little boy. everybody was convinced that
man’s chief end was to lick into it and
work. There was this whole big con-
tiaent not half opcned up.' There was
lots io do. The main thing was to pro-
duce, to waste no time, to speed up, we
went crazy about “increasing the output” We never
stopped to listen to: “What shall it profit a man if
he gain the whole world and lose his own soul?”
But a part of The Big Change is the recognition of
the fact that we're all entitled to have a good time,
to be happy. We must do something for it; we
must render service for service, but we all ought
to have a good time because we cannot really be
human beings unless that sid: of us {unctions fully.
Uncle Billy will tell you that he always feels a lit~

tle guilty when he goes fishing. We're different.”

We feel that going fishing is really life, and that
the dzily task is a chore we've got to finish up be- *
fore we go. ; : S SR
' (To Be Continged.)

_A man should change his opinions as he does b
shirt--/henever thrre is a.cleaner one to be




. Continued from last week

g HO was he?” Cal .asked for the
g second time.  “What
matter who he was?” Jane con-
tinued. “Wait a minute and I'll
tell “you—after you see that it
wasn't his fault. I said he should
follow me to my house and I'd
' give him some money, but that
I hadn’t ‘any in my clothes. He. seemed to doubt
that, and he swore a little, waving his arms and
repeating that he was nearly starved. But he was
just going to follow me when you gave that awful
yell, Cal, and then he was naturally fnghtcr_xcd :'md
started .to-run away. He jumped in one direction,
but that happened to be where 1 was standing, apd
he accidentally pushed me over; [ am not very big,
you know. L | ‘

She had her hands to her head now,
calmly rearranging her’ hair. She
smiled. ' .

“I fell and was a little stunned,” she
concluded ; “so that you see the fault
.was yours, Cal, for yelling so, and not
poor Jim Jackson's at all.”

Ridgeley had another glass of tgr;xndy
in his hairy fist. He drained it and
returned the glass to the desk-top with
a clatter. ;

“Ha!” he said. “Jim Jackson!”

Both women looked at him in flash-

. ing alarm. % _

The man’s long, bluck hair fell about
his face in angry folds, and on the
face—the face that worked and pulled
in the grip of a wild passion—the flick-
ering candle light cast a cool gl:‘)\:v.
The head was thrust forward, the chin
out. The forehead was knotted; the
cagle-nose was dilated ; two faint spots
of red shone at the high cheek-bones
The moustache seemed to bristle above
the mouth, which was like a sneering
wound ; the muscle of -the long throat
weve crawling up and down, and the -

5E

does 1t

“I know what he'd" ‘@’ dome if T hadn’t happened

to be in time,” said Cal.

“You're crazy!” cried Jane. “I tell you he didn’t
lay a nend ~n me except by accident.”

The man zppeared to make an effort to master
himself, to argue for one moment with his sister, to
confute her with a word. But the effort was futile.
The word could not climb through the ‘tempest of
his passion. He could only whisper in a choked
voice : .

“Yo've been away from here too much to know
these niggers.” .

Florida  put her two slim hands on the corduroy
sleeve, Through it she touched what was an arm
of iron. ,

“I know them,” she said. “I know them, Cal, an’
I know you're wrong.”

He shook her off, fiercely.

}'
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_ eyes were twin coals of fire.
~ “Cal” cried Florida, “you wouldn't
hurt him !”

The man threw back his head and
laughed. His laughter echoed through the room—-;
high, fierce,. cruel, cracked. It was the laughter of
the pit. =~ g

“Hust him!” he echoed—an echo vhat was a
mockery: “Oh, no! Oh, no; I won't hurt him!

Jane sprany tc her feet. : &

: “Cal” she said, ber cheeks going pale again, her
voice strained and low. “Cal, come to y?r"scnses.
I tell you this man didn’t mean to harm fne.

He looked at her an instant as if not understand-
ing her. Any thought, save that which possesse.l
his brain, had to crowd its way to his consciousness
~ “f reckon Jim Jackson knew what e was doin’,
he at last replied. He smiled, and his smile was ter-
rible to see. “It was Jim's brother whose jaw I
‘ :l‘l ” o & p 5
" The two girls, both white and trembling, had now
drawn close to him. Jarie’s breuth came quickly, and
Florida's eyes were wide with horror. ;

“Vou can't imagine that he'd plan such a revenge,

» - ¥
C%I‘tl was Florida that had spoken, but June at once
togtlfeg‘du& plan it. He only asked: for money.”

“Fhe ugly sneer on Calhoun’s face curved: upward
until it held the cramp muscles rigid, distrting them
into the likeness of an evil gargoyle, at)_q showing.
under his moustache, the teeth that glinted like

yellow fangs.

“Who was he?” Cal esked for the second time

“Yo've talked too much to that nigger-lovin’ San-
born!” he cried. “Lemme -go! Lemme go, both o
yo'!” His rage snapped the last thread of restraint
that oppused him. “I can’t stop here to gossip with
a pa'cel o women-folks!” he roared. “Get out o’
my way! Yo' two women; one the daughter o’ Col-
ongl Pickens,.an’ the other my own blood sister-—
one my cousin’s child an’ the other defendin’ the
black brute that laid his dirty claws on -her, by
Gawd: Get out o' my way, I tell yo'!”

With a sweep of his long arms he flung them to
either side and sarted for the door. o ot

The door opened—Morgan Witherspoon came in
and closed it behind him, He was quiet, cool, im-
maculate in evening clothes, anC more boyish look-
ing than ever. He glanced from one to the other
of the frightened women, Fe did 'not look at Cal-
houn Ridgeley at ali.

“I beg yo' pardon,” he said. “I was aboux to ring
when I heard a noise—I thought there might be
trouble—" ?

Florida pointed a shaking finger at thc hulking
black figure arrested in mid-career before the new-
comer. . :

“Sto him!” she gasped.

‘Withecspocn's calm eyes granted the strange fig-
ure ~f Ridgeley one glance.

“Fiéllo, Cal,” he said. ~“WWhat's the matter? Aren’t
yo' well?” g : :

- e e
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But he did not.move, and the giant, with an awk-
ward gesture, waved him to stand aside.

“Let me by!” he sputfered.

“Miss Flor'da seems for to want yo' to stay here,
Cal. Where might yo’ be thinkin’ o' goin’?”

Ridgeley tried to smile.
. I'm only going
to kill a nigger.”

“To kill—" :
. Jane Legare interrupted in a rush of broken sen-
tences. ' ’

“Jim Jackson,” she said—‘“he stopped me to beg—
T had no money. Cal saw it irom a distance and
didn’t understand. We can’t make him understand
now. Cal called. Jim was frighténed. He pushed
me away. He didn’t mean any harm—"

“Shet up!” bellowed Cal.

“He didn't meah any harm, Morgan. Florida saw

{t. Stie knows. Ask Florida.”
“Jane’s right,” said Florida

“And now,” panted’ Jane, “we can'’t
make Cal understand!”

Ridgeley pulled himself to his full
heighit, his face twitching, his whole
great body shaking. .

“What business is it o’ yours?” he
cried. *I know what I know an’ I
know what I saw. He laid his hands
on my sister—on lil’ Jane, do you un-
derstand? That black nigger! I know
what he meant! I know why he had
it in fo’ us! I'd broke his dirty
brother’s jaw. What are yo’ a-inter-
ferin’ fo’, yo' namby-pamby baby? If
yo' was a Souther gentleman you'd
turn ‘out an’ help me. I'm goin’ down
to the tavern an’ get the boys an’
lynch this nigger!”

“If yo' were a Southern: gentleman,”
said Witherspoon, “yo’ would take
your sister’s word—"

“I take what my eyes see.”

“An’ yo' wouldn't need help to kill
one nigger.”

