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the whole thing. So they might just as well have been allowed coronation in England.
the Cunmingham claims. Nobody else can get a pound of coal Who is the person thus selected for what is accounted a
out of the country so long as they have Controller Bay. They most extraordinary honor? e
have the whole tning bottled up because they have the outlet The hired man of i: Guggenhcims, their political man-
and they have the outlet betause someone in high authority at ager and agent, right hand and chief advisor. :
Washington has been good enough to withdraw the land from Has he any other claims to recognition or fame? ' ,
the public domain and give them a chance at it. Yes; he was engaged in a cowardly, disreputable, sneaking
And who did thatr Well, the awkward fact .s that with- and filthy attempt to destroy the Transveal Republic and turn
drawals are made at the order of our noble president (saluta- it over to Great Britain. :
tion) who is always on the job and to whom be the adoration For this wretched performance, undertaken in the interest
of the faithful. ‘ i of his mine-owning employers, Hammond was corvicted and
Unpleasant situation, isn’t it? The news bureau at Wash- under the laws of nations properly sentenced to be hanged. .'i‘.bc :
» .ington that for somne reason is industriously at work trying to request of the Armerican g srnment and his American citizen-
7 boom: Taft stock immediately gets busy and says the thing is ship, of which he bethought himself for the first time when |
- insignificant because the Guggenheims haven't got all the land got into trouble, saved his neck, but have never saved him fr,m
& at Controller Ray; they have only got every alternate section. the contempt and disgust of all decent men. The power upen
2 So across every alternate section somebody else can run a the American government that could compel the se_lecnon of such
8 railroad if so desired—in pieces. a person for any honor whatsoever st be simply eolossal.
< Splendid! - You would get a heap of coal to the seaboard Nothing could stand before it. : &
g on such a road. ' x * %
- No doubt the president (salutatioh) i : :
e acted from motives so pure they make 4 : ~ One trouble (of many) with the
> the driven snow look black as night. But Regulators and ‘Rtl:formers 4s a prac-
§- there remains the fact. The Guggen- IN THIS ISSUE tical proposition 15_'4}135 they always pro-
N heims ‘have got what they want, purity : ceed upon the basis ¢f what they think
i or no purity. They always do. ; ought to be instead of what is, -
. ; i . Jewelry and Notions By Allan’ Updegraff } After the election of ll(asthfall éome_
) So ersons suppose that the onl , ; ersons ventured to think that Crazy
8 _way t;?e \I:'hich govgx?nments are con): Helping Phagocytes Fight By Andre Tridon .;‘.){orse was a dead duck in the affairs of  §
" trolled for the benefit of the Rothschild- ; & By Evgene Waod this nation. v
‘Deutscher Bank-Morgan triumvirate is ~m P 3 T «+ At this all the’ Regulators and Re- K@
j{  through corrupt or what are called “im- The Curse—A sg‘llhpm d Wright Kauffman formers indignantly protested. What! ‘
¢ proper” means. ; = : That grod man lose his influence? Im-
7 Go to the cat, thou sluggard, consider The Shop Slave in Britain By Desmond Shaw possib:,e £ . COne d;:fcat could p‘;.:r;r _ 1:1111- :
* her liide and be Wise. ‘ % ¢ pair the pov.er ¢f a n?an to w. m el
$ + One way of skinning her is by pulling oo Wikk o Ch CHRs R Sl Yonpifor Mo i 4 American people had listened with such
@ ber tail out through her mouth. : Cartoon By Ryan Walker reverence. He was as strong as ever
8! But there are others. s SRS - he was. gz '
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By Charles Edward Russell \

AN IRRESISTIBLE POWER

HEN with solemn fervor the news was sent broadcast

about a month ago that the Cunningham claims in

Alaska had finally been disallowed, joy suffused the

brows of all the Regulative Experts of the land. It

| was upon the Cunningham claims that the “wicked”

| Guggenheims and Morgans had depended in their
atienipts to grab off our fair domain. But look! There is our
noble president (salutation) on the job. By his wisdom all these
nefarious schemes are brought to naughi. He knows what’s
what.  With one stroke of his mighty pen or Schenectady golf
stick he knocks out the Cunningham claims and the country is
saved. Hallelujah! Ah, noble man! (salutation). No wicked
Guggenheirns can get away with the goods while he is around.
Go to bed and: sleep, all ye good citizens. Taft is on guard; all
is- well. You dont even have to lock the kitchen door. God
bless our happy home.

- And now comes reluctantly from our proud capital this
disturbing information about Controller Bay. The Cunningham
claims have been disallowed; they are supposed to involve the
great coal deposits that are the heart of Alaska's wealth and the
object of all the scheming of the wicked Guggenheims. But
how about this? ‘I'here is but one way to get that coal to the
seaboard and that is via Controller Bay. But now it is reported
that Controller Bay has been withdrawn from the public domaip
and opened for entry and the wicked Guggenbeims have grabbed
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How strange that every time the Regulators and Rc'form—
ers get comfortably settled in the idea that ail is well with us S
and all we need is to trust everything to our noble president, :
something comes along and knocks all their complacency over
the ropes. After years and years of experience with this sort - B
of thing most persons would begin to suspect that there 1s some-
thing fundamentally wrong with our affairs. But a Regulator
and Reformer wouldn’t suspect that. Or at least not without a
surgical operation.
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THE CAREER OF OUR SPECIAL AMBASSADOR [

T

HE discovery that the Guggenheims and Morgan still 7
manage to get what they want out of our govcrnmqnt ]
seems to have almost upset some intellects not quite
of the Regulative and Reform group. How poor are
they that cannot observe what goes on around them!
| Any man that knows anything about Washington
needed no other indication of the real power behind the present
throne than the stories of Ballinger and John Hays Hammond.

To that add Mr. Charles P. Taft. :

The extraordinary influence and prominence in this adminis-
tration of Mr. Hammond was crowned by his appointment as
special ambassador and American representative at the puppet’




Six months have sufficed to shake the starch
out of that vain nm&mng Who cares about
Crazy Horse now? Who quotes his platitudes

or listens to his dreary harangues? =

‘Yet anybody with any experience in fe'@d-»
an people could have foretold
this even before the New York election.

- ing the American

There were indications enough.

.. For instance, at the New York State Fair,
Syracuse, last September. Here was u strange
and memorable sight. Crazy Horse had been
advertised as one of the great attractions of
the show. So he came and for more than

an hour he yelled and bellowed. And the vas:.

crowd just sat *here and laughed. With red
face and roaring voice he uttered all his favor-
ite ‘platitudes; men should be good and not
bad; a good man, is better than a bad man
and a bad man is not so good as a good man,

~and the rest; all in vain. In vain he offered
himself as the perfect and unique example of
the man; in vain he recounted his tri-
umphs in goodness when he was president
The crowd just sat and laughed.

