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‘Comment on Things Doing

By Charles Edward Russell

THE JOLT OF THEIR LIVES
oy |11

; surest evidence of the
® deep dent made in the capi-
W talistic mind by the great So-
g cialist gains in the election
j of November 7 is the frantic
efforts of the kept ladies of the press to reassure
2 the gentlemen that pay their board.
From all the peroxide ones rises a united chorus to the same
effect.

“There is no cause for alarm,” says Madame the New York
World. The Socialist gains indicate nothing except passing -lis-
content with bad local government. “If the old parties do not
provide good government in our cities they must expect to see
these independent movements attain to success for the time being.”

“Do not be alarmed,” says the Brooklyn Eagle lady, putting on a
little more rouge, “we have seen before these futile third party
movements that seemed to promuse some strength and always dis-
appeared. Look at the Prohibition party in 1884. No, there is
nothing to be alarmed about. Order up another bottle.”

One of the patchouli sisterhood professes herself convinced
that the returns show nothing except that “local causes” have been
at work, and there is no sign that the country generally is turning
to the crack-brained theories of Socialism. Amnother thinks that
possibly the increased cost of living may have had some influence
upon these election figures, but pats her man playfully under the
chin and says that the trouble will soon be past and the uneasy
workingmen will return to their proper allegiance to the two old
parties. That old painted harridan, the New York Sun, gives a
few mincing steps that make her old bones creak and says, “It
does not follow that the organization as such is increasing in
power”—mgcaning the Socialist orgaiization. ‘

And so on across the country. Of course, none of these ladies
ever refers to the fact that everywhere the Socialists’ subordinate
local issues to the great cause of working class emancipation; nor
to the fact that in all parts of the country the Socialist gains are
about the same; nor to the fact that the percentage of increased
vote keeps even pace with the percentage of increase in the party
membership in the last year. These facts might be disturbing to
the board payers. They wouldn't like to hear that in the small
rural towns of New York state where there was no local issue and

not much of a campaign the gain for the Socialists was propor-

tionately even greater than in Schenectady, for instance. The evi-
dence that i many places farmers went to the pells and supported
Socialism would not be music in the ears of big advertisers. None
of the ladies mentions the real significance of the clection. But
what of that? Would you go to the'red light district to learn
the truth’

* * *

The fact is that Socialism did not carry

I have hear.! Socialists in different parts
of the nation lament the slow advance of their
cause.

Any city in this country <v be carried
in the way Schenectady was carried.

1f Socialism makes slow progress in the
United States of America the fault is with

the Socialists.

THE STRUGGLE NOW BEGINS

But, any way, here we are, and there ought to be no mistake
about the situation. Socialism has advanced to the point where
it 1s a serious menace to the existing order. You can read that
in the remarks of the kept ladies as well as in other indications.
On the day after election in 1910, the only reference to Socialism
made 1n tiie columns of the kept New York Horld was in the list
of Congressmen elected, where under the head of *“Wisconsin”
appeared V. L. Berger, S. D.”"—in half measure agate. No where
else in the entire 1ssue was so much as the word Socialist, and the
World, in fact, never to this day has recorded the first Socialist vic-
tory in an American Congress district. Those were the days when
the kept ladies thought they could ignore the existence of the move-
ment. Such days have passed now. With Socialism sweeping city
after city and the first Socialist assemblyman sent to Albany, it is
‘no longer possible to ignore the truth. So the “Don’t mention”
lists in all the newspaper offices have been overhauled. It is no
longer forbidden to print the word Socialism, but the rule now is
to treat it in a light, blithesome, indifferent manner as a matter
that exists, but is really of no importance.

And what will come next?

Well, I think the Socialists are in for it now. From this time
on it means business. In the next year they may expect to see
something doing. “This thing must be stopped here,” is.the thought
now uppermost in thousands of capitalistic minds. There will be
some distinct effort to stop it. What form the effort will take, 1
don’t know, but you may be sure there will be something. It may
be a fake reform party with the idea of drawing away the So-
cialist strergth. The only place in the country where the Socialist
vote declined this year was in Philadelphia where it went astray
after a plausible fake reform movement, and lost fifty per cent
of its strength. I don't suppose that the capitalists have over-
looked this pregnant fact. It would be no wonder if they were
to act upon the hint by supporting the Insurgent boom. That clever
variation on the enternal Punch and Judy would seem likely to
appeal to a large element of half-baked reformers. The man that

cannot see that the people of this country have had about enough =

and are bent upon some kind of a change
is a foolish person. The capitzalists are not

one of these places on a local issue. Take
Schenectady as an illustration. It was evi-
dent a year ago to anyone capable of co-or-
dinating what one sees that the city was

In This Issue

of that class. The Insurgent movement ap-
peals to many superficial thinkers as a kind
of democracy. They do not stop to con-
sider that it is a kind that would never get

anywhere even if it had the chance, nor

becoming Socialist on principle. What car-
ried Schenectady was no local issue, but the
hard, painstakin_, unrelenting and intelli-
gent work of the Schenetady Socialists in
convincing workingmen of the basic truths
of the Socialist philosophy. There is in
the city a band of earnest men and women
that perceives in Socialism not merely a
remedy for a local condition but a vast
social revolution to set men free. It is due
to their efforts that Schenectady was car-
ried, and to nothing else.
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that there is in it nothing that could dis-
turb the powers that be in the grafi line.
I should think that Insurgency would look
pretty good to any of these grafters that
are seeking some good promising device
with which to fool the people.

Ot there may be some kind of a fake
labor party put into the field. "It was pretty
vell understocd a year ago or more that
Crazy Horse was contemplatinl%nsomething
of this kind as a good play. “Knee Pants”

BY ODON POR
BY EUGENE WOOD
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—.]ohh Hammond was said then to have framed
a scheme that seemed to him invincible

if he could get.the wild man from Lobster
Bay to take hold of it. The wild man is lia-

ble to break out of his cave any minute and
~do that or any other thing that promises to
hit -Socialism a biff and turn the spot light
upon himself. 5

Or other things might be pulled off. There
is the old bemb racket; perhaps there is life
yet in that hoarv scheme. Explode a bomb
somewhere and charge it up to Socialism and
see if the people will have hysteria about it.
That doesn’t seem so promising now as it used
to. Too many persons now understand how
wide is the gulf between Socialism and any
kind of violence; but perhaps it might go if
it wvere worked cleverly enough.

Or they may fully arouse the Catholic
church and induce it to put forth all its efforts
to, crush the proletarian movement—secretiy.

Or they may engineer a practical consoli-
dation of the old parties wherever Socialism
looks dangerous—the Republicans playing into
the Democrat’s hands or vice versa.

©r they may depend upon an extension of
the present method by which one-third of the
Socialist vote is never counted or never al-
lowed in the official returns. If they can cut
out one-third they might with a little more
effort cut out one-half and thus try to dis-
courage the movement with the idea that it
was declining instead of advancing.

Or you may see some practical effort to
disfranchise a large part of the working class.

~Suspicious moves are being made in that di-
rection.

Or you may see some action along the lines
predicted by Silas Hood by which men shall
be introduced into the Socialist party for the
purpose of wrecking it. - '

Some or many of these devices are certain
to be adopted.

But there is one thing you will never see.

You will never see an attempt to meet the

arguments of Socialism. You will never see
any fighting against it done in the open.  You
will never see anything but bushwhacking,
stalking, sneaking and guerrilla work.,
_ There is not a man now engaged in oppos-
ing Socialism that dares to meet it face to
face, and not one that is not trying to get
back of it with a stilletto.

I should think there was something in that
fact that would make the independent and the
sincere reformer stop and ponder—supposing
that they can {~r a moment lift their eyes
above the level of one of the blessed offices.

S Zaz M)

A LITTLE STORY OF STEEL

Dr. Cabot, the celebrated physician of Bos-
ton, owns a block of stock in United States
Steel. He hedrd some of the things that are
sa'd about the condition§ under which men
toil to make the dividends of this corporaticn
and he determined to see if it were really true
that every dollar he received from his invest-
ment wa. soaked in men's blood. "

To that end he hired a skilled investigator
and sent him to Pittsburg where for more

~ than a year he labored as a workman in the

tial.
said about labor conditions in those mills were

steel mills. His name is Fitch; certified to
me as a careful, truthful man. ;

~ Mr. Fitch presented to Dr. Cabot his ‘re-
port, which was long, minute and circumstan-
It showed that the worst things ever

not bad enough.

~ Dr. Cabot had the report printed at his

own expense 2nd prepared to send to tie

.stockholders of the company about 25,000
R

oM a’pglied to ihe company for a list of the
ers. ,
- ~The company demurred and side-stepped
for a time, trying to find out what the doctor
wantcd the addresses for.
~ Dr. ‘Cabot said he wanted to send to the
stockholders a circular of great importance
to them. : _
. At this the company brightened up and said
cheerfully that if the doctor would send to
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the chief office all his circulars, wrapped,

stamped and ready for mailing the company
would put on the addresses and send them

to the postoffice. :

Dr. Cabot trustfully sent his circulars.

. wrapped, stamped and ready for mailing.

But the company did not send them out. It
just piled them up in the office and let them
remain there.

Dr. Cabot now demanded that the company.
either fulfill its promise and send the stamped
circulars to the postoffice or else return them
to him.

The company declined to send out the cir-
culars on the ground that they contain state-
ments calculated to injure the concern in the
minds of its stockholders. Someone in the
office had been carefully reading Mr. Fitch’s
remarks.

Dr. Cabot now brought suit to compel the
company to furnish him with a list of his
fellow stockholders. This litigation is still
pending.

Meantime the company has his circulars
and his postage stamps and refuses to return
them and the doctor will be compelled to sue
again to recover his property. ,

So far. the investigation of the Steel Trust
has cost him about $100,000, including the
services of Mr. Fitch.

I have never seen Mr. Fitch's report, but
I should like to see it [ am told that it is the
hottest stuff on labor conditions in the steel
trade that was ever put together, and all the
stronger because that it was prepared by one
that had no interest in the matter except to
find and report the bare truth whatever that
might be.

I have but one extract from it, and that
brief, but nct without its significance.

What do you think is the average of all
wages paid by the United States Steel Cor-
poration, including salaries for superintend-
ence, salesmen, clerical labor and the like?

Twelve dollars and forty-eight cents a week.

How does that strike you for a land of

prosperity ? :

A vast uumber of the men get only six
dollars a week or thereabouts. Mr. Fitch him-
self went to work for six dollars a week.

How happy we ought to be that we live in
a country where there is prosperity and not in
one of thuse wretched pauper labor countries
o1 Furope!

Here you can work for six dollars a week
and have the privilege of being killed for the
sal:c of Steel Trust dividends.

That ought to ma'e any man happy.

No ‘wonder we brezk our necks to get to
the polls to vote for the Republican and Dem-
ocratic parties. No wonder workingmen send
capitalists to represent them in Congress.
Anybody else might break up this pleasant
condition in which men work for six dollars
a week and the privilege of being killed for
Steel Trust dividends.

By August of this year the railroads of the
country had reduced their working forces to
such an extent that they had affected a saving
of $90,000,000 in annual wages.

In the same period in which this reduction
had been going on, about ten wminaths, the
number of accidents had increased to figures
that far eclipsed any previous records.

Since August the accidents have continued
to occur with appalling frequency, but the
railroads do not increase their working forces.
It has been clearly demonstrated that one rea-
son for the perilous state of railroad travel
in America is insufficient staffs. The rail-
roads are all mnder-manned. Yet their set-
tled policy seei as to be to continue to cut the
wages bill.

If you say to any railroad manager that his
company had rather kill people than diminish
its dividends he flies into the air with rage
and instaatly calls you a liar, which is his
favorite word on all such occasions.

Yet here are the facts.

About a year ago the process of overcapi-

talizing these roads had reached a point where
it was imperatively necessary either that rates
should be increased or that expenses should
be reduced, for the reason that the incomes
of the roads were no longer able to produce
the dividends on the rapidly increasing capi-
talization.

The Interstate Commerce Commission re-
fused to sanction the increase of rates.

Thereupon the railroads began to discharge
employes until they had effected a saving of
$90,000,000 a year and had doubled the danger
to life and limb on their roads.

Well, then, what's the answer?

* k% :

Perhaps we liked to be killed. It looks that
way. The old adage says there is no account-
ing for tastes. ' Every nation has its peculiar-
ities. My own observation ¢i railroad wrecks
has not been  such as to entice me largely to-
ward that way of exit, but if my fellow coun-
trymen enjoy being torn to pieces and burned
to death for the sake of a “melon” industry
that means nothing to them except monstrous
impositions, I suppose no one has the right to
find fault.

I see that the Delaware, Lackawanna &
Western has just cut a fine ripe piece of fruit
in the shape of a thirty-five per cent stock
dividend presented to all its stockholders. It
adds a trifle more than $10,000,000 to the
road’s capitalization, on which dividends must
be paid yearly to the end of the chapter. I
don’t know how large was the Lackawanna's
share of the $90,000,000 gouged out of the
working efficiency of the railroad system of
America, but if this early fruitage be any in-
dication one would be tempted to say that it
must have been considerable.

I venture to call this little inciden: to the
esteemed railroad press of America. If thev
can leave off calling me a liar long enough to
explain it they will be doing a much greater
service to the country.

Some years ago an inquiry started as to
just what we got out of these “melons.”