“Get out befo’ I throw you out!”
cried Cal. '

He wheeled suddenly to the desk,
tore it open, took up the box of pis-
_tols, which he had long known was -’
kept there, ripped of the lid and drew out the heavy
Colt revclver. : i

“Now, then,” he shricked.
three o’ yo’ women!”’

The girls ran forward, but he tossed them off.
Morgan leaped toward him, but Cal seized the
smaller man by the collar and dealt him, on the
heaq, a blow with' the revolver-butt that sent him
hurling into a corner—senseless. .Then, with a final
roar of rage, he daslied from the room.

An_mstant later they- heard his heavy boots run
crashing through the red rose bushes in the garden.

The young man .in charge of the construction of
tha.t portion of the St. Augustine and Richmond
Railroad 'which ran through some of the land SO
long held by the Pickens family belonged to the

“Out o' my way—all

_sort of young men that developed methodical hab-

its in early life—which is to <
was of the type that succeedsiay s A
His work, of course, compelled early risi

regular hours from morning ptfntil sun-sgt, rtln:tn gw:l’:;g
work was. done, he was master. He coulé have
passed highly intellectual evenings at the tavern
dxscussxng lecal politics with - the  tavern's nightb;
customers, and nobody would have chastened him
The fact was, however, that he did not do this In:
stead, he generally propped his stocky young.body

: into a chair, lit a very short black pipe and rumpled

his red hair over a ponderous volume on some tech-



 nical subject yntil the striking of “ten o’clock, at

» which hour, no- matter. how thrilling his ‘studies
might have become, .he regularly knocked out . his

pipe and went to bed, ' . b :
Nevertheless, this process was nqt so virtuous as

[ s b

_ it at first glance appears, for Sanborn lodged at the

tavern, his room was just over the bar, and, the
-floor not being distinguished for thickness, he was
generally’ enabled to. hear most of the. political’ dis-
¢ cgssions_below while he was reading the' technical
discussions above. Indeed, the raucous voices of
the drinkers-become-talkers frequently assailed him
with a persistance that. overrode inattention ahd
made study altogether impossible.

Such an occasion was the evening that followed-

Sa.nbo'rn's interviow with Florida Pickens and his
vain hints to her concerning the character of Cal-
houn Ridgeley. The company in-the har, if one
were to judge by its shuffling feet, was an uncom-
monly large one; if one were to gauge its fervor
by its voices, it was intensely in earnest, and, if
the contimuial clang of the cash-register meant any-
thing, the loafers were being at last adequately re-
fre.hed.

Luke was annoyed. He hadn’t the slightest in-
- terest in the coming primary election and he had a
great deal of present interest in his book—yet read-
ing was rapidly growing impossible.

The situation became worse when somebody be-
gan whistling from the road. It was a long, low
whistle—evidently a rustic wooer signalling to one
of the tavern servant girls.

- Luke turned a page and tried to forget, but the
noise below continued and the whistle outside was
repeated. He noted, irritably, that, for all its low
pitch, the call was singularly penetrating. Hce re-
filled and lit his pipe, but the -whistle came once
more, clear, distinet, riding the waves of bar-room
talk as a motor-boai rides upon a stormy tide. There
seemed, it now struck him, to be somethirg of warn-
ing in the summons—something of fear.

He put down his book and walked to the window.
A little light from the tavern painted the roadway
yellow, but all about it was the moonless darkness.

“Marse Sanhorn!”

The voice was a frightened whisper.

Luke put forth his read head.

“Who's there?” he asked. .

From thc bushes along the rnad a dark shape
only slightly detached itself. _ '

“Fo’ Cawd’s sake, Marse Sanborn, don’t talk so
loud!” it whispered.
yellow boy, Bill. I work fo’ yo'-all on de railroad.”

“Oh! "Billy Turner?” asked Luke, obediently low- .

ering his tone. “What's wrong?” .
“I can’t tell yo' yere, Marse Sanborn, but fo’ de

Yord’s sake, suh, come right down to de road an’’

talk to me! Miss Flor'da—she done sern me. An’

please—please, suh—come quici!i &
Luke, his heart beating high, turned from the

room. For an instant his eye hesitated over the.

vellow pine bureai in the top Jrawer of which he
kept his revolver; but the fact that he did keep it
there miade clear his scorn of weapons; he went
from the place unarmed, tiptoed down the creaking
stairs and was soon in startled couversation with
the trembling mulatto, in the shadow of the road-
side bushes, fifty yards from the hcuse. -

Bill was short of breath, but long of words. Tn
sentences thzt stumbled over each other’s heels, he
told the story of what Cal and Florida had seen
and of what Cal meant to do. The girls, it ap-
peared, had busied themselves with Morgan With-
erspoon’s wounds and had sent Bill as their mes-
sengér to Sanborn with-a charge to prevent Ridge-
ley’s purpose of accomplishment. -

“But if he left Palmettos before you did,” asked
Luke, “how is it that you beat him here?”

The mulatto was a handsome young fellmﬁ/ with
a straight body and the trusting eyes of a devoted

; spaniel: ; C < .

“I done come de sho't way,” he explained. *“I
swum de inlet an’ cut through de swamp.”

Sanborn saw that the messenger’s clothes were

* wet.« He remembered, too, that the swamp which
Bill referred to was the breeding-place of rattle-
snakes, and he recalled the superstitious horror. in
which the negroes held it. ' ’

“You're a brave fellow,” he said.

Bill grinned.

“I ain’ so brave as to want
he declared. e

“Oh, but he wouldn’t hurt you.
belong to the Pickenses,”

Bill shook his head. ‘

“Marse Sanborn,” he said, “yo’-all don’ know
Marse Cal Killin’s is in de Ridgeley blood, an’

Marse Cal'd shoot anybody 'at tried stoppin’ him

when de blood is a-workin’ in him.”
Sanborn slipped the man a bill.
“All right” he replied, soothingly; “don’t you

.

the bush, and was gone, = -

“Dis yere’s Marse Pickens’

“place fo' wuen,

to meet Marse Cal”

He knows you

back home as fast as you can. You
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can get dry there and you'll be out of harm’s way. |

I'li attend to Mr. Ridgeley.”
The mulatto bobbed his thanks.

Sanborn turred toward the tavern. As: he did

so there came the sound of a man running from

the oppasite difection. As the man swung into the
light from the windows, Luke recognized Ca!l-Ridge-
ley. Sanborn saw him fling open the dcor and enter
th.c .bar—rnom. A moment later theré rose from
within a hoarse chorus of rage. Luke leaped for-
ward. : *

The. narrow room, as he darted in, was ablaze
with lamplight, thick with smoke and crowded with
men. Before the bar, which extended along one
side, its mirrors covered by pink mosquito-netting
and its rows- of bottles agleam, the custoniers had
been lined two deep; more had been seated at the

~ rough, ‘round tables in the corners, and stil more .
had been lolling against the fly-specked walls—had -

been, bu¥ were not now, for now, their eyes red,
their cheeks. flushed, they were crowding about a

The Whistle Came Once More

disheveled figure in their midst, the figure of Cal-
houn Ridgeley, his face straining with hate, his
mou’is spewing forth imprecation.

Sanborn looked about him. Nobody had remarked
his entrance—the erowd was too intense for that—
and Luke had time to observe that most of the
bar's customers were men in his own employ.

“__ tried to assault my sister!” Cal was shouting.
“Choked her, threw her in the mud by the stream !
What I want to knaw is who's goin’ along with me
to lynch this black beast?”