Finally from the rear seats there started
an ominous sound. Thump, thump, thump-
thump-thump. A thousand feet pounding
u the floor in a concert of weary protest

ump, thump, thump-thump-thump. It

. spread through the audience. The voice of
~ the speaker roaring and bellowing became in-
audible. The grand old platitudes were
drowned in a sea of unruly noise. Thump,
thump, thump-thump-thump; thump, thump,

thump-thump-thump. i
~ Anybody might have known then that the
end was in sight. From that moment it was
~ easy to predict the defeat of thie Republican
ticket and the overthrow of Crazy Horse. The

- American people had had enough.

And you see¢ that, although the Regulators
and Reformers never sSuspect the fact, elec-
tions and things are not carried in this coun-

_try by the “better classes” and nice young
. gentlemen from the universities, but by just
. the plain common persons that work with
- their hands. - What one of these thinks is
really four hundred times more important
than the views of all the fellows at our club.
- But you can never make the sissy boys of

- Reform understand that simple fact.
~ Up to the present time very shrewd persons
- that stand in the background and manipulate
. things for their own profit have been able on
- most occasions to fool the plain persons that
- work with their hands. Whether thsy are
~ going to be able to continue to fool them is
~_a question infinitely more important to the
~ nation than any issue of tin-horn reform. But
~ of course you can’t make the Reformers see

that, either.

~ WEARY OF THE GALLOWS |

et HE extraordinarv protest from all
SRR parts of the continent against th2
proposed hanging of Angelina Na-
F-utana is one of many signs of
S the good new day at hand and of
FERP® the new conscience already awak-
ened. I remember twelve yecars ago when
Governor Roosevelt insisted upon hanging a
oor woman in New York, those that made

¢ pestif-. ous persons trying to iaterfere with
&e yperation of the law. I believe Jake Riis
lnd?g:d Doc Rollo tried to work up some ad-
ditiona! enthusiasm for Rooseveli on the
g “that he insisted upon doing his duty
~ and baving the woman killel. fetd
~ Today it is easier to get the attention of a
lion to such a barbarity than it was then
ret the attemion of ten,
ﬁeoid ‘idea was that the law must take
__its course: the wornan has been convicted—to
the gallows with her. . Now men begin to stop
d hesitate and ronder. How much has been
d here, my brethren! Only to have
yused this question, What shall society
. from this woman'’s death? only to have
at ‘i _y . ; All that is
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protest were regarded as cranks and lunatics

THE COMING NATION

ble institution of the gallows is that men
should perceive how illogical it is and how -
-disastrous to society it must be. In this case

it is the unborn child that iramediately focused
public attention. Yet it suggested powerfully

the situation of the other children about to be
- similarly afflicted and the thought drew in its
train the whole

eat question of the tiility
of hanging and its significance. Slowly but
surely men revolt against the monstrous thing.

Even in darkest England. I told in these

~ columns some months ago the story of a case

that came under my own observation—the
East End woman that was sentenced to be
hanged for a crime that she never committed

and was rescued at the very edge of the gal-

lows. . It seems they have another case of the
same kind there now, and the public is not
leaving 4t to the rescue work of one obscure
newspaper man, but is taking it in hand with
excellent prospects of success.

The story is quite characteristic. A woman
took her young son into the country. Some
weeks later she returned without him. A
boy’s body was found in a well. It was never
identified, but the wise English court, being
convinced that a murder had been committed,
was of course certain that somebody must be
hanged. That is the English rule and prac-
tice that some of us would like to have intro-
duced here. .So the woman was promptly
convicted und sentenced to death. The public
has now taken up the matter and is deluging
the government with so many demands for
commutation of sentence or pardon that the
execution has been arrested.

The public has more sense than the courts.
The public begins to perceive, what the courts
are still blind to, that nothing can really jus-
tify the state in doing the thing for which it
condemns the prisoner. It is not as yet a
very clear- perception, but it is a beginning.
Let us give thanks. It has been a long time
on the way.

x kK

“The injury of one of us is the concern of

“all of us.”

About forty years ago when the despised
Knights of Labor made a declaration like this
it was to the generality of mankind but a
form of words, without meaning, without les-
son of duty. _

This generation is beginning to see that it
is an eternal truth and one of the greatest
that ever was entertained by man.

‘Wkat a-wonderful time «m which to live!
Who would exchange it for any of the great
times that are past?

“The injury of one of us is the concern of
all of us”—of any one of us; the poorer, the
less fortunate, ‘he less powerful, then the

greater the concern. Tremendous truth. Pow-

erful enough all alone to zbolish this mon-
strous industrial system and make the world
a decent place in which to live. We ought
to be grateful that we are permitted to live
in a day that sees cven the beginning of the
recognition of a faith so great and so good.
e

Jf it does not pay to practice injustice it
does not pay any better to acquiesce in it.

If a man can go through life admitting the
existence of these things and yet making him-
self believe that they are no concern of his,

, then he must so harden his heart and indurate

his soul that nothing else will appeal to him—
including *beauty love and the joy of living.
I am very much of the opinion, as the result
of some observation, that such induration
does not pay, either. The man that cares has
all the best of it. .
It is the same way about idealism. The only
true and profitable thing is the ideal. I guess
a man that follows that as much as he can
will never go bankrupt. Not inside, anyway,

which is the only important thing.

‘'WASTE AND ECONOMY
Of course, there are divergent views about
this great subject.
lodyte has onc. T i
The city of New York owns and operates

trudged along the street.

The reactionary and trog-

a line of fferfy boats from the lower end of
Manhattan to Staten Island. :
In the recent heated term in New York

the municipal governiment reduced the fare

on these ferry boats to five cents that the poor
people in  the sweltering tenement ragions
might have a .chance to get coolness and fresh
air. That, of course, was mad extravagance.

.The boats do not return dividends anyway.

How wasteful to reduce their earnings! In-

stead of reducing the fare the chviously wise

thing was to work some kind of a rig on the
public that would increase it.

The street railroad system of New York
is not owned by the city, but by a little group
of business experts that know exactly how a
public utility can be managed eronomically
and without waste. When these, a few years
azo, had stolen the inside out of the system
it went into the hands of a receiver. He
found that to pay the interest charges on the
vast load of needless bonds with which the
expert gentlemen had loaded the road it was
necessary to abolish transfers. To do this
was to violate both the law and one of those
sacred court orders that in labor affairs have
so much validity ; nevertheless, he went ahead
and did 1it.

The loss of those transfers meant an in-
creased expenditure to the working iclass of
New York of $25,000 a day. '

That, of course, was not waste.! It was
economy and good management. }

Thousands of shop girls found that the fare
to their work was now doubled. At night
they walked home, dragging their tired bodies
often for. miles; in winter through snow and
sleet, in summer along "the baking streets.

That again was good management. From
those that were able to pay, the company got
ten cents instead of five. Good business.

The extra five cents went to pay the inter-
est on bonds that had been issued for no other
purpose but to increase the, fortunes of those
already enormously rich. I suppose the
thought cheered the poor shop. girl as she
Anyway, what dif-
ference did it make? It was good manage-
ment and economy.

Xk ok

S0, too, when the Ice Trust put up the price
of ice in the midst of one of the hottest sum-
mers we ever had—that was good business
and economy. And when the Milk Trust re-
cently advanced the price of milk, and accord-
ing to some authorities caused thereby the
deaths of two hundred babies a week—that -
was good business and economy, It made
the dividends look good.