A casual reading of the accident reports
seems to answer that question sufficiently, but
it can hardly be pretended that the answer is
particularly exhilerating to one that would like
to live for a while yet. -

S Zaz- V=3
WHY THE EXPLOITERS LAUGH

The underpzid and overworked street clean-
ers of New York City are at this moment on
strike for better conditions, and their em-
ployer, the city government, is using the public
funds to hire professional strike breakers at
$5 and 87 a day to break the spirit of its
striking servants and drive them back to their
work. ,

The government that does this was put into
office by the votes of workingmen, who re-
joiced with great joy when the candidate for
mayor that they had supported was put into
office.

They might have clected one of their own
number that in every conflict between capital
and labor would have stood by the interests
of the working class.

Instead, they deliberately preferred to elect
a lawyer that could niot by any possibility sym-
pathize with them and whose adherence to the
capitalists was a foregone conclusion. They
prefer~ed this lawyer to a workingman, and of
course the lawyer is true to the instincts of
his class and hires with the city’s money the
strike breakers that are relied upon to cow the
workingmen into submission.

Who furnishes the money that thus be-
comes the ammunition against labor in its
st uggles for its rights? '

The working class and nobody else.

Who chose the ofiicers that make this per-
veried use of the working class’ money #

The working class and nobody else.

Apparently not being quite sure that we
shall be beaten in any other way we pick up a
stone and with it hammer out our own brains.

How long is this going to last?



®HE COMING NATION

More Light on the Common Good

DOING THE ABORIGINES GOOD

OBERT LOUIS STEVENSON gives in

The Wrecker an interesting account of his

introduction to the strange, magic world

that is commonly called the South Seas and
needs a better name.

He says that in San Francisco he used to fre-
quent the places on the water front to which old
ship captains most ‘resorted, where he would listen
to and be charmed by their talk about the .cisic
islands long before he dreamed that he should ever
see one. Then he says:

“From their long tales, their traits of character
and unpremeditated landscape, there began to piece
itself together in my head some im-
age of the islands and the island life;

Charles Edward Russell

had arrived with civilization, its old-time bosom
companion; together they were rapidly banishing
content and bringinz misery.

Over on the other side of the island the hand-
some mative village still stood, although halt de-
Such inhabitants as were left grected me
The chief sat upon his

serted.
with the same old smile.

(AND PLENTY)

company should seize profits from it and its in-
habitants.

The precise mianner of this exploitation struck
me as novel and rather ingenious. Nearly all the
men that worked on the island were prisoners.

I want to go in detail into this matter because
it illuminates so beautifully and everywhere the
whole system of profits.

Enslaving the Natives

For sixty years the labor problem has been acute
in all that part of the world, including Australia,

The thousands of islands scattered over the ocean
between the Philippines and Queens-
land contained great numbers of vig-

precipitous shores, spired mountain-

tops, the deep shade of hanging for-
ests, the unresting surf “upon the
reef and the unending peace of the
lagoon; sun, moon and stars of an
imperial brightness; man moving in
these scenes scarce fallen, and woman
lovelier than Eve; the primal curse
abrogated, the bed made ready for
the stranger. life set to perpetual
music, and the guest welcomed, the
boat urged and the long night be-
guiled with poetry and choral song.”

Years afterward, as the world
went better with him, he chartered a
schooner and saw this wonderland
for himself, singing its epic, and
falling asleep at last in the midst
of it.

If he could come back now he
would weep above the changes in his

orous, powerful natives that had no
idea of wages, money, nor money
values, but were congenitally disin-
clined to work.

For centuries their ancestors had
lived in hot and fertile lands where
the soil gave them everything they
needed and hard labor was super-
fluous.

English planters came and began
to till the vast productive areas of
Queensland. What they needeG was
labor. To supply their need the slave
trade was regularly re-established
Self-complacent Britons were at that
time severely condemning the United
States because it tolerated slavery
within its borders, and even while
they condemned, vessels bearing the
iritish flag cruised among the South

earthly paradise.
Civilizing the Natives

We have been at work since, civ-
ilizing it. '

Six years ago I visited Angaur,
a little island gem that lies about
nine degrees north of the equator on
the road from Australia to Hong
Kong, and looking upon the match-
less beauties of the place, I repeated
those lines from Stevenson, and was move.l
now with their truth as much as their
felicity.

Very few white men had ever set foot
on Angaur; the natives were in their pris
tine state. A wondering German told me

Qea islands, kidnaping natives and
carrving them to the plantations. If
we wished we could retort upen the
British with highly pungent taunts
on this subject. African slavery was
abolished in the United States in
1863: the South Sea island slave
trade flourished under the protection
of the British flag until 1906.

Then the Labor party of Austra-
lia got hands upon it and stifled it

{forever.

7The slave catchers used to go about t.hc
islands in schooners. Their usual practice
was to entice the natives on board by some
pretense of hospitality, clap down the
hatches, and up stick for Queensland.

that for nearly two years he had been the
guest of the chief; because he was a
stranger the entire population competed in
acts of kindness to him; he came there
sick, and they nursed him with a tender-
ness like to his old mother’s.
' A beautiful, stately forest covered the
island; on one side the surf came very
close, and great spouting streams shooting
up from the rocks made one think of the
'Merry Men"” except that these were pleas-
ing and musical instead of terrible. The
fertile coral soil produced every fruit anl
vege}able known in the tropics; the yams were
particuiarly good. The natives were Poly-
nesians, strong, healthy, vigorous and strik-
"}gly handsome as is uswal with that race.
They had the Polynesian sense for art, decor-
ated their houses, sang, danced and were
happy.

; Struck by Civilization
Six months ago I went back to Angaur.

The advance wave of civilization had struck I—Hotel at Herbertshohe, New Britain.

hard upon it. The German flag on a lofty
pole, floated above the fringe of cocoanut
Palms. A row of white houses and offices
sheltered the German commandant and .is
staff. A great part of the forest had been cut down;
the soil was gashed and scarred in many places.
From the pier a little railroad ran quite across the
xs]apd. passing under a great, hideous breaker, or
elcva-tor, dup'icating one of the breakers of the an-
th.racxte region of Pennsylvania. It shook all day
with thundering machinery; a cloud of yellow dust
floated from 4t and powdered the earth around; the
scream of the locomotive whistle echoed in the
woods that still stood and were daily threatened
with the advancing axes.

In and about the breaker and the holes in the
soil was a herde of wretched black and brown men,
working under the rifles of guards. Exploitation

Papeete, Tahili,

floor and could not rise. He had led a resistence
to some aggression of the German masters, and had
been shot in the knee, crippling him for life. He
signed in the stately native way for one of his young
men to bring us refreshments, and we drank greea
cocoanuts to his better health, g

For years the island had been, with many others,
in the possession of Germany. Why, God knows;
o- what sense or justice there could be in such
ownership. But so we with the white faces go
about the world pirating. Germ.iy. a’ter long
neglectine the place had leased it to the German
Pacific Fhosphate Company, and then had sent the
ecagles of her army and navy to watci while the

“Volunteer Labor”

A. first this was easy because the natives,
if Polynesians, were of a kindly, gener-
ous and unsuspecting nature. Some years
of the slave trade changed all this, apd
the traders were obliged to resort to -
genious tricks and subterfuges to get vs.*hat
they wanted. Stevenson takes a bitter
fling at this in his description of Bill Bos-
tock, the old ruffian of Sydney, a sea-
soned raan-hunter.

“He was speared in seven places in New
Ireland,” says Stevenson, “the same time his
mate was killed—the famous outrage on the
brig Jolly Roger; but the treacherous sav-
ages made little by their wickedness, and
Bostock, in spite of their teeth, got seventy-
five head of volunteer labor on board, of
whom not mcre than a dozen died of injuries.”
“Volunteer labor” is sarcasm. it was the
term by which the slave trade was disguised
so as to salve the consciences of the fat-

2—0ld Chief’s house at : :
portico covered with brilliant purple Bougain- fﬁ:tleghaﬁr‘;tl;?enrogs England ‘and Australia
ville flowers, 3—Fringe of Pulms at New Britain. P |

The Australian Labor party came and
knocked it to pieces so far as Queensland was
concerned. The aristocratic clement in Aus-

tralia is in the habit of sneering much at the Labor
party; but in one year it abolished an indescribable
horror and blot on humanity that aristocratic gov-
ernment had winked at for forty years.

North of Australia, except for the Solymons and
a few other groups everything is German now until
you get to the Philippines. The German govern-
meut had long been rigorously determined against
this viilainous labor trade in their possessions and
had tried to suppress it so far as they could in that
illimitable waste of seas with one cruiser and a
couple of tug gun-boats.

But now note.

Under the present system of society the names
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of evil things change; the essence of evil things
remains.

Germany on one side and the Australian Labor
party on the other were determined that the island
slave trade should come to an end.

But the planters must have labor.

A vast world of riches is just opening in that
region, men are but beginning to apprehend its
possibilities. A rapid
development is trans-
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in the South Seas or in the United States or else-
where they get what they want. In the South Seas,
where they are not able or not willing to hire the
labor they want, the government supplies it in pris-
oners and convicts. In February, 1911, five China-
men stowed away on a German steamer bound from
German New Guinea to Brisbane. They were dis-
covered and brought back. I went to New Cuinea

the pit of quick-lime; the insurgents are now séi-
tenced to the phosphate’ holes. Where the phos-
phate companies are obliged to pay for their labor
the compensation is merely nominal. Sometimes if
the island be under cluse government observation
the pay may be twenty-four cents a day; in many
places it is only twelve. Where the labor is Japa-
nese it suffers the least; the Japanese government
is interested in the
companies that fur-

forming island and z
methods. Copra,
which is the dried

kernel of the cocoa-
nut and one of the
staple products of the
islands, is coming into
"wide demand. Labor
is needed for the co-
coanut plantations
and for copra mak-
ing. Many of the’
islands contain great
deposits  of  phos-
phate ; the lernand for
phosphate, an excei-
lent fertilizer, in-

Ccreases constantly
from Europe, China,
Japan. Labor is

needed for the phos-
phate mines and works. Sugar, cof-
fee, cotton, are promising crops in
many of the islands. These cannot
be grown without much labor.

From many sources, therefore, the
pressure for labor is very great, and
powerful Interests are concerned in
getting it. German companies have
invested millions in these South Sea
enterprizes; the German government
has encouraged them. They must
have labor ; to insure profits on their
investments the labor must be cheap.
The German government is against
the slave trade, but what shall it do
under this pressure?

Manufacturing “Convicts”

Naturally, it has yielded. Convict
labor is still labor, the planters want
it, the government supglies it, and
vigorous gentlemen make sure that :
there are plenty of convicts. About two months
before I came along that way there had been what
was called a rebellion in the island of Ponape, some
distance to the north of Angaur and Yap. The
German governor was extremely rigid in his con-
trol; the easy-going Polynesians are not keen for
strict government. A native annoyed the governor
by some tritling impropriety; laid out’ the wrong
suit of white ducks, or something like that; and:
the governor beat him with a cane.

The Polynesians are ; proud race and have &
strong sense of solidarity. At this intolerable in-
sult to one of them the whole tribe revolted and
took to the woods.

German troops armed with Mausers took after
them. The natives were badly armed, but fought
with courage and even with skill. They killed some
German privates and one officer. He was a lieu-
tenant that with his soldiers sheltered himself be-
hind a rock in the face of a band of the Ponape
men., He put his cap upon his sword and lifted it
above the rock. Instantly it was shot full of holes.
Thinking he has drawn the cnemy's fire, he put up
the cap again, this time on his head. At once a
bullet struck him between the eyes.

Exploiters Need Labor

The rebellion was crushed, of course; the rebels
were taken prisoners, hundreds of them, and sen-
tenced to lite-long labor in the phosphate mines,
the government leasing them to the Phosphate com-
pany. Thus was the demand for labor supplied.
We took seventy-five of them over from Yap, where
they had been collected, to Angaur. I cannct pre-
tend that it was pleasant to observe them; so many
fine, stalwart young men, with so much intelligence
and cavacity, going to a living death; to be driven
into the nhosphate diggings in the morning, to come
out at night, to have a pittance of food and a
cornier in which to sleep, and to have no prospect
nor hope o: anything else until they should die.
All for the crime of fighting for their fatherland.
1 have heard innwnerable Germans extol that in
themselves as a splendid virtue; even radical Ger-
mans with a professed faith in democracy and broth-
erhood. And here for exercising that virtue these
men were sentenced to a fate so horrible. I would
someone could justify this discrepancy; to my mund
it sorely needs defense.

" But the exploiters nced labor. In the United
States they need the control of the courts. Whether

Australian Labor Cabinet

Top row, from left to right: Hon. Georee Pearce, Minister of Defense,
Vice-President of Executive Council, mason; Hon.
Hon. F. G, Tador, Minister of Trade ana Customs hatter.
Home Affairs, bank clerk; Hon. W. Hughes, Att’y General, cock; Hon. J Thomas, Postmaster

in the same ship. On the morning that we arrived
at Friedrichwilhelmshafen the stowaways were sen-
tenced to labor for long terms and the men that
were responsible for their venture to labor for life.

“We must have labor,” say the phosphate mana-
gers. Under the existing system they are not likely
to be without it. The supply of convicts promises

i ' > |

HNon. Andrew Fisher
Prime Miaister, locomotive and mining engineer

to be ample. In many islands like New Britain,
New Ireland, and New Guinea, the natives (I.pu-
ans), are both idle and sullen. Clashes with the
white authorities are frequent; the situation is tense,
and the white population is often nervous. In the
old days outbreaks of the natives were punished
with death. Civilization has found for their bodies
a more profiable use than that they should lie in

carpenter; Senator G. McGregor,
E. L. Batchelor, Minister for External Affairs, engine fitter;
Lower row: Hon. King O Malley, Minister for

nish coolies and looks
after its goods—more
or less. But even in
the best islands the
conditions are very
bad; in the worst
they are not to be de-
scribed otherwise
than as hellish. The
cruelty, the long
hours, the wretched
fare, the miserable
accomodations and
the essential slavery
of the poor druges
makes up a perdition
hardly to be paral-
leled this side of the
old convict camps of

. Australia.

