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Commentt on Things Domg
| By Charles Edward Russell .

HUGGER—MUGCER IS THE NEWS GAME

B E attempt to oust Dr. Wiley from the national
R health service is only another instance of the
secret, malignant and usually irresistible power
LS M that the corporations, the profit grabbers and
v o/ the money trust exercise in our national affairs.
FBXd ,q The makers of impure foods- and poisoned
“Q medicines were defermined to get Wiley out in
the same way that similar interests got rid of Pinchot. Wiley
seems to have been saved by the e\traonlumr\ outburst of pub-
lic sentiment in his behalf. Somebody got frightened after the
thiing had been framed up and was about to go through. Other-
wise, Wiley, too, would now be outside the breast-works and the
food poisoners would havé their way with us.

Who was it ‘that got scared?

Well, it needs no bird come from a far clime to tell us that.
Blessed be scariness. If it were not for the fact that we have
an election coming on next year and the Lord unl) knows how it
will turn out thcrc 1S no tc)lmq all the rotten scihiemes that would
be pulled off in our proad capital. But through the distance
you can in these thought-compelling days (hsccrn a large and
portly form with an ear close to the ground, and it is that fact
that saves us—now and then. .

Jut even so, and at the best, the extent to which corpora-
tions, thieves, swindlers and cormorants interfere with your gov-
ernment and run it to suit themselves would give vou some
uneasy moments, dear patriot, if by any chaiice you could be
made to understand what really goes on at Washington. Of
course, you don’t understand and you never will understand
because the game that hoodwinks you every day in the columns
of the newspaper you read is perfect and ingenious. But if you
could really know how you are governed and why you would
have a few jolts.

What do you say, for instance, to a special session of
Congress, called at an enormous public expense;, and lasting
"about four months, wherein is debated with every appearance
of - sincerity ‘a measure that has nothing whatever to do with
any public interest, but is introduced because the northwestern
flour millers want to get cheap wheat and increase their profits
and is opposed because the Paper Trust fears that it will dimin-
ish its coutrol of the paper market of the country?

That is all there is or ever was to the reciprocity debate.

That is one little illustration; millions of dollars spent and
sixteen millions of words uttered in a fake debate over a ques-

tion whether the profits of the Floyr Trust shall be eleven per 8

cent this year or only ten and a hdlf.
But when a little knot of New York
-merchants can go down to Washington

they are -in your native land. -But the correspondents never
sent them out. "Nobody writes them or telegraphs thenx It is
part of the game, and ucr\bod\ in Washington must p,.l) the
game, or get out.

These are merely a few trifling samples.

I have more.
bk %k

THE COST CF LIVING

I should think it might be well to look with great suspicion
upon the government's allcgcd investigation of the increase in
the cost of living until we know something about the manner
in which it was carried on and the nature and use of the articles
that were investigated. A large, general noise made by the
reactionary press to the effect that the government's inquiry
shows that the increase is not so great as has been represented
doesn’t go very far with me I know too much about the man-
ner in which these things are prepared for campaign consump-
tion. I have even seen an entire United States census so jug-
gled and garbled that there is not one figure nor conclusion m it
that is of the slightest value. '

Nothing would be easier, for instance, than to take the
prices of some articles of general use and many articles that are
used but little, and striking an average, show that the increase
in the cost of living had been very slight. I do not suppose that
pate de foie gras is much dearer than it was fifteen years ago.
But bacon is about three times as dear and so are potatoes.

The safe guide is the “index number” of Bradstreet’s. It
is carefully made up from the daily wholesale prices of all
articles in common use, has been kept for years and is one of
the world’s. standard authorities. A year ago Bradstreet’s
showed from its “index number” that the increase in the cost of
living had been more than 70 per cent in the last fifteen years.
Any government report coming after that would hardly be ac-
cepted -by the initiated-—especially if they have any knowledgz
of the actual way in which certain government statistics are
now kept. Statistics of railroad accidents, for instance.

* X »

The alleged government investigators may fool the Bourbon
press of America. That is no great feat at any time. They
may fool the coliege professors and the Old Docs. Anybody
can do that and not half try. Put. there i$ one person in the
land that they never“can fool.

They can’t fool the American housewife. She pays the bills.

She knows how much harder it is now than it used to be
to make the good man’s wages stretch over the expenses. And
when it comes to her the government investigators may as well
save their breath. You can’t persuade her that black is white.

* % ¥

and get the whole theory of the customs
‘administration revised and changed to
 suit their particular thirst for p"oﬁts

IN THIS ISSUE

CONNING THE ENGINEERS

‘and when they can get the number of
customs inspeccors kept down so that in-
coming passengers shall be subjected to
the greatest possible annoyance and petty
mconvemence your might expect any-
thing in the world from such a gov-
ernment.

. You never heard of these things
before. You never are allowed to hear
of anything that would interfere with

The Curse— A Serial

TluBmClnngo

Health Work in Milwaukee
By Carl D. Thompson
When the Ovarl.nd Kid Came Home

Going“&cktotlnhnd" ByE.M.l.owh

By Reginald Wright Kaof-aan

. $4 for each one hundred miles that they
traversed in operating a locomotive on
the line. '

Py iy B of persistent effort wrung from the close

fist of the company advancés in their
pay until now they are receiving $4.90

By Eugene Wood $5.10 a hundred on the local runs.

- But jn the meantime the anount of

Ten years ago the engineers on the -
.Great Northern railroad were receiving .

“a hundred wiles on the through runs and

- -

Since that ‘time they have by dint =
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service performed by the engineers has greatly
-increased. Tlen years ago twenty-five cars con-

stituted a* train-load for an average loco-
‘motive, Now the train-loads run to fifty,
sixty and seventy cars. | .

‘Wages have been increased 25 per cent; ef-
ficiency has been increased more than 100 per
With a crew of the same size as before the
company gets 100 per cent more work done
~at an increased cost of 25 per cent.
- How does that strike you?
Of course, the companies in their whining
wails to the public and the Interstate Com-
merce Commission never mention these little
facts. All they talk about is the increase in
wages.: - : F
. As a matter of fact there has been no in-
crease in wages. There has been a decrease.
- If you get 100 per cent more work for 25 per

t

cent more cost you are saving money, aren’t -

you?
In the meantime the cost of living has in-
- creased for the engineers 60 per cent.

- Where do they come in?

& ¥. k. % ‘

- Now this is a fair sample of the lying argu-
ments with which the railroad companies are
flooding the country. They have been them-
selves one of the chief causes of the increase
in the cost of living. With an annual increase
of capital of close upon one billion doliars,

~and with all of the resulting increase of inter-

est to be dug out of the public every yezar.
what could result except increased cost of
transportation and, therefore, increased cost
of living? Naturally, they conceal a.l of this
aind show merely that wages have increased,
therefore, they ought to be allowed to still
further mark up the rates—the only effect of
which will be to bring about another increase
in the cost of living. :

It has been several times remarked in these
columns that the railroad business, as con-
ducted in this couutry is essentially a crooked
business, and cannot possibly be straight
about anything. ‘I believe that fact becomes

ily more apparent.

"
- But to come back to the engineers—where
do they come in?

It is the opinion of some hired men in the
writing profession that the engineers, having
received these benefits from their kind, in-
dulgent employers, should be docile and grate-
ful and submissive. ‘ .
- “Your interests are identical with those of
the company,” say some of these harlots. “We
must promote good feeling between employer
and employed.” v _
- Yes? Well, I shoi:!d like to have explained
to me the identity of interest in an enterprise
to wkich the engineers constantly contribute
more and from whick they constantly draw
proportionately less. Also in an enterprise to
‘which one set of men contribute nothing and
draw out everything, and another set of men
. contribute everything and draw out a bare
existence. '

‘- That is the exact situation in regard to the
 railroad business. '
- The manipulators, who contribute nothing
to the enterprise, are arranging the stock is-
sues so that they continuclly get mwore and
more, and the work and wages of the engi-
‘meers so that the engineers continually get less
‘and less. )

1 ~ In these conditions the nerve of the iman

that will talk about the identity of interest be-

- tween the employer and the employed is hard -

- .enough to crack nuts on.
¢ Yet it appears that there actually are engi-
‘neers in this country willing to listen to that
" kind of con. :

 Refevence to the most obvious of all obvi=
-~ ous. facts ought to set them straight. Wages -

profits alike must be paid from the earn-
of the enterprise. The more capital takes

<

Now, in the railroad business the
share of profits is steadily being increased
‘under cover and various disguises. All of

iese .czovmous issues of capital are merely

the way of profits the less is left for the.
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disguises to cover up the increased share that

capital is taking. Consequently there must be

left the less for the workingman, and although
that bunco also is variously hidden and dis-
‘guised the engineer can see readily how he is

being fooled by reference to the iucreased
amount of his contribution to the enterprise

compared with the amount that he- derives

.

thereform.
* %%

Cave Dwellers can think, but will not. Trog-
lodytes would like to think, but cannot, be-
cause nature has made such provisions that
they have no thinkers. In a country abound-
ing with so many specimens of these two in-

' teresting birds it is. well to keep in mind the

.
B

distinction between them, so as to avoid con-
fusion in our natural- history studies.

THE POWER OF A GOOD HANDY LIE

NE of the most useful adjuncts of
the existing system of society is
‘the industrious circulation of lies
that by the force of repetition can
be made to appear as of universal
8 acceptance and, thercfore, not to
be questioned.
One of these is that enterprises conducted

. by a government are always more wasteful

and less efficient than enferprises conducted
by private capital. -
R

Now of course the truth 1s exactly the other
way; but. with all the organs of reaction
steadily shrieking the lie the truth doesn’t
seem to have much of a show.

If one cares for an illustration of this truth
one has only to turn to a comparison between
the railroads of Germany and the railroads
of the United States.

The German railroads are owned and op-
erated by the government. Every cent in
their capitalization represents actual invest-
ment and tangible value. The public must
pay rates only upon actual utilities.

In the United States more than one-hali
of the capitalization represents no investment,
no utility, nothing but “melons” and the in-
creased value of real estate that has been
capitalized. Upon this fictitious capitaliza-
tion the public pays every year the interest
and dividends. In other words, one-half of
the enormous sum annually taken in railroad
rates fromi the American public represents
pure waste—a showing incomparably worse
than can be alleged of the worst managed
government enterprise in the world.

x %k %

In any aspect of efficiency the government
enterprise anywhere invariably averages bet-
averages better than the enterprise conducted
by private capital. '

It was, for instance, long the practice
among the reactionaries to sneer at the post-

“office department of the United States because
it showed an annval deficit. An express com-

pany, it was pointed out, does nnt show a
deficit, but an annual profit of 200 per cent
Therefore, the express company is efficient
and the government is inefficient.

- On exactly the same basis of judgment the
bank burglar is more efficient than the honest

man. The burglar comes home with the

mazuma. ‘

The purpose of the postoffice department is
not to gouge 200 per cent.a year from the
public, but to provide a means of communica-
tion. The deficit in its operations was caused

only by the raids that were made annually

ben

upon it by the railroad companies. The
amount of the deficit was almost exactly the
amount the railroads stole. If those thefts
had been prevented, as they might easily, have
been; the postoffice department would be op-
erating mot at a loss. but with a surplus, the
benefit .ef which might have been conferred
m g’ public through a reduction of postal

'_q.fg\g ;
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Noj; -whatever else the reactionaries do they

| should never refer to the postoffice or the

.

railroads ‘as illustrations of their peculiar
theories. ' T ey o8

Particularly since Mr. Brandeis knocked
the props from under the assumption of rail-
road efficiency. ; .

When he demonstrated that the railroad
companies of America were wasting.a million
dollars a day that they might very easily save,
a shout of amusement went up. How could
any outsider teach their business tc these
great captains of industry and railroad ex-
perts? Today the railroads are not showing
any amusement over the matter, but are jus-
tifying Mr. Brandeis by diligently striving to
institute the reforms and economics that he
pointed out. :

A waste of a million dollars a day by reck-
less and ircompetent management hardly
seems to shine as an example of the efficiency
of private ownership. Yet it is but one item
of the waste for which we pay. If upon that,
we pile only the toll taken from us for wa-
tered stock and bogus bonds the extravagance
of the private ownership of public- utilities
will appear the most stupendous waste in the
world. No ndtion can possibly be rich enough
to support it.

EZaz. V22

I am not so sure that we -can assert with
rerfect confidence that Regulation. is a fail-
ure. Of course, it does seem so at times, but
there are certainly some respects in which it
achieves a marvelous success.

Take the Commerce Cour:, for instance,
one of the triumphs of tue present adminis-
tration. For twenty-four years we have had
one such institution, the Interstate Commerce
Commission, and it has done nothing. To
assist it in doing nothing we have now created
another body of the same kind. You would
naturally say that such an achievement was
impossible. You would say that the original
body was doing all the nothing there was to
be done, and that in the nature of things there
could be no nothing left for another body to
do. And yet look at the record. The new
court has succeeded in doing even more noth-
ing thun the old one ever did—a record upon
which 2ny patriot may well look with pride.
Where else in the world could such an
achievement be duplicated? I ask you, where?
You are silent! You cannot answer! Enough!

But if Regulation can create bodies that
are capable of doing more nothing than there
is to be done, should we pot be very careful
about saying that Regulation is a failure?

I leave that thought with your consciences,
confideut that your verdict will be in accord-
ance with the dictates of eternal truth, the
Outlook aud our ever glorious coastitution. -

¥ k* x

In the administration of William Howard
Taft up to date have been more administra-
tion -scandals than were-in all the administra-
tions together since the second administration
of General Grant.

There be in ou- fair land those that still
believe an adminisc-ation with such a record
can be re-elected.. ‘ .

My son, te not seen with such, neither ex-
change with them comments in the market
place, for their heads are but bone and :heir
words upon any subject under the shining
heavens but foolishness and vanity.

¥ *x ¥

What a pity it is that Conizress can’t think!
We place a premium upon crime, and then
wonder that crime increases. We maintaia
all the conditions for the wholesale propaga-
tion of tuberculosis, and then send out frantic
alarms about the rapid spread of the disease.,

We deny adequate education to the majority

of children, and then wonder that the race
makes slow progress. We conduct govern-

~ment for the exc'usive benefit of the fortu-

nate and the well-to-do, and then wonder that
some men revolt at the marifold injusice. Is
there any question that we are the wise ones
of the earth? \ -'

-
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'HEALTH WORK [
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THE COMING NATION

~IN MILWAUKE

Dr. F. A. Kraft, Commissioner of Health

HE problem of public health is essentially
» a labor problem. The public- health de-
pends upon the food the people eat, the
clothes they wear, the houses they live in
the air they breathe. And all these are
determined primarily by the income they
have and the wages they get.

Superficially, of course, the public health is a
problem of a proper building code, and of its en-
forcement; of an efficient health department to in-
spect dwelling conditions, and of proper police regu-
lation to compel obedience to necessary sanitary
laws. But the real problem lies deeper than that.

Deeper than the building code and its enforce-
ment, the probiem of public health becomes a prob-
lem of rapid transit. For if the facilities for rapid
transit are good enough and the fares within reach
of the people, they can live out where the sun
shines niore, where the houses are better and fur-
ther apart.

But deeper still, the health problem is a problem
of a- right adjustment of.the ownership of sites.
For if the sites in the crowded centers were not
so valuable, every inch would not be so crowded
with renters. And if the crowded tenement were
not so enormously profitable it would have<come
down long ago. If the site values which are created
solely by the accumulation and concentration of col:
lective activities were turned into channels of so-
cial betterment instend of private profit and agg:an-
dizement, we wouid not have these millions of
humanity struggling witl death in the dark. And
the appropriation of tie social increment arising
from site values, to the task of better transporta-
tion, better housing, better wages, is absolutely es-
sential to better public health. And thus the prob-
lem runs down into a matter of land tenure and

taxation.

But once more and fundamental to all the rest,
the problem of public health is a problem of wages
and labor conditions. For if those who labor re-
ceive a sufficient wage, the tides of suffering human-
ity would turn naturally froin the dark toward the
light; from the slum coward the cottage; from the
burning pavement toward nature’s caress of sun-
shine, grass and open sky. Never a dyiug plant in
a dark, damp cellar stretched so bescechingly its
pale teundrils toward the light that alone meant its
healing and lifé, as does the soul and body of man
struggle for the wages that will give him the chance
to live in the sunlight and the open. :

BY

Carl D. Thompson

For the first time in the history of this coun-
try the administration of a great city is caring
for the health of the people on the principle thot
the heaith problem is but a part of the labor
problem.

That a wvast majority of individual diseases
arise from social causes, and pincipally from .
poverty, is at last being recognize i and made a
principle of public administration.

These articles by Carl D. Thompson, city treas-
urer of Milwaukee, are the first to tell the story
of ‘Hw work of a health department guided. by a
vision of a city withoui poverty.

The next article in the series will deal with
food inspection, and the third with contagious
diseases, and will tell for the first time the story
of the struggle of a health department against
the main cause of disease—capitalist greed.

So then the problem of public heaith is not
merely a problem of inspection, regulations, build-
g codes or hospitals. Viewed broadly it is a
problem of labor, of transportation, of land tenure
and taxation. In short it involves the whole social
problem. It cannot be solved apart from it

But at every step in the effort to solve the prob-
lem of public healtly we shall encounter the opposi-
tion of certain interests. The capitalistic interests
that are making money out of-the slum dwellings
will naturally be opposed to any measures that limit
or restrict their incomes. Private profits would be
affected and would have to be surrendered to some
extent, to say the least, if better transportation
facilities are acquired. And those who profit from
the unearned increment from land values will, of
course, oppose the readjustment of land tenure.

Thus the present situation is intrenched behind a
whicle series of capitalistic interests.
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Three izomu on one lot

However, there is no way (o a solution of the
problem of public health except through the read-
justment of these matters. It is futile for us to
try to make ourselves think that we are doing
much for the public health until we solve these
problems. It iz futile for us to deceive ourselves
into believing that we are helping the sick, binding
up the wounds of those who are bruised, recovering
the sight for the blind, or that we are doing very
much of that infinitely more blessed ministration of
preventing it all, sc long as we putter around with
the effects of a disease whose cause we lack ihe
courage or wisdom to remove.

It is the frank acknowledgment of this magnitade
of the problem that characterizes the view of the
present health departmeut of Milwaukee. et rec-
ognizing fully all its difficulties, it accepts with joy
the task it knows it must sooner or later assume.
Conscious that the battle will be u long one, that
results at first must be meager, but that in the end
the victory will be won, the department goes forth

to its task. One of the
serious problems that the
health department of the
city confronts, ef course, is
thet of the housing of “the
people. The conditions n
Mifwaukee are especially
bad i the Third and Four-
teenth wards. In spite of
the fact that the city is a
relatively small one, and
comparatively new, there
are many cases of fearful
overcrowding. The heslth
department is doing what it
can to remedy this. In this
direction the usual difficult-
ies are encountered. Dr.
Kraft says it is casy enough
for us to drive them out
"of the places where they
are overcrowded, but where
will they go? Untl as &
city. we are ready to make
some provisions for them
elsewhere, about the only
“result that our work effects:
is to lessen the overcrowd-
ing in the basement and
increase it in the story
above.