_But when a municipally owned enterprise
gives soinething remotely approximating a
living wage and provides something like de-
cent conditions for. its employes, or when it
serves the public instead of serving Mr. Mor-
gan and Mr. Rockefeller, that is waste and
extravagance and clearly shows how much
better is private than public ownership.

WHY HE RESIGNED

I hope the “business interests and invest- -
ments” for the sake of which former Secre-
tary of War Dickinson resigned from the cab-
inet are now receiving the attention that they
so urgently needed.

I also hope that no one will think the worthy
gentleman had any other reason for retiring.

Suppose some should get the notion that
he retired becavse the New York Call pub-
lished a bit of inside information about the
government’s secret designs on Mexico?

Suppose some one should say that Mr. Taft
held Mr. Dickinson responsible for this leak-
age and the resignation followed?

It is to be hoped in that case no one would
believe the disturbing rumors because they
would tend to discredit and very likely disrupt
the News Trust of Washington, the beneficent
purpose of which is to keep the people of the
United States from knowing abo.it their own
affairs—a thing most desirable in our form
of government, - e ) :
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.JEWELRY AND NOTIONS

OT feelin’
W Mrs. Prentiss,

well today, honey?” asked
slipping a sale’s rezeipt

P book. Her last customer had bought
liberally, and a good sale warmed Mrs.
e #! Prentiss’  heart. The girl addressed
o looked up with surprise, and a sort of
shrinking, in her eyes. One of her hands made a
slight motion toward the front of her black shirt-
waist. ‘

“Why, yes. feel all right, thank you. Why?”

“Thought you looked a bit under the weather.
Been noticin’ it for geveral days. DBut—" She
smiled wisely and touched the girl's cheek. “But
they do say bein’ in love is apt to cause such symp-
toms! Eh?”

“I—Obh, you're mistaken! Please

“There, honey!” interrupted Mrs. Prentiss,
motherly condescension; !‘don’t get ruffled!
see Mr. Williams stand-
in’ over there by Post

’

don’t—"
with
I just

By Allan Updegraff

Illustrated by John Sloan

voked into flying at one another’s throats; - .1
provocation; a fierce provocation, had. not been long
In. coming.

The resulting strife would not have been so im-
portant, perhaps, if the ideas had not demanded
action.

“I don’t know what+o do! I don’t know what to
do!” repeated the girl, pressing her hanhds on the
glass counter before her. Her hands were cold,
and the counter was pleasantly warmedby the elec-
tric lights used to light up the jewelry displayed
beneath.

“I'll take this,” said handir gz

a woman, over =

Twenty-three this morn-
in’, and rubberin’ at you
for a solid fifteen min-
utes—Ilookin’ like he had
a pain, the way the
young fellers always
look when they got a
bad case o' girl. You
don’t expect the old lady -
to go 'round with blind-
ers on, do you?”

“But you're mistaken
And, any-
wish  you

S

—probably.

way, 1

wouldn’t—"
“There,

now!" inter-
rupted Mrs. Prentiss

again. “I don’t think I'm

mistaken; and I hope I'm

not. This is no graft

for an educated girl like
yourself, not used to el-
bowin’ " her way. But

’scuse me for buttin’ in,

reference to you and

Mr. W. 'Never again!”

She bustled away to
wait on two customers
who had materialized,
out of the wide blur of
electric lights and white
columns and piled mer-
chandise and drifting
shoppers, before her
part of the jewelry-and-
notions counter.

Left for a moment
without outside demand;
on her attention, the girl
stared vacantly across
“the turmoil that bounded
her day-light life six-
sevenths of every week
One catching a glimpse
of her .white, joyless
face, as it showed be-
tween two racks of neck-chains, might have thought
her pretty enough, but dull, dispirited, uninteresting.
Her brown hair, parted in the m'ddle and cluster-
ing loosely at the temples, was in pleasing contrast
with the pathological hirsute creations 6f most of
the other girls; her eyes were wide and dark, with
an indefinable suggestion of good-breeding; and she
had brightened up her black uniform with a piece
of white Jace at the throat. But there was no
brightness about her face; it showed rather a sort
of stunned vacancy that might easily have Leen

“ taken for stupidity. .

“What a numb-skull!” grumbled a shopper, after
a vain attempt to find whethe~ one of the cha’ns
would “wear shiny.” “I neyer saw such an empty-
head as that gicl!”

It was a verdict on insufficient evidence; Miss
Rickman’s head was not sc much troubled by empti-
ness as by repletion. Her brain was less a vacuum
than a civil war. For days the conflict had raged,
and the time was approaching when victory must
be awarded to one side or the other.

Of education, in Mrs. Prentiss’ sense, Miss Rick-
man had a good share. She had graduated from 2
high schion!, she had taken special courses in New
York University, and she had read along a number
of scattering lines. But of education, in the sense
of basic brain regulation, her opportunities had af-
forded her little. Therefore, her ideas, being with-
out commanders and advisers, were ready to be pro-

R T ————————ea———

“Oh, that was only Tommy,” she began

jeweled hat-pin and a five-dollar bill. “You're surc
it's a real topaz in 1he end, of course?”

“Yes, ma’am,” said Miss Rickman.

Before bending to make out the sale’s check, she
glanced hurriedly over her customer’s shoulder. A
young man, dressed in the clean-cut, serviceable
manner which clothing manufacturers’ advertise-
ments have made popuiar, was loitering down the
aisle.toward her. His lack of hat and haste marked
him as one of the store’s employes. T'o all appear-
ances, his competent grey eyes were absorbed in
making a survey of the department.

When the lady of the hat-pin had departed, he
came up to Miss Rickman's counter. ~

“No great rush in our line today, Miss Rickman,”
he remarked crisply. “But we've got some novel-
ties coming in next week that ought to start things
moving.”

“Have you?” she returned. Her face had taken
on a little more color and animation at the young
man’s approach. He was the assistant buyer for her
departmerit; besides, he was Mr. Williams.

“Yes; a first-rate line.” He seemed to be trying
to make conversation. “In fact, a very good line.”
His crispness had departed; he fingered a mass of

_chatelaines.

“l tay—ycu look tired, Miss Rickman,” he 1e-
sumed abruptly. “Haven’t they put that stool in
yet—so you can sit down?”

“Yes, there's a stool. Bntl’mnotullltu'ed.'

“It must be an awful grind, I know; but I sup-
pose one gets—" He broke off, and examined one
of the chains critically. “I say—you . haven’t for-
gotten that we're going to the show tonight, have
you? ’

“Oh, no!
surely !”

“I didn’t know—after the way that dark, handsome
young gentleman has been hanging around the de-
partment the last few days! But maybe it was only
our fine assortment of notions and jewelry that
brought him!”

In his effort to make a joke of the matter, Mr.
Williams was highly unsuccessful. His expression,
in spite of an attempt at a smile, was as grim as a
(luelist Miss Rickman’s face slowly became the
color of an egg shell.

“O-—that was only Tommy; you mustn’t think—"
she began, rather wildly. “I don’t know what you
mean.” she concluded.