Two Hundred Per Cent Profit

Bearing all this in mind it is pleas-
ant to read, as for instance mn a
commercial journal of Hamburg last
January that one of these exploit-
ing phosphate companies had de-
clared in twelve months, dividends
aggregating 200 per cent on its capi-
tal stock. . You do rot get the full
force of this triumph of civilization
unless you have stood at the edge
of the phosphate pit three degrees
from the equator with the sun ver-
tical above you and watched the men
out of whose lives and hearts and
bodies these goodly profits are dug.
Then you will learn to love civiliza-
f""‘“ collected X tion, exploitation, dividends and
y the author X . )

capital stock with an almost pas-
sionate affection, and if from such
a scene you could be transported in-
stantly to the side of the sleek, full-
bellied gentlemen of Germany and
elsewhere that receive these blood-stained dividends
your joy would be complete.

Six years ago Simpsonshafen in New Britain was
a wharf, a warehouse (go-down) and a shack for
the bilious German condemned to live there and
collect copra. It is now a little city with wide
shaded streets, handsome white houses, hotels, clubs
and stores. Ail the hilis about that before were
dense with virgin torest and jungle now show the
leng regular unes of the cocoanut plantations.
Where the principal hotel now stands was in my
tine a sweet open space among the trees sacred as
the meeting place ot all the natives of the region.
I have seen hundreds of them on the occasion of a
nauve testival performing an ordered program of
recitation, singing, instrumental music and dancing,
ail weil done, but particuwiarly the dancing, which
included the most extraordinary and graceful per-
formances 1 have ever seen.

There 1s no more dancing, no more singing, no
more native festivals. The discouraged brown folk
that are not actively undergoing expioitation on the
plantations or in the warehouses droop a!l day un-
der the shadows of the palms. Civilization has
done for them.

Better Than Injunctions

The British government has aiso its full share
of responsibuity for the dark cloud that is beginning
to setile over the happiest region on earth. Wher-
ever you go in Oceanmica among the bourgeois and
the white planters you will find enthusiastic refe:-
ences to the extreme prosperity of Fiji and other
British possessions in the South Seas. I don’t know
as 1 ever grasped betore the true meaning of that
word prosperity. Beyond question the planters of
Fiji are prosperous and here is the way they attain
to the blissful condition.

As before remarked the essential of the planter’s
profits in the South seas is cheap labor. The British
governmeut provides that commodity with neatness
and despatch. Any planter in Fiji that necds work-
ers merely potifies the government agents of the
number desired and where and when. The govern-
ment has them on the spot at the exact minute
desired. They are mot slaves; they are “contract
labor.” The government contracts their labor to
tpe plugte:' for three or five years. If they do not
like their work and leave it the government pursues
them, catches them and drags them back to their
jobs. If they rua away again the government

eneral, miner,



thrusts them into jail until they are
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Good again! Vaudeville is the true

ready to be docile and go back to

work.

This strikes me as an immense ad-
vance upon our injunction judges.
So simple, you know, and yet so effi-
cacious. No fussing about courts,
hearings, lawyers or writs; the in-
stant a man goes on strike the gov-
ernment reaches out and grabs him
and drags him back to his work
where he belongs.

Curing Labor Troubles

There are very few labor troubles
in Fiji, you may be sure of that.
The government’s man catchers are
always nlert and faithful

relaxation of the inquiring mind.

Let us, therefore, bring on the
grand old figure, familiar in cartoons
and drawings—of Uncle Samuel,
striped trousers, starred vest and all,
but with his usually genial face now
marked with many cares.

He begins the scene by posting
upon the wall a card of rules and
regulations for his household. There
shall be no evolution, no new meth-
ods, no “combinations in restraint of
trade”; there shall be no pooling.
no rebating, no granting of favors
by his railroads; there shall be no
trusts; and so on to the same effect
These he contemplates with great

Under these conditions 40,000 men
are at work in the Fiji sugar and
other plantations. They make much
wealth for the owners of these plan-
tations and Fiji sugar is rapidly com-
ing to the front.

They are not slaves; they receive
wages. So says Mr. Complacency.

Some of them get twenty-four
cents a day and food, so to call it
The food consists of a handful of
rice and a piece of dried fish. If
the “contract laborer” objects to this
diet the government knows how to
silence the disturber of public tran-
quility and assailant of the social

satisfaction.

Presently he learns that the only
aftenticn his household pays to his
beautiful regulations is to tear them
down and kick them full of holes
After some perplexity he has what

he deems a happy thought. He
levies upon the persons that scorn
his regulations a series of fines
These also he views with joy.

After a time he discovers that
whenever he fines any of these per-
sons he is really fining himself. be
cause in every instance he ultimately
pays the fire. The persons he fines
are engaged in furnishing him with

order; and does it. Planters in
other islands not blessed with the British
flag look with envy uvpon Fiji. One of
them, a resident of Tahiti, which is terri-
tory of the desgpicable French, spoke pas-
sionately of the difference. He said that
in Fiji, the planters, to use his own words,
“were masters of their own labor” an ar-
rangement that seemed to him of inde-
scribable excellence. But in Tahiti, hang
it all, what can a planter do?

I found on visiting Tahiti that this gen-
tleman’s indignation was well founded.
Planters there. because of the hateful
French government, haven’t a chance on
earth. Ever since Tahiti became a part of
the French Republic the government has
proceeded upon the strange and Quixotic prin-
ciple that it is wrong to exploit the natives
and that a person with a dark skin has ex-
actly the same rights as a person with a white.
Preposterous, of course, as you can readily
see. It began by conferring upon the natives
?Il the land in the island instead of taking
it away from them as it should have done.
Then it made every Tahitian a citizen of the
Ffench Republic and of course sowed in his
mind the most pernicious ideas of equality and all
that. Then it insisted that laborers with dark skins
should have exactly the same pay for the same work
as laborers with white skins.

Of course that doomed Tahiti. The planters there
are far from prosperouss Think of it! They must
pay n:§tivc laborers 80 cents a day and can’t drive
them into the fie'ds at sunrise and out at sunset.
They must have the same conditions as white men.
You see planters in Tahiti are not “masters of their
own labor.” Consequentlv there is no “nrosperity”
in Tahiti—for planters. So what’s the vse?

Someone snogested once that the diffculty could
he_ solved by brineing over Chinese coolies, but that
failed miserahly. The wretched French government
wm.vld not allow even Chinese coolies to be ex-
ploited. Tt is a very ponr government. indeed, but
what can vou exnect of these low-down French?
Only English and Americans know how to con-
duct a government right. Look at Fiji and Hawaii.
Thev’re rrosperous.

Tahiti raises sugar even with its high-priced labor.
but only for its own consumption. It also raises
t!1e finest coffee in the world, for its own consump-
tion. You can’t raise these things for export on
the wage scale that the ridiculous French maintain.
The natives are the richest and the haopiest in all
fhc Snuth seas—at least where civilization has shed
its licht benien. They are betier housed and live
better than anv other natives. They have excellent
schools. churches. newsnapers. roads, farms and
laws. They are independent, self-respeciing, intelli-
ent. kjndly and decent. No one ever goes hunery
in Tahiti, no one works very hard and no one cares
very much.

But.if you could step into the club at Papeete,
the chxef. sea port, tonight, you would hear the plant-
ers cursing the inferior French government and
!‘amentmg the sad state of the island, which is not
prosperous.”

If it remains in its present comdition it will be
hefore long abont the only epnt in the Srwth Rene

i—Native house at Tahiti.

3—Native house at Paratonga

that will be answerable to Stevenson’s vision. Over
ail the rest English, German and American exploit-
ers are rushing in an army carrying in one hand
“prosperity” and in the other extinction for the
natives. There had been left in the world a few

Maori girl in native dress

corners where the masses of men did not toil to
create wealth for the masters, They were an anom-
aly and one rhat could not be expected to last
long. In the name of prosperity I suppose we ought
to be satisfied.

Basiness and the Increase in‘ Cus: of Living

Thus having surveyed four aspects of this Bus.
ness that is the real American Government and all
the iranches and functions thereof, let us now
cheer the drooping spirit with divertisement. Shall
we say with vaudeville? Good' And shall we say

with a species of national or internatiomal vaude-
va'a cnlostatod pa :~mﬂ r watl sa *e nm.”

2- New Britain laundry women

things he must have and they merely
add the fine to the price—with inierest an
many times.

When he perceives that this is indubita-
bly and in every instance the fact, he con-
cludes that, after all, his thought was not
so happy and hereafter he will not fine
anybody. Next he thinks he wil' put some-
body into jail. So he selects the person
he wants to put int> jail and it takes five
years and an enormous expenditure of
money to get the persons inside the jail
ioor, and as soon as the person is there
all the country wants to have him out.
And, meantime, nobody pays the least at-
tenticn to the old gentleman’s rules except
to dance on them with keener enioyment

and kick more holes in them.

While this is going on the old gentleman
discovers that his living expenses have marve
lously increased upon him, so that everything
costs him about twice as much as it formerly
cost, and he must pinch and skimp and econo-
mize to live within his income.

Thereupon he concludes that the reason
why his expenses have increased and he must
pinch and save is because these bad persons
have torn down his regulations and danced on them.
He told them they must obey the rules and scolded
them and showed his teeth and stormed at them and
threatened them with his club; but still they would
not mind him and they would persist in their evil
ways. So now he has another happy thought. He will
punish them—by starving himself. He will show
these ribald ones what it means to dance upon the
statutes of the United States, made and provided
So he organizes a National Anti-Food-Trust League
and he takes a pledze that he will eat no meat for
sixty days and no butter for sixty-one days and
no eggs for some other period, and sits down to
watch the Vile Trusts wither vp and pass away
under this terrible punishment. They have done
ill, let them suffer; he will have no mercy. But
somehow they neither suffer nor wither. The oniy
person that withers is poor old Uncle Samuel. The
Vile Trusts wax fat and declare another stock
dividend, while he, on a diet of stewed sawdust and
fried bran, thinks longingly of the juicy steaks and
chops he used to eat.

So he gives up also this magnificent scheme to
prnish the wrong-doers by nunishing himself, and
the last sceie in this delightful sketch shiows the
old jzentleman with his club in his hand standing
over two bad boys, resembers of the Yeef Trust,
and s#ying:

“Compete, confound you! Cocmpete! Why don’t
you cumpete? The rules say vou must compete.
Why don’t you conpete? Compete or I will beat
you up with this cluh.” :

But the bad boys bite their thumbs at the cld
gentlemen and laugh derisively. They bave ex-
amined the club and they, know it is only a slap-
stick.

Whereupon the curtain falls amid the loud laugh-
ter of the nations. to whose gaiety this pleasing
turn has ineffably added. —From Business, ilie Heart
nf the Nation, by Charles Edward Russell



CHAPTER XXVIL
y OME may think that I have taken

up more space than really was neces-
sary in considering the effect of the
Big Change upon the churches. I
am not sure but what I have. But
it seemed to me that the very notice-
able falling off in attendance on the
services, and the abrupt decline of faith in healing
powers outside ourselves was not so sad and
portentous after all. On the contrary it seemed
to me the most hopeful and encouraging feature
of the whole situation. This is not because I

have anything against the church but, literally

and in just the strictest meaning of
the words, because she has failed to
make good.

Deeply spiritual religion is twin
sister to Despair, if indeed she be
not Despair painted and powdered
to look pretty. Only when human
possibilities seem to be exhausted
do we turn to God for help with
strong corying. This is not alone in-
dividual experience. It is the expe-
rience of nations. Israel in captivity;
Europe in the most brutal periods of
feudalism; Europe when the free
cities had been conquered; the ne-
groes in slavery and the white peo-
ple in the financial panics before the
Big Change was fully come—all are
instances of profound religious
movements co-inciding with the con-
viction that the situation was hope-
less, humanly speaking. Men cried
to God because there was none else
to help.

That they no longer do so shows,
I am persuaded, that they feel that
it is humanly possible to accomplish
this thing without outside help. We
.are able for it. When we no longer
put our trust in whiskey and prune-
juice as an easy indoor way to cure
c@Asumption, we are prepared to ac-
cept the doctrine that if we nourish
our bodies with plenty of good food,
breathe pure air, and do not exhaust
our strength by over-work we shall
get well by our own healing powers
When we no longer expect Divine
grace and mystical sacraments and
words repeated after the manner of
charms to make it possible for us to
live up to our ideals of what is right,
then we are prepared to accept the
doctrine that sin is provoked in much
the same way as consumption is and
may be cured by much the same
method of treatment, For the de-
sire to do good and to be good is
so strong in all of us that we should have no troa-
ble in living up to our ethical standards if in so
doing we were not so heavily penalized. Who would
steal chickens if with, say, four hours’ work a day

“he could live well and even luxuriously?

When we no longer expect Apollo to come and
help us cut our grain, the grain is app_rcmably
nearer being cut. It is not a physical thdrauce
at all that keeps us from passing resolutions en
this wise:

“WiEREAS, the Big Change has come, and
. *“WauEereas, we shall have to acknowledge it
sooner or later, thercfore be it

“Resolved, That the Big Change has come
and that we govern ourselves accordingly.”