However, even these con-
ditions may be in many
cases ~reatly  improved.
Sometimes the overcrowd-
ing has been remedied by
simply compelling the peo-
ple to move out. A con-
stant and faithful eJort is
therefore made through in-
spection and watchfulness

- to induce and if necessary,
compel better conditions.
- But the greatest difficulty .

i that experienced in per-

suading or compelling the
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~owners of these dwellings to pet them into sani-
tary condition and to keep them so. Here the de-

partment encounters that holy of holies of the capi-

talistic system—private profit.  Any effor. or order
that assails that, meets the most stubborn resistance.

Some dwelling places need only to be repaired or
cleaned up. In this line, some most curious and
astonishing things were discovered, eccentricities,
l&abits_, of filth and loathsomeness, and certain

The Bro;vn Row

mantas for uséless and disease breeding accumu-
lations.

In some cases defective sewers are the menace;
in others it is a matter of properly repapering the
walls, or a coat of whitewash.

“About once a week,” says Dr. Kraft, “The health
department is-called upon to prevent somehody from
placing new wall paper over old. Somebody seeks
to blot out environment.

Recently a Milwaukee real estate owper objected
to a health department order.- That order told him
to clean and whitewash a south side house. lle
explained that he couldn’t whitewash.
follow :

*The house is occupied by six families.
families boil many dinners daily. The dinners give
off sttam. Thirty persons breath heavily all day
and the moisture from their breath combines with
the steam. The whole gathers on the walls. If
whitewashing were attempted the lime would fail
to dry” = :

The vermin that breed in such conditions move
from house to house and threaten public comfort.
These walls cause pneumonia and diphtheria and
threaten public health, wherefore the law says ‘thou
shalt not'—and thus your department is charged
with enforcing it.

His reasons

These

In some cases, however, dwelling places have gone
beyond reclamation. Nothing but destruction will do
the necessary work. Two huudred such dwelling

places have been torn down by order of the depart-~

ment during the year. More ought to come down.

But here Dr Kraft encountered the “Beast.” It
showed its teeth.

In the very heart of the city, and in '.e shadow
of one of the finest structures, the Germaniz build-
ing, is a row of ramshackle tenements, known as the
Brown Row. The coaditions in these buildings are
very bad, almost unspeakable. Filth, vermin and
unsa. o1y conditions prevail to an alarming extent.
Every one realizes that this is one of the menacing
things of the city. )

The health departmeat inspected these buildings
and found them in such Jesperate conditions that
they . immediately ordered them torn dJdown. The
inspectors went to carry out this order. Then soré-
thing happened. They were served with the fal-

- lowing order of the couits:
STATE OF WISCONSIN, CIRCUIT COURT,
_ MILWAUKEE COUNTY.
Ailbert Erbstein and Max Routt, Plaintiffs.
Plantiffs.
b . VS,
City of Milwaukee, George P. Miller and H. A. J.
Upham, trustees of t/. estate of John Plank-
inion, deceased.

To the City of Milwaukee, defendant, and Fdward V.
Koch, HBullding Inspector of the City of Milwaakee,
and i) W. Hoan, City Altoraey of the City of

_ Milwaunkee : A

You and each of you will please vakg Motice that on
the 30th day of July, 1910, an Injunction aud order was
issued by Hon. L. W. Halsey, Judge of the Circuit Court,
restraining the City of Muwaukee, Mliwaukee county,
and every department thereof, from in &ny manner in-
terfering with the property known as Biewn Ruw in
the Fourth Ward of the City of Milwaukee, Wisconsin,

and known as Lots 1hirteen (13) and Fourtcen (14,

in Block Kifty-six (56) !n the said Jourth Ward in the

sild City of Milwaukee and that said injunction and
was served upon sald City. ‘That said injunction
uﬂﬂ in force and has not been In Suy manner modi-

- That on the 1Cth day of January, 1941, without au-
thority from the above Cowrt, and contrary to the ex-

THE COMING NATION

pressed terms of the said Injunctior, the City of Mil-

. waukee, through Its Health Department and other de-

partments, caused to be put upon the premises above de-
seribed, notices or placards, informing the pumlc; thut
said building is condemned and is unsanitary and that
the same is uutenantable; thereby serlously injuring the
business of the plaintiffs in this action and greatly
damaging them in their further prosecution of tne'lr
businéss and violating the injunctional order of the
Court above mentioned. That the plaintiffs herein wili
hold you and each of you, accountable and respousible
for any damages sustained by tuem and do hereby give
you notice that the plaintiffs will maintain that your ac-
tion, as above specified, is contempt to the court and
that you will desist from similar action. |

That the above action has not yet been reached and
the question as to whether or not the sald buliding Is
a nuisance, has not yet been determined by a court of
comnetent - jurisdiction. M‘m —

St BER SRBSTEIN.
(Signed) Max RouvTT.

-Kear & Musga?, Plaintiff’s Attorneys.

Dated, Milwaukee, Wis., January 12, 1011,

Needivss to say the Brown Row is still there doing
its deadly work and drawing its dividends to the
glory of our city and the honor of the courts. The
law must be respected!

City Pfanning and the Housing Problem

So then the housing problem is deeper than mere
health regulation. It involves civic foresight and
city planning. Mr. C. B. Whitnall, the present city
treasurer, has stated perhaps better than anyone else
the views of the present administration upon these
matters, and has pointed out from time to time the
bearing of city planning, plating and parking, upon
the general problem of public health. He has issued
a little pamphlet on “Milwaukee City Planning,”
which it would be worth the while for anyone to
get and read. :

He starts his pamphlet with the proposition “City
planning involves public hygiene and political sani-

tation which in turn involves economic equity in the

conservation of humanity.” Mr. Whitnal has pointed
out that the neglect of pruper city planning and
conservation of the natural topography has resulted
m a depreciation of real estate values involving a
net loss to the city of $100,000 per year in taxes.
But this was only the beginning of a downward
trend, for the neglect of the sewage problem and
proper reguiation also caused a hange in the nature
of the population. Those who could have avoided
the section of the city that was inade insanitary by
these ccnditions, and slum territories are encroach-
ing upon that section. The Mctropolitan Park com-
mission in which Mr. Whitnall has been deeply in-
terested for years, has recommended that the city
acquire the land bordering on all three rivers flowing
through the city. The administration has already
taken the first steps for the acquiring of this edge
water land on the north Milwaukee river. This is
the first step towards a drainage system of park
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Kitchen and Sleeping Quarters Together

area the object of which, among other things, is
to avert the pestilential development of waste.

Thu. proper foresight on the part of the municipal
authorities, city planning, care of the streams and
their banks—all these things are involved ultimately
in the properscare of the pnblic health.

(Next week, “The Health Department and Fac-
tory Conditions.”)

The Tide Predicting Machine

Once more the logic of facts has denied that pub-
lic ownership and operation stifle invention.

E. G. Fisher, chief of the instrument division of
the coast and geodetic survey, has just iavented and
put in operation one of tne most remarkable ma-
chines ever devised by the human mind. This is
a machine for predicting tides.

The Coast und Geodetic Survey prepares a tidal
calendar eoch. year ‘with talles giving the time to
the minute and the heignt to the nearest tenth of -a
foot ‘of each high and low water in the year at
seventy of tle principai seaports of the world

Th= calculation of this table has long been ‘one
of the most. difficult problems confronting the prac-

-

tical mathematician. Unlike the ordinary  calendar,
other forces than those of astronomical bodies, with
known orbits, must be calculated.

It would be comparatively easy to calculate the
tides upon a sphere covered entirely with water of
equa! depth. But a sphere with continents, is}ands.
bays and rivers, presents a problem so complicated
that it was only within comparatively recent years
that the most expert mathematicians were able to
prepare tabies forecastiug the actual height of the
water at different stages .of the tide in -actual
seaports. .

The wave of high water does not move directly
beneath the moon, or directly opposite to it, but is
retarded sometimes more and sometimes less.
Sometimes it is piled up in bays until it reaches a
great height, and at other times it creeps around

Tide Predicting Machine

islands or breaks on broad beaches that in each case
produce their peculiar effect.

Just how intricate this problem is, is seen by the
fact that the machine in calculating the tides for
the ports of Aden, Arabia und Hongkong, China,
had to ailow for thirty-five variables in the first
instance and thirty-three in the second.

The whole process of calculating tides is one
that involves higher mathematics, and would seem
to be as far as possible from the realms of machine
production, yet such a machine has been produced,
with the certainty that there would be no market
for it veyond two or three governments, and with
no prospect that the inventor would :eap a fortune.

This machine, a cut of which is taken from the
Engineering News, where the mnachine is described
by the inventor, is now in use in the coast and
Geodetic Survey at Washington, and in an experi-
ment its calculation of the tides at Aden and llong
Kong, with the variables mentioned above, were
found to be so accurate that in an entire year’s
calculations the miaximum error in comparison with
actual measurements of tides in these ports, was
found to be .02 of a foot'at Aden and .06 at Hong
Kong.

So simple is the machine in its operation that
after the wheels and dials, which calculate the
variable elements, are set for anyv given port, an
attendant has only to revolve the crank and calf
off the figures for each hour for a year in advance.
The calculating of the tides by hours, fcr any port,
for 2a entire year, and the preparation of the copy

for the printer requires only from eight to fiftecn
hours. :

It is interesting to note that this same magazine
1s now conducting a discusion of the leading en-
gineers of the country over an editorial statement
that the great trusts have so discouraged inventions
that America is now behind most European :oun-
tries in mechanica® progress. The final coaclusion
of the editorial management. after the distussion
had gone on for some time is that, “The United
States has lost its supremacy as a field for the de-
velopment of pioneer inventions' and that'in the
race of international competition we are falling
behind becaise of the attitude of the trusts toward
inventive progress.” ’ : o
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: A . 'CHAPTER XIL
: S HA'T’S the real, essential nature of
Work. that ma.kcs it different from
) ; Play? “Why,” you tell me, “a person
» | likes to play, and .. .” Doesn't like
: to work: . Is that it? Come, now, that
won't do, and you know it won’t. Do
. k=———=—=lyou mean to tell me that the only dif-
" ference is in how it happens to strike you; that if
you feel like it one time an action is Play, and that
-if you don’t. feel like. it at another time the same
action is Work? Is there no difference except as

you look at it?

Here's a man comes home from the office, all tired -

out, He sheds his coat, and collar and necktie, rolls
. up his-sleeves and goes out to hoe his vegetables.
- He gets real, genuine enjoyment out of it, the more
so because .he knows that he will get
wages_in the shape of “garden-sass.”
. And here’s a man that wants to read
_-the .latest magazine of an evening, but
. a couple of the neighbors drop in, and
the next thing is thiat he must make up
the fourth in a game of bridge. He
hates bridge,- but for manners” sake
he obliges the others.
Yet you call the pleasant exercise
“working in the garden”; you call the
unpleasant exe:cise “playing cards.”
It may véry we]l be—indeed it is our
 strongest faith that, when The Big
Change is fully conie, it will be so
that Work will be a real pleasure, be-
cause it will be so much more produc-
tive when we co-operate -instead of
competing, as now, when we try to
_help each other instead of trying to
cut each others’ throats, as now, for
the Instinct of Mutual Aid is in us
deeper than our bones and nearer to
us than our skin; because we shall get
the full value of our labor and not be
teased with the thought we are being
cheated and can’t help ourselves; be-
cause we shall do what we have a
natural bent for, whereas, now we
“have to do what will bring in the most
money, even if there is some skull-
duggery connected with it; because
the hours will not be so long. and—
here we have it—we shall have more
" time for Play. But however agreea-
" ble it is, it will still be Work.

~For I hold that the essential nature
of Work is that it is the application
_to production of a definitely established
process. It is settled. We know what
it will do. There is no room for the
imagination. Do thus-and-so, and you
get this-and-that for a result.
" Play, on the other hand, is“essen-
tially ‘a ‘matter of chance. "Generally
" the odds are against you. The pleasure ¢omes from
beating the unfavorable chances. It is no pleasure
to lose without a chance of winning; it is no pleas-
' ‘ure to win without a chance of losing. The fun
* comes in when if you hadn’t thought to lead that
spade just when you did they’d have had the odd
trick instead of you, and when the score is 3 to 3 in
the last half of the ninth inning, two men out, and
‘the man gets home just about half a second ahead
-of the ball.

.

“There is a double nature in us, the animal and .

- -the god-like, the instinctive and the rational. The
instinctive has to do with the preservation of the
‘race; the rational has to do with the development
of the <individual. ' As fast as any useful action
“wears a path,” so to speak, so that it is done with-
_ out copsciously takmg thought, it passes over from
* the domain of Play into Work; it passes from the
. reascned mto the habitual; from the god-like into

the animal; “from the admlred into the common-

phce We all make-a big fuss over the baby that

u;ust lanmingtovatk. Webcyntom the

"troubie,” rand “Here!
" scheme I found out.”
.'tobeoomeapouwwninmmon. Mmandmore

minute we think of it, or maybe the eyes get a little
wet. The emotions come forth, don’t you see? And
that's Play, and of the nature of Play.

But now that we go right' along, and with our
minds on something else, pick out the places to step
where we sha'n’t get our feet muddy, nobody slops
over about it. What you want of a workman is
that he shall know instinctively what to do without
having to stop and study it all out. “How did you

come to think of that clever trick?” you ask him, -

and he looks at you kind of funny, and asks in turn:
“Why, what else could a fellow do?” He didn’t
study it out; it just came natural to him. :

It is to secure this uniformity of result that ma-
chinery was invented that has made The Big Change.
There’s no Art about it; no Skill that anwybody
mightn’t Lave;

no Strength beyond the ordinary;

Do thus-and-so, and you get this-and-that for a result

no individuality ; o room for choice; shall I do this
or shall I do 'that? We haven’t got time to ‘argue
over what has been settled long age as the best way
to do; we're not here to Play, we're here to Work.

And we, who want The Big Chcage to be recog-
nized to its fullest extent, inquire: Aund what's

~ your hurry? What do you want to get the Work

done for?

For the life of me, T cannot see any other answer
than: .So’s we can Play.

In spitée of the fact that our reason teaches us
that, things being as they are now, a man ought to

- keep his secrets to himself and if he finds ovt a

better way to do a thing to say nothing about it, but
uce that for his own advantage. In spite of that,
I say, the instinct of Mutual Aid is deeper in-us
than our bones and closer to us than our :skin, and

“the very first crack out of the box we say, “Why

don’t you do this way? It saves a lot of tim' and
Let me show’ you -a little
More and more kna tenids

“Ceesar’s, and unto God th~ things that are God’s.
And (>t gct ‘em mixed up or you'll be sorry for it.

- sides we are convinced that the ﬂgm side 1s the
» nght side to lie on.

- into the: fabric of the worldr-'ﬂs.fh

skill, and cuts processes up into two-motion and
three-motion jobs so that anybody can produce, and
the faculty of doing useful things becomes a pos-
session in common.
-We all require a balanced ratio of so much of
proteids, and so much of fats, and so much -of
sugar, and so niuch of mineral constituents of the
body. We're all on the same general lines in that
respect. We require so much air to breathe, and
our bodies need to be kept at about such a temper-
ature by clothing and shelter and fuel. We have
that in commor.. And what is plainer to see than
that if we all went into cahoots together to produce
what we needed for our anima! wants, and all
worked in cahoots by processes that ‘had become
instinctive, we should have so much more time left
for Play? -
“But we must co-operate for Play,”
you say.
Why?
“Well, so as to give everyone a fair
chance.” That’s exactly it. For chance,
and as even a chance as you c¢an by
any means devise, is the essential na- -
ture of ‘Play. Don’t you go sneaking
your opponents’s checker-men off the
board. And here, Mister, you've got
to jump. You don’t want to? But
the rule is that you have to. Funny
kind of a game you play; do you want
to win all the time? But if you try
to turn Play into Work, if you lose
moncy every time you lose a game, and
win money every time you win a game,
you naturally try to make a sure thing
of it, because Work is essential'y a
sure thing game, while May must be
an even chance. And all the ethics of
the ‘actor and the player in a band or’
erchestra, all the things that are ar- -
tistic to do and inartistic to do, are
based upon an even chance for the
composition, and. not to influence the
verdict of the audience one way or
another by obtruding one’s own per-
sonality.
And when it comes to co»opcranbn
o composmg music or painting  pic-
tures or writing literature—Why! The
thing’s absurd. Do you think 1 could
work with anybody in gtmng un this
~article? T might talk it over with
others; I might even take the advice
of others, but I've got to do it all my
own self, in my own way, and i the
cd:tor thinks he has a better way of
saying this thing or ‘that thing than T
have, why, T'll bite his head of, s0 1
will,
There’s a regular 'ny to malne sbou,_fj’
* _That's the best way, and any other
way loses time, But there’s n&rqular
way to write an “rticle. There isn’t any sorc. of
rule to go by in the production of artistic stllﬁ.
And those fellows who sit down to their desks at
9 o'clock as regular as the day comes round and
write till 1 o'clock, and then knoc!. off for lunch-
eon, and begin again at—Well, gl I've got to say
is that their stuff reads like it. There’s m:» Aﬂ:
about it; it's all process stuff, machine-made.
Render unto Casar, therefore, the things t!tat are

- Health Note -~ =
BY J. W. BABCOCK. A
A Minnesota physician asserts thut ii is M*ta

lic-on the right side. Quite true; if you ~must lie,
be sure you lie on the right side. Having lied on all

. Every ‘noble ‘life leaves tbe ﬁber of it e



OR almost a decade the national slo-
gan has been “Back to the Land.” City
_dailies and country wecklies, popular
magazines and elaborately bound vol-
umes—all have sung the same song.
“Back to the Land” is shouted from the
priated page and fhe public platform

 "Phis is latest patent medicine with which the social’

quack would cure poverty, and it has a most allur-
~ ing sound. ’ : :

~ Get away from the congested city with its strife.
poverty, want and misery; away-from sweat-shops,
unsanitary offices, smoke-begrimmed factories and
death-breeding tenements. * Get- back to God’s own

creation ; back into the out-stretched arms of mother -

Earth, there to have and hold a home, a home of
. your very own. Think of it .

Such an appeal comes with especial keenness to
those who have almost out-lived the period when
‘they can bring profits to a master. When these.see
the day app:oaching when they can no longer fol-
Jow their chosen profession, and when the vision of
pauperism begins to loom as a possibility on the
horizon, this inspiring cry of “Back to the Land”
is almost maddening.

It is to these that the lure of the bait thrown out
by the real estate shark is well nigh resistless. Anl
‘this bait is carefully prepared. Prizes are offered
for the best photographs of farms in the district
to which the workers are to be attracted. Testimo-
nials of results possible only by trained workers
after years of labor are dangled before the eyes of
broken-down, home-hrngry city laborer.