“Why, I was only jok-
ing with you, of course,”
satd the assistant buyer
He stared at her with
eyes that had suddenly
grown doubtful, . “Of
course, 1 haven't
slightest right— I mean,

You don't think I'd forget that—

me— O thunder! Ex-
cuse me! 1 can't explain
what I mean! Sec you
this evening!”

He strode off ; and the
sales-girl stood, for sey-
eral long seconds, star-
ing straight down the
aisle along which he had
disappeared. Her eyes
misted, and she-drew a
handkerchief from the

small white object fol-
lowed the haadkerchief
out, rolled onto the top
of the glass case of jew-
elry, and lay for a mo-
ment unneticed.

It was in the shape of
a box, perhaps an inch
in each dimension, and
made ot the fine white
paper in  which the
store’s smaller, and more
valuable, parcels were
wrapped. On fve sides
were pasted bits of the
pink string used to tie
up such parcels; a com-
petent knot protruded
from one edge. The
sixth side of the box
was open, The whole
was a paper shell, made
in excellent imitation of
the parcel i1 which a

the -

of course, it's nothing to-

front of her waist. A"

ring would be made up

to be delivered to a custoner.

When, a moment later, Miss Rickman nobced the
curious thing, the sight seemed temporarily to par-
alyze hier. Then, with trembling eagerness, her right
hand slipped forward and clutched it. Holding it
covered, she faced round to see if Mrs. Prentiss,
or anyone else, had noticed. Her face, her whole
attitude, was a confession of crime; and a confes-
sion of previous innocince.

But no one had seen, no one was ready, whether
for good or ill, to receive her double confession.
The department floor-walker was not in sight. The
red-haired girl on her left was droning the praises
of a belt buckle.
customer that a certain ring was real gold, its set-
ting a real ruby, and the whole a marvellous bar-
gain at seventeen-fifty-nine. Miss Rickman slipped
the packet back into her breast and, for the first

‘time that day, sat down on the stool Mr, Williaris’

partiality had provided.

Aroused by the incident her mental conflict be-

came more acutce. -
“‘All property is theft’!” she murmured, parrot-
ing the words of a book she had read. *‘The

workers are right to take back, by any and 'all

means, that which has been stolen from them'!” .
But the ideas, as usual, were checked by older,
longer-established ones:

- Mrs. Prentiss was convincing a

“Notions! Fool notions!”
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before them.

A certain phrase that had come to her at her first

- a dangerous thing to mix jewelry and notions!”
She even ventured a ghost of a smile at the thought.

Dangerous—yes! But wrong? The greater of
two evils? At least, not advisable! Why not, then?
Noching ventured, ncthing gained! Besides, the
plans were well laid—and she would never do it
again. Finally, there was the most venerable of

deciding reasons: Things had gone so far that they

could not be turned back! .
- Throughout the tumult in her brain, cne impor-
tant desire was always in the background, like the
hidden commander-in-chief of all her rebel ideas.
She desired new clothes! She desired them fiercely
—on account of Mr. Williams! : '
" “So it's all settled—it’s all decided!” she told her-
self, time after time. “just forget about it, and
behave as if nothing were bothering you!” +

But her will had no power over the rioting of
her ideas and emotions. As the afternoon wore
along, her face took on the look of a person con-
fused by the din around her. Sometimes she an-
.swered the questions of shoppers; sometimes she
merely stared, absently, querulously, as if shocked
that anyone could interrupt, with petty matters of
bargain and sale, the life-and-death conflict in whick
siis was concerned. Once Mr. Williams stopped a
dozen feet from her, and stared at her: but she
looked right through him. As he turned back down
the aisle, his face had taken on some of the joy-
lessness that characterized the girl's.

Toward four o'clock, a scared-looking young man
came up to her counter. ’

“I saw your advertisement—for real pearl rings—
at eighteen dollars each,” he said, disjointedly, as
if he. were repeating a lesson. “Please let me see
" them.” :
Scarcely seeming to breathe, with the ‘ifeless
movements of a sleep-walker, Miss Rickman arose
and went over to one end of the jewelry case. he
drew back-the slide, took out a tray of pearl rings
in boxes, and carried them over to her customer.
The young man—he was hardly more than a boy—
“looked at them with as much aversion as if they
had been adders. =

“Take one!” whispered the girl tremulously. “And
talk—you know. Hurry, Tommy!” o

. He picked up one of the boxes, with hands that

trembled pitifully, and pretended to examine the ‘

gem. §r
*“The're pretty good—pretty good,” he commented.
“But not very good stones, maybe. But pretty good.”
While 'he babbled, Miss Rickman took the paper
shell from her waist and awkwardly forced it over
one of the other boxes. She looked neither to the
right nor to the left. The stor’s manager, and a
dozen of the store’s detectives, might have been

. standing in the next aisle. She would never have
seen them. With childish directness, she gave her
whale attention to putting its false wrapping ou the
ring she had decided to steal.

- “Pretty good, maybe,” repeated ‘the young man.
“Not very, ihough. [ guess I won't take it.”

He handed back the ring. Miss Rickman laid
the one she had just disguised on the glass counter.
with the competent pink knot uppermost. She picked
up the tray and started to return it to its place.

“Hurry, Tommy!” she whispered. -

. The young man awkwardly seized the little par-
cel, thiust it into one of his coat pockets, and hur-
-ried away. His frightened side glances would have
‘aroused the :uspicions of the most amateur de-
tective. :

; “Did you se!l him one, honey?” asked Mrs. Pren-
tiss, as the girl slid the tray back into its case.

“No,” said Miss Rickman, looking after the young

man. “He thought the set waspf—"

Her breath went with a gayp, and she clutched the
edge of the case for support. The assistant buyer

had slipped out of a side aisle, with the alertness
of a cat, and was plainly in pursuit of the unfor-

~ tunate Tomnuy. '

~ "Why, honey!”" Mrs. Prentiss caught the girl's
honds and smoothed back the hair from her fore-
head. “A little faintness? Come over and sit down.
Shall I get you a little water, eh?”

“No, thanks; I'll be all right,” said Miss Rickman.

Her teeth were chattering and her whole body

trembled as with a sudden chill. She sat down and

- Mrs. Prentiss continued to smooth her forehead,
- uttering motherly clucks and endearments.
- “I'm better now—tkanks,” she declared, with un-
conscious shorpness. « “Please let me be.”
“Well—" demurred Mrs. Prentiss, taken aback.
~ “Please let me be,” the girl.
~ “Certainly,” said the saleswoman; and went back,
“surprised and a bit nettled, to her own part of the

' Miss Rickman closed her hands tightly in her

 lap, and waited for—she knew not what, except that
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it was something too terrible to be put into words,
 even to be -clearly thought of. It required all her
ras : . strength to keep from screaming, to keep from ris-
- temptation repeated itself in her consciousness: “It's

ing and rushing for the.freedom of out-of-doors.
But, "even in her madness, she realized that the
door-keepers would stop her if she tried to leave
the store. The only thing left her was to wait—to
wait—to wait—until something happened, or her de-
sire to scream became uncontrollable.