The hindrance is no such thing. Forms of
words learped by heart in our personal and na-
tional childhood—these are what hold us in
bondage. We know well enough that what does
not change is dead, and yet we cry to the tleet-
ing institutions of_the past, like crazy Lear:
“CorJelial Stay a little!” We know that life is
a moving picture film, yet such is our nature we
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For the desire to do good and to be
good is so strong in all of us that we should
have no trouble in living up to our ethical
standards if in so doing we were not so
| heavily penalized. ho would steal
chickens if with, say four hours’ work a
day he could live well and even luxu-
riously.

THE

Illustrated by Ryan Walker.

advertisement not 1o be believed but at our peril.

The essential nature of princes and rulers is
that they do not cut grain. Ice, perhaps but not
grain. Whether the family name they bear be
Caesar or Hohenzollern or Morgan or whatever,
these are but aliases for the good old patronymic
Neversweat. They have no calluses on their
hands, and their muscles are soft as putty.
Whatever the situation may seemn to have been,
judging from one snap-shot in the uncompleted
action of the cinematographic reel of history,
we know that princes and rulers, fighting or
financial, never do one formed hate of them-
selves. If they help out at ali it is by letting
it be done instead of opposing it.

Fighting rulers we need not con-
sider; they’re back numbers It is
the financial rulers we must con-
sider, the capitalists.

The factors of production are not,
as the Henry Georgians do vainly
talk, Land, Laber and Capital, nor
are they as others say, who also go
by one picture out of the whole
cinematographic reel, Capital and
Labor. There is only one ‘factor,
Labor. That’s all

The belief that Capital is neces-
sary is a notion that has only one
mate for nonsense that I know of.
About every ten days I read in my
evening paper this question: “Is
there an Edison star?” The answer
is always: “No.” But this does not
prevent the question from coming up
again regularly every ten days. Peo-
ple still believe that Edison has
made a star and sent it up into the
sky.

To my mind Capital no more ex-
ists than does that star. It is a
superstition. So long as a supersti-
tion is believed in it exists for the
believer. So long as people used to
think it was necessary for the priest
to light a fire early every morning
and call the sun up, so long he drew
his living from the wuseful act of
causing the sun to rise. But when
' they learned that the sun would rise
X anyhow without his efforts, he lost

Y, LoAD SIS his job.

// “r 70 o SN Capital is a spock. If you'll be
a2/ / CanroM ‘ PR \\‘\§\ patient with me Yll try to prove
/) / FREEOOM ) ,/ AN\ that to you, with the kind ascistance
e 2K of the Big Change.

&

Capital is a spook

feel obliged to stop the reel right in the middle
of an uncompleted action. We want to. think
that this country is just as it was ir 1787 or
1865, and some of us have a momeuat when we
want the reel to stop, a moment tn which we give
the name of “Under Socialism.” But the r=zel
goes right along, and all the sin gnd all the
wicikedness is, when we look into it, nothing but
a moral standard of the dear past propped up to
look as if it were alive iu the present. Last year’s
egg was good last year when it war fresh; it is
disgustiag now., The only thing that we can do is
to keep sten in all things with the age, to keep our
minds right up to date. It is good advice the
hymn gives:

“Forget tLe g*eps already trod.

And onward urge thy way.”

And so, if we dismiss from us the fond hope
that Apollo will come and help us cut our grain
we are much forwarder. Su &lse. if we dismiss
from us the fond hope that any prince and ruler

~ wil! come and help us cut our grain we are that

inuch forwarder. This also is a patent medicine

-

Corporations Own 76 Per Cent

The national corporation tax law
compelled every corporation to re-
. port the amount of its capital
The national corporation tax law compelled every
corporation to report the amount of its capital
stock, bonded debt and net income. These figures
have just been classified and are found in the latest
annual statistical abstract of the United States.
They show that out of a total wealth estimated at
about $110,000,000,000, the corporations have capital-
ized a little over 76 per cent, or $83,000,000,000. To
be sure the Wall Street Journal claims that so much
of this is water that *he actual value of the property
covered by these securities is not more than $55,000,-
000,000,
The capitalization and income is divided among
the following classes of corporations:

Class IWumber of Stocks and Income
Corporations Bonds
F‘lnn}xclal ........ 29,822 $5,128.253,791 $394,747,609
Publ!c Service . .249252 36,374,458,805 508,960,651

28,604,902,859 1,825,807.156
M_ercant.lle oo .04,678 5.754,480,883 859,754,516
Misc llaneous .. ..64,33%  8,743,474,100 286,211,077

'll.e.se_tigures are respectfully referred to those
wh.o. insist that “individual initiative” is_still the
guiding ferce in industry.

Manuiacturing, etc..89,38¢
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THE SHADOW UNDER THE ROOF

THE COMING NATION

BY PEYTON BOSWELL
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~ $550.00 FOR SOLVING THIS MYSTERY

The Seventh Installment of the Coming Nation’s Great Myst Story—Read th
R Rules Governing the Contest and Then Read the Story.

1. 'To the persons from whom the COMING NATION
recelves by mail, and not otherwise, the best solu-
tions of the mystery in “The Shadow Under the Roof,”
the following prizes will be given:

Por the best s0lutlon .....cccvvcerecnsees. . $250
Three next best solutions, $50 each........... 150
Five next best solutions, $10 each............ 50
Ten next best solutions, $5 ecach............ 50

Fifty next best solutions, one yearly sub card each 50

A total of sixty-nine prizes amounting to..$350
2. Any reader, whether a subscriber or not, may

compete and win prizes, but only one solution may be
entered by any one reader.

3, The last Installment but one of ‘“The Shadow
Under the Roof” will be printed in the CoMING Na-
TioN dated February 10, 1912. An_interval of two
weeks will be allowed for the recelpt of solutions,
and the fin.] installment wiJl be published in the
jssne of March 2, 1912. The latest moment at
which solutions will be received and considered will
be 6 o'clock p. m., February 23, 1912,

4: All solutions must be sent by mail and in no
other way, plainly addressed to ‘‘Mystery Story BEdi-
tor The CoMING Nation, Girard, Kan.”

5. The prizes will be awarded according to the con-
ditions and rnles here set forth and according to the
best judgment of the judges appointed by the COMING
NATION. These judges will have complete control
and final decision in this contest, beyond all appeal.

6. The soluticns are to be written in the Engilsn

RULES AND PRIZES

language, briefly ard simply, stating clearly as many
facts and details as ave necessary to mwake up the
“best solution of the mystery.”

7. The names and addresses of all the price win-
ners will be published in the CoMING NATION at the
earliest possible date after the judges have de-
termined their awards.

8. Employes of the CoMING NATION and the Ap-
peal to Reason and members of their families are
not eligible for this competition,

TELL YOUR FRIENDS ABOUT IT

Thousands of persons who would not be
interested in Socialist philosophy would read a
good story, and would try to win the prizes
that are offered for the best solution.

If every reader of the Cominc Narrcx will

hand his paper to a friend and call his attention
to this story, the circulation can be doubled
within a few weeks. It is still possible to supply
preceding installments and these will be sent to
any one asking for them when they subscribe.

SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS

David Robley a young man, head of the Robley-Ford Brass
Co., isfound dead in an unused room, the top floor of his factory.
He has been brought to his death in a mysterious manner,
bound fast to his office chair. No wounds are found on his
body. David Robiey's sister, Helen Robley, Robley's partner
William Ford, John Frisbie and Richard ¥orton, employes at
the factory and Charley Hinton, a detective connected with

Ford, are the principals immediately connected with the tra-
gedy., Horton and Frisbie pursue an investigation and discover
certaiu facts concerning David Robley’'s past life: Robley’s
death remains a mystery to the police. i

Ford, who had been turning money of the company to hisown
P plans with Hinton io involve Frisbie as the murderer.
They are overheard by Ford's companion, a mysterious woman

Preceding instalments of the story will be supplied to new
subscribers.
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Frisbie read the note through twice, then took
out his watch. It was now 7 o'clock—an hour and
a half until the time mentioned in the letter—and
he had plenty of leisure to think it over. He sat
down in an easy chair, filled his pipe with tobacco
and lit it. Then he picked up the letier again.

The envelope bore no mark other than bis own
address. The handwriting undoubtedly was that
of a woman. Frisbie thought of Horton’s so'lici_tude
for him, reflected on the mischief that sometimes
lurks in an anonymous letter, then tousei the missive
on the table, resolved to pay no further attention
to it. Picking up the nearest volume, he started to
read. It happened to be a book of plays by_ Ber-
nard Shaw, but the lines, though filled with epigram
and wit, were not clever enough to hold his at-
tention.

The mysterious envelope lay at the edge of the
table, and when the chemist’s eye fell upon, it he
started suddenly. The way in which the name John
Frisbie was written all at once had a familiar look.
He picked up the envelope and studied it, but the
spell was broken. He turned it in different ways,
but the chord of memory that had been struck
would not agaia respond.

He took up the book once more and began.to
read “Caesar and Cleopatra.” A particularly jarring
anachronism of Shaw caught his attention, then
another and another, and soon he was devouring
the lines with relish, He read through one act
then another, but at the end of it he looked up
and his glance again fell on the letter. Again he
started, for he writing took on an even more fa-
miliar look. He threw the book on the table, picked
® thie envelope and examined it long and steadily,

racking his brain for the fugitive memory that
was stirred by the line, John Frisbie. But . he
more he strove, the further he got away from the
answer. The doors of the memery have a way
of flying open when one doesn’t care to enter, then
closing- and remaining closed when admission is
demanded. Frishie tried strategy: he turned the
envelope over so as to hide the writing, then sud-
denly turned it back, literally flashing it on his
brain. This seemed ito promise success, and once
or twice he was just at the point of grasping what
he wanted. Then his brain became schooled to
the deception.

Frisbie took out his watcn again, It was almost
8 o'clock. The Jistance from his lodging to the
place mentioned in the letter was not more than
ten blocks. }e needed a walk, he reflected, so he
would stroli over that way and, as he went along,
make up his mind finally as to what he should do.
Men who devote a great deal of time to books and
reflecction are apt to compromise with judgment in
this manner, and, hesitating the while, finally reach
a decision forced solely by circumstance.

The evening was raw and disagreeable and pedes-
trians were mufflad in their winter garments, The
temperature was not freezing, but what cold there
was penetrated to the very bone. Such weather is
a feature of early spring in Chicago. Frisbie walked
briskly and, almust before he knew it, found him-
seif in the vicinity of Madison street an¢ Western
avenue. The clock through a store window showed
the hour to be 8:.20. As it was still ten minutes
until the appointed time, there could be no harm in
walking around by the corner. ‘

Frisbie paused at the curb to watch a foreign
woman with a very large family climb into a street
car. Someoze touched his arm and a woman’s voice
said: ‘

“You are John Frisbie, are you not?”

The chemist turnad and beheld a figure enveloped
in a great sealskin coat and veiled until the fea-
tures were completely hidden,

“I am Mollie Jessup,” she said.

“Mollic Jessup! No, it cannot be.”

She fumbled at her veil, then raised a part of
it long enough for liim to get a look at her face.

. “Am I not Mollie Jessup?

'”’.'CS."

“I am the same Moliie Jessup you used to know
when shz was a gir. —changed, much cha.ng.*:d. but
still Mollie Jessup. I have scomething very impor-

Lilustrarions by Johm Sloam.
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tant to tell you, but we can't talk here, so comec
with me to my house.”

_ The.woman indicated the way and the pair walked
in a direction different from the one by which Fris-
bie came. Not a word was spoken, for obviously
small talk would have been out of place. Half a
dozen blocks were covered in silence, then Mollie
J?ssup turned into an old fashioned house, set some
distance back from the street, the door of which
she opened herself with a key.

A light was burning low in the parlor, She
turned it up, revealing a room that was luxuriously,
yet tastefully furnished. Seating Frisbie in an
easy chair, and saying, “I will be with you presently,”
she vanished, leaving her guest bewildered by the
elegance with which he found himself surrounded.

The furniture was of old mal:ogany—rich and
comfortavle. The carpet was of velvet, and two
shiny leopard skins lay stretched upown it, one with
its cyes fixed upon the door, the other with its
yellow orbs looking into the grate, In the corner
of the room was a splendid piano. On the walls
were two paintings, one an old world landscape, the
other a picture by the sea.

Frisbie looked at all these.things, thien tlLought of
the modest little village in Indiana where he had
spent his youth and where Mollie Jessup had been
his boyhood sweetheart; he thought of the simple
poverty of the girl’s widowed mother, of the strug-
gle she had, with her slender meanrs, to rear and
educate her thres children, and he could not belp
thinking that surely fortune had been kind to his
companion of early days.

While he was still busy with these reflections,
Mollie Jessup returned, and her appearance, as she
stcod before him, quite banished his revery, For,
in place of the old Mollie Jessup, the slender little
girl with the big black eyes and braided jet-black
hair, there appeared a vision of full blown woman-
hood, oriental almost in its beauty. The figure was
robust, voluptuous, full of curves, and draped in
black in such a way as to accentuate thcse qualities:
the lips were impulsive and full of health, the hai-
stylishly dressed and luxuriant: but the eyes were
Mollie Jessup's own, still soft and appealing as of
yore.

“Can you guess whose house you are in?” she
said.

“Yours, I think you told me.”

“It belongs to William Ford of the Robley-Ford
Company,—your employer.”

“Then—you are his wife?”

“No-——-I am not ris wife.”

The wcman’s gaze never faltered and she looked
him straight in the eyes.

“I will tell you something of myself later, if yoa
wish,” she continued, “but the reason for my bring-
ing you here concerns yoursc'f. You are in grave
danger, and from Mr. Ford.”

“I am in grave danger?”