1 was one of these. I have gine “Back to the
Land” Because my-story is orz of many, I tell.
it for the help of those who are thinking of travel-
ing the samé road.

Thirty years ago I entered the service of the
Western Union Telegraph Company as messenger
boy, with a burning desire to become.an operator.
Being an ambitious young ‘aspirant and a close
student I scon mastered the art of telegraphy and
was .assigned to a wire as a full-fledged operator.
In 1882 I became a member of the “Order of Com-
mercial Telegraphers” and in 1883 was identified
with ths strike of that same year, referred to by
_ old-time 7elegraphers as the “trouble of '83.” Being
poorly ~rganized we were soon crushed and the
strike called off.

In the Grip of the “Iron Clad”

The company then came out with what the opcra-

tors ‘dubbed “the iron clad,” which was an agree-
ment to sever all connection with the order, turn
in our membership cards and promise never again
to affiliate with another union. We were given
our choice of either signing “the iron clad” and
going back to work or refusing and being kicked
out and blacklsted. T chose the latter and migrated
to New York where I was then unknown in . tele-
‘graph circles. A
1 was refused empioyment on the pretext that
the company was full handed: This I knew to be
untrue- as was evidenced by the fact that other
mentbers of my craft were signing the “iron clad”
and going to work. Already the cruel “blacklist™
vas getting: in its hellisk work. I made application
at Boston, Baltimore, Philadelphia, Pittsburg, Chi-
cago, Memphis and New Orleans. The result was
‘the same. e blacklist was there ahead of me.

‘Fortunately for the telegrapher there are several
fields in which he can apply his trade. If he is
“in bad” with the commercial companies he can
still look to the railroads, the brokers and Asso-
ciated Press for employment. It was to the former
that I now turned my attention. A short time j

s the employ of the railroads soon convinced me that

. the railroad telegrapher’s lot is even more strenu-
ovs than that of the commercial operators, At
most stations he ‘. an all-round flunkey.

; Flecing From the Blacklist
- For a change I entered the train service. ‘After
several Yyears' experience in that capacity I had a
* loaging Aesire to go back to the Commercial Tele-
graph Company. To do so would necessitate tak-
ing a “flag” (A “flag” is a telegraphic phrase,
meaning working under an assumed name.) I ap-
plied “at Denver, Colo, under a “flag” and was
given work. i %

My true identity was soon discovered and made
krown to the management of that office by.one of
-their many “spotters.” It is ncedless to relate the
~ After numerous short sojourns, at different of-
fices, under a “flag” I began to drift. Drift, drift,
always drifting, here, there, everywhere. Like ‘that

_migratory bird, the Canada goose, when winter was

siretching out its frozen arms over the north I

By E.M. Lewis

- tempts were made ‘to reorganize.

would honk and fly south, and at the. first gentle
breath of spring, through the sweet magnolias, I
would honk and fly back north. In the summer I
would find myself working at some small raiircad
station on the plains of the far west, and in the

* winter at a lonely little hamlet on a southern road
_in the swamps of Arkarsaw, Louisiana or Georgia.

During our sojourn through life ve often meet
big whole-souled men, at the heads of departments
in the interest of poweriul and exacting corpora-
tions, whosg environments fail to reduce them to a
stage of misanthrophy. Away down deep in their
strong, manly Hearts will ever remain a high regard

for their fellow men that cannot be stifled. It-was

in the personage of J. J. Dickey, District- Superin-

“tendent for the Western Union Telegraph Com-
pany, with headquarters at Omaha, Neb, that 1 |

met such a man. It was through his efforts that
my name was removed from the hounding “black-
list” and I was permitted to return to work under
my right name. ; ‘ ,
With their organization gone, the commercial te-
legraphers found their condition growing worse day
by day, until it became unbearable and further at-
Every move in
this direction was closely watched and successfully
blocked by the company. Men who dared openly to

- express themselves in favor of unionism were, un-

der some pretext, promptly discharged, “blacklisted”
and set afloat; deprived of the opportunity to work
for a living; sent out through the land to beg for
a new master; to cringe and crawl before the throne
of some mighty official in a vain attempt to soften
a petrified human heart; begging for further per-
secution to cease; hegging for the privilege to be-
come useful citizens.
Union Crushed Again

It was not until 1907 that we found ourselves
strongly enough orginized to make any demands.
Our demands were made and, with the exception
of the brokers, rejected. Then followed a strike
»gainst the Western Union, Postal and Associated
Press. After a bitter fight, lasting over three months,
the strike ended. We were crushed. Again it had
been proven. to me, that a labor union is no match
for organized capital, such as we had to cope with.

A few months later I rounded out my telegraphic
career, with the Postal Telegraph Compaoy, at Dal-
las, Texas. After twenty-six years, under the wage
systerz, I found myself, in the afternoon of life,
worse off than at the beginning. The future held
nothing. o . "

It was here that I resolved to seck a home' in the

 west, a home that would support me in old age.

A month later I landed at Conconully, Okanogan
county, Washington, over one hundred miles off the
railroad, No sooner had I madé my business known
thau I was surrourdded by half a dozen-“land crui-
sers” or “locators,” who demanded all the way from
fifty to two hundred dollars for service rendered.
Let me say here, that the locating of home-seekers
should, by all means, be looked after by the gov-
ernment and the service be gratis. After being ex-
ploited: to the tune of one hundred and fifty dollars,
by these sharks, ' was located upon 160 acres of un-
surveyed forest lands.. Three months later ‘this
same land was thrown into the forest reserve and
I was forced to leave my improvements and vacate.

Upon learning of the inducements held out by
the Canadian government to American settlers, I
went up there and investigated. I found that the
choice lands were “blanketed” and being held by
the wealthy class, in England, until their caildren

" became old enough to file, thus forcing the poor

homesteader Back on the desolate plains, miles away
from civilization. At a number of points in British
Columbia, Alberta and ‘Saskatchewan I met many
Americans who were starved out entirely and mak-
ing efforts to get back to Uncle Sam's cofintry as

best they could, many cf them walking. The Cana-

dian government had their money and still holds
the land waiting for another importation of your
Uncle Gamuel’s homeless citizens, as one old fel-
low expressed himself: “to wager them one hun-
dred and sixty acres of Canadian land against a
szall amount of American dollars that the govern-
ment can starve them out before the expiration of
three years, and nine times out of tva the govern-
ment wins.,” 28

: Now don’t laugh at the Canadian government’s
little gambling lay-out: . Your old Uncle Samuel
gives you the same opportinity to make a bet with
him, only he asks greater odds, - he: wants you to

stay five years in order to win the land, -~hile Miss
Canada only asks you to stay. three.

Not many years ago American homesteaders were
only required to put up a small shack and remain
over night in it once every six months in order to
hold their claims. Some way or another the lumber
kings. acquired the habit of bribing the homestead-
ers. When the kings found a choice piece of tim-
ber land, which was. open to homesteaders only, ali
they had to do was load up a bunch of men, stake
them to enough money to file on the land, herd them
back to the woods and locate them on a hundred

‘and sixty acres, respectively, and at the end of

fourteen months give them money to commute, make
over the deeds and, presto, the land belonged to the
kings. Over this method, someone set up a mighty .
howl, in fact, they howled so long and so loud it
became apparent that something must be done. It
would not do to enact a law making it an offense
against the government, punishable by a'fine or im-
prisonment or both for offering and accepting a
bribe. A law like this would wark both ways,
whereas they only wanted it to work one way. They
must be careful not to discommode the lumber
kings, so the burden was dumped where it has al-
ways heen unloaded, on the shoulder of the poor
man. They made it five years continuous residence,
under pain of losing his homestead if he accepts
financial assistance from any source. Thus a ter-
rible hardship is worked on the homsteader while
the land grabber is put out, only to the extent of
devising new methods whereby to grab. ’

Two years ago I filed on a claim in northern Idaho
where T am today. The land I occupy .is covered
with second growth timber, fit only for fuel. In
clearing the land I fell the timber and, to get it cut
of the way, burn it. In Spokane, only fifty miles
west of me, are hundreds of families who suffer
throughout the winters for lack of fuel. On the
streets and in the railroad yards are seen many
small and thinly-clad children, with sacks and bas-
kets, foraging for fuel, while thousands upon thou-
sands of cords are being wasted.

Suffering Amid Plenty

Are not the facilities at hand whereby this. wood
can be moved to a point where it is needed, you
ask? .

Yes! Emphatically yes! The Northern Pacific
Railroad is within one mile of my place.

Then why this wanton waste?

For the simple reason that the extortionate freight
rates and the profit system have placed myself and
consuming city brother so far apart that I cannot
reach him. Perhaps my city brother is making im-
proved and useful farming tools which I greatly
need, but as we are forced to exchange our prod-
ucts through about the same medium, i. e., the “wage
and profit system,” we are kept so far apart that I
am forced to continue using crude and unhandy
tools, of home construction, as did my primitive
ancestors, while my brother in the city is forced -
to go on freezing and starving. They are getting

us farther apart every day.

As I write these lines, my wife is pacing the
floor of our cabin like a caged lioness. Outside the -
snow is over five feet deep. In compliance with
that nasty little amendment to the homestead law,
reading : “Continuous residence,” I am compelled to
put in long, lonesome winters of idleness.

As a homesteader’s improvements progress his
land begins to attract evil eyes and cunning, design-
ing minds. One slip and he will more than likely
be contested, lose his land and improvements, rep-
resenting years of toil and privation. The permit-
ting of such a “dog-eat:dog system as this has
caused many a bloody conflict and long standing
feuds in the far west.

Chained to ldleness
Until one has stock to look after it is foolish and

~ unnecessary for him to remain on his claim through

the winter, in idleness. Why not let him get out
and do some useful work? True, the government
will grant six months’ leave of absence upon re-
quest, but this is deducted. from your time. Who

- wants to be ten or fifteeh years making final proc{?

Of course I could go back to the old “grind” in
the city and continue a life of genteel poverty. Of
the two hardships I believe I have chosen the lesser.
Out here'I may hear an occasional snarl of a hungry
coyote, but that is music compared with. the snarl
of the boss.

On my way to the postoffice to mail this manu-
script to the Coming NarioN, I will pass through a
large strip of choice land, at one time owned by
the people, but donated to the "Northern Pacific
Railroad Company by a gepercus government to

g - (Continued on page twelve.)
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When the 0verland Kid Came Home

A HE Overland I\:d slipped nonselcsslv
B2 from the bumpers. .His face was
grirned with the dirt. and dust collect-
ing from his coal-strewn “kipping” place
of the night before, and his coarse,
black hair’ scintilated with infinitesi-
~ mal bits of .anthracite.
' nothmg else, instantly proclaimed him one of those
happy-go-lucky nomads of the road—the genus hobo.
A grim smile wreathed the Nubianized face of the
wanderer.
“Home again,”

_said the Overland Kid.

© —————

Manistole is a neat little burg in Northern Mich--

igan. Here reside a number of the so-called “lum-
" ber kings” of prose and poetry, and many a proud
girl trips the city streets whose father originally
came down the Manistole river on a raft.

The generation once—or, at most, twice—removed
from these sturdy pioneers of the woods country,
however, has eliminated to a great extent. the little
crudities characteristic of the Ishmaels of the Pike-
" pole. The girls are Vassar-bred; the boys Yale
educated.

It was at Poughkeepsie wiere
Marie Norsen first met the \1smng
Compte de Montcour.

The count, needless to say, was of
French ancestry; and a noble one it
was, too, according to his own tale,
and the Almanach de Gotha.

The Norsen miss, despite her
youth, was the business like daugh-
ter of her father, and wise in the
ways of the world. She thumbed out
the'  antecedents of the lisping
~ Frenchman after the first moon-lit
night of their .mqu.nnt.nmc The
Almanach de Cotha is a won._erful
institution.

Possibly the count knew of the
many millions of the Manistole fam-
ily. Again, it may have been. that
the Gascon heart of the visitor really
thrilled to the undoubted charms of
th= Michigan beauty. Perhaps both
At any rate, shortly after the home
coming of Marie in the year of her
graduation, the engagement was an-
nounced.

Manistole sat up and took notice.
‘So did old man Norsen. Manistole
felt flattered that .one of its daugh-
ters was to become affiliated with
‘one of the oldest families in France. Old man
Norsen, -on the -contrary, did not. Had Norsen,
pere, been the dominant note in the family sym-
phony, preparaticns for the wedding would have
been noticeably delayed. The fact that these same
preparations went merrily on, can sum up for the
reader the family standing of the man who made
these things possible. The good wife who formerly
had been content to minister to the wants of a
. house full of lumber jacks, now had ambitions in
keeping with their exalted station. Hence, the nobil-
ity bee in the.metaphorical bonnet of the mademoi-
selle ‘Norsen, and the subsequent squelching of the
lumber- king when the title: was landed.

Mrs. Norse Norsen was queen of the houschold,
and reguiated things therein with a capable if au-
thoritative hand. -

That is to say, she regulated things unti! the Over-
land Kid came home. As an unconscious regulator,
the Overland Kid was the premier of them all.

Twelve years before the opening éi this story,

the Kid—then Halmar Norsen—had taken to the °

road as the result of a _quarrel with his father. ‘Th:
boy was only fifteen years of age, and. hot- -headed,
but the father had made no effort to find him He
had chosen to go. Now he could stay or return,
as he liked.

This is how Halmar became the Overland Kid,
with a liking for the rods and bumpers of ' freight
trains, and a casual eye for the towns and cities
through which be passed. In the due course of time
this became tiresome, and the idler thought more
and more of the house he had desertd. So he carae
back. . - »

Preparations for the Norsen weddmg progressed
 rapidly. The count was installed at the best hotel
in the city, and all was bustle and confusion at the
home of Marie.

Mrs. Norsen, busily engaged in superintending
the efforts of a horde of dressmakers, heard the
_confused murmur of voices in the hall. Snaggs, the
butler, seemed to be in trouble

“My bye! This is a most hextraordinary pro-
ceeding? came from Snaggs, who was evidently
trying to bar the eéntrance of some persistent one. .

His clothes, if -

By Stacy E. Baker

Illustrated by Bert H. Chapman

“Cut it, bo,” rasped a hoarse voice. "“I knows wot
I knows, all right, all right. Dis yer joint is owned
by me ol’ gent, see? An’ I'm tellin’ yer dat in [
goes, wheder yer likes it, or wheder yer don't. I
ain't got no callin’ cards wid me, an’ it's a two to
one shot dat yer wouldn’t take one in if T had it.”

Still protesting wildly, Snaggs vainly tried to stay
thg entrance of the visitor.

Mrs. Norsen pushed her way through the bevy
of hushed dressmakers, and majestically’ opened the
door. Through her lorgenette, she summed up the
situation. Her pale cheeks testified to her recogni-
tion of her son, and her faltering fect turned to re-
treat—but too late! With a melodramatic. cry of
“mother!” the prodigal- rushed forward and threw
his arms around her. In the background were

I am to marry into one of the proudest families of France

grouped the astonished seamstresses. Before them,
mouth. agape, stood Snaggs. The situation was
tense. ’

A gaunt, care-worn wotnan in the ranks of the
workers tittered at the predicament in which the
social arbitrator of Manistole found herself. Mrs.
Norsen was not one to inspire the risibilities. There
was no element of humor in the laugh. Rather, it
was the nervous break of a taut momeut—ihe snap
of an over-wrought violin string.

“Mother!” reiterated the prodigal. and before the
horrified- on-lookers, he pressed a grimy kiss to
the pale cheek of the woman.

Mrs. Norse Norsen promptly fainted.

“Youse skirts can blow now,” came authoritively

from the nondescr'pt “Dis yer is a Jay o' t'anks-
givin’, an’ I guess,de ol’ girl won't mind if youse

take de rest o' de day off.”

“I s’'y!” Snaggs raised a croakmg voice, but a coal
black fist poked suggestively in under his abreviated
nose somthered the prot-st.

The frightened flock of seamstresses ﬂed——-and the
escutcheon of Norse Norsen was thus menaced. .

After the departure of the women, the Overla nd
Kid turned to his mother. Snaggs, still of a mind
to rebel, but wary of the baleful eye of the intruder,
was sent for water, and a liberal supply was doused
in the face of the woman. She revived, and it was
plainly evident after her first few words, that no

-fatted cali awaited the return of the wanderer.

“Well, ycu certainly have made a mess of it”
came caustically from Mrs. Norsen; this, to-a son
after a twelve years’ absence! “You've done it now !”

“Gee, but youse is an affectionate mommer,” cyn-
ically observed the grimy one. “I'll bet you missed
me a lot—not! I uster lay awake nights, an® get
sore at “meself, fancym, sort of, dat: yousc'' was
grievin’ yer heart away 'cause I wouldn't come back.
I guess I needn’t a worned none. It's a cinch youse
didn’t.

“But—to come down ter brass tacks,: ma—-whzt’s
doin'? I wan? a line or t'ings. When I went away,

de of man was doin’ fairly well, but he didn’t have

no corner on de yad dat se:ms ter be stickin’ to his

- would have returned i{n us.
time and again of the ‘wonderful things you would
_have done had you.lived. Now you come homea-.:

fingers now. I ain’t hep ter t'ings. Put me wise?”
Filial affection was conspicuous by its absence. "
Another incident coming now. in this little dranma
of real life, nrobably saved the home comer from an
attack from kis exasperated mother. A fluffy-haired,
bright-eyed girl, of perhaps nineteen yeats of age :
tripped gaily into the ‘room. '

“O mothér,” she cried, “I've just—" Her eyes
rested for the first time on the tramp. The sen-
tence remained unfinished. The expression of her
face underwent a complete change. She turned
imperiously to Snaggs. “What is this—person doing
here?” she asked.

Mrs. Norsen intervened. “T will explain, my- dear
She turned to the butler. “Snaggs, leave the room.”

Reluctantly, the important one turned to obey.
This reluctance irritated the Kid.

“‘Blow’, 'yer mut,” he yelled. “Didn’t youse hear
wot mommer sald 7

“Now, Alice,” coldly came from the other woman,

“be prepared for an—er—pleasant surprise. This
party is your brother. He has come home,” then,
under her breath, came something
which ~ sounded suspiciously like,

“God help us!”

The girl's hanghty face flushed.
“Where is the joke?” she asked. < “It-
seems hardly in good taste, under
the circumstances.” .

\\ ith a great-deal of cold expres-
sion, and a number of vindictivé
glances at the wanderer, the mother
gave a realistic' recital of the last
few minutes for the edification of
her daughter. %

“Say, dis is gettin’ on me nerves.”
grumbled the Kid. “I don’t seem to
be pooular .here, but here I stays
until T gets me chancet ter talk ter
de o’ man. You'se skirts don’t run
dis dump if I remembers de of’ un
right.”

The girl's face was now stone-
white. With an effort, she came for-
ward and laid a dainty hand in the
grimy piw of her brother.