“Miss, where are the clothes racks?” ‘demanded
an elderly shopper, pausing before her. |

“In the basement,” replied Miss Rickman me:
chanically. :

“But I don’t mean that kind! I was just sent there
by a floor-walker—who ought to be discharged! 1
mean the kind to hang dresses on! Now, if you

. don’t know—tell me, and let-me ask someone who

does! But if you do, dou't sit there—"

“They’re on the third floor, inadam,” said Miss
Rickman.

The customer .swept wrathfully toward the ele-

. vators, and Miss Rickman stood up wvehind her

counter.. The incident made- her a bit more mistress
of herself. She determined to meet her fate stand-
ing; and she found she felt less like screaming
standing than sitting down. The familiar maze of
lights and columns and piled merchandise quieted
her, also. Everything looked so usual, so everyday.
She waited—waited—waited, Her white, joyless
face, as it showed between the racks of neck-chains
on either side, appeared even more dull, vacant,
and uninteresting than usual. Sfill she waited. She
began to be afraid that something in her head would
snap, leaving her without thought or feeling; and
she struggled to prevent it. . "
Mr. Williams suddenly materialized out of the
thickening haze that seemed to be gathering before
her eyes. She could not make out his face very

-well; but hs voice pierced to her perfectly.

“Miss Rickman,” he was saying, in a voice of
judgment, it seemed to her, “kindly return this ring
to stock.” . ;

He held out a ring box; she reached out her hand
to take it. And then something in her head snapped
with a sound like thunder. Sh: crumpled up limply
behind the glittering show-case of jewelry.

Mrs. Prentiss was - smoothing her forehead and
applying a bottle of smelling salts to her nose, when

she dpencd her ieyes. She was lying on the’ flaor,

well-concvaled by show-cases, with her head pil-
lowed in Mrs. Prentiss’ lap. '

“Just a litile fainting spell,” said the saleswoman,
patting her cheek. “Mr. Williams has gone to get
a cab to take you home--he near went crazy when
you toppled over! That ought to be some satisfac-
tion to you, anyway, honey! I guess we won’t be
seemg you arcund here any more. He makes a lot
o' money. Well, that's the way it goes!” She
emitted a soft chuckle, that was Lalf a sigh, and
stroked the girls hands.

he woman attendant in the store’s “Rest Room”

/ ‘carte: with Mr. Williams. She decided that Miss

Rickrran was perfectly able to be taken home; and
that rather too much fuss had been made over a
siniple fainting spell. A janitor brought the girl’s

- hat and coat—poor, cheap, much-worn little hat and

cecat—and Mr. Williams escorted her vut to the
waiting cab. " ' ;

“Drive slowly,” he cautioned the cabman, after
giving the address. “And keep to quiet side-streets
as much as possiblc.” ; :

For several blocks tliey trundled ulong in a si'ence
like that of miourners in a funeral procession. Mr.
Williams stared straight ahead; his face expressed
absolutely nothing.

“There’ll be no trouble for you about this, Miss
Rickman,” he announced presently. “I think—in
fact, I feel sure, that it's the first time you've—that
it's the first time. And I think it's certainly the
last. Isn’t it?” vl

“Yes,” said Miss Rickman. The dull hopelessness
in her voice, the despair of it, made him writhe.

“I say.” H. cleared his throat, and glanced at
her for the first time since he had helped her into
the cab. "It isa't so bad—what you've done, you
know. I often wonder it doesn't happen oftener.
Na one knows about this—except me. Things can

" go on just as before” He cleared his throat again.

“You'll be all right after a few days’ rest,” he as-

sured her. ,
The girl dabbed at her eyes desperateiy with her

handkerchief; and then began to cry.
“Don’'t—don’t do that!” His voice had lost its

‘quality of aloofness; he caught one of he: hands.

“It isn’t such an
but me!”

awful thing—no one knows

“I'd rather,” choked the girl desperately, “I'd -

rather anyone else in the world knew—but you!”
He bent suddenly toward her; but c~mpromised

by catching her free hand in both of his. s el
“I -don’t know just how to take that!” he said

unsteadily. “I'd-know better if that Tommy—" -
“Oh, what have you done with Tommy?” she cried,

»

straightening up and: looking him in the face. “I
was forgetting Tommy—it. wasn't his' fault! [
persuaded him it wasn’t wrong!”

“I let Tommy go,” said Mr. Willlams. He re-
leased her hand and leaned back in his own corner.
“I didn’t see any way of jugging Tommy without
dragging you into the mess.” ;

““You're—you're awfully kiad!” She turaed her
face toward the window, and her tears started again.
“You see, I just filled him full -of—-of notions that
I'd got out of books; about property, you know.”

“I see,” said Mr. Williams, with divided attention.
“Well, I guess you've decided we can’t change the
present system by attacking it one at a time. We've
got to get together—I'm a Socialist myself.” He
paused for a moment, watching her with regretful
eyes. “Anyway, it ought to cheer you up to have
Tommy restored to you,” he announced abruptly.

Jealousy, plain green jealousy, colored his words
and tone; but the girl was too much broken to
notice it. ‘

“It does!” she scbbed, burying her face in her
hands. “Tommy’s a good boy; and he’s my own,
only brother; and if it hadn’t been for you, I'd have
made a—a convict out of him!”

Mr. Williams growled something that sounded like
a malediction on himself. “You poor—little girl!”
he murmured, with a jerky hiatus between the
“poor” and the “little.” His arms were around her
and he was smoothing her hair much as Mrs. Pren-
tiss might have done. ’

So that cab speedily became, even us a sinner
whose sins have been forgiven, full of peace and joy.

. When Panama qukers Return

A dirt train conductor on the Canal gets $100
a month. He gets a good house rent .free, edi-
bles virtually at cost, flowers for his piazza and
lawn free. Six weeks’ vacation and thirty days’
sick leave with- pay are allowed each year. lle
must spend a convalescence period of at least one
week, if he has been in hospital, with pay, on
Taboga Island, the watering resort of the Zape,
as soon as he is discharged from the hospital,
where medical atterdance 'is free. Right now
there are more than twelve thousand Americans,
men, women and children, who are being edu-
cated to accept these conditions as their due.
Can any sane citizen consider it a wise course to
let this army lay down its tools when the Canal
is dug and return to existing labor conditions in
the United States?—The Qutiook.

‘Far From the Crowd

A certain country town has 2,500 population, is
a0t the county seat, is more than forty miles from
the nearest city, and depends almost entirely upon
the neighboring farms' for its prosperity. In ap-
pearance this town differs little from a thousand
others of its class, except that the three garages are
a surprise, and the lawns and houses might be re-

- membered as neater and more trini than ordinary.