Through the loud shouts of angry, volunteering

men that responded, Luke pushed and shouldered
his stocky litt'e figure. Some of the men, recogniz-
ing him, made way. Others he shoved sharply to
right and left: He did not stop until he was lookf
ing up and into the evil face of the giant leader.
“Ridgeley,” he said very quietly, “what do you
think you're going to do?” A . ol
" Cal gazed at him with something of the derisive
amazement with- which Goliath must have regarded
David. . ' s Yok
“Get the Hell out. o here,” he said. “This is a
it's no place fo' ‘pigmies.”
Back in the crowd sonfebody laughed, but Luke
only repeated- st 3 i .
“What do you think you're ‘going to do?”
Ridgeley’s face again contracted. :
"“I'm goin’ to lynch Jim Jackson,” he declared.

*

. “I'm -goin’ fo' to lynch 4 man yo'rc by rights re-
Yo're corruptin’ the blacks round -

sponsible fo'. '
here, Luke Sankorn. I'm goin’ to lynch one o
your too well paid niggers.” :
A cry of zpproval greeted this statement, but ‘the
shout was followed by a silence that convinced
Luke that his lower tones were at least command-

ing attention. ; " .
“Jimi Jackson hasn't harmed anybody,” he said.

“What do yo' know about it?” thundered Cal.
] had the truth in a message from a member of

your family.”’ :

“Yo're a liar!” Ha g8
" Luke's fists knotted, but he knew that this was
merely an endeavor to provoke htn} to a fight so
that he could thé more speedily be disposed of. He
did not réply to the epithet. : :

“yo're a lar!” repeated Cal, emboldened by this
silence. “Pm _talkin’ e

i own eyes, an. al y _ o
:'rl;ttlccl:‘yone o’eyyo'r own workmen. Yo' ‘took Hhis

»

" brother's side when his brother was imipudent. to
S g " me/ an’ now yo' want to save Jim from the natural
He plunged into :

deserved,” said Luke.

dboot somethin’. that I‘ saw
? 're doin’ is tryin’ 1o .

. consequences of gettin’
broken jaw.”- , ,

“I am not trying to. save anybody froin anything
“This fellow Jackson hasn’t

his revenge fo' his brother’s
e

harmed & soul.” | .. —
Cal laughed his demoniacal laugh
“Hear him!” he appealed to the shouldering men.

e 1

s

““Where was he when it happened? I tell yo' I saw

~this nigger grab my sister, an’ I value my sister’s
honor—" - : :
. But Sanborn interrupted, . calmly still, yet with
a voice that carried to the four corners of the room.
“Vou value your sister’s honor so highly,” he said,
:‘that you want to drag this alleged attack upon it
ito the newspapers, by means of a murder—you
value it so highiy that you make it a matter of
bar-room conversaticn and tavern boasting.”
Ridgeley yelled. He launched at Sanborn a
mighty blow that would have cracked his skull as
if it had been an egg-shell.
and three of the onlogkers seized the maddened Cal.
“I mean that,” Luke proceeded as the giant swore
and struggled- in the ~rms that pinioned him. *“{
mean that -a man who takes measures like this is
c¢razy and ought to be treated as if he-were. [
ask you all as men if this is the way to help a
woman'’s reputation, even supposing that the woman’s
reputation has been injured?”

He deliberately turned his back on the writhing
Ridgeley and faced his audience.

Some of his hearers nodded assent, some even

But Luke sprang aside

voiced agreement; but it was plain that all were.

afraid of Cal and thdt whatever advantage Sanborn
had gained must be ‘pushed home.

“There’s nothing clearly known about this matter
yet,” Luke pursued. “] am not so ready to doubt
Mr. Ridgeley’s word as he is to deny mine, but he'll
admit himself—1 guess he has admitted—that what-

ever occurred by twilight, Ridgeley was at a con--

siderable distance and couldn’t clearly see the de-
tails, just as he certainly couldn’t hear the words
that may have preceded what he saw.”

"

“I saw enough to satisfy me!
the background.

“And yet,” Luke went on, regardless of this in-

terruption, “he wants to kill a man on such evi-
dence. I tell you fellows solemnly that what I said
is the solemn truth. I have had a messdge from
Miss Pickens and Mrs. Legare to the. effect sthat
Jackson only asked for a little money. Far from
protecting Jackson or spoiling him by too high
wages, I discharged him last. week for drunkenncss

—you must, all of you, know that—and I suppose

the fellow was hard up and hungry. Well, my
message says he asked for a little money and that
Mr, Ridge'ey, coming up from a distance, saw him,

drew a not unnatural conclusion and shouted. Jack-

son was scared and ran away, and in running away
accidentally shoved Mrs. Legare, who tripped and
fel. Why, it's a thing that might almost have
_ happened to any of you!” . '

Again Ricgeley’s vaice rose from the background,
- where he was still a prisoner. Sy i

“Let's see yo' ol’ message!” he called.
(To Be Qollliuglnd.)'

. A Statement

Mr. Roosevelt, at a late hour, discovered

cried Cal, from -

that -
he.was in favor of diret legislation, but he coupled.
the discovery with so many qua'ifications that his

n

friendship is' more to be feared than his “enmity.

For instance, he said:

“T believe that it would be a good thing to have |

the principle of the initiative and the referendum
applied in most states, always provided fhat it be

so safeguarded as to prevent its heing

wantonly or in tie spirit of levity. . . . But

if it is renderew too easy to invoke either pro-

cess, the result ¢an only be mischievous” =
Like mauy of Mr. Rooseveélt's statements, this
statement sounds important, but is not.

must be wet, but not foo wet” Why did he say,

for instance, that *§t would be a good thing” if di-

used either

other instance ¢i “strénuously declaring that water

rect legislution showid be applied in “most” states?

1f direct legis'ation is yood anywhere, is it not good

everywhere? Would My, Roosevelt give direct leg-

islation to New York, New Jersey and Conneé’tﬁchtf‘
and withhold it from Pcnniylvania, Ohio and Tm-
diana? Of course, he would not. Ther why did he

say “imost” states? Simply because he wanted i

o say something that would give him credit for bdb?rz

in favor of this plan of growing popularity,

_ieaving his declaration so full of blow-holes that, in !

case of emergency, he could twist it around to serye
‘what ‘might then be his polifical needs. I.am no
mind reader, but I have besn following the
tions ‘of ihis man’s mind for many a
‘L. Benson in Pearsé>'s Magasine..
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Debs on Oratory

If there is a man in the United States
that knows the secret of genuine ofa-
_tory, it is Eugene V. Debs.

Next week the ComINg Narion will
‘have a discussion of* “The Secret of
Efficient Oratory” by him. This article
is not only an eloquent piece of writing
in itself, but it somehow gets closer to
the real innermost heart of Debs than
'anyt}ung he has ever written. '

1t is seldom he writes about himself
or his work. If every would-be pub-
lic speaker, and everyone whox listens
to public speaking, couid read this arti-
cle, there would be a different kind of
oratory -heard from American plat-
forms.

The miners of Alabama have been in .

a state of industrial siege for the last
three years.: It is doubtful if there is
any other place in the United States
where thé industrial battle has b.en
drawn out longer and has remained
sc fierce throughout the period. Yet
almost nothing has’ been heard of this
struggle that has cost more lives than
many a famous. military battle,

William Mailly, who once worked in
these mines, who was afterwards an
organizer in this same field, has recently
returned to this locality for a visit. Next
week he will telf*the readers of the
Comineg InaTioN what he saw.

“There will be figtion, poetry, the Rus-
gell ‘editorials, F.l{:’ne Wood's “The Big
"Change,” and Reéginald Wright Kauff-
man’s story, with- many other features
~such as are always present.

A Worker's History of Science §

i

T is impossible to say just
where modern science. be-
gins, but the name of Ves-
alius, the founder of mod-
I\" ern anatomy, marks the
: ‘ dawn of 2 new intellectual
epoch Prior to “ esalius

A. M. LEWIS

: not even science was exempt from the

paralyzing effects of authority.