“Yes. I did not send you that letter unti]l I had
reflected over it for nearly three weeks. Eut now
that I have decided what to do, I will teli you
everything. Mr. Ford is planning to accuse yon
of Mr. Robley’s murder. He has prepared enough
evidence, he thinks, to fix the crime on you and
thus save himself.”

“risbie had half risen from his chair.

“Can this be true?” he stammered,

“Every word of it. You wonder how : know?
By eavesdropping. On two occasions I have stood
at the curtains therc and heard Mr. Ford, in the
next room, discuss his plans with a detective whom
he has employed to help himn; once three weeks
ago, whenrr I heard him uxplain his plan to involve
you, and again last nigh', when the two went over
the evidence he has prepared against you—ihe pa-
pers Mr. Ford has forged. I heard every word.”

The chemist was speechless. Being a man of
books and reflections, his mind was overwheimed
by what he had just heard.

“There is one grain of comfort for you, anyway,’
Mollie Jessup continued. “They do not intend to
use this proof unless Mr. Ford is in danger. It
seems that no one hcs even s him yet, and
both of them were confident last night that all of



the danger is over.®

“Did you find out the nature of this evidence
you say they have prepared against me?”

“Yes. Mr. Ford will present documents to nrove
that you stole money from the firm by means of
false invoices for supplies and also that Mr. Rob-
ley knew about this and had threatened you with
exposure. They rely on the fact of your being a
chemist to explain the manner of Mr. Robley’s
death—some secret poison, as I understand it.”

“Poison "

The chemist could only repeat aftcr her, such
was his state of bewilderment,

“Yes, some peison that kills ard leaves no trace.
I have told you all I know, without reserve and
without asking any pledge, because—well, because I
felt that I had to. But now I am going to ask
you to give me your sacred promise never to tell
anyone that I have spoken with you, no maiter
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quit writing that I took up typewriting and stenog-
raphy. My two older sisters, you kmow, became
school teachers, and they bought me a machine and
helped me to attend business college for a term.
I had no desire to teach, as my sisters were doing,
and decided to come to the city and make my own
way here. .

“Well, I got a place to goard, with a family whose
name had been given me by some friends in Tres-
cott, and started out to find a position. You have
no idea how hard it was. Times were very bad
then and there seémed to be twenty stenographers
for every job. Besides I was a beginner and at
most places they only wanted to pay five dollars
a week for such a girl. Even these places were
quickly taken. The money was not enough to pay
board and carfare, but some who lived at home were
willing to work for that rather than be idle,

“Threc weeks had passed and already I had been

“Am [ not Mollie Jessup?’

what ‘may happen. It may mean life or death to
me. Will you do that?”

“l give you my pledge.”

“Be sure that you keep it.”

Now that her task was over, the woman looked
tired, her eyes had not the life in ‘hem that was
thcre before.

“But are you not running 2 risk by bringing me
kere?” asked Frisbie. “Suppose Ford were aware
of my presence.”™

“God help me then! But there is no danger. He.

is at home.”

“At home?”

The words expressed pure wonderment. The piti-
ful look from the woman that answered them, calused
Fris'ie to shrink back in his chair.

“l am cold,” she said, shivering.
light the gas in the grate”

She stooped and held a match to the burner and
a hundred little blazes began to flicker over the
asbestos log. sending a fiood of warmth out into
the room. Mollie Jessup pulled her chair near the
hearth and ‘'eaned forward toward the fire. She
began speaking without looking at Frisbie.

“It has not been many years since you and I were
playmate: together in Trescott, yet many things
have happened since then and many changes have
taken place” She spoke very softly and her head
was bent low. “Both of us have changed--I more,
perhaps than you. It may do me good te ‘alk with
you. Anyway, I feel that I must”

“T do not ask it,” said the chemist, almost in-
audibly. Apparently without hearing him, the wo-
man continued.

“After you left Trescott to go to school and fight
your ¥y in the world, we wrote to each other for
a long time. Then our letters became less frequent
and finally we ceased writing altogether, and for-
oot ahibat efth other. T \uivk ¥ wea Refare oo

“Allow me to

obliged to write home to my sisters for money. 1
was on the verge of despair when at last one after-
noon I succeeded in getting ahead of the hundreds
of others. The afternoon paper contained an ad-
vertisement for a stenographer at a factory on the
west side. I was the first one to get there, and
I lied and said I had had experience. I got the
job. It was on Friday and I was to go to work
Monday at ten dollars a week. It was the happiest
Saturday and Sunday I ever spent in my iife.

“My employer was William Ford. This was a
year before he joined the elder Mr. Robley in
forming the Robley-Ford Company, The factory
was situated on Clinton street, as you doubtless
know.

“At first Mr. Ford was very crabbed, and several
times I nearly lost my position because of the mis-
takes I made. Then  -his manner towards me be-
gan to change and he seemed to be taking a great
deal of interest in me. I had heard lots of stories
about such thirgs, and wouldwhave quit if it hadn’t
been for the trouble I knew I would have in get-
ting a new place. I soon got used to the new way
Mr. Ford treated me, however, and gradually be-
gan to Yke him: He was stern to everyone else,
but always pleasant to me. He would talk to me
about his business affairs and about other things
outside of the office. He seemed so different from
what he was before that, instead of being afraid of
him, I began to consider him zs a friend and to
admire him for the very things that caused others
to hate him—his streng will and the masterful way
in which he ruled those about him. In faet, before
I knew it, I had come to look upon him as a sort
of tero—a man that knew how to succeed in a
world that was full of failure.

“He took me more and mere into his eonfidence

and became more and more tender toward me, and
Cwelly T bmaw withépt hie telling me that he cared

for me. And I could not help being glad, in spite
of the fact that I knew he was married. Finally,
one evening, he had me stay after all the others
had gone. He told me how he loved me and—
I found myself in his arms.”

Mollie Jessup paused. She had never taken her
eyes off the flickering grate. When she resumed it
was in the same even tone.

“A few months later I found myself the mistress
of this house, surrounded by everything I could
wish. I was happy for awhile, then the shame and
horror of it all came over me. My love for him,
if it really ever was love, ceased to exist, but I
dared not show it, for the feeling he has for me,
whatever it is, has grown stronger and stronger
until he would do anything.”

Her voice broke and she covered her face with
her hands. At last the chemist spoke.

“Why don’t you leave him?”

“He would follow me to the ends of the earth.
He is like a savage. He would kill me, Once there
was almost another man, but he found it out and
—Oh, God! He nearly killed me. No, I cannot
leave him—I am like an animal in a trap and I
can’t get out.”

She sank forward in her chair and convulsive
sobs shook her frame.

Frisbie jumped to his feet and put his hand on
her shoulder. ‘

“You shall leave him if you want to,” he said.

“No, no!” She arose. “You do not know what
you say.”

“You shall leave him,” he repeated.
mined that you shall.”

A look of real fear came over her, and she took
a step backward.

“T will not—I wili not!” she almost screamed.
“I tell you he will kill me. He will do anything.”

“It is as you please,” said Frisbie, seeing the
danger of the situation.

“Thank you for that.”

She was laughing, hysterically, She sat down
at the piano and leaned over it. Frisbie remained
standing, not knowing what to make of things.

“You are a friend of Mr. Horton, are you not?”

Frisbie started.

l‘\?es.'ﬂ

The woman turned around. Her countenance was
as composed as when she first entered the room.
“Perhaps this is some‘hing I ought not to tell you.
Nevertheless I will. Tell Mr. Horton to be very
careful of his new invention. Ford will get the
best of him if he can.”

She arose. “It is time for you to go,” she said.

“There is one other thing,” interposed Frisbie,
quickly. The scared look came into her eyes again.
“Can you tell me what the detective Hinton has
done regarding a letter that was found in Mr, Rob-
ley’s room?”

“A letter from a young woman?
kriow that?”

“l was present when the letter was found.”

“The detective has done nothing yet, although
he has been trying.”

She was walking with Frisbie toward the door.
Almost before he knew it, he had bade her good-
night and was on the street.

Her last words to him were:

“l will do what more I can for you.”

Returning to the room. Mollie Jessup went to
a beautifully painted cabinet and, unlocking it,
opened a drawer. She took out half a dozen pho-
tographs and replaced them, all but one, which she
carried with her to-a seat before the fire, She
gazed at the picture for a long time, then, letting
it fall in her lap, sat looking at the flickering log,
calling -lip memories of the past.

The photograph was that of John Frisbie, taken
when he was a youth back in that little Indiana

village.

“l am deter-

How did you

(To Be Continued.)

Earth Is Enough

BY EDWIN MARKHAM

We men of Earth have here tie Sutff
Of Paradise—we have enough!

We need no other thing to build

The Stairs into the Unfulfilled—

No other ivory for the doors—

No other marble for the floors—

No other cedar for the beam

And dome of man’s immortal dream

flere on the paths of every day—

Here on the comyion human way

Is all the busy gods would take

To build a Heaven, to mould and sake

New Edens. Ours the stuff. sublime

To build Eternity in time!

—Message to the First National Conference on

Social Center and Civicr Development at Madicon,
Hiecroncin .
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o-operative Farms of Sicly

EVENTY-FIVE thousand Sicilians come to
the United States every year. By the unthink-
ing public and the police authorities these are
recorded “undesirables,” yet it wiil be easy for
me to show that if these Italian agricultural work-
ers were given the opportunity they would form a
most desirable factor in American society. Indeed,
there is much that we might learn from the farm-
ers of Sicily.
This great island is divided into two Jistinct
agricultural divisions, one of which lies along the
coast and the other in the

interior.

BY ODON POR

feel themselves injured there is apt to be an appeal
to violence.

Driven desperate by these conditions, Sicilians
seek salvation in other lands. Between the years of
1904 to 1906 an average of ninety-five thousand peo-
ple per year left Sicily, three-fourths of them for

industrial proletariat of Sicily. They preached a
sort of Christian Socialism, basing their words on
the religious consciousness so strong among those
workers. They presented the Christ of the Saint
legends as the first Socialist, and contrasted his
teaching with the conspiracy of the priests and with
the feudal lords to keep the people in subjection.
As the Socialist unions and the schools and polit-
ical societies spread the workers drew away from
the church. Organized strikes took the place of the
primitive rebellions and working class organizations
grasped at political power,
Radical reforms, including

Where the land meets the

Mediterranean spring reigns i
bternal, and the who'e land is :
like a vast garden. Vineyards =
and orchards of olive, orange.
lemon, walnut, almond and
mulberry trees border the
closely-tilled fields.

So intensive is the cultiva-
tion in this strip that, while
it occupies but little more than
one-fifth of the territory of
the island, its agricultural out- 4
put is nearly three times that
of the remainder.

The medium-sized farms of
the sea shore are largely owned
by city dwellers, who lease
them through speculators to
tenants, who, through this
double exploitation, are re-
duced to the point where they

maintain  existence only by
seeking work on the larger
farms. .

i~ the common ownership of the
—
: great landed estates were de-
manded.
] ~ Frightened at the rising

strength of the movement, the
ruling class called the govern-
‘ment to its aid. Under the pre-
text of suppressing domestic
insurrections, which in some
cases were incited by govern-
ment agents, the radicals were
impriscned, the organizations
dissolved and the movement
momentarily disappeared.

But the seed which had been
implanted continued to develop
and soon the work of organi-
zation was taken up anew. It
was less spectacular and im-
pulsive in its second appear-
ance, although the Socialist
: ideal was still retained. The
g b organizations were based upon
_E the necessity for the solution

; of immediate economic prob-

The Rome Granary

The interior zone was the
granary of the Roman Empire.

Even today it is a great wheat country, whose lati-
fundi retain both the name and the size of the great
estates of the Roman Empire.

Around the larger villages and cities, widely sep-
arated by the open country, are to be found the
ancient public and church lands, as was once the
case in nearly every European country. When
capitalism created modern Italy these commons were
seized by a small class of great land owners.

Let us get this picture. Close up to the city is to
be found the medium-sized estate in the hands of
the city dwelling bourgeoise. Beyond
these stretch the great latifundi. On
these latter -wheat is alternated with
pasture in most was*eful cultivation.
Their average size exceeds a thousand
acres and the ®ncentration is still go-
ing on.

On these great estates will be seen
small groups of houses in which the
better paid employes live and beside
these the storage sheds and stables.
Near to these are the primordial stone
huts, where the farm iaborers live dur-
ing their stay on the farms,

Such a system of agriculture leaves a semi-bar-
barous state. There are few good roads. Over
many square miles the only means of communica-
tion are mule trains. The plow used is that which
was familiar thousands of years ago. Rotation
systems are those which were discarded centuries
ago in other lands.

After the grain has been threshed out with flails
or trod out by animals, it is transported to the dis-
tant village on the backs of mules.

A system of speculators intervene between the
landlord and the tenant, exploiting the latter still
closer than would be possible by direct rent.

According to the statistics of 1910 seventy-five
thousand of the three and a half million population
of the land are agriculturists. More than half of
thes? latter are farm laborers. Seldom do they
obtain more than two hundred days’ work per year.
The average daily wage is thirty-six cents for some
fourteen to sixteen hours of toil. The yearly wages
are between fifty-four and seventy-two dollars as a
maximum and minimum. Only fourteen per cent of
the peasants own their own fields and have any
measure of independence.

The few great land owmers, by the aid of thcir
fetainers organize and control the political parties.
An active agency in this ruling is a band of prn-
fessional criminals. Under such condlitions the peas-
ant realizes that there is no possibility of his chtain-

ing justice through the government. When, ther>
fors, the peasants. eithar individ<ally ar encialls

Map showing nuzmber and location of

‘eaten up by the large ones.