Ask a question and it leads you far. You notice,
perhaps, that the press of the country pewspaper is
run. by .an electric motor. The power and light
plant is the property of the town and pays a revenue
of $500 a month into the public treasury. The
heating plant for downtown stores also is owned
by the people. It utilizes the waste steam from the

.power pant and cuts the inerchants’ fuel biils in

half. A country physician’s son, who in this little

. town now is completing a $50,000 hospital for gen-

eral practice, has credit for the suggestion thar the
steam be connected with the water system, so that
if the water-pipes ever become infected they may
be sterilized with live steam. To this municipal
light, water and heating plant is attached a private
ice factory which sells pure ice made from steril-
ized water at fory-nve cents a hundred pounds.
A wholesale ice-cream factory—buying real country
cream to sell again for eighty cents a gallon—uses
the cold salt water from the ice plant, . . . At -
one end of town is a public piayground, which in
winter is flooded for a skating rink. For a city man
who remembers the country towr as it used to be,
a visit.to such a community as this is stimulating
educaticn. The place, by the way, is Sabetha, Kan.
—LCollier’s Weekly.

Our modern palitical parties were organized to
advocate certain political princip'es and realize them
in public life. Gradually they have come to re-
gard their perp:tuation as an end in itself and pub-
lic welfare is -subordinated to party victory.—Prof.
Rauschenbusch—Christianity and the Social Crises.

Mouey is that which passes freely irom hand to
hand throughout the community in final discharge
of debts and full payment for commodities.—Francis

A, Walker.



CHAPTER X.

¢ HE case of the painter, the pianist, the
@R violinist, and the virtuoso generally,

Play, is mixed up a good deal with Art.
conce:ning which:I'd like to say a few
words. Let us imagine the greatest
~ painter in the world the first time he
ever had a pencil and a pad of paper in his hands.
He's just a ¢hild, you un
zig-zag marks as any other™Whild does. Somebody,
no better -.a draughtsman than you or I, makes
him a picture of an engine. You know what it
Jooks I'ke. Here’s the smokestack and smoke com-
ing out of it, a spiral likc a drunken bed-spring.
And here are the wheels, whose spokes, according
to our clumsy penci!, stick out through the tires.
And here’s the engineer l6oking out of the cab, and
" pulling the rope—here’s the rope—to the bell—here’se
the, .. . . here's the bell. And this is the tender with
the coal in it. And these are the cars, the baggage-
car, and the passenger cars. And the engine goes,
“Choo! ,Choo! Choo!” and pretty soon the whistle
blows, “Too-oot! Toot!” and the bell goes, “Ding-
dong! Ding-dong!”

And the little fellow is much pleased thereat, and
commands, “Do it adin,” and you've got to draw
him another engine and train of cars, and say it a’l
over again, word for word, just as you did the frst
time. - ‘

After awhile, this greatest artist in the world
tries it for himself like any other child, and makes
out about the same as any other child. Maybe it
is a’'man..he tries to draw, a much easier thing to
do. He draws like any other child a head shaped
like a potato, showing both eyes in a profile face,
with conventional hair kind of scrazzled on one
side of the head, which wears what seems to be a
transparent hat. The hody is about a third as big

as the head and is algg the shape of a potato, the
buttons of the coat bq‘(%k abnormally distinct. The

body has two wavering| Bnes drawn to one side, each

ending -in a figg-pointed; explosion. Those are the

~arms and“hands. * Downward from the body extend
two other wavering lines, each ending in an irregu-
lar contour, it might be ILake Erie and Lake On-
tario. These are legs and feet.-

If enough attention is paid to these infantile ef-
forts, and enough fuss is made over them, and the
child’s head can be swelled sufficiently in that direc-
ton, he will take more and more pains to malke
good his conviction that in drawing and coloring,
at least, he is just about as smart as they make ’em.
And there you are. Every child wants to draw
pictures, and every adult that cannot draw accept-
ably, so as to illustrate what he is getting at is a
neglected child to that extent. Being a great artist
is a matter of the acquisition of technique, not only
of the hand so that it will do what the mind wants
it to do, but also of the mind, which learns to sup-
press what it thinks it sees and leave in what it
really does see. The memory and the intellect are
aware of the fact that a man has two ears, but the
eye sees only one ear in a profile view. '

You've got to catch the painter very soung, and
he's ot to study, and practice both mind and hand
all his life long, and then that isn’t nearly long
enough because whiile it is ‘theoretically a very sim-
ple thing to do to get the right shapes of tHines
_and then to get the right colors of things, it is prac-
tically an impossible thing to do. The best artist
just makes a stab at it

i

When all books were copied out by hand, the boy
who expected to become a professional copyist had
to study with the best tcachers of the set book-
hand and had to practice diligently to make his
letters legible and even and beautiful, tc make the
lines come out as in the original, not to izave out
any words, not to put in any words. Theoretically
it was a simple thing to do to make oiie book ex-
actly like another; practically it was impossible.

But, 10w that we hLave discovered printing, there
is no trouble at all about that. Auad, now that the
typewriting machine is so common, going over,
“Rome . was not built in a day, Rome was not built
in a dar, Roni® w~3 not built in a dav,” isn’t what
it used to bz cricked up to be, and a signature
doesn’t lock as ii he fellow amounted to very much
if he writes it so that you can read it. When books
were all hand-copied, there wouldn’t have been auy
books if boys did not painstakingly acquire a set
book-hand. Up to a few years ago, un'ess boys
. learned how to draw and color, there weuldn’t have
been any illustrations to tell us what George Wash-
ington” looked like or the Roman Forum. Up to
just a few years'ago, unless tpe difficult art of steel-
engraving and wood engratving had bo:n learned,

-
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there wouldn’t have been any way of reproducing
drawings. - ut

But nowadays I can make a picture of a place
with every detail just so, and you. will know ex-
actly what the place looks like. It will be a more
acgurate picture and it will be done better and
cheaper than the best artist on carth can do it.
And ‘P cannot draw a little bit. Sometimes I can-
notfeven draw a check. For my picture-making |
do not need to know the first thing about perspec-
tive, and foreshortening, the incidence of light and
shadow, and all that. I press the button, and the
fellow down by the candy-store does the rest and he
cannot draw any better than I can.

“Pfif! That ain’t Art; thats a photograph,”
sneers the by-hand artist. I suppoose the old-time
by-hand copyists said “Pfff!” too when they iooked
at the first printed books.

The piano is an ungrateful brute of an instru-
ment to learn. There is the multiform insanity of
musical notation to contend with in the first place.
so that, instead of a certain signal on the page in-
dicating that a certain key must he struck and held
for so long, it may be one of four near-by keys,
and the length of time. the key is held down is
only relative. There is the incontrovertible fact
that, no matte~ how long and how diligently you
practice, the five digits on each hand are not, and
cannot be made to be of equal length, strength and
agility, however much the music may require them
to be. : -

After that you must learn all the major scales in
sharps and flats, the three scales in the ininor ‘mode.
and these scales you must practice up and down, in
octaves, in thirds, inJsixths; in contrary rhotion, in
arpeggio, till you're so tired you don't know which

i N
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to produce a beautiful violin-tone.
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end’s up. And what for? So as to be able to play
the notes written on the paper, no more, no fewer,
to vary the force: with which they are struck, and
the rate of speed, and also to produce certain effects
with the sustaining peda’ and the damper-pedal.