Not Only as the great founder of a
great science is Vesalius entitled to our
notice, but as a fearless advocate of thg”
scientific methods of ubservation, ex-
periment and reasoning.

This was by no means easy. In the
theological world, which was then the
dominant world, all questions in dispute
were settled by an appeal to the most
ancient authorities. This stultifying

- method passed over into the scxmtxﬁc

field, such as it then was.

Anatomy deals with the architecturs
of the body and it would seem that
nothing could be more natural than that
bodies then™ accessibie would be ap-
pealed to 'n the search for the facts.

Instead of which the body itsélf was

‘ignored and the writings of Galen were

tiis great source of information in the

* field of anatomy. Ayainst- this Vesa-

lius set himself with great force and
independence. He threw aside all the
ancient traditious and sct himself the
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A NEW ERA IN CONGRESS

BY A M SIMONS

2 rIE Cﬂ\ﬂNG NarroN publishes this week the greatest
XN speech ever delivered in the Congress of the United
AWl States. I had almost said the only great speech ever

3@ delivered there. This wou'd not have been true. The
N battle between wage slavery and chattel slavery pro-
i ¢ duced some great speeches. But just because the

¥y between slavery and freedom those speeches were of
} less importance. It is not because of its eloquent
periods that the speech of Congressman Berger must
be reckoned of transcendant importance. It has none of the pon-
derous pomposity and rolling phrases of a Webster. It is some-
,th:ing moré than a beautiful- painted covenng for empty plati-
tudes.

Its loglc cuts like a knife. In a few paraglaphs it carves
away the pretenses with which the tariff bait has been concealed
to make-it- palatable to working-class fish. ;

It presents the unanswerable reasoning of Socialism in. com-
pact unassailable form. As such it is destined to be one of the
most widely read of Englmh publications.

Yet its historic importance rests on something more than anv

of these things. In spite of the inherent strength of the speech it
draws its real greatness from the sion.
\ The deliverv of the message of Socialism in the Congress of
the most capitalist nation marks the attainment of a new stage in
human proeress. Tt was not to the representatives of class gov-
‘ernment gathered about him that this message was delivered. To
these. who, the nress dispatches assure us, naid him closer atten-
tion than was jgiven to anv other speaker at this session of Con-
gress. this speech was the first words of a deéath sentence.

They did well to listen closelv. They were hearing the voice
of their political judges and executioners.

Throush Congressman Berger was sneaking a comtltuencv of
millions. Through him thev were heraldme the progress of many
more Socialist renresentatives who are coming at succeeding elec-
tions to deliver that same message.

No attempt will be made to answer that speech. If it could
have been answered the wise men of camtahcm the hired pens of
its editors and authors, the purchased voices of its orators would
have answered it long ago.

The only' answer to that speech is silence, and silence is con-
fession of its truth. But by silence thev may hope to keep its
knowledge from those whom it would undeceive and set free.

Fortunately the machinery which has been devised for decep-
tion is, in relation to that speech, now available for spreading the
truth. For .years a flood of cunningly designed falsification has
been poured out from Congress through’the medium of public
printing and the franking privilege.”

Socialists should now see to it that this same machinery is used
for the distribution of the truth that makes men free. We can
compel the circulation of millions of copies of this great speech if
we will but take a little trouble.

If every Socialist will ask for this speech from the Congress-
man from his district, and will urge every. friend of his to do the
- same, this demand will compel the printing and distribution of
hundreds of thousands of copies, or else will expose the effort to
suppress its circulation through the channels that have been used
for years to distribute the literature designed to retam the workers
in ignorance and slavery.

Such a request is a little thing for each one to do. ‘But if done
by a ha!f million people it will produce far-reaching results.

Socialists elected Congressman Berger to Celiver their message
in the most conspicuous rostrum in America. He has delivered
that message and delivered it well. But his work will accomplish
but a small portion of its possibilities without the co-operation of

¥ question then was between forms of slavery ard not
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task of ascertaining, no matter at what
cost, the real fatts of his subject.

In his third lecture in the amphi-
theatre of Sylvius, he thrust aside tic
clumsy tradition-bound surgeons and
began to expose the parts of the body
as they should be.

He was born at Brussels on the last
day of th. year, 1514. He was thor-
-oughly educated in all the learning of
his day. He was a fierce hater of all
shams. He was a firm believer in a di-
rect appeal to the world of actual
reality.  In this he stood in marked
contrast to hic contemporaries who were
to a man, slavish followers of the great
authority of Aristotle and Galea.

:Sir . Michael Foster says of him:
*de tried to do what others had done

the hundreds of thousands of Socialists throughout the nation.

before him—he tried to believe Galen
rather than his own eyes, but his eyes
were too strong for him, and in the
end he cast” Galen and his writings to
the winds and taught only what. he
hirnself had seen and what he could
make his students see, too. Thus he
brought into anatomy the new spmt of
the time, and the men of the time, the
young men of the time, answered the
new voice. Students flocked to his lec-
tures; his hearers amounted, it is said
to some five hundred, and an enlight-
ened senate recogmzed his worth by re-
peatedly raising his emolumcnts. Five

years he thus spent in untiring labors at
Padua. Five years he wrought, not
weaving a web of fancied thought, but

pitiently dlscutanglmg the patterns of
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thc ;exture of the human body, trust-
ing to the words of no master, ad-

mitting nothing that he had not seem,

and at the end of fve years, while as
yet he was not twenty-eight years of

_ age, he was able to write the dedication

to Charles V. of a folio work entitled
the ‘Structure of the Human Body/’
adorned with many plates and wood-
cuts, which appeared at Basel -in the
following year.

As we shall se, however, Vesalius
paid a tremendous price for the privi-
lege of being a ploneer of the prog-
ress of the race.

Scout News

o, [ think I will llke my work very well.
I am only eight years old and would be
glad of any thing that you can tell me in
regard to my work. Papa says there are
lots of Socialists about this place. I sold
nine the first evening and one the next
morning.—Barry Tedrow, Ohlo.

I received my watch and I am well
pleased. 1 showed it to my schoolmates
and they think it is g dandy. I thank you
very much and T will try to scll as many
as I can to help the cause—Howard F.
Good, Pennsylvania, o

I wounld just say I received the watch
you sent me yesterday in good, order.
Thanks. Enclosed with this order yon will
find three whole coupons, amount necessary
as per your Scout Premium list, for one
co of “War—What For?’ by George R.
Kirkpatrick. Please send the hook at once
as I am anxions to read it.-—E. M. Rem-
ley, Pennsylvania.

I have thirty customers for the APPEAL
and two customers for ‘the NArTIoN. 1 hope
to increase the number. I am the only
Scout here.—Francis Brett, Pennsylvania.

I have good success in selling the Com-
ING NATION.—Francis Edmondson, Ari-

' zona.

I have bought out another boy's route
and hope to make It snccessful.—Kyle
Simpson, Indiana.

I receivred the Mesco Engine and the
book, “War-—What For?’ Think they are
(h)ohth worth worklng for.—W. A. Mitchell,

fo.

WILEIAI[ ST. CLAIR.