A typical group of Italian farming rco-operatives

the United States. Here these skilled agriculturists
were herded together in the cities, or became pick
and shovel men on the streets and railroads.
Nevertheless, the wages which they received in
their new home, although considered low in this
country, were so much better than the starvation
rations of their home that in 1907 these immigrants
sent back to Sicily more than eleven million dollars
i the form of money orders and bank drafts, while
returning immigrants brought an almost equally
large sum. :

.

Sicily
S§. C.—Socialist Co-operatives
C.—Catholic Societies

Co-operative Farms

Organization and immigration together has raised
wages somewhat, but this has been neutralized by
an increased cost of living.

This increase in wages has caused ths great 'znd
owners tc reduce still further their labor forces.
The returning immigrant has one great ambition,
that is to satisfy the land hunger of his race. He
finds it almost impossible to do this. The great
land owners will not sell, the small ones are being
What land is for sale
brings so high a price that the purchaser has nothing
left with which to fit out his farm. :

Competition of returning inmigrants atd land
buyers has driven the conditions of rental higher
and higher. Caught in this whirlpocl of industry
the Italian worker has been fcrced to find a way
out or die in his misery. He has found that way.
It is the way of co-operative farming.

Twenty years ago a few educated men and womes,
with a glimpse .of the Socialist vision, started a
magnificent campaiyn among tha szetitnltnral 2

R
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lems.
In 1908 there were 161 agri-
cultural unions in Sicily, with
59,000 members. Owing to immigration and other
causes this membership has slightly decreased in
recent years, although it is much more effective
than ever before. These unions embrace all those
who are engaged in actual cultivation of the soil.
The small tenant farmer and the peasants are more
numercus than the farm laborers because the latter
are so sunk in their misery as to make them diffi-
cult of organization.

These organizations have carried on many great
strikes for better wages and better contracts with
the landlord. In a large number of
cases they have been victorious. Out
of this fight has grown a general de-
mand for collective possession of the
soil. This has taken form, first, in the
co-operative societies, and in recent
years the great battles have been to
sectire possession of the soil by the
to-operatives.

‘The Co-Operative of Trapani

One of the first places to feel the
spirit of working class revolt in Sicily
was the province of Trapani in which
the city of Monte S. Guiliano is -it-
aated.

Numerous unions were founded here
and won many splendid victories. By
1906 there were 61 unions, with 16,651
members in this province. Of these
only 14 per cent were farm laborers,
the others being small land owners,
tenants and peasants,

This membership has since fallen off
one-half through immigration.

After a long period of persecution, during which
martial law was enforced, many of the leaders were
victimized, and many of the rank and file, includ-
ing Giacomo Montalto, the original organizer and
guiding spirit of the movement, the organization at
last entered into a regular, although not an undis-
turbed, period of developmert. By 1901 the gov-
ernment came to realize that suppressing a move-
ment only accelerated its progress. :

In the meantime, since neither the strikes, nor the
tarm laborers, nor the refusal of the peasants and
the small tenauts to cultivate the soil had ecither
increased wages upon the one hand nor lowered the
rate of rental on the other, the organized workers
decided in 19090 to found an agricultural co-opéra-
tive society.

The articles of incorporation provided that the
society should have ais its objeet the co-operative
conduct ef agriculture on leased or purchased fields
hy its mesubers. ‘

Te way sfég peavided that the ~pitiyetion shonld

-
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be conducted in the most scientific manner, aad that
the society should obtain credit for and grant it
to members and to third persons,

This latter provision was necessary since the law
provides that any society granting credit must ex-
tend this to non-members. It was also provided
that the co-operative should become the agents of
the Sicilian bank, which is endowed by the govern-
ment for the purpose of extending agricultural credit
from a special fund.

The by-laws made some further important provis-
ions. In the first place it was provided that the num-
ber of members should not be limited. From the
very beginning the principles were laid down that
the society should not become a corporation of a
few favored individuals, but should be a part of a
class movement of the workers. In pursuance of
this same subject it was also provided that only
those who are members of a union and active culti-
vators of the soil should be eligible to membership
in the co-operative. ;

Every member must take at least one share of
the value of five dollars, and no member can own
more than twenty shares. These may be paid for
in installments. Every member has one vote, no
matter how many shares he may own. No mem-
Ler can cultivate any fields in addition to those that
he may himself own, or are leased by him from the
co-operative. Members must personally cultivate
lots leased from the co-operative and cannot sub-
lease, Any violation of these laws is punished with
expulsion.

In these special cases where the lands at the dis-
posal of the co-operative or owned by any individual
are not sufficient to maintain him, special permission
may be given to sach a member to lease outside
lands, only on condition that this land is not wanted
by the co-operative.

When the co-operative was established in 1902
it had 518 members, who cultivated 595 lots. Its
capital amounted to about $25,000. By 1910 the
number of members had increased to 2,018, reach-
ing about fifteen hundred families, including between
eight and ten thousand persons. These cultivated
2,802 lots and the paid in capital amounted to over
twelve thousand dollars.

In the beginning only a few hundred acres were
leased. At present the co-operative leases 31 lots,
¢ embracing over twelve thousand acres, and paying
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an annual sum of almost fifty thousand dollars as
rent, ,

These estates are not in one solid block. They
are scattered over considerable territory, some of
them at a considerable distance from the headquar-
ters of the co-operative.

They are not cultivated under one management,
but are distributed in plots among the members.
With such a large number of members, the dis-
tribution of plots becomes a very delicate affair.
The by-laws provide that each share of stock shall
entitle the owner to the rental of a plot, but since
the area controlled by the co-operative is not enough
to give each member as many plots as he buys shares
and, indeed, in many cases, it is not possible to give
every member an area sufficiently large to make for
economic cultivation, the different plots are dis-
tributed by lot.

The committee composed of an agricultural engi-
neer and some members of the co-operative are
charged with the work of seeing to it that the lots
to be divided are as nearly equal as possible. In
those cases where it is impossible to give equal
fertility all in one piece, two lots are “married.”
In this way the unproductive and the fertile land is
equzlly divided. g

This same committee fixes the amount to be
charged for each lease. They must so arrange this
that the total amount paid by the various members
of the coperative shall not exceed the amount that
the co-operative must Lay the owner. Every mem-
ber of the treasury must pay five per cent of the
value of his lease into the treasury of the co-op-
erative.

The administrative expenses of the society are
apportioned to each member according tc the num-
ber of acres cultivated and usually amounts to be-
tween seventy-five cents and a dollar per acre.

The individual members are, on a whole, per-
mitted to cultivate their lands as they wish, subject
to certain restrictions which are imposed- by the
general lease with the owner of the land. The
management has practically no direct control over
the cultivation of the field.

The members derive their advantages, not from a
modern centralized business management, but from
the various functions performed by the aszociation,
which indirectly contribute to the income or com-
fort of the members. The first, and most direct
gain, comes from the elimination of the speculators

In Black and White By

A Patron of Art

Y Jove! Umith,” the editor exclaimed
enthusiastically, “the chap that wrote
P this is a gerius. He'll strike a new
gl note if only he gets a chance. Read
this ‘copy’ over, will you? and you'll
see for yourself.” While the manu-

¥ script was changing hands, the editor
turned in his swivel-chair and shouted, “Copy-boy!”
“Say, Tommy, what sort of a fellow brought this
story in?”"

“Aw, Gee, he's a bum lookin’ skate. He's skin’s
hangin’ out over his Lomes un’ he coitenly locks as
though he'd grab at a free lunch—".

“Tell him I want to see him,” the editor ordered.

It was a forlorn creature that stepped to the ed-
itor’s desk. His appearance was none too pleasing.
A pallid face, shrinking demeanor, furtive g'ance
and weary expression were noticeable after a mo-
ment’s glance at him.

“You wrote that?” the e‘fitor asked, pointing to-
ward the manuscript in Smith’s hands.

“Yes. sir,” was the other’s faltering reply.

"“Pretty good stuff,” the editor remarked unenthu-
siastically. “T guess we'll be able to use it some Jday.”

“T-thank yon,” came from the young man, his
face lighting up with joy on hearing this decision.
And then he hesitatingly inguired about e com-
pensation.

“Oh, we pay our contributors on the Saturday
following publication. Good morning.” ;
Five or six days later Smith turned to the editor

and said, “I say, what about that story you bought -

last week? I haven’t seen it in print yet—"

“Oh, I'll use it some day,” was the editor’s re-
ply. “T tel} you, Smith, I've read that mezauscript
over and ove~ and each time I'm convinced all the
more that that young fellow has 'a great future
befare him, but I've decided to go slow—"

“Why?” interrupted Smith,

“Well, it's this wdy, I don’t want to spoil the
chap. I used to write that way when I was young,

but prosperity and commercialism have ruined me. .

] don’t want the samt to happen to that boy so

I've decided to let him starve a while. It'll do him
good and give him incentive for more and even
better work.” )

Just then a reporter entered the room and handed
in a half-dozen “local items.” The editor hurriedly
glanced at them. One impressed him particularly.
It read:

“Stever. Oriund, a young man of twenty-two, said
to have possesscd marked literary talent, was found
dead in his room at 210 East 12th Street, yesterday
morning. Starmation is given as the cause of his
death.”

“Well, wirat do you think of that?” the editor
muttered to himself, as he threw the notice into
his waste-backet. He feared Smith would see it.

qu Never Can Tell

e

“Father, I ask you again for permission to marry.
You really can’t imagine how I love her—"

“No, I confess, I can’t imagine how you can love
her. What did you say she was? A nurse? Hm.
Well, you just tell this Miss—this—what'd you say
her name was?”

“Miss Smyth, Gladys Smyth.”

“Tell this Miss Smyth that my son is too young
to marry. Why you haven't graduated yet. Wait
until you get your diploma and open an office and
get a practice. Then it will be time engugh to
marry.” :

With a sigh George Marsh rose to his feet and
walked out of the room, leaving his father reading
a multi-colored magazine in peace.

* * X

“How is father?” George asked Dr. Williamson as
he met him in the hallway. ‘

“Doing nicely, but I have ordered him removed
to a hospital. He'll get careful attention and I
am sure he will pull through all right,” replied the
doctor.

* An hour later an ambulance stopped at the door
and then hurvied away with Mr. Marsh as its

passenger. ) ) )
At the hospital Mr. Marsh was piaced in a pri-

who formerly controlled the lease. In many cases
this amounts to quite a sum for each member.

Asecond benefit comes from the credit opera-
tions. of the society. It procures and lends money
to its members at six per cent. This must be con-
trasted with the rate which was for eerly paid to
the users, proprietors and speculator;, which was
sometimes as high as twenty-five per cent. The
co-operative chtains the money form the Sicibhan
bank at four per cent and adds the differance of
two per cent to the general social fund.

In the heginning the banks put all possible obsta-
cles in the way of the co-perative obtaining credit,
and sought to restrict its operations as much as
possible. As the years passed, however and the in-
tegrity and reliability of the co-perative became
demonstrated, the banks were obliged to concede «
larger credit. In 1910 the Sicilin bank extended
credit to the amount of sixty thousand dollars.
Even this was far less than should have been
granted, judged by ordinary business standards. At

" this time the co-operative was leasing over 7,500
acres of land and should have been entitled to a
credit of at least one hundred thousand dollars.
Could this have been obtained the society could have

- greatly develeped its activities along technical and in-

dustriul lines, and it is very probable that it is just
this fact that led the capitalists to restrict the grant-
ing of credit. In spite of the hard conditions which
it had to meet, the co-operative, during the five years
from 1904 and 1908 has sccured credit to the amount
of nearly one hundred thousand dollars for its mem-
bers. This has been expended for fertilizers, seeds,
buying of animals, for wheat for immediate con-
sumgption, for materials for protecting the animals
and plants from disease, for machinery and tools.
For this sum the members paid only six thousand
dollars, of which two thousand dollars went into the
collective fund of the co-operative. It is safe to
say that for similar credit before the -establishiment
of the co-operative these same peasants would have
!xad to pay at least twenty-five thousand dollars in
interest, of which no part would have gone to a
society in which they were interested.

-

(Next week Odon Por will continue the story

of the work of this co-operative and explain how
it has benefitted its members.)

Fmanuel Julius

vate room under the charge of a blonde, bright,
vivacious nurse. He had much to thank her for;
she nursed him with great patience, was anxious
to serve each of his wants, was tender in her ac-
tions, enthuse” him with her overflowing optimism
and thrilled him with her soft, appealing voice and
happy laugh. It is little wonder that he soon be-
came convalescent.

Gradually, as health and strength returned, Mr.
Marsh’s thoughts turned to love. Yes, he realized
that he had been caught in cupid’s snare but he
did not resist in the least. In fact, he felt happy
and told her so.

One beautiful afternoon, as he was about to
leave, Mr. Marsh frankly professed love and pro-
posed marriage. The nurse, after the usual trite
expre.sions of unexpectedness, accepted.

“What is your name, little girl?” he asked.

Mr. Marsh paled. Then regaining his composure,
he said to himself: “By Jove, this is the very girl
George was forced to give up because of my com-
mands. Good. I'll marry her instead. Won't it
be a good joke on George, though. Ha! Ha!

* % ¥

“My son, meet my wife,” said Mr. Marsh, smil-
ing sardonically.

{¢ goes without saying that George was astonished
beyond words. Mrs. Marsh was heavily veiled, so
tie lad could not discern her features. He graspec
1er hand and shook it awkwardly. '

“Why father, you astound me. I never thought
you would marry again. Well, well, let me congrat-
ilate you. God bless you.” ,

“Look carefully, George, I think you two have
net before.”

George obeyed. He slowly shook hi- head.