Theoretically this is practicable, and perhaps with
a Paderewski it is for a few pieces; practically
hand-playing of all the pieces you want to play is.
impossible. But cut holes in a sheet of paper just
30 and 1 will undertake to play a piano piece with-
out a mistake, and if I know which are the buttons
to press for loud an! soft, for quicker or slower,
which governs the sustaining pedal and which the
damper-pedal, and I watch the lines on the paper,
I can/play everything, not only as Paderewski plays
it, but as Rosenthal plays it or Fanny Bloomfield-
Zeisler “or any of them.

Little boys stay indoors and torture their own
and others’ nerves with the suffering cats’ agony
of “Cuckoo, cuckoo, welcome thy song”; they squan-
der hours of growth in mind and body that will
never come again, so that when they have wrecked
their bodily and physical health they may be able
And what is
that? It is the tone of the pitch, glus Softer har-
monics, the octave, the twelfth, the sixteenth, and
so on upward in fainter and fainter “partials.” The.
more briiliant’ the quality, the stronger these some-
what discordant “upper partials” To get just the
tone-quality at will while at the same time doing
double-stopping and all sorts of agilities is prac-

{Caontinued on Paoge Biz.)
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m=d IVERS of ‘nk haye been shed, oratcrs
have declaimed in_tongues of -thunder,
Royal Commissions have sat, blue bo ks
o have been compiled,- and, as one man
said to me, there has been “drink, divil-
ment and divarsion,” upon the horrors
» of the “living-in” system in the shops.
Yet the hoary fraud goes on. T wil try in this essay
to speak as temperately as possibl: atout the system.

I will confine myself rigidly to facts, but it is fifh-

cult to speak dispassionately about a system which
has been responsible for more prostitution of young
girls, ‘more destruction -of human happiness, and
more breaking of human hearts than almost any
other single’ capita'istic method that can be  in-
stanced. : '
“Living-in" means the herding together of men
and women in the great shop-combines under con-
ditions of moral and physical degradation which
beggar description, and under the pretense that the
assistants are compelled to live in, instead of being

allowed to have their own homes, so that their

. spiritual welfare may be safeguarded.

In reality, the system is employed so that the em-
ploye may be conveniently sucked dry of his hard-
earned wages, may be browbeaten, starved and
sweated, may be compelled to accept lower wages

- and have the spirit whipped out of him, to the end
' that the employer’s profits may be forced up. That
is the “living-in” system.

8% | The Ban Upon Marriage

But béfore I come to the more tangible horrors
of that system,’ I wish to speak of the upon
marriage which is noew in full swing i Britain
amongst the great shop firms, a ban which is sup-
posed to arise out of ithe necessity of “living-in,”

that necessity itself being supposed in its turn to
come from the fact that the poor shopkeeper, in
_order to live at all, is compelled to force his as-
sistants to live in so as to economize.

It is all a chain which drags its damnable length
around and about the feet of the shop slave.

I will show that not only is “living-in" unnecessary
- in view of the bloated profits of the shops, but that
the forbidding of marriage by the employers has
for its object the pressing down of wages all around,
for, if the employes were permitted to marry, they
would not be content to accept the same wages that
they do as smgle men. A terrific volume of dis-
content would arise if staffs were allowed to marry,
_ through the insufficiency of the wages paid in the

- modern shop to keep together a home, and the em-
ployers would find themselves unable to withstand
it and would be compelled to do what every other
type of employer is compelled to do, and that is
pay a living wage which would enable a man to
marry and live in some comfort. :

. Then there is thc point that it is much easier to

transfer single men from branch to branch, shack-
ling them with the radius agreement at each move.
than it would be to move married men, who ~ould
not possibly undergo the expense of moving and
" forming fresh homes upon their present wages.

1 have in front of me a letter, dated February 28,
from Sunderland, which states that men applying
f5r employment t. great multiple firms like the
Maypole Dairy Co. and, the Home and Colonial
Stores, whese branches J{tcrally cover the who'e of
the British Isles, although perfectly efficient, are
refused an engagement upon the, plea that they are
married, and wunder no circumstances are married
men now engaged. .

) 5 The Brutal Truth
But if you imagine that all the employers are too
delicate to tell the brutal truth, you are mistaken.
“It is all a question of wages,” a leading London
. draper recently admitted, “freedom to marry would
mean iligher wages,” whilst for sheer cold-bloodeid
insolence the following verbatimi extract from a
delivered at 9 xeeting of the Drapers’. Cham-
ber of Trade, will take some beating:

“It must be considered that if a draper has a
pesition for a young wman, say at £30 to £35 a

year, plus commission and boird and lodging, he -

cannot engage a married m»~ for a position like
that. I will give =n illustration. A draper has
a young’ man in his employ at from £40 to £50 a
year. If commission and board and lodging is
added, it amounts to £100 per annum The as-

~ sistant takes (over the counter) £2,000 a year.
Rickidns ' 80

weeks, that smounts to £ e
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week. That young man’s individual expenses
amount to 5 per cent. The outgoings are £100,
the takings £2,000. - Adding to these outgoings a
quota of the buyers’ and shopwalkers’ expenses,
rent, rates, taxes, insurance, etc, the working ex-
penses come to 15 per cent, and as the gross
profit in ‘the trade does not average much more
than 17% per cent, the draper gets a net result
of 2% per cent profit. Is not that getting very
near the bone? Where is the margin to let phi-
lanthropy display itself in engaging ,married
people?”

There you have John Bull, like his animal proto-
type, in ali his blatant vulgarity and density. These
great shop proprietors who are notorious for their
piety and profits, ‘'who are ostentatious workers in
their churches and chapels, who parade their sanc-
tity on Sundays and sweep it to Hades during the
“business” days of the week, these are the men
who, in order to swell their profits, doom their
employes to an unnatural ard vicious existence, de-
liberately connive at nothing more or less than im-
morality, and threaten the sacred things of life.

An Accomplished Liar

The accomplished liar who spoke as reported
above, did not tell his audience that drapers like
D. H. Evans, Oxford St., London, declared a divi-
dend on their ordinary shares of 224 per cent, that
the Home and Colonial Stores showed a net profit
on the year’s working of £133,419, that the Maypole
Dairy Co. showed a trading profit for the year of
£143,514, and that the largest of the stores ‘supply-
ing the “services,” declared a dividend of 145 per
cent for the past twelve months. A net result of
2V per cent net profit on the turnover quoted by
the gentleman in question may work out at anything
up to 100 per cent on the capital.

Put the two things together. One hundred per
cent dividends and permission to marry refused on
the plea that the employer cannot afford to pay the
higher wages necessary to the married man!

The fruits of such a system are, as may be ex-
pected, unspeakable and unthinkable.

In the first place, throughout the distributive trade
in Britain, the tendency is to keep the age of em-
ployment down to 25 years, mainly because the
conditions of family life are not allowed for in

_any way. As a rule, “tco old at forty” is nearly

universally enfovced in shop life, and men who have
given the best years of their lives to their employers’
interests, are “fired” at a moment’s notice to make
room for raw juniors at lower wages.

-

We have recently taken out the f{gures of the -

married shop assistants of this country, and, in-
credible as it may seem, it is a fact that not five per
cent of those assistants who have reached a mar-
riageable age are married.