This oung Scout, nine years old, sells
twenty CoMING NATIONS each week in his
home city, Harrisburg, Pa. When Debs

spoke In Harrisburg, May 20th, Scout St.
Clair was chosen to introduce him to the
meeting. He acquitted himself with credit
and won a big spot im Debs’ heart with
his sturdy, manly appearance and his ease
before an nudlence

The Socialist Scouts

; Most boys, and quite a few girls, are in-
teregted ,in printing. The Socialist Scout
work places a complete printing outfit,
self-inking press, type, typecase, printers’
ink, blank cards, etc., ete, within easy
reach .of youngsters who sell the COMING
NATION and Appeal! ta Reason. This is
one of manr premivms which are free and
wholly additional to the Scout’s profit of
1 r cent on all sales The work of
bullding up a rorte and daelivering papers
once a week 1s pleasant, healthful and
su? plies pocket money for Scou.s.

t costs nothing to begin this work. I'll
send a Lundle of ten NATIONS to any boy

., or girl who agrees to remit half price for

what papers he sells and to return heads
of unsold copies. Many who started thir

wavy now have regular customers for fifty,
100 and 200 p papers a weel. Talk it over
with vour child. Address letters to *‘Scout
Department, Appeal to Reawon, Girard,
Kansas.” and first bundle, letter of in-
struction and prize list will be sent, .

The Unemploved Problem.
BY AGNES THECLA FAIR.

The devil finds work tor idle hands
Some preach from day to day,
Then why in the devi
Don't the devil get busy
In the U S. A. today?
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Mobilizing the Children

BY JEANRTTE D. PEARL, B. C.
of the Progressive Sunday School, Brownsville,N. Y.
mt.{: '?hom;.tugoag‘i‘g’l‘e btroouzmen“e;a:: gra%:
and beliefs to which they have been en-
slaved by heredity. It is only children
who can be acted upon, freeing them
frym false ideas and assisting them to
Geatution of na bestiner ang %o natural
with.—Zola, in Labor. sreaf o i
. . e,
I GEVOLUTIONARY Sunday
D Q/l' school work with the chil-
¢3RN dren is no longer a fancy.
ihd It has ceased to be a toy, a
A dream. It has grown to be
g 2 force, a reality, a living,

WSS throbbing member of the
Socialist family, a factor henceforth to
be reckoned with and counted upon.
Only little. children, but, oh! they un-
derstand. They do comprehend; and
as proof, we have their voluntary at-
tendance, their intense interest and
hearty appreciation.

This was made very apparent to me
one Sunday morning, after speaking
about twenty minutes to the general as-
sembly, consisting of two hundred chii-
dren. I related to them the incidents
connected with the Buccafori case. Dur-
ing all the time that I spoke, the keen-
est of interest was perceptible on their
little faces. They grasped instantly
that a workingman was in danger and
needed assistance, and that the life of
the man was in jeopardy because of
union activity. I pointed.out, in their
own simple way, that everywhere the
claws of capitalism were stretching
forth to crush those who are active on
behalf of labor, as in the case of Hay-
wood, Preston and Smith, Buccafori
and now comes the late McNamara out-
rages. I tried to impress upon the
children the importance of the working-
class standing together, so as to prevent
these claws from snatching up those-
who are foremost in 'fighting our bat-

tles, and that the working people must
at zll times come to the rescue of such
men who are victimized.

The applause that burst forth, as I
cengluded, was superb. I stood spell-
bound, tears came to my eyes. If we
can inspire such response then surely
our work is not in vain!

I asked how many would bring their
pennies next Sunday for the defense of
this ca2se. Instantly, two huundred little
hands flashed up and faces beamed with
enthusiasm. A little boy suggested that
we gather what .pennies the children
had with them, right then, and we did.
We collected fifty. I never saw fifty
cents assume such large proportions and

~ the amounts thev brought later secmed

most fabulous. I told the children it
répresented a million times as much

good class feeling and understanding, .
at is what we are aiming to de-

-~

velop. | "is a pregnant fact—chil-

[

-dren enlisting their aid in the cause of

a ‘revolutionist.

The age of the children in our school
ranges from eight to fifteen. Sessions
beg}n about ten o'clock and continue
until noon. The children are all as-
sembled in one room and for about
thirty minutes they sing songs: “When
labor will be free.” This is generally
followed by a brief talk by one of the
teachers, on an event of moment, after
which the class work begins. The chil-
dren aré¢ graded according to their pub-
lic school work. One teacher takes
charge of eacn class of which our

_school boasts six. The 'essons are con-
ducted according to the knowledge,

education and temperament of . the
teacher. One of the most important
features of this work is the questions
and discussions which we encourage.

It requires no prophetic mind to see
that in the very near future a clash is
bound to come between our work and
that of the public school system. Our
constant injunctions to the children,
that they ask questions of their_ public
school teachers, are bound to bear fruit.
Questions the teachers dare not answer,
lest they see their structures crumble
to pieces. Already I have had children
ask me, “Are the teachers in the public
school our friends?”

The result of the children’s question-
ing is as yet not visible. Questions in
school are not very much encouraged
and our influence is still very limited,
but the work is taking root and it will
grow. A little girl canie to me one
Sunday rather doubtful of the interpre-
tation we had given the Mexican situ-
ation. “My teacher told us in school
that the United States has no intentions
of going to war with Mexico and that
the troops were sent there merely to
watch cver the Americans, in a friendly
way.” 1 asked her if I were to call on
her mother with a hatchet and knife,
would that look. like a friendly visit?

John V. Storck and Class of Boyy’at Ridgewood, Brooklyn

" “Do we arm ourselves to the teeth when

we make a social call? If we do it
mecans murder, and when there are bul-
lets and bayonets, it is murder for the
working class, no -patriotism, no glory
and surely not friendship.” This little
girl will think this over and no doubt
she will go back to her teacher for a
better explanation of this subject and
other subjects, too. - '

A conflict is inevitable. You can cut
religion out of the public school and
substitute evolution and the curriculum
remains intact, but cut out property
rights and place in its stead working
class rights and the whole system top-
ples down. » . :

Some of the questions and answers I

»

‘get in the class room are remarkable.

These little folks have a way quite their

own of expressing their thought.. “Y_pu

understand?” I asked a_ younster of

eleven, after explaining something which
»

at first he could not grasp. “Yes, you
knocked it.in there all right,” he an-
swered, pointing with his’ little finger

3 »

to his head.

“Teacher,~you say iron is found in
the earth; why do people say we make
steel ?” >

“Whete did the early people get all
the different kind of seeds?”

“If in, olden times all the people
owned all the things, why do only a
few people own the whole earth now?”

“If politicians are forced to do as
the capitalists want them to, then if a
Socialist president is elected, won’t the
capitalists force him, too, to do as they

please?” This from a little girl of ten
after the teacher had explained to the
class that a steel mill had shut down
throwing three thousand people out of
work because the Congressional repre-
sentative refused to be influenced by
the mill owners.

“Boys,” I said to a group who had
broken away from the main line as they
were marching to their classes, “you
want to leain to get in line. It is there
that you will some day have to take
your place with the rest of the workers.
“We¢ won’t have to, teacher, we are
going to be leaders.”

“Is your father a Socialist? I asked
of a rather bright boy. “Yes,” he an-
swered promptly. “My mother is, too.”

“Teacher, me and my friend was
asked to join the Boy Scouts, but we
told them we did not want to grow. up
to kill our sisters and brothers.”

Of course, things don’t always run
smoothly, and we also have complaints.

"One man came to tell us that two of

his children had been attending our
school for .five weeks and they still
continued to believe in.a God. Others
are desirous that we include bible sto-
ries in our s¢hool. Then, there are those

. who would have us steer clear of all

reference to that odious word, with all
of *its related terms—avthority. 3

I find the children pretty good anar-
chists.  They are for destroying every-
thiug that stands in their way. They
believe in physical force and direct ac-
tion, exclusively. In our history les-
son on the development of the machine,

I pointed out that when the machine -

was first introduced in industry, the
workers, anticipating that they would
be displaced, in their fury, set fire
the factories. The childrem m)animou‘sly
agreed that that was the right thing
to do. ;

The scab they would allow no quarter
at all. These children visit the moving-

picture siiows frequently, and they ‘like .

to relate what they have seen to the
class. Labor pictures are very popular
with * them, especially s5 where the
theme is the strike. The striker is the
hero, the scab is the traitor, and trai-
tors they have learned in public school
must be punished. “So the scab must

die.”