“Don’t you know my wife?”

“No.”

“Why, her name was Miss Gladys Smyth and she
was my nurse at the hospital,” said Mr. Marsh in

stonishment,

“Someone has played a joke on you, father, She
nay hagve the same mame but it can’t be my Miss

3

ymyth for I marrieq her last week.”
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inning from Coast to Coast

I. long years of Socialist agitation are bear-
ing fruit. The days and weeks and months
and years that have been spent patiently
hewing away at the foundations of capitalism

are at last causing the whole structure to shake.

Some twenty cities of considerable size, and many
smaller places come into complete control of the
Socialists. Everywhere there was a steady, continu-
ous growth.

Of course, the most striking victory is the capture
of Schenectady, and the election of the maycr and
a majority of the council and a member of the leg-
islature and the county ticket.

The mayor eiected, Dr. George R. Lunn, is the
editor of The Citizen, and the capture of the city is
in no small degree due to the effectiveness with
which he has edited that paper. He is a compara-
tively young man, having been born thirty-five years
ago in Lennox, lowa. He had the usual struggles of
the proletarian in Omaha, Council Bluffs, Grand
Island and Des Moines. He final'y entered Bellevue
College at Bellevue, Neb., to study for the ministry.
After graduating from this college, and a few years
preaching he spent a year at Princeton, then en-
listed as a volunteer in the Spanish-American War
in the regiment commanded by William Jennings
Bryan. While in the army ‘he contracted a fever.
which brought about his discharge, and which also
compelled him to leave Princeton, where he had
gone to complete his studies.

Later, however, he succeeded in graduating from
Union Theological Seminary in New York. 1In
1903 he became pastor of the First Reformed
Church of Schenectady. Soon his sermons aroused
the antaconism of the aristocratic e'ement that con-
trolled this church and he was compelled to resign.
So large a number of people, however. wished to
listen to him that he organired an independent
coneregation, of which he is still the pastor.

The vote in Schenectady shows a continuous,
though rapid, increase. There were 32 votes cast

in the county in 1900 whea Eugenc V. Debs ran

for the presidency for the first time. This had
grown to 434 four years iater, 853 in 1908, to 1,963
the next year, 2,628 the next and reached 6,535 this
year, when victory was won.

Even more significant perhaps than the e'ection
of the mayor and council is the sending of the first
Socialist to the New York leeislatwre. This is
Herbert M. Merrill, member of the National Broth-
erhood of Electrical Workers.

He was born at Campton, N. H., in 1871, and
traces his ancestors. back to Puritans arriving in this
country in 1632 and 1635. He is a charter member
of Local Schenectady. Socialist party, and has been
on® of the steady workers in the ranks from the
beginning.

The greatest message of cheer at this election
came from the great industrial state of Pennsyl-
vania. For years this state has been one of the
puzzles of the Socialist movement. More money,
literature and effort have been poured into it than
into any other state in the union, yet until a little
over two years ago growth secmed slow. Then
all at once it anpeared as if these long years of
preparation had so permeated the working class of
the state that it was awaking all at once to solidarity
and revolt. ' .

In New Castle, Pa, the fight was only second
in intensity and national importance to that in Los
Angeles, and manv wculd give it the first nlace.
Here Walter V. Tvler, a hrakeman, was e'ected
mavor, along with three Socizlist aldermen. While
this does ot give complete control of the citv, it
will he sufficient to prevent any further vicious
illegal attacks such as have been conducted against
the Socialists durinz the last year..

I Reading, Pa, the home of “divine richt” Baer.
the fight was almost equally fierce, and here two
select councilmen and three common councilmen
were clected, and the Socialist, Republican anid
Democratic vote were within one thousand of the
same.,

All over Pennsylvania the vete showed a heavv
increase and a small army of officers was elected
in minor towns. Connecticut was another place
where a bepinning was made by the election of a
councilman at Bridgeport.

in Ohio, the home of Taft and Harmon, the
gains were more wide spread than in any other

state, with the possible exception of Pennsylvania.’

In Lima, Toronto, Lorain, Fostoria, Mount Ver-
non, Salem, Martins Ferry, Barberton, Cuyahoga
Falls and St. Mary’s, Socialist mayors were elected.

In Canton, the home of President Taft, the may-
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oralty election is disputed. The Demosrts claim
a plurality of eight over the Socialists, otherwise
the city goes Socialist for most of the other officers.

In Hamilton, the city council is captured; in Co
lumbus four councilmen, four assessors and three
members of the board of education were elected,
and the candidate for mayor was Jefeated by but
eight thousand votes. When Columbus was almost
carried at the previous electon the wise capitalist
editors all said that it was only a “strike vote,”
and would dappear. The present election shows
that it was based on the solid ground of agitation
and education.

In Toledo a Socialist alderman was elected and
Brand Whitiock retained the mayoralty only by
claiming to be a “Socialist too:”

In Massachusetts Chas. Mourill was re-elected to
the state legislature, and the vote in general showed
a heavy increase.

New Jersey, the home of Woodrow Wilson,
showed an increase in the Socialist vote and the
election of two councilmen in Elizabeth.

Moving toward the west the Socialist wave rose
in Minnesota, in the election of a mayor in Crocks-
ton and five Socialist aldermen out of six at Thief
River.

In the Rocky Mountain states, Utah reports So-
cialist victories in Murray, Manti, Ureka, Tintic and
Stockton. 7

California has just shown, in the Los Angeles
election, that the coast will not be found wanting.

Kentucky showed a- heavy increase, but just how
much cannot be determined until the official vote
comes in, nor was the extreme south lacking, since
in Mississippi, the only southern state in which an
election was held, the Socialists piled up a vote of
over five thousand for Lieutenant Governor—an in-
crease of nearly fourfold over any previous elaction.

This is the really important fact aboui the e'ec-
ticn: that the victories were wide spread, that they
were where the propaganda had been most intense
and where the party was best organized, and, finally,
where there was. close co-operation with organized
labor and an actual waging of the class struggle
over things of interest to the working class.

Pennsylvania, Ohio and Californ‘a are the states
where the A4ppeal to Reason, and other Socialist
papers have the largest circulation.

The first two are states in which great meetings
by Eugene V. Debs have recently heen held. All
are ‘states on which extraordinary propaganda ef-
forts have been concentrated.

These victories did not come by chance. They
were earned and they point the way by which others
can be earned. We are on the road toward greater
victories than even the most sanguine of us have
dared to dream possible for ihe immediate future.

In a few weeks more the Milwaukes Aaily paper
will appcar. During the first week of its publica-
tion the Los Angeles election will be held and that
must mean another Socialist victory. Within a
little over a month, on the 12th of January, the
German elections are certain to bring us news that
this advance guard of the great international army
of Socialism has pushed on further into the enemy’s
country, and added millions to its strength.

In three more months will come the spring elec-
tions throughout the country, when more than a
hundred additiona® cities will be enrolled beneath
the red banner. Then we will be in the midst of a
battle which it is worth living a lifetime to be a
part of—the great presidential campaign of 1912,

During the intervenirs months the great Lyceum
Bureau Lecture carpaign will be in full swing. More
than a thousand lectures will be delivered, more
than three hundred thousand new readers will be
added to Socialist publications, and a mighty flood
of Socialist literature will be poured out.

The minutes are all too few to do the work that
must be done before we enter upon th: battle of
next sumnier. Wi must have one hundred and
fifty thorsund paid-up members in the party before
the national convention meets next May. We must
send out ow: camgpaign literature into a nation pe+-
meated with Socialist thought. There is work to
do. and it is work that there is joy in doing, and a
work to do which no sacrifice is too great.

No one can set limits tn the possibilities of ‘the
next year. No one can tell how fast a people will
move when once they are set in motios. No one
knows how thoroughly the supports of capitalism
have been undermined nor how close is the final
victory. ;

The. election just passed showed that it is not
far away, We can bring it years closer by our
work ¢ ring the next few months.
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- Weekly Bound Volumes

Nine dollars brought a bound vol-
ume of the Cominc Nation last week
to John Fladmark.

One such bound volume is given each
week to the person sending in the largest
amount for subscriptions during the
week,

Following is the list of winners to
date: :

Frank Truesdale, six subscribers,

Lars A. Swanson twelve subscribers.

C. B. Schrock, seven subscribers,

F. Marchant, five subscribers.

John Frank, eight subscribers,

John Fladmark, nine subscribers.

Another Farmer Number

No issue of the Cominc NarioN has
met with a more enthusiastic response
than the special farmer's number.
Within less than a week after it was
off the press all the extra copies printed
were sold and the orders were coming
in and are still coming in as fast as
at the beginning.

In addition to bringing in orders this
number brought in considerable new
matter and this decided us to issue an-
other special farmer’s number, which
will appear next week and be number
64. This will have another article by
Odon Por in his series on Ttalian Co-
operatives. This will be a continuation
of the one appearing this week, but it
will describe in detail the work being
dqne in the wonderful Sicilian Co-oper-
ative,

There is a movement in America,
however, that is pregnant with possi-
bilities as great as anything that is
happening in Italy. This is the “Renter’s
Rebellicn,” which is now going on
throgghout the south. In Texas the
renters are organizing and recently held
a great convention at Waco.

Nat L. Hardy, whose work for the
Comine NATION has shown tkat he is
perhaps the best posted man on south-
ern agriculture writing on the Socialist
movement today, attended this conven-
tion for the Comine NarioNn. He has
rpade a thorough study of the condi-
tions that gave rise to this uprising of
the renters and next week will tell this
story, and it is a remarkable story. The
article is accompanied with many pho-
tographs taken especiafly to il'ustrate
the conditions described.

Clyde J. Wright describes how the
capitalists are “Playing the FEnds
Against Each Other,” with the farmer
?nd the wage earners as the ends. This
is a striking piece of Socialist propa-
ganda for work among the farmers and
is accompanied with some drawings
that emphasize the points made.

The article on the use of machinery,
by A. M. Simons, in the previous num-
ber, has brought a mass of information
in all directions and he is compiling
this together with a host of illustrations
for another article that he believes will
be better than the one published in
number sixty.

There will be soveral shoct articles
and much other inter\ sting matfer.

Those who ordered number sixty will,
unless objection is raised, be se1t copies
of number sixty-four. As the press
facilities for the Comine NarioN are
limited those who wish to be sure of
getting this special ramber should or-
der as quickly ne "pncﬁh‘p“althhugh we

Bundles of

THE COMING NATION

Beat Tl_n’ir_n to It

BY A. M. SIMONS
UNDER the title of “Services of a Woman Socialist,” the

Kansas City Times commented as follows on an article re-
cently published in the Comince NATION:

A constructive’ service to the state of Kansas has
been performed by the Socialist, Mrs. May Wood-Simons. It
was Mrs. Simons, wife of a Socialist editor and publicist, who
called Governor Stubbs’ attention to the disregard of life in the

mining district of Southeastern Kansas.

Just indignation has been aroused in Kansas by the mur-
ders committed by, or at least among, some ignorant: foreign
workers in the mines. About six unpunished kill. ngs have been
committed by knife and pistol in Cherokee and Crawford

Counties in the past two or three years.

That was very bad,

and so was the selling of liquor to inflame the perpetrators of
these acts of vioience. The governor has done right in wiping
out that part of the lawlessness.

But in two months there were seventy-eight homicidas
and bodily injuries committed in most instances, not by iguo-
rant foreigner workers, inflamed by drink, but by presumably
educated mine owners. inflamed by greed.

A few of those deaths may have been guiltless—that is,

unavoidable.

But the most of them were criminal homicides.

They were avoidable, but were not avoided, because the own-
ers broke the law and broke the rules of common humanity
by refusing to make their mines safe for men to work in.

Dr. Charles McCarthy, a great Catholic Irishman of Wis-
consin U'niversity, said to a reporter of the Star:

it ”

In exposing this worst of the lawlessness of Crawford

County a Socialist woman beat all the rest of Kansas to it.

And all the rest of Kansas should be grateful.

Dr. McCarthy is right in his logic. But because his logic is

right, there is no hope of beating the Socialist.

For some fifteen years Socialists preached the need of the

initiative, referendum and recall.

By the time their enemies got

around to “beating them to it” the Socialists had proceeded to

and a long list of other things in a race extending back some fifty

years.

Not one of the opponents of Socialism has ever got within

hailing distance to say nothing of beating the Socialists to anythin

of importance. : !
to by the Kansas City Times.

These mining laws had been on the statute boo
twenty years, most of them for the longer period.

24
The reason is the same as that in the tase referred

from five to
hey were put

there in the first place only because the organized miners fought
for them. They were put there with no intention of enforcing
them becatise it was hoped that the miners would continue to vote

the old party tickets.

Then the miners turned to Socialism and it was too late to

“beat them to it.”

The mine accidents, the killing and crippling of miners went on

from year to vear.

Nothing was to prevent any capitalist official

from beating the Sociaiists to the enforcement of the law, but no

move was made in that direction.

Only when the Socialists got

after them and drove them to work was anything done.

Now, the state government and lncal authorities are all pro-
testing their eagerness to “beat them to it.” They seem to be blind
to the fact that even in their most frantic efforts they are only

tagging along behind.

Socialists need have no fear that their enemies will follow

Dr. McCarthy’s advice.

are going to try to print enough to sup-
ply the demand.

Histories Going Fest

The opportunity to receive a copy of
Social Forces in American History, by
A. M. Simons, for three subscribers,
will probably continue about three
weeks longer. That is the best guess
we can make, judging by the way in
which the books are going now and the
supply we have on hand, and that will
give ample time for those who send
in promptly.