“I remember you mnow, Halmar”
she said gently. “I was only a little
girl when—when you went away, you
know. It would appear that things
have not gone as well with yeu as
they might, but mother and I wish
you to understand that we are glad
you returned—only your unhcraldcd homecnming
comes in the nature of asurprise.”

“I noticed it,” came from the Kid dryly. “T
certainly couldn’t help but notice it.. And vnow, sis,
if youse is done shootin’ de air, put m& wise to
where 4de cap’n hangs out, an’ him an’ we'll have a
little cha..  Youse don't eider of yer make any more
of a hit wad me den I does wid youse.” ‘

“Your fath®r is out of town.” Mrs. Norsen eyed
the errant coldly. She still remained aloof. It was
only too plain to the Kid that the maternal breast
had long since ceased to,contain even a smouldet-
ing spark of the old mother love. ;

“Youse didn’t used ter have one o' them glass-
on-a-stick t'ings in de ol’ days, did yer, ma?” asked
the Kid.
away from-de Souweigan dialect. Good fer*yome.
ma. I allers said yer had it in yer. But _say now,
on de square, where’s dad?’ I'm goin® ter see him,
youse can bet yer hoofs on dat, o trot him out,

an’ den, if I don't like hlm any- better dan I'does

youse, I'll be on my ‘way.” B
The girl was watching her brothier intem!y She 5

seemed to be hovering be*ween two emotions; one

to passionately claim this boy who had come o¥ér

~to them from the dead; and who was a handsome,

manly looking youth, despite the grime on his fdce;
and the other, bred by ambition and pride, to disown
him. There was a good bit of her father’s bloud
in her, and ‘n the end this last suggestion wns put:

away. -When she spoke there was more aﬂectmn in i

her voice than hitherto,

“It may seem to you that you are treated eoldiy %

after your long absence, Halmar, but consider every-
thing!  Mother - has thought you dead for m'
She has always said that if this were not sc you
And she has told me

iike this! The shock is a grea® one. P
“Again, I am a'.out to be married, and mother’ i‘::
beside herself with the details of the affair, )
come at-a mos: inauspicious timé I 21 to mar
*into ope of the pronduthwuwi‘m

“An’ T notices, too, dat youse has cut




1 want you to do is this. I will give you money .
- _enough to properly clothe yourself, and I want you

~

B

aice as a vagabond has gotten
on’ mothers nerves.” e R

t seems to me that you might have at leas
washed your face and -hands before g here.
- All this, however, is away from the subject. What

to go to a botel uatil after the wedding.
- “If you follow my advice you will take a little
‘moré care with your toilet—a. shave and a hair-cut
will help wonderfully. When you are located, let
me know where you are, and as soon as father
returns I will send him to you. S

“After the wedding, of course, you will return
to the house, but, under the circumstances, and con-
- sidering your—er—little peculiarities of speech, you
will see that it is the best for all concerned that

you stop elsewhere until I am married” :

.~ The Kid secemed impressed. “Wot yer say is

»

_right, sis,” he vouchsafed. “I'm a sure 'nuff bo, T

am, an’ I guess yer wouldn’t make any hit if I

. ¢

was at yer weddin’, :

I ain’t very flush, jest at present, an’ I'll take de

coin yer offers me, an’ drop into some nice, quiet

_dump until de ol' gent gets back on de job. Leave -

4t ter me ter get de glad rags. I'll make dis guy
d.at’s--goin’ ter hook up ter yer look like a two-bit
piece”  -° : -

“Father is in Chicago,” said the girl. “When he

comes home I'm sure he'll do a lot for you. Ywvur :

-going away nearly broke hiiyart."

“Must have, at de rate he’s pilin’ up de dough
ball,” ruminated the Kid. “It certainly must have
made him a wreck. It's a good ting for de coun-
try at large dat a lot o' dem broken-hearted ones
ain’t turned loose on "em ev'ry year.”

The youth's mother 'still remained unnaturally reti-

" cent. Occasionally she stared at the prodigal through

her lorgnette, but the girl continued to officiate as
the family interpreter throughout the parley.  Cal-
loused by tweive hard seasons on the road, the erst-
while Overland ‘Kid remained indifferent to the
attitiide of the older woman.

The girl took elaborate pains to explain the situ-
aticn, and a roll of yellow bills was pressed upon
the willing Halmar. This preluded the “departure.
The young man soon left in search of a clothing
house and a hotel. - . :

“Gee,” mirmured the youth, scanning the roll
‘“Dis is more cash dan I ever had before in nie life.”

He spent some of xt

“H. Norsen,” registered the flashily-dressed young

stranger. ' The clerk at the Hotel Manistole scanned

the signature critically.

“Give me de best room in de house,” ordered the
altered Kid, and added, with an effort, “wid a bat'”
“ The clerk was cautious. There was something
‘peculiar about this new urrival. “Have you bag-
gage?” he asked suspiciously. ,

“Naw,” growled Norsen; then, when the signifi-
cance of the question came *o him. “T pays in ad-
vance, I does” He hauled out a huge roll, and
carelessly peeled a $50 certificate. - “Yer credits me
wid dis, an’ when it's eat up I'll dig again. See?
The clerk was squelched. To hide his confn:f;iop
he again glanced at the register, and, noting a simi-

larity between names, swiftly turned the conversa-

- tinn. “Are you related to our fownsman, Norse

B

Norsen?” he questioned suavely.

“Yep,” answered the Kid. “I'm his son.”
 The clerk laughed. It was evident that this horsey-
looking  person with the overgrown roll liked his
joke,

’_ “Here for the wedding, I presume,” he grinned.
“Turn your head and you'll see your prospective

. brother-in-law.”

ey

 Young Norsen glanced around.

A shm, dark-featured youth, dressed t’aultlesél_y.
. was just entering the door. A ragged scar on his

3 ~ right cheek marred an otherwise handsome face.

_An infinitesimal moustache dotted a sensual mouth.
. “Gee” came audibly from the Kid, as his keen
~ eyes caught the ensemble, - /- .

3

A peculiar expression flashed for an instant in the

mhmn's ms as he glared at ‘_hl‘- 9810’ tense

face of the other. This was speedily replaced by a

~ haughty stare.
~ “French Frank,” came wonderingly from young

“Norsen, then: “Wot de deuce is youse doin’ here?”
He laid a harsh hand on the newcomer’s art.
‘The man with the scar stopped and turned to
face his inquisitor.

. 4Ze_er—" His eyes made a swift inventory of

-

& .

i pe i e s
 “The clerk interceded. He had recovered his men-

.

. the Kid. “Ze—genteelman is mistaken. I do not
know Feem” He moved as if to turn away, and

- the Kid's grasp tightened.

ro. -

 “De—rr—gentleman is wise to wot kind of a
rame youse is tryin’ ter spring on the natives in

e 4

, $0 to speak, and was_incensed at

cured finger, “wantonly attacked the count.

© me
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3 thecttack on his star guest. But the clerk was a

. “The gentleman is the Count de Montcour,” he
foftily explained to the other, “and he is to marry-
Miss Marie Norsen of this city, if you must know.
You . will please allow him to pass, and avoid a
scene.” 3 04 %
" The Kid tightened his grip. ;

“Count de nuthin’,” he grinned. “Dis guy is
French Frank—one o’ de cleverest buncs in de busi-
ness, and wot’'s more, he don’t marry any sister o’

 mine—not yet!” ;

He emphasized this with a swing to the French-
man’s {aw that nearly mowed the foreigner down.
“Sacred Name!” shrilled the count. The battle

.Was on, .

Frightened guests climbed tables and - chairs as

- the combatants came in their direction, and excite-

ment was the order of the moment. The pale clerk
hurriedly summoned the police.

It took three roundsmen with brawny arms and
stout sticks five minutes to stop the fighting. This
done, the bloody ones were loaded into a “come on”
wagon, and driven to jail.
~ “What's the charge?” asked the sergeant, as the
pair were arraigned before him. )

“‘D. and D.)” explained the officer, and eluci-
dated. : o

Throughout the story, the sergeant kept a nlore
than ordinarily curious eye on the count. He seemed
to be puzzled. )

The hotel clerk was present to intercede for his
pet patron. He glared at the Kid. “This—this
fellow,” he explained, pointing a correctly mani-
He
evidently takes him for somcone else whom he
calls ‘French Frank,' and—"

~In a flash the sergeant’s face cleared. “French

" Frank, by hockey! I thought I remembered that

face™! .
He glared at the frightened count. “Say!” he
roared. “D'ye remember me?” His eyes bored into

- the very soul of the foreigner, and a brawny fist

was brought down on the office desk in emphasis.
“No,” gasped the Frenchman.
“Well, then, seein’ as your memory’s poor, Il
tell you who I am. I'm the cop that got you three
years ago on Dearborn street in Chicage, and the

same feller that you hit with a pair of brass
Do you re--

knuckles in making your get-away.
member now ?” '
The palsied tongue of the prisoner clicked im-

. potently against the roof of his mouth, but words
_refused to come. ‘

He stared, fascinated, at the huge bulk in blue
towering before him.

“Come out of that uream,” roared the sergent,
his face beet-red. “Do you remember? It's the
third degree for you, if you don’t Do you re-
member?” ‘

“Ye—es,” gasped the frightened man. -

The sergeant’s apoplectic face instantly relaxed.
“Put him in a cell,” he ordered, complacently. “I
know him, all right. It ain’t very often they fool
Hc .beamed on the Kid.

“Guess we don't need to hold you” he said.
“You knew what you was doin’, and this feller was
wanted in St. Louis for bank burglary. Of course

. you will get the one thousand dollars reward.”

The Kid kepi a discreet silence.
“Where shall I send it?” asked the officer.

“Give it to me sister, Miss Marie Norsen,” an-
swered the Overland Kid, 'en route to the door.
“Gee,” he mused, once out of the police court.
“PIl have to hit de road ag'if’ now, f~r sure. I
never will dare ter face de o’ woman after ballin’
t'ings up lik~ dis.” .

A Socialist Court and the Poll Tax
—————— .

The matter which follows is intended to be hu-
morous. The writer was trying to have a joke on
the Socialists. It does not take much insight to see
the grimace of pain behind the grin that the writer
wore. The incident described took place in a mining
community a few miles from Girard.—Editor,

So far as the collection of poll tax is concerned,
the Socialists are in complete control of Washing-

" ton township, Crawford county, Kansas, and that
- is all there is to it. If you wan. to escape paying
_your poll tax move out to Washington township and
you won't be touched. The poll tax law enacted by

the last legislature has been erased from the statute
books used in that township.

Two weeks ago, Judge Phillips of Curranville,
one of the justices of the peace for Washington
township, declared the law unconstitutional because
he found it had not been constitutionally enacted.

- This far reaching and now famous decision came
. at the conclusion ‘of the trial of Leon Herbine, who

was -arrested because ke tefused to pay the tax.
Judge Phillips declared that the poor old constitu-

i

given a separate roll call.

" too.

“executive officers are socialistic.

" ruption.

tion of Kansas had been shamefully ignored by the
legislature in the passage of the law, ‘which, the evi-
dence 'showed, had been in one of the numerous
omnibusses which were so popular in the closing
days of the legislative work. The constitution pro-
vides that there shall be a roll call upon every bill.
A. M. Keenc of Bourbon county and J. H. Cassin of
Girard, both members of the legislature, were used
as expert witnesses by J. I. Sheppard, the Socialist
lawyer, to show that the poll tax law had not been
Their testimony was
takenr by Judge Phillips as conclusive proof that
the law had not been legally enacted.

The spectacle of a justice of the peace in Wash-
ington township passing upon the constitutionality
of a law enacted by the legislature created wide-
spread amusement. Attention was. called to the rul-

" ing of the Kansas supreme court which holds. that

an inguiry as to the legal passage of a law cannot
go back of the journals of the legislature. If those

journals show that a law was enacted in the proper -

manner, it was so enacted, the court has held, and

. the evidence of members of thc legislature cannot

be credited. The journals stand as the true record
of the proceedings. Although the journals were
available in the Curranville case, Judge Phillips dis-
regarded the ruling of the supreme court and estab-

. lished a new precedent of his own use, at least in

Washington township. He not only admitted parole
evidence but he based his decision upon that evi-
dence. :

But however much amusement the Phillips decis-
jon may have created, the facts are that the said
decision will stand as the law in the case in Wash-
ington township. For all the citizens in that town-
ship, the decision of Judge Phillips is final unless
he shouid reverse himself as courts.sometimes do,
but as it is extremely unlikely Judge Phillips will
do in“this case. T. J. Karr, county attorney, taought
after the  famous decision was rendered -trat he
could get the next case direct'y in a district court
where the established rules of the supreme court.
would be adhered to. He even went so far as to
wish that he could find someone in Washington
townsuip who would swear to a complaint against
soneone else because the someone else wouldn’t pay
his poll tax. But now it has been discovered that
that wouldn’t do any good at all because the law
does not admit of taking the case out of the town-
ship. i

The law last winter did not repedl the old statute
relating to the collection of poll tax. Captain Mor-
ris, deputy county attorney, was looking up the
matter a day or two ago and discovered that in the
manner of punishing persons for refusal to pay poll
tax, the old statute still stood, in that the action
must be brought before some justice of the peace
for the township wherein lives the defendant. This
denies the county attorney the privilege of taking
the case from Washington township into district
court direct, or to a justice court'at Girard or Pitts-
burg or anywhere else and makes it necessary for
the case to be brought before one of the two justices
of the peace in Washington township and tried
there. ' :

And so the county attorney is just thinking. The
other justice of the peace of Washington township
—Justice Peniston of Arma—is a Sqcialist comrade,
It could not be expected that he would not
have judicial respect for the opinion rendered by
his fellow justice at Curranville and use it as a
precedent. It would, therefore, serve no good pur-
pose tc bring an action before him. '

So as a matter of fact, Washington township is
thoroughly and completely in the hands.of the So-
cialists. .The judicial machinery is socialistic and the
Insofar as the
powers of those judges and officers extend Wash-
ington township is apart from Crawford county,
Kansas and the United States. And those powers
extend at least, over the poll tax matter.

Cau a ‘justice of the peace be removed? Why,
certainly, for malfeasance in office, but not for po- '
litical views that ke may possess or decisions that
he may render unless th' same be tairited with cor-
1. Justice Phillips and Justice Peniston are
robed in judicial discretion and even if they suspend
the constitution of the United States or declare the
Ema-mcmation Proclamation irregular or begin to
punish indivicuals for the “Crime of '73,” they will
repose still in the clothes of unquestioned discre-
tion and cannot be touched. ,

It is the will of the pecple of Washington town-
ship.—Pittsburg (Kan.) Headlight.

“.So long as thefe is no change in the system
which has obtaned until the present time; so *long
=s no efforts are made to avoid, at any cost, the
crimes which are now liable to punishment, by intro--
ducing a fraternal order of society based on love;
so long will everyhody, condemned in the name .of
justice, be unjustly condemned.”—Ferrer. ;



 (Continued from last weck.) _
E have heard a good deal lately about
sirls behiid drinking bars: - I had rather
be a girl behind a drinking bar than be-
hind a shop counter—very often. After
‘all, behind the bar the girls' know they
will get their wage, which is a living
wage ; behind the counter they are put on starvation
- wages, an%_if they’ ‘live-in"—God help them!

“The other day I' asked a shopwalker in one of
our big shops: ‘How do the poor girls live? His
answer was: ‘You know as well as I do, Father
Vaughan, that they do not live on the wages they
get here, but on the wages of sin.'”

The words that head this article were spoken by

Father Bernard Vaughan, the Roman Catholic prel- .

ate, who by his frank denunciation c? the splendid
sins of society, and by his fearless exposure of the
cankers of civilization, has won for himself a na-
tional reputation.

“The girls in the shops do not live on their pit-
tances—they live on the wages of sin.”

The herding together of numbers of women, and
of numbers of men, under the “living-in’ system, in
which their minutest and most pri-
vate actions are overlooked, so that

op

The Moloch of Capitalism and the Morals of the'Shop “Compounds”
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in” system being used still further to reduce the net
receipts of the shop slave. '
After listening to lengthy evidénce, the Labor
Commissioners put the average wage for a fully-
qualified male assistant at under six dollars a week.
or about 3%4d an hour, the time value of which is
nearly 50 per cent lower than that of a navvy or day
laborer. But the average for saleswomen worked
out, as above stated, at under two dollars per week.

Of sourse hoard and lodging, of the type outlined
in previous articles, is provided free, but T estimate
that the monetary equivalent of this “free” mainte-
nance would work out at about $125 per annum.

Two dollars a week—friendless in a great city—
physically attractive.
~That way perdition lies. ’

Under the “living-in” system the girls are penni-

‘if an assistant uses his handkerchief
the rumor reverberates like the trum-
pet of the archangel Gabriel, con-
stitutes an enslavement of human |
beings, to ‘which the system of Chi- “
nese compounds on the Randt mines
can alone be compared, and forms
a menace to morality, which 1s leav-
ing its marks upon the nation.

When one speaks of “Morality”
with a capital “M,” one is apt to use
the word i1 conjunction with the
female sex only—which, incidentally,
pays the highest compliment to that
sex, for it precludes the possibility
of men having any morals at all!
.In the British shop “compound,”
where vicious and depraved men are
flung together with young and in-
nocent apprentices, the atmosphere
of vice which forms in a deadly
- miasma quickly stifles all idealism,
all purity, and all innocence.

Veterans in Vice

Sir George Williams, founder of .
the Young Men’s Christian Association and him-
self the head of a great London shop, once said:
“Houses of business generally contain a very mixed
set of men. 'Those of pure mind and high ideals
are forced to associate in closest intimacy with the
vicious znd depraved. . . . The effect upon a hoy
from the country of being compelled to live and
work, to share a bedroom, and in many cases the
bed itseif, with veterans in vice—that is best left
to the imagination.” B

I do not wish to make your blood run cold, by

the recital of facts for the purpose of sensational-

ism, but from my conversations not only with shop
managers and assistants, and with. Loqdon .and
provincial' medical -men, I assert quite dispassion-
ately that ‘vice, and unnatural vice, stalks t.m?hal-
lenged through the shop “compounds” of Britain.

I -will leave that side “to the imagipation.”

Let us look for a moment at the direct effect of
the “living-in” system upon the morals of women
assistants. A

This side of the question is a sort of Bluebeard’s
chamber, grisly with horrors. The record is one
so minute and horrible that it leaves no possible
doubt whatever that every year sees the ranks of
the “women of civilization” recruited largely from
.the ranks of the female shop assistants.

W 14t are the facts? o
Standing out from the others is the fact that

under the whip of economic pressure, the girls are
in many cases forced into the paths of vice in order
to make up a living wage. .
"~ Women at Two Dollars.a Week

But what wages do the women get?

Under two dollars a weck. :

By the rapidly increasing influx of women into the
distributive trades, of whom, today, thére are about
‘a quarter of a million in these islands, advantage

has been taken by the employers to displace male

labor and to reduce the standard of pay, the “living-

Where Shop Girls are Herded -

less ‘most of the time, for with interesting ingenu-
ity the firms take good care in many instances only
to pay the girls their wages once a quarter; and
force them to debit, against those wages all their
purchases in the establishment where they work.