ThLese children come from homes

where they have felt the pains and pri-
vation of the strike. They know it in

“its grim reality,. They are acquainted

with -all of its phases and they have

R T——————

Miss B. M. Steinhilber and Class of Girls

est men—Sir Henry Ta

13

their code of justice which they . would
mete out to all strike-breakers.

There is also much sentiment con-
riected with this work. When the
teachers _come. into the room there is
joyous shouting and gladness. The
children simply flock about us, happy to
be near us, anxious for the attention
and caresses we bestow upon them. For
these little youngsters, like their elders,
are starving for affection. “May I hold
your paper, teacher?” “Please stand
by my line.” " “I'll hold your coat.”

A most singular instance is that of a
little girl who never greets me as the
rest of the children do when I cone

in. She just walks over to me, in a
rather slow, measured step, touches me
and off she runs, delighted, without
saying a single word. Once I caught .
her. in my arms and asked her if she
would not speak to me. “No, please
let me go,” she pleaded, and I released
her.

Our children come from homes where
varicus shades of thought prevail. We
have children of parents from the S. P.,-
S. L. P, I. W, W. sympathizers and an-
archists. Often little strangers wander
in out of curiosity to remain because
of awakened interest, and these littls
ones carry the message to thair parents.

The work is fascinating, its possibili-
ties are immense, and adequate provis-
ion should certainly be made for it.

“Ah, I see the onward march of the
revolution when I hear the tramp of
little feet,” said Hugo. We can see
the viciory with our children trained to

see the light. .
Composition

BY BECKIE CHALOFY,

Read at the closing sessior. of the East Side Soclal-
ist School, New York. T

I have been a member of this School
almost three years. It seems to me
that if all the children that are here
now would go to the Socialist School,
they would gain very much by it.

I would like to tell you what I gain
by this School. When I eatered I did
not know much about Socialism, but -
now I understand much more about it. -
‘Many people think that Socialists are
people -that don’t beliéve in God, but
there are many Socialists that do be-
lieve in God and there are also many
people who are not Socialists and don’t
believe in God. But neo, Socialists are
not people who don't believe in God.
Socialists are people who would like
everybody to be free, not some people
should work very hard and not have

enough to eat and some people who
shouldn’t work at all and have too

much.

But Socialists want that all the people
should work and all thie people should
have enough to eat. : sl ke

One made the observaticn of the peo-
ple of Asia that they were all slaves to
one man, merely because they coul
not pronounce that syllable No
togeh o i B

 The world knows fothi




Fcrdsuam! La::alle by bcorge an- :

des. The Macmllan " o Clo:h 230
L~ pp., $2 net.
"By far the most dramanc mdmdual

in the international Socialist movement, -

Lasalle has always been a puzzling prob-
lem for the biographers,
To the great Danish literary critic,
the most striking characteristic of Las-
salle is one drawn from his own writ-

ings where he spuks of “my ardent

soul.” Of this ‘expression Brandes says:

Zassalle, _erhaps, alone could use it
without e for his innermost
being concea some - force akin to fire.

He was a bearer of light and
worid; a : bearer of I htt. bol:lm'e 2‘;
| i, b, e forh, bt
0 N e Iu 1e
-of the toreh with he brought
tenment. e

He was a hopeleu fallure as a school-
My ln spite of his keen lntemzmee and
his unusuai ‘he was congenitally
ldle, incessantly phying truant
ﬁ;ﬁ the exercises of his more
industrious rlendl. and absenting himselt
under false excuses. Even worse misdeeds
are recorded. He not only fo notes of
excuse from his father to explain his ab-
‘sence from ochool but for six months sys-
tuuucul it first his mother and
then hi ther's llgnature to the bad re-
ports wluch be brought home from school,
while he spent hll tlme at Dbilllards und

He represented the revolt agamst
Hegolianism, together with a fuller de-
velopment of the best phases. of that
philogophy of which Rodbertus and later

“Marx and Engels were the most strik-
ing figures.

In him, as in Marx, we see the same
evolution away from Hegel. Later in
his “System of Acquired Rights,” Las-
salle attacked the conservative portions
of Hegelianism and showed that rights
were all social and were maintained by
power.

- The latter half of the book is given
up to the last two years of Lassalle’s
life from 1862 to 1864, in which “he

- almost seems to have concentrated the
exertions of ten years. Between March,
1862, and June, 1864, he wrote no less
than twenty works, three or four of
which, both in their extent and their

" con , may Le considered as books,
and most of which, in spite of their
brevity and the popularity of their

: style;.contain a wealth cf thought, and
are written with a scientific regard for
i;gc which very few great books dis-

It was at this time that he was arous-

- ing the working class of Germany to
that rebellion, which later crystalized in
the great Socialist movement. During
this time he came into close contact with

i Bitgwrck. and, in the opinions of
~ Brandes, furnished the ideas upon
 which were based the great system of
Vnmk! legislation of the German Chan-

5 f;:ch)bit of Socialist party delegation
 to the International Socialist Congress
~at Copenhagen by May Weod-Simons,
Secretary of Delegation. Published by
the National Office Socialist Party.
Pmr 24 pp., 5¢.
This pamphlet brings together all the

*“mméﬁ of the Internationat Cov-

~ gress in z handy form, and accompanies
them with a summary of the proceed-
‘ings of the congress.

There has been a great need for such
' compilation and the national office
done a real service to the move-
ent ‘in getting this out, An appendix
the resolutions of the International
'eilee of Somlist Wornen.

mm Soam by Dr. .‘muney
,!”“ shed by the awthor at Indianapolis,

Paper 109 pp, 25¢.

~ This is one of the pamphets that
m pray to be deliveced
" from *aeir fmds. 1t is a Utopia, ~uch

~as would drive any reasonable persc

; ;'any from Socialism. In this ideal hml' ]

m- N

of Slavery

‘and the insane are dxsposed of in the

same way. It is a book that will be
welcomed by the cnemies of Socialism
and no amount of disavowal will pre-

vent it being quoted as a sample of .

what Socialists want.

—-——-.—.

Socialism. What It Is and How to
Get It, by Oscar Ameringer. Political
Action LCo., Milwaukee, Wis. Paper, 30
PP, 10c. :

There has always been great need
of humor in Socialist propaganda, and
this pamphlet is brimful of that desi--
able characteristic.
propaganda and fi Is the hill.

Flashlights From History

SELECTED BY A. M. SIMONS,

AP PP PRI PSR TR R

Slavery and the Class Struggle

1 fearlessly assert that the existing
relations between the two races in the
south . forms the most colid
and durable foundation on. which to
rear free and stable political insti-
tutions. It is useless to disguise the
fact. There is, and always has been, in
an advanced stage of wealth and civili-
zation, a conflict between labor and cap-
ital. “The condition of society in the
south exempts us from the disorders
and . dangers resulting from this con-
flict, and explains why it is that the
condition of the slave-holding states
has been so much more stable @nd quiet
than that of the north.. The advantage
of the former in this respect will be-
come more and more manifest if left
undisturbed by interference from with-
out, as the country advances in wealth
and numbers.—John C. Calhoun, in con-
gress, quoted in E. Von Holst's Life of
Calhoun, p. 175.

. Identity of Interests

There is perhaps no so'ution of the
great problem of reconciling the inter-
ests of labor and capitai, so as to pro-
tect each from the encroachments and
oppressions of the other, so simple and
effective as negro slavery. By making
the laborer himself capital, the conflict
ceases, and the interests become identi-
cal.—T; R, R. Cobb, Historical Sketch
{1858), p. 214.