Is there any other business in the world o which
this would apply? ; s

And many of this five per cent are forced to
concez! the fact from their employers. If tiic man
who is married is found out, he is almost invarja-

- bly dismissed.

: The Crime of Marriage

A draper’s assistant stated the other day that he
worked in the same shop and shared the same bed-
room with another young man for twelve months
before he knew he was married. His wife lived
in a neighboring district and he spent most of his
evenings and Sundays with her.

Not long ago a case leaked out of a man who
had been secretly married for six years. His wife
lived under an assumed name in obscurity, and he
was only able to see her clandestinely once a week,
both knowing that if the fact of his being married
were discovered he would be discharged. At last

- his employers did find it out, and he was promptly

dismissed.

But even when an assistart is by special license
permitted to live out, if he marries without the con-
sent of his firm, he does so it his peri!. Not only
are shopmen forbidden to marry, but uny sign of
courtship between o man and a woman in the same
house is sternly resented, and often is followed by
dismissal. 2
. To marry in the modern British shop is to risk
ostracism. As will be seen from the above, assist-
ants are inclined to regard :inarriage as partaking
of the nature of a criine, since, as effectively as a

»

hop Slave in Britain

. THE PROFITS OF IMMORALITY

. the paths of virtue.

»

criminal act, it closes the means of livelihood to
them. 3 3

I spoke above of the prostitution of young girls
in connection with the shcp business. "As a matter
of fact, outside every one of the great London
stores are to be found gilded blackguards, who wait
for the purpose of enticing the girl assistants from
Little wonder that they are so
often successful when the girls have none of the!
ordinary restraints of unions of affection to keep
them straight, when they know that marriage is -
absolute'y forbidden to them, and when in addition
they have all the petty horrors of the system under
which they live and move and have their being. The
ranks of the lest women of Britain are largely re-
cruited from the ranks of the shop-girls. In some
recent investigations amongst these “women of civ-
ilization” it was discovered that out of 4,000 ex-
amined no fewer than one-fourth came from the
ranks of the shop assistants.

Effects of Compulsory Celibacy

The effects of this compulsory celibacy amongst
thc —~—ale assistants has attached to the class an un-
enviable reputation for fast living. After the most
careful inquiries among shopmen who are well-in-
‘formed, it would seem beyond question that in the
West End of London at any rate it is a common
practice for the male assistants to introduce.the
women of the streets into their dormitories. To
do this it is, of course, necessary to bribe the door-
keeper in each case. One can imagine the cfects of
such an -environment upon the .young boys who
come up in thousands to our great cities from their
country homes. The records of the consulting rooms
of the metrdpolis teem with the results of such a
pestilential environment. Poys and young men are
ruined body and mind in order that the employer
may increase his profits. The whole systera is ab-
solutely rotten,

Britain has won for herself amongst the Euro-
pean nations the reputation of being “The Nation
of Hypocrites.” I have heard that charge leveled
at her on the boulevards of Paris, on the pavements
of the German cities, in the cities of Scandinavian
countries. An International reputaticn of that sort
is not bui't up in a day or a year. It is the nationa!
and virtuous practice of the British people to ignore
all the inccnvenient facts of life that they cannot
explain, to sweep all the dust of unpleasant reality
behind the national door in the manner of the un-
faithful housemaid, to boast of the fact that they
are 2 God-fearing country, that any offenses :gainst
the national virtue are visited with the direst pen-
alties, and that the offenders are socially ostracised
and relegated to the ultimate !imbo to which they
consign their thinkers, their artists, and their politi-
cians, when they have hurt the very nice British
sense of what constiiutes morality—but, and it is a
big “but,” wheu it is a case of morality clashing
with business, or principles with profits—why ' the
n_lorality and the priuciples go to the wall all the
fime. '

The British nation plumes itself upon a ~ertain
familiarity with the Deity and His purposes, of
being a “bible-loving” country—but the God of the
British people is Mammon, and their bible—the
bank-book.

That is all there is to it.

In my next article I will deal wit!: the more con-
crete side of “living-in,” illuminated with examples
taken from life, and constituting one of the most
hideous records in capitalist society. '

(To be conclided.)
THE BIG CHANGE

(Continued from Page Five.)

tically impossible yet the boy must strive for it. But
tore-quality can be made scientifically, a thing un-.
known in the Middle Ages when the fiddle was
made. To the pure pitch-tone, the harmonics of
any tone-quality can be added at will, those for
the violin, the clarinet, the oboe, the flute—ar sthing
you like. "To set to work to make a violinist out of
a boy in these days looks to me ta be not much
different from making a zany for some kinglet to
lzliiugh at or a singer of God's praises in the Papal
choir. :
Art is always the clumsy, old-fashioned, hand-

- powered way of duing tuings, prizea only because

it is expensive. It's just another way to wear dia-

_monds and light cigars with dollar-bills.

{To be continued,)
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Dr Doyen and His Son

BN ten years from now no physician worthy
‘ af that name will ever dream of using

8 a knife; the hypodermic .needle will be
the surgeon’s only instrument.,” No, this
is not an excerpt from the circular of a
dealer in hypodermic necedles; nor has
the man who made such a' startling: statement any
drug to sell. 4o

The man is a millionaire; in the course oi the
last thirty years he has per-
formed thousands of opera=
tions for which he sometimes
claimed fees of $30,000 and
now he modestly turns aréund
and confesses that in the case
nf cancers, the only positive
resiit of the operation was to .
transform a local disease into
a general disease. )

Encouraging, isn’t it? This
may move some of his patients
to demand that their check be
returned to them. No wonder
our genial friend, George
Bernard Shav went for the
doctors with hammer and
tongs in his latest book, “The
Doctor’'s Dilemma.”

The medical revolutionist
who invites surgeons to thirow
away their knives and adviscs
them to become bacteriologists
is Dr. E. Doyen of Paris, He
has always been a revolution-
ist, discarding at the very beginning of his career
surgical instruments which conservative surgeons
were using for only one reason: they had been
taught that there were no others.

Former Revclutionary Ideas

He many times called upon himself the curses of
the profession by explaining that a large number of
disinfectants had never disinfected aything. The
mere fact that they emitted a disgusting smell was
their only claim, Doyen said, to antiseptic proper-
ties. Finally he struck the idea a few years ago
that in small Universities where the medical stu-
dents cannot receive a very extensive cliniral train-
ing it would be a good plan to possess, in the form
of moving pictures, a durable and visible record of
certain rare and dangerous operations. And then
he was called a mountebank.

At present he is opening in the various sections
of the French capital free clinics at which his
medical theories are applied to those willing to sub-
mit themselves to th= treatment. Before explain-
ing what the new treatment consists of we m-st
remind the reader of a few physiological facts he
may have forgotten since school days, or which he
may never have learned, for many of them have
only been known a few years.

The hurian blood contains, as everybody knows
or should %now, two kinds of corpuscles, the red
ones and .the white ones. Twenty-five years ago
nobody knew exactly what purpose the white cor-
puscles-served. They were even suspected of earry-
ing the microbes.of va