Every encouragement is- given to the girls to
“dress up smart.” - The girls who dress the smart-
est are the girls who receive any little consideration
that happens to be knocking around, and as a result
the account standing to the debit aof a girl for dress
frequently exceeds the money coming to her. Thus
the wily shop-vulture swells his turn-over, sucks
back some of the wages he pays, and qualifies him-
self for his final account with his Maker.

‘The Selling of Sex :
The girls have to get money some—~here. They

- have only two things to sell—their labor-power and

their sex. Their labor-power is worth under two
dollars a week. Therefore, they sell their sex.
Quite simple.
I wish I could drive into. your consciousness the
slimy hypocrisy of these spiritual rouges in the
shdps. They say to the girls: “Of course we like

“yecu to spend your evenings indoors in the sitting.

room provided (Heaven save the sitting room!).
We do not like our young people gadding about the
streets with all their temptations. Remain under
our parental care and be happy and good and
sweated.” -

Shop Girls and Their Angels

Ia an interview with a shopman of large experi-
ence, he said, in reply to a question as to whether
the girls spent much of their time after business
hours in their “sitting rooms” and dormitories—
“You bet not! If they have 2 few shillings to spare,
they go around towr, and some of them drive up to
the donnitories in swell handsome cabs about élos-
ing time, for all shop girls are not angels!” Aacd
he looked significantly. “I have come 'to the con-
ciusion that the factory giil has a much better op-
portunity ef living. a moral life 'than the girl who

>

 gugrd il virtue of the girls he employs; on the

is compelle to live-in. The factory girl is not
tempted to spend a Ict of money on dress, she is not
exposed to brutal insults at the hands of her over-
seer, and, what is all-importar.t, she has a home in
which to spend her evenings.”

An ex-President of the National Amalgamated
Union of Shop Assistants, Mr. W. H. Morris, Cas-
diff, created quite a flutter in the white dove-cotes
of the employers by asserting that he had heard
there, were some houses in London “which gave
latchkeys to the girls,” and went on to point out
that the young girls in those houses could not pos-
sibly dress in the fashion they did on the salaries
paid.

For aboit a month there was “hell for leather.”
Every virtuous employer who happened to be keep- -
ing a harem in private got on his saintly hind-legs
and called down the fires of justice upon the naughty
man who dared to say such things.

- And then—and then there was a delicions silence.
The Latch-Key :

For a close investigation was made amongst the
girls who had at one time ‘been employed at a
house of the type indicated, who,
practically * without exception, con-
fessed that the ther “engager” was
quite capable of applying the most
relentless economic pressure, even at
the cost and regardless of a .girl's
honor and virtue. This elegant
product of a twentieth century civ-
ilization, when a young woman ap-
plied for a situation, and asked for
a certain salary, used to offer about
one-half, coupled with a leer and
the suggestion, “We allow you the
latch-key, you know, and we are not
particular if you are half-an-hour
late in the morning.™

In my own investigations in the
“White Slave™ traffic in London and
other cities, extending over ten
years, T came across a great number
of girls who had at one time heen
engaged in the West-end and other -
shops. The case of one girl, in
whose face and in spite of whose
terrible life, there still lingered °
traces of beauty and goodness, may
serve as an example of many others.
She said to me: “Sec here. Wken
I came to London from my Sussex home T +was
only sixteen—and a good girl. I knew nothing of
London and its horrors. T had to live-im at X...."s,
the great Regent Street house, where I was half-
starved, sweated, and tortured with petty restric-
tions. They dressed me in silks and sating in the '
day as a mannequin—they housed me at night like
a dog. You know the rest. T went to the Savoy —
to the theatre—to the music hall—and to the danec-
iIng room. I had ‘a good time’ T swear to God
Almighty T had no thought of evil. The man who
took me, and whom I loved, drugged me and ruined
me. And here I am—a thing of ultimate vileness
spewed out on tle streets of London by the vilest
system on God's earth—the system of Siving-in" "

Honor wliere honor is due. To the credit of many

of the more human and intelligent heads of the grsat

firms, like t"at of Swan and Edgar, they have alol-
ished the “living-in” system root and branch. On
the other hand there are the “gold-bugs” who, with
hypocritical fluency, assert that they retain the sys-

tem in order to safcguard the morals of their young

people by personal supervision, :
No more vicious distortion of facts can be im-

agined, : : o o
Aguin, what are the facts? :
The Clossc Door

“The house door is closed at eleven p. m, on i

Saturday at twelve p. m. The gas will be turned @
Anyone having a light

out fifteen minutes Iater,
ifter that time will be discharged.

“or coming in five minutes late “at night, one

shilling fine; if a quartet of an hour lat '
but shut out for the right” : = uoﬁne, .

The first rule printed above is universal in the
British drapery trade. The second does duty in
London and many provincial towns. DR
Just -put it to yourseif, . R o R

On the one hand you have the boast of the
moral cmployer that he uses the system to safe-

- (Continued on page eleven.)




THE CURSE

CHAPTER IX.
OR every one of the several persons
immediately concerned in the happen-
ings of that Easter Eve, the events that’
followed hard upon the finding of
Florida Pickens on the sloping rock at
the foot of Beaufain’s Pond assumed
3 both the hue and the texture of deli-
When the unusual occurs unexpectedly, it

rium.
jars both the material ‘and the intellectual forces,
and when the unusual, thus occurring, is also the
terrible, only the passage of time can readjust our

vision. 'Thus, in the disaster now upon them, to
these people five ‘minutes were now a second, and
the next second lengthened itself to an hour. Fa-

miliar ground became strange, objects were dis-

torted, outlines bluired. Things said without rea-
son were reasonable, and the apropos was without
connection. Figutes arose out of nothingness and
melted again into nothingness. The improbable had
changed place with the matter-of-course, and. not
one of the actors in this tragedy could have given
any clear account of his own part in it.

Luke Sanborn, plunging afoot across the mead-
ows, could not have told for certain whether he saw
somebody rise front the grass and run into the dark-
ness before he heard Morgan Witherspoon’s cry or
after it. He could not honestly have told whether
he, in fact, saw any such thing. He knew, in look-
ing backward, that he must have been for at least
ten minutes laboring in his pursuit of Morgan, but

" he knew also that he seemed to be at one moment
entering the meadow and at the next kreeling beside
Witherspoon. .

.Witherspoon, on his part, seemed to have been
for hours beside the barely breathly body of the girl.
‘He seemed to have lifted it in his arms as if it had
no weight at all. And he setmed to have walked
for miles, instead of a few rods, through the dense
underbrush, beiore he full with his burden at the

_very feet, as it appeared, of Lvke Sanborn,

What the two men said-to each other—whether -

any questions weré asked, and whether any, if asked,
were answered—neither ever at all recalled. San-
born felt that he was shouting, over and over, one
guery; but Witherspoon found it impossible to hear
the low waisper in which Sanborn spoke. Morgan
was insanely aware of repeaving, again and again,
a horrible phrase—repeating it montonously, mean-
inglessly—in a subconscious effort to make both of
them vaderstand the truth; and yet Luke was unable
to catch, or at any rate to comprehend, a syllable.

Somehow, some way, in the darkness—a darkness
full of heavy breaths and distant, dancing lights—
Florida Pickens was carried—thongh whether by
one .or both neither ever remembered—across the
heaving meadows. . Somehow, some way, the distant
lights drew nearer.  Somekow, some way, the danc-
ing ceased, and human beings appearad bchir’\g» and
about the lights—a hali-dozen servants that seemed
to be a score—and the burden was lifted into the
suddenly present garden.

There was a sound of many voices. There was
a-sound of running foot-stepe. There was low sob-
bing and one loud, piercing wail. And thes, for a
flashing instant, full 'in the lantern’s light, looking
down upon his daughter, the face of Colonel Pick-
nes, never to be forgotten. :

Luke came to his senses as soon as some voice
asked for a doctor. - :

“P'll go,” he said. “Where's my horse?” And
his oige, in his own cars, was the voice of a
. stranger, :

“Yo'r horse is daid, Marse Sanborn™—it was a
se-vant speaking—'but here’s de Colonel’s roan all
il ; : :
~ Luke leaped into the saddle. As he did so, Mor-
gah clutched despcrately at the girths,

“Get oft!” he. mumbled.
I'm goin'I"

-membered that.

“indistinct against the obscurity, a wavering bulk of

away.

“Get_off, I tell you!

Sanborn had to shove the man away from him
by main force.

Witherspoon, reeling back into the road, looked
about him in helpless uncertainty. Something had
happened—he scarcely knew what. Something he
must do—but what he scarcely considered. With
the automatic movements of a man whose mind,
suddenly stopped, begins to work precisely at the
point at which it had encountered theobstacle to
its progress, he strode away from the group of

" people about the garden-gate and began to retrace

1.is course across the dark meadow-land.

Gradually, then, his reason returned to him. What
had followed his discovery was not clear and never
would be—that much horror blotted—but at least
the thing itself was there: cfearly, obstinately, the
fiery fact burned its way into the hissing tissues
of his brain. Instantly, he came to a stand.

He knew now what it was that he must do.
Florida was in the house with the women—he re-
The colonel, in what someone had
said was an apoplectic fit, had fallen into one of the
big chairs on the porch—that also he remembered.
Sanborn, he next recalled, had gone for a physi-
cian. But nobody had yet thought to look for the
criminal,

With the realization of that fact, he became
quickly perfectly alert. A great rage boiled within
him—a blind, mad, Mood-hungry rage. What no
one had yet thought of doing, he would dec, and
when he had found the thing that destroyed, he
would destroy it.

He was now.at the cciicr of the field. All about
him the darkness was complete; the moon had not
yet risen, and it was a night of few stars. Wither-
spoon resolved to return to the house for a revolver
—he rarély went armed—and for a lantern. The
latter he need not light until he reached the foot
of the pond, but there he would require it to dis-
cover traces of him that had escaped; the former

_he wculd want when the capture was cffected.

‘He stumbled back toward the house, through the
ruts and hillocks of the farm-land; but the lights
at Palmeitos were few, and he veered a little from
his direct ‘course. As he drew near to the road,
perhaps fifty yards above the garden, he noticed,

blacker blackness, which he took to
be -a man.

Witherspoon “sprang instantly into
a run. The man seemed then to hear
nim, for the figure turned and made
an awkward, uncertain movement.
But Mbrgan bounded forward and
flunz out his clawing hands. His
fingers touched upon a corduroy -
sleeve and closed. .

“Who are yo'?” he cried—and then
found himself peering into the face
of Calhoun Ridgeley.

In the night only the features were
distinguishable. Any study of the
expression was impossible.

Ridgeley broke = roughly

“Take yo’ hands off ¢
me!” he commanded.

At  once  Witherspoon
obeyed. ;

“I beg yo' pa'den,” he said
“I didn’ recognize yo'. My
Gawd, Cal, isn't this awful?”

To him it seemed that.th:
whole world must know that
which had happened. Upon
this impulse he, spoke and
upon it received Ridgeley’s
reply.

Cal’s voice bad lost its ac-

-
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He put upon Witherspoon’s
shoulder a hand that shook like a sick man’s, and
when he spoke it .was in a tone that rose and fell
as if Ridgeléy could in no way guide its timbre.

“Is she dead?” he asked.

“I don’ know. No, she’s not dead.”

“Is she—" The man appeared to be wetting his
dry lips.. “Is she conscious?”

“She wasn’t when we found ‘her.”

“But—will—but is she goin’ to die?”

“How do I know? The doctor hasn’t come “round
yet. Sanborn’s gone fo’ him.”

Ridgeley’s hold loosened. He seemed almest to
totter against the fence. Morgan l;l(‘lll‘d the rails
cPeak under the weight; he heard the man’s heavy,
irregular breathing.

" “Cal” he said, “where were yo'?”

“Who ?—me?—when?” The monosyllabic ques-
tions rattled out like shot from a suddenly slit
pouch. .

“Yes, yo'—when this happened,” explained With-
erspoon.

In the darkness Ridgeley’s heavy breathing was
still audible—broken, almost sobbhing.

“Did Sanborn say where I was?” he asked.

“Sanborn ?"—Witherspoon was at sea.

“Yes—he knew. I had to see a man right near
here.” Hé was speaking almost glibly now. “I had
to come right this way.”

“Then you must have been near when—when it
happened ?”

“Yes—I don’ know.
pen?”

Witherspoon, intent only on gathering evidence,
his heart crying.out for action, his mind+«weighing
only on one supposition, seized fast upon the giant
and shook him. .

“Come to yo' senses!” he cried. “Help me out!

I had to—Where did it hap-

LN 7R ‘,I wit
i |
AN
4

i !
N |
—_—



Tell me what I must know! Yo' say yo' were near

- Beaufain’s Pond. . Didn' yo' hear anythin'? My

Gawd, man—talk!” .
. The answer was slow in coming. It scemed to
- Witherspoon that Ridgeley had borne the blow

~worse than any of them who had to bear it. But at .

last Cal spoke: . ~

“No, I didn’ hear anythin’,” he said.

“Yet yo' say yo' were near there. Try to think!
Try to remember!” Witherspoon was himself going
mad again in his endeavor to find some clew.

“I can’t think” Morgan could just make out the
speaker’s passing his heavy hand across his, brow.
“How can I think—now?” . ’

“But yo' must Lave heard somethin’, man! in-
sisted Witherspoon. “How near were yo' tothe
foot o’ the pond?” b . ,

“Sanborn can tell yo'. I'd jes’ lef’ there. Yes, I
‘must jes’ have lef’ there befo’ she came by.”

* “An’ yo' say yo' didn’ hear anythin’? Why, we

heard—we heard her cryin’z-an’ we were away

over on the porch here at Palmettos!”

“I didn’ hear a thing.” -

“Were yo’ drunk?” ,

Ridgeley’s giant frame straightencd.

“Coorse T wasn’ drunk,” he said, but he was still
trembling like a fever-patient. “I know jes’ where
I’ve been an’ what I've done.”

“Oh, what do I care where yo've been or what
yo've been doin’, if yo' can’t help us out in this?
Get yo' wits together, Cal. What’s wrong with yo’?
Of the two of us, it always used to be yo' that was

- the mai: o' action. "I tell yo'—" '

He stopped abruptly, and, through the mistiness,
tried to force his glance into Ridgeley’s eyes. Ridge-
ley .drew back. .

“What’s wrong now ?” he gasped.

“Cal,” said Witherspoon, “yo’ know who it was
that did this!” :
~ “TI don’! I don’ know The man’s voice was a

tense whisper of denial. “How should I know who
did it?”

“Yes, yo' do. know! How shouldn’t yo'? Yo’
were too close not to hear somethin’, an’ yo'r ve'y
sayin’ yo' didn’ hear shows me yo' know more'n
yo'll tell.” .

*Calhoun Ridgeley flung out his arms and shoved
Witherspoon aside. .

" “Lemme by!” he said.

But Witherspoon caught the shoving arm and
hung fast to it.

“Yo’ know!” he repeated. . '

“Lemme by! Yo're crazy! Lemme by, or Tll
* hurt yo' Morgan—I surely will.”

Witherspoon, with a quick twist, released the
giant’s sleeve and grasped his collar. -

“Yo' saw that nigger!” he said.

A sudden terror shot over.Ridgeley.

SHow do yo' know?” he countered. ;
- “Yo've as much as admitted it. Yo’ were almost
* thete. - By Gawd, the circumstances are enough to
make people that didn’ know yo' think yo’' did it
yo'self!”

What he was saying Witherspoon, in the frenzy
of his grief, scarcely knew, but to his hearer the
words were heavy with the very threat that Cal had
been all along suspecting underlay Morgan’s ques-
- tioning. - Dr S ‘

“Who was it?” Witherspoon insisted.

Ridgeley tried to speak, but could find no word
to say. He wondered if Morgan could see his face.
He wondered what—. _ _

“Teli me that nigger’s name!” cried Witherspoon.

A “nigger”! A coward never asks for proofs of
his fear; Ridgeley saw a light and leaped for it.

“The only nigger I saw,” he stammered—“the
‘only one was—" . -

" He stopped, but Morgan was shaking at his collar,

“I knew it!” cried Witherspoon. “Yo' knew all
along who did this,-an’ yo' wouldn’t tell me ’cause
yo' wanted. to kill him yo'self!” 4

“T don’—I1 don’ know. I don’ want to (ill any-
body. I saw only one nigger.” TP

“Well, who was it?” .

“He—It wouldn’ e like him. to—"

“It had to be that nigger, whoever i was. Who
was he?” ;

“Tt was Billy Turner.”

1”

Witherspoon’s hold loosened. His hands dropped

to his sides, impotent. Billy Turner? The. soft-
eyed, handsome mulatto—the man that was to marry
Jane Legare’s maid Sally, the man that had been
the body-servant of Florida Picken’s twin brother;
the man that Florida had herself taught to read!
“It couldn’ be,” gasped Witherspoon. “It couldn’
be!” : T '
“Phat’s what I tol’ yo'”
“Are yo' sure it was Billy?”
" “Where did yo’ see him?”
- “At the edge of the woods.
some money from Sanborn.”
 “Good Gawd!” gasped Morgan.
' He turned on his heel and started away,

“I'm sure it was Billy that I saw, but I tell yo'—” .

He brought me

THE COMING 'NATION -

Synopsis of Prec~"ing Chapters -

Luke Sanborn; engineering a rallroad through the
soufh, establishes his headquarters in a little southern-
residence town, where his protracted'stay brings him
in close contact with a typical old southern family.
He falls in love with a member of this famiiy, Jane
Le| , & young widow. ¥

alhoun Ridgeléy, a brother of Jane, betrays violent
characteristics inherited from his slave-owning fore-
f’nthers. He is in love with his cousin, Morida
Pickens, ' Calhoun compares unfavorably with anotiter
suitor of Florida’s, Morgan Witherspoon. = -

Florida Is attracted by Calhoun physically, and In
her infatuation agrees to give him an answer to his
suit at a specified time. Meanwhile Calhoun wantonly
kills a negro for what he supposed was an ailack on
his sister’s honor. The killing meets the disapproval
‘of his relatives and Calhoun, morose, spends most of
his time in the tavern, waltln}' for Florida's answer,

Luke proposes to the widow Jane and is accepted on
condition that he secure, as a matter of form, the con-
sent of her relatives, Calhoun included. He finds the
latter deep in drink and attempts to rermonstrate with
him. Calhotn is hostile, but appears to relent and
borrows momney, which a negro servant is. ordered to
bring to Calhoun in Beaufain's wood that evening.
Calhoun also sends a note to Florida asking her to
meet him that same evening at the foot of Beaufain's’

to give him her answer. ‘At the meeting when
florida refuses him, Calhoun's passion leads him to
to an agf of moral cowardice. ¥

Toward sundown of the same evening Luke, with |
Jane's aid, secures the consent of Klorida's father,
Jane's nearest relative, to his marri .Whiie en-
gaged In conversgtion with Morgan Witherspoon, coine
in search of Florida who has presumably gone for a
. walk, they hear a cry for help. Morgan, instinctively
knowing it to be Florida, rushes in the growing dark-
ness in the direction of the cry and siumbles over
Florida's body at the foot of Beaufain’s pond.