Let us not intermeddle (with slavery.)
As population increases poor laborers
will be so plenty 23 to render. slaves
uscless.—Ellsworth of Connecticutt in
Consiitutional Convention.

_ Preferred Chattél Slavery

Nine 'hundred of the.negroes as-
sembled near Mobile to consider -their
coadition, their - rights and their duties
under the new state of existence upon
which they have been so suddealy
launched. After long talk and
careful deliberation, this meeting “re-
solved, by a vote of 700 to 200, that

‘zey had made a practical trial for three’

onths of their freedom which the war
had bequeathed to them; that its real-
ities were far from being as fiattering
as their imaginations had painted it
And finally, that their “last
state was worse than their first,” ana it
was their deliberate conclusxon that
their true hanpiness and well-being re-
quired themn to return to the homes
which they had abandoned in the mo-
ment of excitcment and go to work
again under thkeir old masters.—Mont-
gomery Advertiser, Aug. 13, 18Gs.

Ashamed of the Name

A few months ago a “Rev.” J- Wcs ey
Hill was given much free #dvertising
and high p.ansc for orgamzmg an anti-
Socialist society. He made a”Strong
play about the “immorality” ‘of “Social:
ism. Now comes the s:qutl. “Phe
“Rev.” was formerly pastor of a dmrch

t “is purely for ;

“job. "Exit J

m eoumcm‘non

in Ogdcn, Utah While. ‘there money -
was raised to build a church. Always

alive to advertising possibilities J. Wes-
ley had his name carved upon the cor-
nér stone as the erector. His actions in
recent years became a. lit*le too strong
for the membership-of the church and
a few ‘days ago it was decided to wipe

Andrew Martin at Work

out the visible testimony to the disgrace-
ful connection with J. Wesley. The man
hired to chisel out the great anti-So-
cialist’s name was Andrew Martin, or-
ganizer of the Socialist party at Ogden.
The photograph shows him doing the
\\I "Slt
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BY WILLIAM MAILLY
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The Changed Reward For Slaughter
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From No. 5 John Street, by Richard
W hiteing.
HE old way of knocking
T people on the head no longer
leads to advancement. [

have seen it in its declire.

I remember taking a stroll

one day in the Whitechapel

shambles, one “killing day”

while hvmg at No: 5. A slaughterman
came out to drink, .as the woolly spoil
of his knife might have come, had the
broad street and gin-shep reverted to
their original condition of meadow and
running brook. Never shall I forget the
figure. It smoked with slaying. Steam
went up from it as the long blue gar-
ment caught the chill of the outer air

on its warmth of blood. It dripped wnth
!he tell-tale fluid in red gouts. It was
greasy and sticky with the same, from
heel to crown. I followed my man into
the tavern with the fascination of hor-
ror, and futively watched him the while
he took his quiet glass. I wds haunted
with the idea that I had seen him be-
fore. But where? Why there, of course,
in the Temple church, lving cross legyed
on the pavement in effigy, or wherever
clsc brass or marble preserves. a mem-
rial of the war-like dead. His smock
had the éxact cut of a coat of chain
mail. He was belted like a knight- for
the carriage of his swinging steel. His
cap was but the old fighting head-piece
in a softer stuff. His sewer boots were
a trifle heavy for the stricken field, but
they were justified by the fact that he
" had no resistance to expect. Exactly so
must the smartest founder of a line have
looked in working-hours, when he toiled
in the press at Hastings, and before he
was cleaned up for history by his serv-
ing-men, the painters and the poets. He
must have looked so, aye, and smelt so
—puh! for, not to put it offensively, I
dare say he:-matched this latest of the
slaughtermen in the stink of his trade.
War is this, I felt, and this is war,
and ever snall be, in spite of the serv-
ing man with the quill and of the other
lackey with the brush. Thereafter, in
every picture of the age of chivalry, I
have seemed to see, as in some effect of
spirit photography, a pailful of offal in
the background, and a whole foreground
slimy as the edge of a duck-pond with
something that even the ducks could
hardly get down. As my man, having
swallowed his draft, labored back with
heavy footfall to finish his days’ work,
[ felt that I had before me, in epitome,
the pageant of the fifteen battles cf the
world. . But this type grows belated,
since it now hacks aned-—siashes all day
long for a poor couple of half-crowns;
instead of having-its reward in princi-
palities. Your new founder of families
is at the mercer’s shop over the way,
and as he measures a yard of calico he
also measures a yard of land.

Which is the worst? ‘To be worried
by fortune or misfortune?

Money .of every kind is an order for
goods.—Sir Henry Thornton.

Of course, Geurge Washington never
told a lie; he ‘married a widow.
Another great commodity has becn
reduced in price. Radium now sells for
$2,100,000 an ounce, :
_ The man who does wrong thinks it
is right to keep it secret.
~ All that is human must retrograde if
it does not advance—~Edward Gibbon.

lnee-.inb_e
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S AT THINGS

By D. M. S.

ustrial nd social on."”
Prof. J. Howard Moore writes: ''U. T. D. Is the
delieious and ozonie pericdical I know of.”

: ; : : *Better not sena for ) are ng to
- ! e s 1 oai

Improved Methods

If congress slighfs the work for which.

The people pays it wages

Without apology o¥ hitch
The court will add" new pages,

So congress need not have a care
Concerning what it passes

The courts will put construction there
To help the ruling classes.

The law is not the way it reads

~ Though plain enough the writing

The trust that violates it needs
Protection, not -indicting ;

By adding here and there a word
That never was intended

The court can see that laiws absurd
Are very neatly mended.

Our congress should at this display
Fecl most subdued and humble

And maybe to itself it may
’roceed to take a tumble,

Why waste its time in passing laws
Or with the statutes tamper?

The courts will find them full of flaws
Should they the bosses hamper.

Heading Him—Olf

“My good man—"said the fat, fussy,

" overdressed person addressing a work-

ing man from whom it was evident he
was about to ask a tavor.’

“Who's your good man?’ asked the
other, with some heat.

“No offense, no offense, I assure you,”
replied the fat man backing "away ani

guarding his precious stomach as if
from attack. i

“That’s all right. We'll let it pass this
time but if I had let you go on who
knows but w~hat you might have been
calling me judge next?” '

No Task at All

“Pa, are you a Socialist?”

“Of course not.”

“Uncle George says that all sane per-
sons are Socialists.” =

“Says I am insane does he? Well,
Tl make him prove it.”

uPa"D

“What?” e ‘

“Will that be a very hard job for
Uncle George?”

Has All of the Marks

When picking out a man to move

7

- Fhe masses in the next canipaign
No trouble they will have to prove
That Mr. Taft is safe and sane,

He makes wey faces at a trost,

" And says it really must behave
But thet is just to throtw the dust
Across the wvoter’s siraple gase.

Simple As Can Be

“I have a great sch‘;me now for get-
ting rich,” exclaimed the man who was

always coaxing his dreams up to the
point where they wouldn't work.

“‘Wc-ll?" demanded the doubter.

“It is to figure out something that J.
Pxerpont Morgan has to have that he
cant get any other way and charge him
a million dollars for it.”

."That would be a great scheme pro-
\'1f1c(i the imagination of man could
think of something Morgan doesn’t own
now in duplicates, except for one
thing.” :

“Yes, you are 'always throwing cold
water. What is your objection?”

“Morgan would say, you were run-

- ning an unreasonable monopoly, order

the supreme coturt ‘to reverse itself a

couple of times and. have you' locked up

while he helped himself to” what you
were trying to sell hini."f*"l

Revised

United we stand, divided we fail, * '

A truth you admit, but that isn’t all,

While standing is good, still f"""""'_-,

applied, ‘
United we sit," united we ride.