This time, however, it was Ridgeley that prevented
departure. He strode after Witherspoon and laid.
his rough hald upon him. ’ ’

“What yo' goin’ to do?” he demanded.

Witherspoon’s voice was harsh. “I'm goin’ to
kill him.”

“Billy Turner?”

“Who eise?” . ‘

“But Mo'gan, yo' don’ know—yo're not: certain—
yo’ haven’t any real proof!”

“What mo’ could I have?
there. Yo' saw him.”

“I know, Mo'gan; but I only saw him goin’ to-
ward the woods.” .o :

“Yo' said yo' saw him at the edge of it.”

Ridgeley’s body was convulsed by an inward
struggle. '

“I might 'a’ been mistaken.
mistaken in the man.”

“Yo' said he brought you somethin’.
yo' be mistaken?”

“I know, Mb’gan; but how can we be—"

“Cal, don’ think yo're goin’ to have this man fo’
yo'r own gun. He's mine!”

“Mo'gan! Mo’gan!"—Ridgeley could form no
further plea; he could only hang fast to Wither-
spoon and repeat, over and over, his rival’s name.

But Witherspoon, in a white heat, shook himself
free.

“Cal,” he cried, “there were only yo' two near
that place at that time If Billy Turner didn’ do
this thing, who did?” g

Ridgeley's mouth opened to reply; then closed
in silence. ~

Witherspoon was still a man of one idea. He
saw only the crime that had been done. He ac-
cepted os a matter of course the belief that a negro
was guilty. His task had been merziyto find what
negro had been nearest to the foot of Beaufain’s
Pond at the time of the crime’s occurrence. That
task was now completed, and the conclusion inev-
itahle. .

'With no o*her word, with no further protest
from Ridgeley, Morgan turned away and hurried
toward the Pickens house. He walked with huge

He was there—right

Perhaps I was even

How could

strides, with heels that dug deep into the mould and -

with hands that were clenched tight.

At his side, as if he were walking to the scaffold,
walked Ridgeley. In the night only the man’s huge
outline silhouetted itself against the shadowy back-
ground, only his shambling tread made itself heard.
But had the sun shone, had his face been seen by
his companion, Witherspoon would have killed him,
or been killed, before ever the pair of them reached
the garden-gate. = .

-About that gate—drawn by the spread of news
that travels so swiftly and so mysteriously in such
communities—a group of men had collected. Some
of them carried lanterns, and in the light of these
were discernible many of the company that, a week
before, had lounged in the tavern’s bar-room on

the night when Jim Jackson was shot. i

They fell back as the two men approached them,
both Morgan and Ridgeley thus rernaining in the

darkness. One man, however—a mun that did not

carry a light—came -near them, touching his hat.
“Have yo' formed any guess as t» what black

devil done this deed, Mr. With’spoon?” he askec!.
Morgan, scarcely daring to trust his voice, nodded.
FWhe wak H guBPY o el BRI e OF R
“Mr. Ridgeley was not far from the pond at the

time. He saw a nigger at the edge of the voods”

»

“That's him, certain sure! Who was. it,

Who was it?” % t'ﬂ?
Morgan inclined his head again, this time to-

ward Cal. : : : :

“Ask Mr. Ridgeley,” he said.

The other men came crawling up, their faces
white in the unsteady lights. Ridgeley turned away,
but Morgan put out a restraining hand. p &

“Tell them,” he said.~— :

“T won’t,” said Cal. } ;

“Yo’ must. And-then, as Ridgeley, with sull
hanging head, remained silent, Witherspoon  con-
tinued: “Mr, Ridgeley happened to be almost on
the ve'y spot.. He is the only witness. Cal, was it
Billy Turner?” .

The faint rays of a lantern streaked, for a mo-
ment, Ridgeley’s ashen face. ;

“Yes,” he whispered. :

(To be Continucd.)

THE SHOP SLAVE

(Continued from - Page Nine.)
other hand you have a young girl, attractive, alone,
who comes back to lier dormitory at fifteen minutes
after eleven af night. She may have niissed a
train connection—a hundred and one things may
have caused her to be detained—and -sh= finds the
door shut in her face. i

The sticets of London, midnight, and no money
for a bed. That is a terrific synthesis.

I hav§ just had a case from life related by a
young girl employed at a famous West-end house, -
who was Tocked out through being ‘ten minutes late.
She had no money and no friends in London. All
through the night she said she ran rather than

wwalked about the streets—accosted at every turn-

ing—frightened—exposed to all the Horrors of a

. London night.

In the morning she presented herself at the shop,
and by her determination to expose the whole
thing frightened her employers, who have today
altered the rule about non-admission after 11 p, m.

The crux of the whole matter is this:

If there is to be any virtue in the locked door,
it is absolutely es-ential for the employer to be .
able to guarantee that every member of his staff
can kbe accounted for on any or every night of the
week. )

As a matter of cold fact there is no check what-
ever, short of a special inquiry, by which a firm can
say whethier all its employes have «or have not slept:
in their beds on any particular night.

The result is, as my investigations have shown,
that scores of shopgirls, and many more shopmen,
are kabsent from their quarters every night of the
week. ‘ :

There is no virtue in the locked door.

In some houses assistants have great difficulty in
getting a “permit” to sleep out on any nights sava
those of Saturday and Sunday, when no permit is
Tequired. : :

Why? o L

Because the employer saves the cost of their keep
on the week-ends when they go to their frignds or
to undesirable companions. : :

Remember that the shop assistants are usually
young people—for 49 per cent of the men returned
as drapers are under 25 years of age, whilst no less
than 65 per cent of the women are below that age.
They are young and they want to enjoy life. They
have r inducement to spend their ev
small and deadly-du'l sitting rooms or dorn 8.
In many cases they are prohibited. from remaining in
the house between certain hours zfter work. The
street is, .therefore, their only playground from

closing-time until eleven, and it cannot be wouﬂerﬂl S
at that the horrors of the shop “compound” drive
them so frequently into the glittering maze of viec.

The system of “living-in,” like the “radius” agree-
ment, the “guarantee,” and the prohibition of mar-
riage, is only one link in the horrid chain of exploi- =
tation. It is as though employer and employe,

sweater and sweated, profit-monger and profit-

maker, were all slaves of ths lamp of capitalism.

The shop-worker, like his brother in the pit and at .
. the desk, comes like a whipped dog at the summons

of the lamp. The heac of the shop combine rubs
the lamp—in a moment he has conjured out of the

vasty deep, forces which he only dimly understands
and over which he has no control. In a flash, the
millions of men, and women employed in the distrib-
w.ive trades, feel tha shock, for in horrid sequeice
the pressure above makes. itself felt in those lower
deeps whera the slaves live, and move and have
their being. High above therd they see shining the

instrument of their tyranny, bestial and ignorant they
bow down to the Molech of the lamp—but far ; way
up the sides of the distributive pit are to be seen
- clambering those brave hearty, the pioneers of the

_new age, who yet will reach the Horror, and, throw-
ing it down from its high pinnacle, will extinguis
forever the instrument which has blinded the souls
of men with the miasmatic vapors of capitalist

£ - - “(THE END.) " |

enings in their
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Social Forces in American History
It is doubtful if the history of any
other country has been. so persistently
distorted by ruling class influences as
that of the United States.- This is prob-
‘ably because the history of no other
country has such an immediate and vital
influence upon the problems of the pres-.
ent. A knowledge of the truth concern-
ing tha evolution of existing American
institutions would destroy all reverence
for the constitution, place the entire na-
tion in contempt of the Supreme court
and cause a revolution against. those
who now hold the reins of political and

‘economic power. - ;
For twelve years, A. M. Simons, one

of the editors of the ComiNe NATION, -

has been working upon a history of this
country that should as far as possible
set forth in their true light the prucess
by which present institutions came. into
existence, This history has been re-
written many times. A iirst crude draft
was published several years ago as 2
pamphlet and has had a wide sale and
been translated intd several languages.
Later the matter was.elaborated still fur-
ther in the form of lectures for a cor-
respondence course, and in this form
was subjected to close criticism by
many students: Five years ago the ma-
terial was again rewritten in the -form
of a series of articles for the Appeal
to Reason.” That these filled a demand
was seen in the fact that more than
five Hundred letters were received ask-
_ing that they be published in book form.
The writer was not yet satisfied with
his work and so five years more of tabor
. was devoted to obtaimag new material
and rearranging that already on hand.
During these years the matter containes
_in the Appeal to-Reason articles was
expanded more than three-fold and en-
_tirely rewritten, many times from a
. wholly new point of view.
*  The completed work is now in the
hands of the publishers, the Macmillan
company, and will probably be ready for
‘sale the first of October.
"~ The aim throughout the book has
been to determine what social forces
‘were at work in each period and how
these forces straggled for the mastery
.and finally expressed themselves in so-
__cial institutions. The method of treat-
_ment “consists ia first tracing the im-
provements in the methods of producing
and distributing goods, then ascertain-
~ing what social classes wure affected by
these improvements and thien how these
social classes transformed institutions
to conform to their interests. :
 There’ were industrial and
changes in Europe that made the voy-
ages of discovery and the succeeding
emigration inevitable, and these causes
.are sought out and considered rather
than the stories of a few. individuals
and groups. - The overwhelming mass
of* those wh«' came in colonial days,
and ever since, have been members of
the working class, and the causes that
drove them across the sea and the con-
ditions they met with on this side are
. §et forth and eémphasized. .
The American Revolution wis otre
_phase of a great world-wide class war,
_ having its peculiar features on this con-
tinert. This work seel's to show the
" real causes back of the Revolution and
- ''%0 shuw how the w2 was fought aad
woa. - The whole giganfic conspiracy by
- which the fruits of that Revolution were

- -fight for power,

social -
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diten  frcin thoss who fought it -of

_ how the constitution was substituted for
~the Declaration of Independence and
-power stealthily stolen from the people

through the creation of the -Supreme

" court and the usurpation of power by
~that body are told in detail.- -

The rise of the factory system and

* a great labor movement that struck the
“first blow against this usurpation of

power together with the march of a
nation of dispossessed workers across
a continent, and the physical and social
forces that determined the direction of

" “that march and the formation of present

institutions are described. Then comes

a discussion of the manner in which the .
~ rebellious workers in the east and the

liberty-seeking pioneers of the west
were merged into the so-called Jackson-
jan democracy and cheated of most of
the fruits of their labor.

The industrial {qgrees, north and south,
- back of the slavery struggle are an-

alyzed. It is shown how chattel-slave
production had run its course much as
capitalism has done today, and how a

" contemporary evolution in the north had

created an interest that was forced to
The industrial side of
the civil war is described as well as the
far-reaching industrial consequences of
that struggle.

The concluding chapters show how
power was grasped by the present ruling
class, sketch the rise of labor and fore-
cast the outcome of the préseant struggle
betwe=n these farces.

The Comincs NatioN has made ar-
rangements with the publishers by which
for a short time this book can be ob-
tained at a rate that will be impossible
once it is upon the market. The work

will sell for $1.50, will be well-printed

and bound. Until it is published one
‘copy will be reserved for each person
sending in three dollars worth of sub-
scriptions for the ComiNc NATION.

You can send in your own renewal
and two new subscribers, or thrée new
subscribers, or three dollars for sub-
scription cards, to be disposed of as you
wish, and your name and address will
be entered for a copy to be sent you
the moment the book is published. It is
necessary that these orders should be
in at once. Otherwise 1t will be im-
nossible to know how many books will
be wanted, and the price at which this
offer is possible applies only to books
ordered before publication.

New Zealand Hallacinations

“There are more current hallucina-

tions about New Zealand and Australia
than about any other countries ir the
wotld,” says Charles Edward Russell in
the fourth installment of “More Light
on the Common Good,” which will ap-
pear next week in the CoMmiNG Nartion.
.Soctalists especially have reason to
know how true this statement is. At
first many Socialists were inclined to
greet the reforms which were enacted in
New Zealand as Sccialisme. The better
informed, however, Lknew that these
were the efforts of the smail capmalist
class to protect itself, and that a Se-
cialist movement could come only after
this reform movement had ftun its

course. Now, it has run its course, and ~

it/is the turn of the opponents of So-
Zialism to quote New Zealand as a proof
of the failure of Socialism.

Charles’ Edward. Russell shows, for
the first time in any periodical pub-
lished in this country, the truth about
the New Zealand situation. The thing
that makes it particularly striking
at this moment is, that the things that
have been ‘tried in New Zealand, and
that have proven their imadequacy to
cope with the problems of capitalist so-
ciety, are just the ones that are now
being urged in-this country by the in.
surgents and radical democrats,

" Russell gives full credit to the goc:!
these things have accomplished, and then
he cxposes their - weak::ess and “hopeless

“insufhic'ency as they have never bheen

exposed before. . :

.~ It is doubtful if an article of greater
_ value, both for educational work and

propaganda, has ever appeared in any

~ Socialist publication. There should be.

a hundred thousand copies of this aum-
ber circulated by the, Socialists.

This article is illustrated with some
splendid photographs * especially taken
for it.

This will not be the only good thing
in the next number. The British corre-
spondent to the Comine NATION has
written the first full story of the great
seamen's strike, and it is a thril}ing
story indeed, and one that the capital-
ist press has done well to keep from the
American . workers. There are some
splenidid photographs of scenes. of the
strike to accompany it. - -

Next week Carl D. Thompson takes
up the work of the Milwaukee health
department in the factories. This is
the first time that a health department
in any city has concerned itself directly
and actively with factory conditions, and

- the result has been the accomplishment

of some things that are very instructive
to say the least. This also is fully il-
lustrated,

When to these features are added fhe
regular installments of Eugene Wood's
“The Big Change” and Kauffman’s
“The Curse,” with the cartoons and
.Russell's editoria's, the CoMiNG. NaTION
challenges comparison with any maga-
zine. no matter what its resources.

- A large fiumber of subscriptions will
expire within the next few weeks. It
takes two weeks at least to get a name
on the subscription list. To make sure
that no numbers are missed it would
be well to renew at once. If you like
the paper and believe that it is needed,
get two additional subscribers and you
will be rewarded with a copy of “Social
Yorces in American Historv” by A. M.
Simons, described . elsewhere or this
page.

There are still.sufficient copies of the
reprint of the first chapters of Fugene
Wood’s “The Big Change,” to make it
possible to give all new subscribers, who
ask for it. all previous installments.

Back t;?lie Land
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induce them to build in‘o the country
and exploit the people. It was given
te them with the understanding that
they sel it back to the pedple a: the
same price Uncle Sam was offering it,
which was two dollars and fifty cents
per acre. If some homeless worker
happens to have the ready cash suppose
vou come out here and try to buy some
of it at that price and see what they
tell you. -

Just in proportion as the settlers make
their land valuable by hard work do
they make that of the railroad company
valuable, and it is held for that rise
in value. In the meantime it lies there
doing no, one any. good while the na-
tion 1s flooded with countless numbers
of its citizens looking for homes.

In conctusion, permit me to add that,
thus far I have failed 0 notice any of
the rajlroad company’s officials or stock-
holders living on the land in [onely
cabins and grubbing stumps in order
to hold it.

A HMunicipal Abattoir

The city of Paris, Tex., has been op-
ercting a municipal abattoir for a little
aover a year. Both butchers and tax-
payers have voted it a success. .

The abattoir is in charge of a super-
intendent, and an inspector, familiar
with the federal government’s hve
stock regulations and quarantine rules,
is regularly employed. In addition theie
is o foreman of the killing floor, and
three assistants.

The butcher delivers his stock into a
stock pen, and in about a week receives
his meat ready for market.

Most careful inspection is made, both
before and after killing, for disease,
and the meat is hung for five days in
cold storage before being. delivered to
the butcher.

. Every one employed on the killing
floor is required to put on a freshly
stcamed white suit every day. The tools

are all sterilized and equal care is given
to the meat after killing. 3

In the beginning a dollar and a half
was charged for slaughtering a - beef,
and a dollar for a hog, sheep, goat or
calf. After thirty days it was found
that these charges were higher than was
necessary to meet expenses and were re-
duced to a dollar and a quarter and sev-
enty-five cents respectively. This reduc-
tion was unsolicited by th: butchers,
and these now state that the city is
doing the slaughtering about twenty-five
cents per animal cheaper than they could
do it themselves. The latest methods
are used in all departments, and all parts
of the animal are utilized as fully as in
the most complete packing houses.

The city does not seek to derive a
revenue from the operation of the plant,
but will utilize any net profits that may
arise in increasing the facilities and,
when they are ample, reducing the cost
to the butchers, with the hope that these
will lower the price to the consumer.

The Socialist Scouts

If your town has no Socialist Scout
you're missing one of the most enlivening
features of Soclalist agitation. A bright-
eyed' youngster with revolutionary badge
and bundle of papers will get propaganda
into the hands that no one else ecan ap-
proach. It's good work for the boys,.and
girls, too. They sell the CoamiNGg NATION
and Appeal to Reason and take subscrip-
tions for both papers. Scouts make 100
per cent on all sales and recelve valuable
premiums in addition.

No. capital is required to start the work.

A bund!e of ten NATrONS wiil be sent to
any boy or girl who agrees to remit haif
price for papers sold and returned hLeads of
unsold coples. A request addressed to the
“Scout Department, Appeul to Reason, Gi-
rard, Kansas,” will bring first bundle, let-
ter of instruction and prize list.

\ Scout News

. ORVILL W. ANTHONY.

This Scout, thirteen years, old: lives in
Hoisington, Kan. He is always on deck
with the CoMmiNg NATION and reports with
increased orders frequently. Although Or-
ville is but thirteen years old he Lnows
why he is a Socialist and can explain that
why to the satisfaction of older people. He
:’(‘lal:lls:tnbe ‘satiﬁﬁ‘e(ll ;;tntll ien.',ery pelrson ol

| ge in Holsington is subscribi

Socialist publications. . e -

Our lncal is stmlnz—up an aetive force
for the distribution of literature and -I am
on that force—Laura Gonlck, Nebraska.

The camera 1 received is a dandy and I
have already taken some pictures ywilh it
and like it very much.—Roy E. Wiie, Penn-
sylvamia. e :

I received my NATIONS vyesterday and
sold out at fifteen. to nine p. m. J; just
sell the evenings.—Arthur Pretsuold,
Pennsylivania. ¢ i

I have six customers and my sister onc.
One of my customers takes more than one
R working tor " walth e Nroon

; n or a walch.--Q .
Calltormion® g C Clga l\:roon,

I received my watch. It is & very nice
one. All my playmates admire it ang said
it was a dandy. I am very thankful for
it—:. - L. Hagerman, New York, aged
twelve years.

I received my preazinn:, tte book ‘“War—

*What For?' and thank jou very much. I

will' read it when I am old enough to un-
derstand it, but it is very recloﬁs to lln?:
{Onhg:: rit h:(‘l) ené'ybody aln recommmend it
eye —Ev 3 -
chusetta'.y y a  ‘xoldenberg, ' Massa
This is a very small village. Ther
only 150 people in it. W:whave aelogﬁ
here and distributed many -Appcals. My -
COMING NATION patrons like .the COMING
NATION very much and I expect to inereasc
my list as election’ draws near. This is
my first letter and I hope to see it printed.
Socgansm is increasing wonderfully here,
—Norman G. King, Pennsylvapig.
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Red Feather Goes Hunting'
ok Copyright 1911 by Kittie ‘Sparnr Hulse)

s HE stars were still shining
® one morning in late Septem-
ber when Red. Feather woke
and crept quietly out from
under his rabbit-skin * robe.
_ H¢ "was very careful not to
waken mother Sunflower and sister
Poppy and baby. Rainbow.

The younger men had all gone away
on a hunting trip ia the mountains far
to the south and would not be back for
a day or two yet. The deer had com-
menced to come down from the moun-
tains where they fed in the summer, to
the Lava Beds where they found plenty
of bunch grass when the snow lay deep
on théir summer range. Red Feather
had asked to go with the hunters, but
his father had only smiled and shaken
his head and told him to stay and take
care of his mother and little sister and
brother while he was gone.

The little boy took up his bow and
arrows from their place near the cam-
poGdie door where he had placed them
very carefully the night before, liftede
the mat very softly, gave a last tender
look at the sleepers and stepped outside.
There had been a light frost in the
night and the air was chilly. Red
Feather shivered as the cold air struck
his naked arms. He walked swiftly but
very lightly amongst che campoodies,
lest the crackling of a twig might dis--
_ turb the sleepers inside. Out of hear-
ing of the camp he started on a dog-
trot and turned into the timber.

He would have been greatly surprised
if he could have seen what happened in
the campoodie after he left. Mother
Sunflower opened her eyes with a smile,
rose quietly from her own robe, softly
raised the mat at the door and peered
out for a moment, then slipped noise-
lessly outside and around the campoo-
die. ~She soon caught sight of Red
Feather trotting swiftly up the hill and
saw him turn and look toward the camp
before he disappeared from  sight in
the timber. Then she nodded her head,
smiled tenderly and proudly, went in-
side the house and crept under-the warm
robes .again.

“He will be as great a hunter as his
father!” she thought. Mother Sun-
flower had see:n him putting new heads
on some of his -arrows, sharpening
some, - getting new sbafts for others,
. testing bowstrings and doing the count-
less other things that hunters do when
they are thinking of gomg hunting. She
had lived -long enough in the campoodie
of the best hunter in the tribe to know
what these signs meant. She had much
‘faith in this hrave little_bz of hers,
wnd did not want to spoil the surprise
she knew he intended to give her, yet
_she was a trifle anxious and wished to
see for herself what ditection he took
that he might be more easily traced
should he not return in reasonable
season.

On and on went Red Feather through
the pine timber, uphill and down again,
till he was several miles from home.
Eyes and ears were giving their best
setvice. At lost he saw something that
caused him to stop short and look very
" claseiy at the ground.in front of him.
There in the frost that covered the soft
‘soil of the hillside was something that
caused the little Indian boys heart to
‘beat fa:ter—the tracks of two animals,
little tracks almost. heart-shaped, wth
‘a_tiny ridge in the center——somethmg
Jike the tracks a sheep makes. Red
Feather-had found the trail of a doe (a
“mother deer) and hev fawn! A short

distance away was a giant jumpet md

.could not kill her.

under its low, friendly branches, in the
soft soil formed by the foliage fallen
for many years, the two animals had
passed the night. Red Feather could
see where they had lain. The Tfresh
tracks led away from the juniper. Very
cautiously the little boy followed the
trail for almost an hour. At last when
it was near sunrise, he saw what he
had been following so long.

In a beautiful dell was a little meadow
that, in the early summer, had looked
as if covered with a green velvet car-
pet. The carpet s(emul faded now, and
streaked and spotted with brown and
yellow. A rocky point crowned with
pines jutted cut into the little meadow
from the hillside, and near the point
two deer were feeding—a mother deer
and her fawn! The fawn was a beau-
tiful creature, in color a brownish gray,
its sides spotted with lighter shades.
Everything was in Red Feather’s favor.
A very light breeze, hardly strong
enough to interfere with the flight of
his arrows, was blowing toward him
from the (eer. Had the breeze been
blowing from him toward the deer,
they would have scented him and been
off like an arrow from his own bow.
He crept cautiously under cover of
trees and rocks and bushes till he was
in range. ~ (It is well for the hunter
that the sight of the deer is not so
keen as scent and hearing!)

Red Feather hesitated a moment. If
he shot the mother and only wounded
her, she might escape, taking the fawn
with her. If he shot the fawn, the
mother might stay and fight him if he
An angry deer is
a dangerous enemy for a little boy to
meet armed with no weapons save bow
and arrow and a flint hunting knife.

“I will try to shoot the mother first,”
he thought, “and 1f I make a good shot
I will get the fawn also.”

Do you think it was cruel for the lit-
tle Indian boy to wish to kill these
beautiful creatures? Perhaps it was—
but was it as cruel as for civilized peo-
ple to kill and eat animals such as
poultry and cattle that they have fed
and cared for and petted all their lives?
And we must remember, little readers,
that much of the slaughter of animals
for food today is needless; but the lives
of the Inlians depended upon the game
they killed.

Red Feather dropped to one l\nee and
aimed very carefully. The clder deer
leaped into the air with a sound such
as a calf makes when hurt, then fell
and struggled to rise again. The fawn
started, sniffed suspiciously, looked won-
deringly at ‘its mother and went quife
close to her. Another shot and the fawn
also” went down. The older animal at
this struggled to her feet. She saw

Red Feather, shook her head threaten- ~

ingly and bounded toward him. The
jittle boy was frightened, you may be
sure, and the Lttle heart under " the
buckskin shirt was beating much faster
than usual, but he did not lose his wits.
Many a time he and his friend, Silver
Fox, had rehearsed just such scenes as
this. Sometimes Silver Fox would play
that he was a wounded bear or deer or
panther and charge furiously at him,
and Red Feather would leap lightly out
of the way. Then Red Feather would
take the part of the wounded animal.
The little boys could not practice on
each other, of course, with bows and
arrows, but they had put in many hours
of target practice of another kind. Many
a time they had run at full speed
mrough the timber, shooting their ar-
rows into tree trunks as they passed.
Besxdes, they had killed many birds on
the wing, and frightened rabbits >ump-
ing away through the sazebrush, besides
many a coyotc loping off as fast as his

_four legs could carry. him.

When the enraged deer was almost

" on him, the little boy leaped nimbly to ‘mothers”
oneudeamluthedwbmdedpm mmmptwmmw
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he let fly an arrow that struck her just
back of the shoulder. The poor animal
fell, struggled a moment and then lay
quite still, -

) Red Feather approached very cau-
tiously. Both animals were dead. The
problem he must now solve was how to

get them to camp. He could manage to '

carry the fawn, but he was afraid that
bears or coyotes might eat the older
animal during his absence.

“At least they shall not have' the
skin!” he thought. Out came the little
hunting knife, It was a long and weari~
some piece of work with only a small
flint knife, but at last the larger deer
was dressed (after a fashion) and
skinned. He covered the carcass with
leafy branches and dragged the largest
dead limbs he could find to cover the
branches and hold them down. Then
he tied the four feet of the fawn to-
gether, slung it over his shoulder and
started for home, carrying the skin of
the doe also.

It was a very weary " httlc boy that
staggered into camp several hours later
with a fawn weighing almost as much
as himself slung over his shoulder; but
how proud he was! Doppy saw him
coming and ran to meet him, then ran
proudly back to tell the news. You

“should have heard the chattering that

went on amongst the women and chil-
dren, and have seen the nods and looks
of' the old men!

Mother Sunflower said very little, but
the look in her eyes made Red Feather’s
heart gladder than anything else. He
was very modest, himself, but Poppy
bragged enough for two.

Old Grizzly-killer who had broken his’
leg that summer and was still too lame

to go with the other hunters, and old
Chee-Nax, the medicine man, offered to
go back with Red Feather and carry
hback the other deer; so after the hittle
bor had rested awhile and had caten
some of the meat from the fawn that
Mother Sunflower broiled for him, and
everything else that she knew he liked
in the way of eatables that was in the
camp—they started back over Red
Feather’s trail; but before they had cov-
ered half the distance they met the
hunting party returning. They had
found the little boy’s cache and were
bringing the deer with them. They had

seen the tracks of his little moccasins

and knew the story already.

“Red Feather kill deer!” said little
Rainbow proudly to his father, which
was a very long sentence for a little fel-
low like him. And everyone laughed.

Over and over the little boy had to

tell "his story that night around the
campfire, His father did not sccld him
for going hunting without permission,
4ua  vhen Poppy asked pleadingly:
“You'll let Red Feather go hunting with
you now, won't you, father?” he nodded
his head and smiled in a way that made
his little bey happier than any civilized
ten-year-old after lus first .day at the
circus.

For These no Country Vacation

How hot it was! and how the babies~

and the children suffered. I mean in
the hot spell of weather that came to
the city and country alike a few weeks
ago. Then everyone who could afford
to do so went to the seashore or the
mountains, where. if one had nothing to
do but kcep cool, it was not so bad.

‘But in the hot, sweltering city were
left thousands of little children, whose
Papas and Mammas couldn’t afford to
take them to the seashore, or mountains,
who couldu’t afford even to stop work
for one day to take them to a pleasure

2sort for a breath of air.

So the little children had to ﬁrve and
breathe and play as best they could, in
the hot, narrow, sun-baked streets of
great cities like New York or Chicago.

"You could see, if you went .along oné

of the streets$;, boys with' scarcely any
“clothing on, playlng around the asl: and
‘gatbage can. Others" splashing in the,
water from some {riendly street hy-
~drant.  Many "“little

“Little Mothers”

houses, or in little chairs I;rought out
from the tenements and placed in some
corner where the sun did not strike, try-
ing to cool the little sisters or brothers
on their laps. The faces of both “little
mothers” and the babies showed how
much they suffered. Many babies died,
because their mothers could not get
fresh ice and milk for them.

This isn't right, is it, children? . If
some people have to stay in the city
during the summer, at least the children
ought to be given the chance to go to
the country al’ through the heat.

Neither is it right that Fathers and
Mothers who work hard all the time
should not be able to have enough left
out of their wages to take themselves
and their children out of the heat of
the cities.

Joknny's Question.

“Aw! What's the use of ice

If yow haven't got the price?

My Ma—she wants a lot,’

For our baby's sick and hot.

We've just got to cool her off—

Doc says it's whooping-cough! ol
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‘ Aw! What'e the Use”
“Seems to me them guys
I:"hat make the prices rise
Ain’t got babies of their.own, t:
Or their hearts are chunks of stowe.
Gee! if ice was free for all,
There'd be w2 babies sick at all.*

“Down owr block there’s stacks of M e
W-hat never :}ml: their lids,

You can hear ’em in the sireet,
Thevre plure crasy with the lmxt
Suy! what's money to rich guys
If linle kiddies die like ﬂm'r”

Toxhoma, Okla., Juue 6, mn, 8
Denr Editr—]1 want to wrl s
* page, too. o 2
am nine years old, lud In the
nex?“ pnd 1 am going to be In t.ht
1 like to read the 5
1 wish Lillian wonurwr!h mp‘
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l;ow’s brow, he expects re-
turns. It matters not whether
- 77 the workers have been de-
nied educational advantages; they are

‘supposed to be pr t in many
branches of industry, despite his lack-
of-education As proof of the

handicap.
demands the capitalist minds make upén
theworkcrwhon forced to seek a mas-
ter the following exact reproduction of
an advertisement that recently appeared
in the New York World is a typical
illustration: |

Au.mom MECHANIC: must

Read that advertisement over again
' you workinginen who know things and
those of you who are about to gradu-
ate from a technical school, and learn
what brilliant prospects and cpportun-
ities the capitalist activity offers to you.
aAnd if you are proficient as a mechan-
ical engineer only remember that you
are somewbat handicapped as yow must
be an electrical expert, a plumber, car-
penter,. steam-fitter and wheelwright as
well. And remember, too, that the ad-
vertisement is typical of the demands
the employing class is calling for from
those who are willing to go out into
the world and contribute their share
of effort. Keep the “chance for . ad-
vancement” in'sight too, for you know
in advance how liberal the treatment will
be from a man whose thinking apparatus
is in his gall instead of in his head for
no man with his brains in the right
* place could think of making such ex-
orbitant demands from a sxngle indi-
‘widual.
: Fm&ﬂyhkealohglookatthesahry.
Salary, not wages, mind you: The fact

that the munificent amount is to be -

'Mu»mumhrymmyou above
the common level of a workingman whe
 contributes his cJorts for wages; union
‘moiiomorﬁvcdoﬂanadayof
«ight hours, perhaps. Remember also

that this school is the result of philan-

lhro”—-mﬁhmhropy of the explomng

Ahokmltmmmdthatthmcap-
Inﬁgdemmdsputapremnmon cel-
dbacy. If you remain single and de-
cline to contribute any of your nu-

'M‘Etalenutothempponofamfc .

msing of a future and neces-
:eucntmn in order to keep the
‘earth alive, you get your three meals a
‘day, a furnished room and a'so your
- washing thrown in with the less than
$10-a-week or $40-a-month salary.

But if you decline to live the life
of a celibaty, ur decline to contribute
‘auy support to che -countless red light
districts, and firmly resolve to go
through life with a married companion,
you must be content to relinquish the
* meals and washing privilege as your
‘wife will be expected to do the washing
gnd provide the necessary porterhouse
steak and all the other things which
are so liberally supplied by (noc to)
the members of your own class. Right
here you have the proi that the capi-
mmr puts a premium on im-

lity as well as on celibacy, and in
memtmwife.ifyoutakzthe job,
beexpectedtogoonttoworkm
t.:fyoun‘é at

sh mk coﬁme NA‘rxbﬁ

 steam- ﬁtters. and at the 'same time sec

to it that they are fed and are slnlled
in all these useful arts, on the muni-
ficent salary of $40 a month.

I- don’t know how many of the un-
employed in New York answered that
advertisement, but I do know of one
response that the Baron de Hirsch

School’s hirer of labor talent received

and here it is: -
“Mr. H. W. Geller-Baron de Hirsch
Agricnltural School, Woodbine, New

Jersey. *

“Dear Szr-—Your very attractive ad-
vertisement noted in the Sunday World
of today. The qualifications required
_for the position being so simple while
the remuneration you offer being so ex-
tremely liberal it has appealed very
strongly to me. The only hesitation I
have in applying for the position is that
my experience has extended over so
much broader a field in the industrial
world -as in addition to being thoroughly
competent in the few minor departments
of labor referred to I have had many
years -of experience in the occupation
of barber, chiropodist, gardener, chem-
ist, bank-president, undertaker ‘and
trained nurse. °

“Therefore, I am afraid the duties in-
volved would be insufficient to occupy
my mind, and it has occurred to me that

possibly you might think of something

further in which ‘I could improve my
spare time such as giving special in-
struchon to the college faculty as I have
gained a very -useful k .owledge of the
raising of hogs.

“l am married and have three boys
and it has occurred to me that perhaps
you could also find something for my
wiie to do during the spare time she
would have on her hands after attend-
ing to her simple duties, perhaps, too,
the older boy could be taken out of
school to aid in feeding the hogs, and
if you find him deficient in this line of
industry I feel confident he would im-
prove under your competent tuition.

“Your immediate attention to this ap-
phcatxon will be appreciated as the
writer is anxxous‘to get on the $40 job
especially in the hog-faising department
as your advertisement indicates that the
crop of hogs would be a proliiic one.”

An address was furnished for a re-
p'7, and an alleged facetious rospornse
was received. The writer at tne agri-
cuitural school said he was pleased to
learn of the applicant’s ralsmg ahility,
and wished to know if the writer were
also proficient in raising freight cars to
the second story of the college buildings
without cutside assistance. The appli-
cant prom otly rephe.. that he was not
only profiaent in raising the articles re-
ferred to, but that he was proficient in
raxsmg all kiuds of hell at any old time
if g'ven any encouragement.

The result of .this correspondence will
be notice, no doubt, to at least one em-
/ployer of labor that such ridiculous de-

mands at such a miserable wage are re-

sented by at least one member of the
working class.

——

* Readings in thcrctrm r
BY WILLlAll MAILLY

bl oo oo o fodofoop
ThoEcoﬂon&cSh‘nryofWomea

From the Preface to Gcmng Married,
by G. Bemard Shaw

One of the consequences of basing
marriage on the considerations stated
with cold abhorrence by St. Paul in
the seventh chapter “of ' hiis epistle to
the Corinthians, as being made neces-
sary by the unlikeness of most men to
himself, is that the sex slavery involved
has become complicated by ecouomic

slavery; so that ‘whilst the dum defends
marriage because he is really defending
his pleasures, the woman is even more

_ vehement on the same side because she

is defending her only means of liveli-
hood. To a woman without property
or marketable talent a husband is more
necessary than a master to a dog. There

is nothing more wounding to our sense’

of human dignity than the husband
hunting that begins in every family
when” the daughters become marriage-
able; but it is inevitable- under existing

. circumstences; and the parents who re-

fuse to engage in it are bad parents;
though they may be superior individ-
uals. The cubs of a human tigress
would starve; and the daughters of
women who cannot bring themselves to
devote several years of their lives to
the pursuit of sons-in-law often have

- to expatiate their mother’s squeamish-

ness by life-long celibacy and indigence,

To ask a young man his intentions
when you know he has no intentions,
but is unable to deny that he has paid
attentions; to threaten an action for
breach of promise of marriage; to pre-
tend that your daughter is a musician
when she has with the greatest diffi-
culty ‘been coached into playing three
paano-for:e pxcces which she loathes;
to use your-own mature charms to at-
tract men to the house when your daugh-
ters have no aptitude for that depart-
ment of sport; to coach them, when
they have, in the arts by which men
can be led to compromise themselves;
and to keep all the skeletons carefuily
locked up in the family cupboard until
the prey is duly hunted down and
bagged; all this is a mother’s duty to-
day; and a very revolting duty it is,
one that disposes of the conventional
assymption that it is in the faithful
discharge of her home duties that a
woman finds her self-respect. The truth
is that family life will never be decent,
much less ennobling, until this central
horror of the dependence of women on
men is done away with. At present it re-
duces the difference between marriage
and prostitution to the difference be-
tween Trade Unionism and unorganized
casual labor; a huge difference, no
doubt, as to order and comfort, but not
a difference in kind.