Mollified
“Discharge that man at the commer
bench. Discharge him this very min-
ute,” exclaiméd the owner of the estab-
lishment rusing up to the manager.”

“What has he done?”
“T asked him a civil question and he

A

"

A

-gave me a rude and pert answer.

keep pace with the Zeltgelst. Jsulks in

A year for a dollar bill.. (3 fFecent numbers 25¢)
2442 Glenarm P, DENVER, COLO.

'  CIGAR
Clear Havana fillers, union made, every cigar
~wrapped in paper on which is printed some
stinging socialist fact. Smoke it yourself, sellit to
smokers and dealers, Postpaid to smokers, $3.75
per 100; to dealers $343; to agents $3.25. E
socialist local should become our sales agent,not
only for the good of our cause, but because the
profit will come handy for literature.

Co-operative Cigar Factory, Tampa, Fla.
COMﬁADES! i 2 b

Dis-

charge him at once.”

“‘Maybe he didn't know who you
were.”

“That makes no
charge him.

difference.  Dis-
r Discharge him I say.”
“But he is daing two men’s work for
the pay of one.” :
“Oh, he is, is he? Well tell him to be
more careful' how he speaks in the
future.” .

L

1.3 Pear), a High-Grade 100 Straight—Londres,

" 300 for 8.0~ Key Wost Boguet, a 2 for 3o

Perfocto. 100 for$4.50. Exp.paid. Tt'1l Pay. Don't delay.
Order to

o dey, W.W.BRADFORD, Chemical Bank Bidg.. Chieaen

Little Flings

- i

For the man out of work reciprocity
makes a fine substitute for breakfast
food.

What could be funnier than the su-
preme court. -

Mr. Gary's steel trust wants to eat

Why Read Capitalist

-

When you can get all you want in these
three monthlies—“The Progressive Wo-
man,” a Socialist )ournal for the home;
“Hope,” a comic pnpe‘r,prilted in colors
on fine paper; “The Masses,” a literary
journal gotten up by Socialist artists and
writers of New York City." All three for
$1.50." You can’t beat this combination!

out of the government’s hand. It
couldr’t be the first time.
‘Socizlists will not carry Los Angeles

Told at the

Dinner Hour

if Otis is allmyed to do the counting. Order today from’ :
Teddy's advice is the latest cure for 3 _ ’ ; :
- : DR R Oe e :
insomnia. The Prog’e“wc‘ w°m'.
5445 Drexel Ava., CHICAGO

[Stories of actual life in the shops are
wanted for this department. A subscrip-
tion card is given for every ome used.
many are being received that 1f 1s not pos-
sible to answer those that® are not used.
If you receive a card you may know that
yours has been accepted.]’ 2

Relieving the Horses

BY FRED W. BUNNEL." '

A few years ago an Irishman got on
one of the horse cars that run down

near the battery in New York City car-
rying a heavy bag. When he sat down, .

he held the bag on hiskn‘ge.
When the conductor came to collect

his fare he remarked, “You don’t need

to hold that-heavy: bag. Set it on'the
floor.” i
“Begorry, sor,”

pull ail day. I'll carry this meself and

save thim the ixtry Joad.”

BY' JOHN'JONES.

A well-known Socialist editor who }'
—was in one of his usual absent-minded

moods got oa a street car the other
day. It is certain that in his dream
the new Regime was in full swing with
a fuil housc of Bergers and an Ap-
peal to Reason in every state in the
union. The next one to him in the

seat was a charming girl who was ‘tglli
_ing another charming - girl companion

of a party she had in view at the Coun-
try club and was explaining the pos-
sibslities of ' her” machine carrying the
party out to the club; in giving a dem-
onsiration’ of the width of the beck
seat she extended her .arms at full
length so that one fair hanc came right
in front of the editor who doubtlessly
supposed he had failed to hear a salu-

_tation preceding it. With a bow. that ~ beok and
was a credit to all mankind he took

the hand in a hearty handshake which

attestcd the strength of ‘his. muscles,

L

said the Irishman,
“the poor horses have enough to -

P

- ==l © and every

~torical Res:arch in Libraries.

B e i pu : yas carly as Ociober 1, 1911 The hetish -
X 'cﬂllmmwpuh!hhnﬂ? mh’blcpnuﬂ LA 1911 T &mda

when, to his surprise, ii was suddenly
withdrawn and  instead of the lady
friend with a cordia' greeting he con-
fronted an indignant young woman and
4 car full of amused passengers. This
particular Socialist editor is not com-

plaining of matrimonial pains. ;

Man is certainly stark mad; he can-

not mzke a worm, and yet he will be B uinsm . - _
making gods hy dozens.—Montaigue. i S - e
CONSPIRAC

of the Money and Land Owning Kiugs of the Pecizd of the War of the

““United State

~ gy i iy A -~

[ T By Silas Hood
A book of 32 pages containing the real truth-about our ‘‘patriotic’’ forefath-
ers. It has history not found in our school books. These are the articles -
wiich recently ran in the Social-Democratic Herald and for which there was
29 large a demand that thiey had to.be printed in book form,’ ' :

Lo A S

1RARN who the real patriots were then and who the fraitors are now. Adop-

| tion of the United States Constitution was the result of a monster couspiracy

citizen of America shonld know the truth. Washington and

Franklin not spared, Hamilton and Hancock . White slavery. kmggg. :
A8~

mmurder, debtors prisons and political trickery. It contains Reference i

. Push the sa'e of this book. It is_good propaganda. RO
Single Copy 10c 25 Cuples 8175 100 Coples 56.00 . Postage Prepic
o  SPECIAL OFFER P

of subseribers for our Weekly, the ,the better for our '
1 ot ‘our number of weekly readers that we will send a copir )
fosz difler 40 a copy of the book o you, for just

&
§

are t ore 80 v

anxious to incre um!
‘theHerald for five weeks to fouz different persons,




THE COMING NATION

Evolving Justice -

. BY J. P. MAY.

<

O Justice! The Centuries murmur still

Of human turmoil, heralding thy birtas;

Reincarnated guardian of the weak!

Thy forms distorted, hideous and weird,

Historic Might employed; his sceptral
wand

But woved, thy voice answering aye!
Amen!

Earths stolid slaves,
Y. poverty,
Endured thy cruel
frauds,
While priest and banker swore by such
gecrees, '

bowed low in

mandaies, legai

THE POWER BEHIND THE THRONE

And God and thee, dehased, were
painted one.

In all the windings, up from orient hell,

A thousand trusted codes but hhnked thy
name

With superstition’s own; as perjured
lines

Were bloited out with blood, real kne¢ -
edge spoke

And lessened ignorance reframed, re-
wrote

The law; then Conscience pruned his
tiny lamp

And he and thee
Logic’s shajfts

Were darting futile thrusts at shadowed
lies.

moved mnot while

Primeval doctrines placed thee by the
mask

That serfs revered, aye, worshipped as
a god

And wondered not; and forged were
rights of Rings

In hurmony with priests, their god, aru
greed.

Long, dreary epochs passed, but thou
lived on,

Evoiving ever best when most impelled,

Perforce when slaves robbed
reasoned more,

New actors came, new curtains rose and
fell,

The brain’s grey, convoluted mass in-
creased

and

Painted for the Coming Nation b
BALFOUR KE

In worth, co-ordinating laws revealed

Proclaiming, ‘‘Justice, thou art bora
agatn

Illuminating science spread its trutn,

And, fettered siill by shackles of the
pasi,

Man’s  consciousness from a.eaming
dreams awoke.

in bondage serve the newer slaves of
Now,

But o’er the world, with solar force
vibrates

A doubting Why? Illusions mists dispel,
Unseating monarchs, signaling to men
The laws of proyress usuring the dawn

’Oj thy rebirth, the era of the free.

’
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