However, it is not by any reforia
of the marriage laws that this can be
dealt with. It is in the general move-
ment for the prevention of destitution
that the mean: for making 'women
independent of the compulsory sale ot
their persons, in marriage and other-
wise, will be found ; but meanwhile those
who. deal spec?ﬁcally with the marriage
laws should never allow :hemselves for
a moment to forget this abomination
tiat “plucks ‘the rose from the fair
forehead of ar innocent love and sets
a blister there,” and then calmly calls
itself purity, home, motherhood, respec-
tability, honor, decency, and any other
fine name that happens t¢ be convenient,
not to mention the voul epithets it hurls
at those who are ashamed of it.

No War in Morocco

There will be no war between Eng-
land, Germany and France over Morocco.
This will not be because the capitalists
of these countries are not perfectly will-
mg to send the workers out to shoot
an¢ be shot. - Neither will peace come
tecauce of Hague Tribunals, peace czn-
gresses and Carnegie endowmeats,

Therc wiil be no war because therz is
a powerful Socialist movement in each
of the three countries concerned, and
these Socialists are already acnvcly wag-
ing war upon the proposed war.

Thousands upon thousands oi Social-

ists gathered in a great assemblage in
Paris in response to the declaration
of the Umted Socialist Party that, “Mo-
rocco is not worth the hones of a sin-
gle French lahorer.” At this meeting
resolutions of sympathy were received
from the Social Democratic Party of
Germany and the Independent Labor
Party and the Social Democratic Party
of England. Edouard Vaillant, member
of the Chamber of Deputies and’ fgrmer

-

- fighter in the Commune, . w:rs ”wildly

cheered when-he declared, “At Copen-
hagen we discussed the methods to be
used in fighting war. We have pre-
ferred the most revolutionary, the most
striking. The strike is the best of ail
methods. When the railway systems
of both countries are tied up by a strike,
how will trocps be mobilized? If the
industries that feed war are idle, how
will war be possible?”

With the memory of the recent raxl-
road strike in France, and the seamen’s
strike in England and throughout Eu-
rope in their minds, the capltahsts of
these countries will think several times
before they drive the workers into a
universal strike against war.

The Sleepm

As 1 walked down Thames' stony side,
This silent morning, wet and dark;
Before the cocks in farmyards crowed.
Before the dogs began to bark;
Before the howr of four was struck
By old Westminster's mighty clock;

As I walked down the waterside,
This morning, in the cold, damp air,
I saw a hundred women and men
Huddled in rags and sleeping there;
These people have no work, said I,
And long before their time they die.

That moment, on the waterside,

A lighted car came at a bound;
I looked inside, and lo! a score

Of pale and weary men that frowned
Jach nian sat i a huddled heap,
Carried to work while fast asleep.

Ten cars rushed down the waterside,
Like lighted coffins in the dark;

With twenty dead men in each car,
That must be brought alive by work,

These people work too hard, said I,

And long before their time they die.

—William H. Davies in New York Ev-
ening Mail.

Whatever unifies mankind, whatever
rids men of vice and misery; whatever
frees them from fear and want; what-
ever takes off the pressure of overwork
is religion.—Simon N. Patten in the
Independent.

If the church gives us God through
its worshlp, sorcial equahty through
service and social ;ustlce through re-
sistance to exploitation, it will always
have a place amang social institutions
and be second to none in its power
and influence.—Simon N. Patten in The
Independent.

There is something wrong in a gov-
ernment where they who do the most
have the least. There is something
wrong, where honesty wears a rag and
rascality a robe; when the loving, the
tender, eat a crust, while the infamous
sit at banquets.—Robert G. Ingersoll.

Here we may reign secure; and in my
choice

To reign is worth ambition, though m
hell; ‘

Better. to reign in hell than serve in
heaven.—Milton.

Nursery Rhymes Revised

BY J. W. BABCOCK.

A man of words and not of deeds

Is like an apple full of ceeds;

And if upon’ the seeds he'll b‘te,

He soon concludes that all's not right,
Just so ’twill be with you and I,

We must decide that we will try

To right the wrongs we daily find,
Improve conditicas for mankind ;

L.et us clean up this world of xreed

For when we're dead, we're dead indeed.

A. Letter

- Dear CoMING NATION—My brother and
I want te work for Soclalism. We are
twirs and are twelve years old.  Qur father
has worked for Soclalism for forty-five
years. He is an old communard and has
Just been nominated by the local as ean-
didate for the legislature. We are going
to try to help him to educate the people
on . Sceialism.  8Bend ws twen COMINw
NaTiON: 2 week to start with. Ve are all.
looking forward to Comrade Debs' visit
here. I send you ong dolhrm 3
ACOB USER
Boy 646. it

L

Piice HAUSER,
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Experience and Tlpe'my

It ‘was after the state board of in- -

struction had made scientific temperance
a cqmpulsory study that patrons of the
public schools begun to brush-up a lit-

tle on the subject. Perhaps this sud- .

den .studiousness was due to the fact
that now they had literature on th» sub-
_Ject, namely: Their children’s schout
text books. :
One day I visited in a rural district.
My host, the father of seven, existed
principally on his wife’s ‘income from
the wash tub. His wife was proud of
him for he possessed one great talent.
He could drink more whiskey than any-
one and be'good natured. When I was
there, he was lying on the floor, read-
ing a book on scientific temperance.
Occassionally he sat up. and drank from
a jug that stood at his right hand, then
he lay down and resumed his book. He
did this no less than half a dozen times
during my visit that afternoon. He
finally grew enthusiastic with the
author, and I heard him commenting
loudly. )
A “This here feller,” he exclaimed look-
ing kindly at his jug, “knows w’'at he’s
a sayin’, by golly he knows how to write
it dewn jus’ as good ’s I, you bet! He's
got it all right, all right. That's jus'
how the dam stuff does.” '

»

OIJ-Party Grammar

A fellow who is having trouble ad-
justing grammar to old-party situations
submits this one to me:

“Is it proper to say’ neither of the
old parties is’? Should we not say
‘Neither of the old parties are’?”

I think you should use the singular
verb, “is” It makes the sentence hang
together better after using the word
“neither.” And besides, you might as
. well_be practicing up on- the singular

verb in that case, anyway, for the two

old parties “is” soon going to be one,

and then 'you'll have to say “is”".—/. L.
‘Hicks in The Rebel.

Donating Europe
to the Heathen Tribes

BY ANDRE TRIDON,

For the second time in several cen-
turies the. Turkish Sultan has left Con-
- stantinople on a pleasure trip. Accord-
ing to the Moslem traditions the com-
mander of the faithful may not over-
step the boundaries of Ottoman terri-
tory except for purposes of war; and
even then it must be assumed that the
war wili be one of conquest. For the

Koran says ‘expressly that wherever the

Khalif sets his foot Moslem domination
becomes an accomplished -fact.
The first time when the Emperor of

Turkey sallied forth from his domin-
ions on an errand of pedce was in
1867. Almost every ruler had been ihe
guest of Napoleon III on the occasion
of the Paris World’s fair. The Sheick
ul Islam who is the Sultan’s delegate
in religious affairs showed his inge-
nuity by devising the strategem through
which his master could obey the behest

" of Mohammed and yet®visit the French

capital. The mere fact of the Sultan
journeying through Europe amounted”
to a formal annexation of Europe to
the, Turkish Empire.

When the Siltan returned to Stam-
boul he simply issued a decree donat-
ing all the European countries he had
just conquered to the heathen tribes.
and the trick was done. Mohamed V
may have a sense of humor and dis-
pense this time with his predecessor’s
territorial extravagance,

No Danger

They were the old style conservative
people and their regard for the sabbath
betrayed their puritan ancestry. One
day I announced to them my intention
of leaving for a trip through the west.

“When do you start?” inquired the
hostess. ;

“I have picked Sunday for the day—
next Sunday.”

“Oh,” cried a feminine chorus, “don’t

~ weeks longer she: wouldn’t a lived a

you know what becomes of people who
trave! on Sunday?” . ,

“Well, T never thought of that,” I said
indulgently; “but you sce I have a re-
turn ticket.”.

Comforting

She had just returned from a long
stay in the west. The old village gos-
sip came to see her, poked her in the
side, and cheerfully inquired; “Ye ain™
married yit, I, my?”

“No,” laughed Emma.

“Ye.ain't got no beau?”

“No.” ;

“Ye'll soon be an old maid, Emmy.
Well, they say that no one is as hap_py
as an old maid, when she once quits

»” =

strugglin’.
‘Trouble, trouble

To a sympathizing friend a Kentucky
mother was telling of the illness of one
of her children. “Ya-as” saiG she,
“Susie had inflamation oi the bron-
chitis tubes bad. We got the veteran
livin’ near us, but he didn’t do her no
good so we sent to town for a physician
doctor, an’ he said ef she’d a had it two

4

day!”

Told at the

Dinner Ho_ur

[Stories of actual life in the shops are
wanted for this department. A subscription
card is given for every one used. So many

- are being received that it is not possible to

answer those that are not used. If you Tre-
ceive a -ard you may know that yours has
been accepted.] :

Very Flattering

BY JOHN H. STOKES,

A certain young duke had come to
this country for the purpose of ex-
changing a title for a fortune, and, in-
cidentally, having a wife thrown into
the bargain.

One evening he had been dressed for .

a fashionable ball where he heped to
make a “hit.” While he was admiring
his prim make-up, a colored servant en-
tered the room and gazed at him in
open-mouthed wonder, e

“How do I look, Sam?” asked the
duke, thinking tc get a compliment.

“Bold as a lion, sah,” answered Sam,
proudly.

“Aw, you fool, you never saw a lion,”
said the duke. :

“Tfeed 1 has seed a lion,” persisted

Sam.

- . The Spirit of the Capitalist Editoiial Rooms

“Where?” asked the duke.
“In massa Johnson's stable,’ ;mswered

Sam. .
“That wasn't a lion, you fool, that

was a- jackass,” sneered the (.lukc.
“Can’t help it, massa, dats jest what
yo' look like.”

A Shovel Substitute

BY P. J. SHEVLIN,

“There used to be a saying arouad
the mines here that when an employe
was discharged, he was fired and a
mule put at the job. )

But a young Pole went this one
better. v ”

He was employed with others loacing
thé culm banks into cars that were later
tun through the little breaker, called 2

washery.
The company's steam shovel

stole his_job. , ;
When the young Pole came home with

his dinner pail the boarding mistress

was told that a steam sh_ovel, not a

mule, had been put at the job. .
i B T

The Wrong Man

BY J. R. MILLER.

soon

A beautiful young lady entered a
music stere the other day, and stepped
up to the counter where a new cler
was assorting music. . : '

“Have you ‘Kissed Me in the Moon-
light?”

The clerk turned half way around.
"“J¢ must have been the man at the
other counter, I've only been here a

- week.”

Mistress (after thl:'l quarrel)‘-h-No;?‘l't
on must stay umtil I get another g
: Norah—I intevd to, It's only roight

some wan should tell, her the kind of a

woman ye are—Bostos Transcript. -

No sooner is 2.témple built to God
but the Devil builds:a chapel hard by—

» Hﬂbl"‘. :

A

—Wahre Jakob
He Can't Reach his Pockets any More

The Socialist Bogey

Whad's dem shadders a-creepin’ through
de irees? ; ,

W had’s dat meanin’ comin’' wid de
breeze?

Soun’s like de cryin’ of @ litile chid at
night,; e e

Soun's like it's hungry—look dem eyes
a-shinin' bright. j

Looky a: de moon, ole marsier;.it's
a-turnin’ red,

Golly, Marse C.::
youah head.

Mist, yeu bdh}h hide

Hear dat owl a-screechin’? Soun’s iive
a fact'ry whistle. : :
Lawd, what's dat a-creepin’ up through -

de downey thistle?

“It's a dork man a-comin’ wid @ bun(k;- :

looks jes' like de earth, i
He's got it on his shoulders. Masse,
run fo' all youuh worth. el
Dat spook’s madder'n de debbel; ‘#'s
comin’ »:ght fo’ yom. Wi
Hug tight yo' rabbit foot. Oh, Lawdi{
I done see you' hoo-doo. % i
: —Hope. -

She had monopolized the dressing <
room of the car for an age it seemed.
When at last she -eturned to her seat
a lady smilingly said. to her, “What a
change a few hours can make!”

7 WILL MAKE YOU|
PROSPEROUS _
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revolt in things temporal
‘spivitual. Selected and
o annotated by

FRANK STUELMAN

.Of the ‘masters of word-wisardry none excel William Morris, artist, poet, ro-

mancer and Socialist. As a singer of Arthur and Guinevere, of the knightly deeds
that Froissart loves to tell he was much the superior of Tennyson. “Sigurd the
Rolsung” ts a mighty rendering of the God-like hero of the Norsemen, a poem
that is unsuppressed among the epics of the world. His prose romances, imbued
with the glamorous light that was between the real and the supernaturcl in the
dawn of history, vivid twith hot passions and clash of arms, and the horror of
sudden death ere unmigue in literature. ;[ you wish to be carried into realms of
enchantment read “Gertha's Lovers, “The Hollow Land” or “Golden Wings.”
Would you know the ancient day-spring of Socialism read “the House of the Wolf-
ings” and “The Roots of the Mountans. Would you read the masterpicce of So-
cialism, supreme in its beauty, unapjr-oached in its spirit of comradeship, and unsur-
passable in ils artistry, read “A Dream of John Ball” Besides he wrote for the
Cause a-number of “Chants for Shcialists,” of which the following is one:

All for the Cause-

BY WILLIAM MORRIS,

Hear a word, a word in season, for ihe
day i3 drawing nigh,

When the cause shall-call upon us, some

- to live; and some to die!

He that dies shall not die lonely, many
a one hath gone before,
He that lives shall bear no burden heav-
- fer than the life they bore.

Nothing ancient is their story, ¢'en but
_ yesterday they baid,
Youngest they of eorth’s beloved, last
of all the valiant dead.

In the grave swhere tyrants thrust them
* . lies their labor and their pain, .
But undying from their sorrow spring-
" ¢'w up the hope again.

Mourn not, therefore, nor lament it that:

- _ the world outlives their life;
Voice and vision yet they gie us, mak-
" ing strong ovr hands for strife.

Come had name, and fame, and homnor,

 learned - they were gnd wise and

strong ;

. woeak in all but grief and wrong.
Named and. nameless all live in us; one
*and all they lead ws yet

X

S‘dﬁnc were nameless, poor, unlc'l_lefel,‘ i

ivery pain 1o count for.notliing, every
sorrow to forget.

IHarken how they-cry, “O happy, happy

ye that ye were born
In the sad slow night's departing, in
the risng of the morn.

“Fair-the croun the Cause has for you,

/ well to die or welt"to live,

Through the battle, through the tangle,
peace to gain or peace to give.”

Ah, it may be! Oft mescemeth, in the
days that yer-shall be,

IVhen no siave of vold abideth twixt the
breadth of sev to sea,

Oft, when men and maids are merry,
ere the sunlight leaves the earth,
And they bless the day beloved, ali too

short for all their mirth,

Some shall pause awh'le and pon':fcr. on -

*he bitter days of old,

Eve the tcil of strife and batile over-
threw the curse'of gold;

Then twixt lips of loved and lover sol-
cmn thoughts of ws shall rse;

- We who once were fools and dreamers,

 then shail be the brave and wise,

YHE COMING NATION

“Suffer little children to come unto me”

There amidst the world new-builded
shall our earthly deeds abide,
Though our names be all forgotten, and

flh.‘ tale Uf ]l(?t\‘! we tlit'li.

Life or death then, who shall heed it,
what we gain or what we lose?
Fair flies life amid the struggle, and the

Cause for each shall choose.

"Hear a word, a word in season, for the
day is drawing niygh,

IVhen the Cause shall call upon wus,
some to live and some to die!

A Worker’s History of Science

A. M. LEWIS

HE history of science divides
itself into epochs. These
epochs are not determincd by
SN periods but by tle revolution-

NEPEPUR ry character of the discov-
eries which constitute them.

Epochs in science follow fast upon
each other from the opening of the six-
teenth ceatury onward, but there is
hardly anything epoch-making prior to
Viesalius for a thousand years.

Vesalius created a distinct epoch in
science whén he overthrew the author-
ity of Galen in anatomy and réintro-
diced the scientific method of direct in-
terrogation of nature by observation and
experiment.

In one field, however, Vesalius failed '

to escape the overwhelming presence of
Galen’s "paralyzing authority. This was

- the field now called physiology.

Physiology -only came to its own. and

o™

was finally recognized as a great and
independent science throtigh the labors
of Haller in’ the cighteenth and. Miller -
in the nineteenth centuries.

Vesalius did his great work in dealing
with the structure of the body. - Aund
this, of course, was of vast importance.
But avhen it came to the functions which
the strictures performed, Vesalius fell
back on Galen.

Between Galen and Vesalius is a gap
of fourteen hundred years, and yet
practically no progress had been made
in either anatomy or physiology during
all that time. ‘ -

When Dinus and Berengarius, both of
the University of Bologna, and Sylius
the ablest of the teachers of Vesa-
lius, though probably the greatest among
the immediate predecessors of Vesalius,
failed utterly to break through the
meshes of ancient authority. :

Their method of teaching consisted
wholly 6f reading and expounding Gal-
en’s works from a desk with none of

_that experimental demonstration which

must be inseparable from any real ex-
-position of the structure and functions
of the body. .

For the next great epoch in this biolo-
gical field we turn to England. Here
was born thirteen years after Vesalius’
death, the man who did for function
what Vesalius had done for structure.

This epoch-making Englishman was
John Harvey, the discoverer of the cir-
culation of the blood. ' _
« After spending five years in the king’s
schoel at Canterbury he went to Cam-
bridge. At twenty years of age he was
drawn to the great University of Pa-
dua, whose medical teachers were of the
highest repute.

- From Calen even through Vesalius
and to Fabriens the legends about func-
tion remained unbroken. Fabricus taught
unchanged, theé theories of Galen about
the action of the blood.

Galen knew, of coursge, as did all his
successors that the blood was active.

But for Galen, as for them, this action
was merely an “ebb and flow” in both
arteries and veins.

Galen also knew that there was a dif-
ference in arterial and venouns blood.
‘This he explained by saying the arteries
contained -blood mixed with animal
spirits while the veins were charged
with crude blood.

He also came near the truth about the
vitalizing of the blood. He held that
the crude blood in the veins became
eventually the vitalized blood of the
arteries by receiving an admixture of
animal spirits from the lungs. We have
only to read “oxygen” in place of ani-
mal spirits to appreciate the penetrating
character of the genius of the Greek
anatomist.

He failed completely, however, to
discover the real connection of arter-
ies and veins. He invented an imag-
inary one to serve instead. He main-
tained that some blood passed through
the walls of the heart. ;

“Wihen Harvey announced that the
bleod did not ebb and flow but travelled
a complete circuit, out through the ar-
teries and back through the veins, and
that the motor power was the pumping
of the heart, he gave forth two new
and great ideas which, as long as the
race lasts will assure him one of the
highest places among the sons of science
and advance. °
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