The letters are just beginning to cor.«
from those who have received the book
and in each case they are enthusiastic,
In New Vork a class hac heen farmed

;
E
E
;
’
§
just one way to beat the Socialists, and that's to iliien t
;
’
;
;
;
;
;
;
;
:
§

y' . Public officials and political parties, tied
fast to exploiting class interests, cannot win in a race toward the
goal of labor’s enfranchisement.

something else. _ _ o
The same is true of municipal ownership, factory legislation

fo.r the study of American History with
this as a textbook, and in several other
places similar classes are planned. You
can have such a class right in your own
hﬁme‘ by securing a copy of this book.
‘It will open up a whole seri-s of new
ideas on American History and every
one of these ideas will furnish you with
a new argument for Socialism.

The Shadow Under the Roof

This thrilling mystery story, by Pey-
ton Boswell, has been running for cight
week; in the Comine NATION and is at-
tracting intense and wide spread in-
terest.

Prizes aggregating $560 are offered
for the hest eolution of tie mystery,

All the copies of the ComiNc Narion
containing the early installments have
been exhausted, but in order to give
every one an equal chance, these chap-
ters have been reprinted on separate
sheets, and will be sent free of charge
as premiums to every one sending one
dollar for a subscription to the CoMming
NATION.

The Appeal Statf Indicted

On the 15th of this month the federal
grand jury at Fort Scott, Kan., indicted
J. A. Wayland, Fred D. Warren and C
L. Phifer for sending obscene matter
through the mails.

The story of this indictment leads up
to what will certainly be one of the
historic battles in the struggle of the
working class to establi:h a free press
and fight its way to freedom.

For some time there had Leen rumors
of a horrible condition existing in the
federal penitentiary at Leavenworth
Last Miarch the evidence upon which
these statements were made was brought
to the Appeal to Reason. It was shown
that the conditions had been presented
te the government, and that the guarl’
who had made the exposure had been
discharged for so doing.

Here, then was the situation. A mass
of hideous abuses, practiced against the
prisoners by the officials in charge; the
evidence concerning these when pre-
sented to the government had not only
been disregarded but the person who had
dared to present it had been punished.
There was only one possible way in
which conditions could be changed. That
was to publish the facts and bring the
power of wide publicity to bear. The
Appeal did this, then the government
acted because of the evidence so pub-
lished.

The officers accused were removed
Thereby the government glaced the seal
of its approval upon the action of the
Appeal. This action of the government
testified that the facts published were
true, that they were published with good
motives, for the accomplishment of de-
sirable ends, and that they accomplished
these ends.

But this exposure came very close
to the people high in power in the fed-
eral government, and these are deter-
mined that if good must come it must
noi come through Socialists. Conse-
quently, according to the statement of
District Attorney Bone, the authorities
at Washington ordered that the staff of
the Apperl be prosecuted for having fur-
nished evidence of the corruption of
government officials.
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EDITED BY BERTHA H. MAILLY

The Story of Joe

(Continued.)

So Joe for the first time in his life
knew what it was to lose his job. The
superintendent did not waste many
words in discharging him, and he let
him understand in no gentle tone, that
he didn’t want men around who stirred
up trouble among the other employes.

By this Joe knew that someone had
heard him falking at the meeting aud
had reported him to the superintendent
He felt so hot and angry and filled up
that he couldn’t say a word, although
many stinging remarks were rushing
through his brain. It seemed impossi-
ble to say them, although L= didn’t re-
ally feel afraid of the supeiintendent.

Joe went straight through the shop
without looking at the other men and
out onto the sidewalk. He walked fast
to Bob’s home, and told about his trou-
ble. Then both Joe and Bob went to
the headquarters of the union, where
Joe reported his discharge. There he
found that another lot of men, about
fifty, had been laid off.

That night another meeting of the
workers in the shop was called and
Jnany more joined the union. The work-
ers in the shop were quite despairing,
for none knew who might have to go
next.

Before the meeting broke up, it was
voted to call a sirike, for it seemed as
though somiething must be done to stop
the treatment of the men and women
in the factory. So before two days
were gone, there was a big strike on
at the factory. all the men except about
fifty having agreed to stop working
until their wages were fixed by agree-
ment and the work adjusted so that
none of the men should be laid off en-
tirely. And the most important thing
the men asked was that the superintend-
ent should treat with a committee from
the union instead of with the nien one
by one.

This the superintendent would not do.
He had all of the affair to manage, be-
cause the ower of the factory was off
taking a trip and didn’t know very much
about what was taking place in his shop

Jpeenas right in the thickest of the
excitement. He wa2as sent morning and
evening to picket in front of the shop,
to see that new hands were not taken
i and to try to persuade the remaining
fifty in the shop to join the strike.

Opc evening as the workers were
coring out of the shop, guarded by pri-
vate detectives, Joe s!id up behind one
of the men he knew in the shop and
started to talk with him. .

“Here, what are you doing?” called
out one of the guards. “Get away from
that man.”

Then, somehow, there was confusion
and before he could understand what
was happening, a policeman had hold
of Joe and he was under arrest.

In the court room next morning,
where Joe was taken after an angry,
humiliating night in a cell in the station
house, he was charged with disorderly
conduct. -

Joe felt a little dazed and started to
explain to the judge, when some man
told him not to say anything until he
was asked.

“Who are you?” asked Joe.

“Lawyer for the Uniun,” came the
brie{ answer. :

So Joe kept still and after some
words passed back and fsrth between
the judge sitting up behind the desk
and the man, Joe was told to step back,
which he did. :

Just back 6f him were standing two
men, officers of the union, talking to-
getier in a low tone.

“The’ judge ain't so hard on our
boys,” said one, “or he wouldn't be if
it wasn’t for that young snap of a law-

yer. He certainly has got it in for us.
He looks young, too. What makes him
so mean?”

“Well, T hear,” replied the other,
“that his father is one of the richest
men in the bread trust here, and had a
bad fight in the bakers’ strike last year.
That young chap’s in training for a cor-
poraticn lawyer and they sent him down
here to break him in, I suppose. Well,
he’s breaking us in. I guess the judge
is afraid of the money back of his
father, the way he favors the fellow.”

Just then Joe was celled up once more
and as he came up before the judge, the
lawyer for the other side asked:

“Did you strike this man as he was
leaving the shop?”

Joe looked up at the lawyer. Then 2
quick flush spread over his face and his
hand clutched in spite of himself. For
Jouo wooked into the face of his old time
schoolmate, the son of the man who
owned the bakeshop where he had his
first job as errand boy, the lad whose
look first taught Joe what c'ass feeling
mean:. The old feeling rose up in Joe,
only stronger and bitterer.

The judge pronounced the fine, the
usual one for strikers.

“Ten for disorderly conduct.”

Joe looked around dazed. “I haven’t
the $10,” he faltered.

“The union will pay it for you,” whis-
pered the union lawyer in his ear

Then Jce turned at the touch of the
policeman and followed him to the gate.

Joe went into the cool night air. “He
got the best of me, again,” thought Joe
to himself. “But wait, some day—"

(To be continued.)

Hans, the Hunter

Another Old King Cole Story.
Once upon a time there were three
sisters who lived in a cottage near the

forest. One of them was called Anna,
the second Barbara, but the third had
no name at all. The reason why the
third had no name was that her father
and mother forgot to think of one, and
when the time for christening came, and
they were asked for the nan.e of their
baty, they just stood and looked at one
ancther and said nothing.

V/eil, near this cottage there lived a
huuter, whose name was Hans, and
everyone called him Hans the Hunter.
He was still quite young, but no ong
could hunt nearly so well as he. When-
ever he blew his horn, all the wild
beusts in the-forest trembled with fear,
and indeed some were so frightened
that they could not run away at all,
but just stood still and trembled till
Hans shot them down. Hans was proud
of his horn, and indeed some people
called it a magic horn.

Now Hans had never spoken to the
three sisters, but he had seen them,
and he oftert thought that if ever he
wanted to marry he would like to marry
one of them. So one day he put on his
best clothes, and set his best hat on
his head, and set out to pay a visit to
the three sisters. But as he went, the

Wolf saw him and ran off to tell the
Woolf Mother, who is the bad fairy of
the forest, and the Wolf Mother hated
Hans the Hunter, and had always
wanted to ba revenged on him. So the
Wolf Mother hurried off and reached
the cottage before him. She did not
go in her own shape, for then they
would never have let her in, but she put
on the form of an old beggar woman.
And so when the three sisters saw her,
they took pity wn her and let her in.
But the moment they let her in they
repented, for .he waved her wand and
turned them all into bird:,

So when Hans the Hunter came to
the cottage, he found it empty, and no
one near but an old woman who was
hobbling away as fast as she could.

“Hullo!” he said. “Surely I've seen
that old woman before. Why yes, that’s
the old Wolf Mother, and I'm sure she's
been up to mischief.”

So Hans the Hunter took out his
magic horn and blew a blast, and the
Wolf Mother in spite of herself, was
turned back from an old woman into
her own shupe, and ran off howling into
the forest.

Then Hans the Hunter said to the
horn:

“Well done, old horn. Thou art a
true and trusty friend, and a sure de-
fense against all evil spirits.”

Then Hans the Hunter mounted his
horse and rode off through the forest
looking for the three sisters. Ior a
long time he searched, but ne ore was
to be seen. Then suddenly he heard
the singing of birds so wonderful and
sweet that the whole forest seemed to
be full of it.

He looked round and saw that the
singing came from three birds, and lift-
ing off his hat, he said:

“Bravo, little birds, you sing splen-
didly.” ‘

Then as he was about to go along
further, he felt the horn trembling un-
der his arms, and hitting his sides."

“Hullo, old friend,” said Hans the
Hunter, “what’s the matter?”

The horn could not speak, but only
trembled and swung itself about.

Hans the Hunter thought for a min-
ute. He had never seen his old horn
behave like this before. So he took it
up, put it to his mouth, and blew a
blast with all his might.

In a moment the three birds stopped
their .singing, and when Hans the
iTunter looked round he saw, not the
three birds but the three sisters, who
ran forward to thank bim.

“Do not thank me,” said Hans the
Hunter, “Lut thank my trusty old horn,
whn is a sure defense against all evil
spirits.”

So they thanked the horn, and asked
Hans to take them home again.

“But first,” said Hans, “tell me your
names,”

“T am Anna,” said the eldest, who
was beautiful as copper with her dark
brown hair.

“And I am Perbara,” said the sec-
ond, whc was fair and fresh as silver.

“And what is your name?’ asked Hans
the Hunter of the third, who had lovely
golden hair.

“I have no name,” she said modestly.

“Then I shall give you one,” said
Hans the Hunter, “for you shall be my
wife.,”

And so he married her, and they
lived happily ever after.

The Worker

Give me the true man, who will fear
not, nor falicr,

Though wcnt be his guerdon, the work-
house his goal;

Till his heart has burnt out upon Lib-
erty's altar,

For this is the man I hold dear to my

soul,
—Gerald Massey.

In a certain school in Michigan a

teacher was explaining to her class that

God loved all creatures. A little boy
at the end of the class piped up: :
“Must be he never was stung by a
»

wasp.

The coon retires about the same time.

Aatamn

By mid-October, most of the Rip
van Winkles among our brute creatures
have lain down for their winter nap.
The toads and turtles have buried them-
selves in the earth. The woodchuck is in
his hibernaculum, the skunk in his, the
mole in his; and the black bear has his
selected, and will go in when snow
comes. He does not like the looks of
his big tracks in the snow. They pub-
lish his goings and comings too plainly.

The provident wood-mice and the
chipmunk are laying by a winter supply
of nuts or grain, the former usually in
decayed trees, the latter in the ground.
I have observed that any unusual distur-
bance in the woods, near where the chip-
munk has his den, will cause him to
shift his quarters. One October, for
many successive days, I saw one carry-
ing into his hole buckwheat which he
had stolen from a nearby field. The hole
was only a few rods from where we
were getting out stone, &nd as our work
progressed, and the racket and uproar
increased,the chipmunk became alarmed.
He ceased carrying in, and after much
hesitating and carting about, and some
prolonged absences, he began to carry
out. He had determined to move; if
the mountain fell, he, at least, would be
away in time. So, by mouthfuls or by
cheekfuls, the grain was transferred to
a new place. He -did not make a “bee”
to get it done, but carried it all by him-
self, occupying several days and making
a trip about every ten minutes.

The red and gray squirrels do not lay
by winter stores; their cheeks are made
without pockets, and whatever they
transport is carried in their teeth. They
are more or less active all winter, but
October and November are their festal
months. Invade some butternut or hick-
ory-nut grove some frosty October
morning and hear the red squirrel beat
the “juba” on a horizontal branch. It is
a most lively j'g, what the boys call a
regular “break-down,” interspersed with
squeals and snickers and derisive laugh-
ter.—John Burroughs, in “4A Year in the
Fields.”

Sim_;l—e Strat;gy

-3 S\ TAU R/\N:‘[

iy

Emily—“Wot's the use of yer standin’
lookin’ in the winder, when yer ain't
got no money?”

Sophy—"Well, T'll tell yer. I stand
and aggeravate myself to that extent
that the exciiement of it gets me hrngry,
an’ I rushes home an’ eals me dry crust
o' bread wid an appetite.”

An Investigation

William (four years old) had been
presented by his aunt with two goslins.
The goslins died and were buried in the
back yard by William, who was grief-
stricken. His mother, in an effort to
comfort him, explained that his pets had
gone to heaven. :

Three days later, armed with the fire
shovel, William started for the back
yard, and was soon busily digging into
the newly-made graves.

“What are you doing?” inquired his
mother. :

“Want to see if goslins gone to
hel:eg.” promptly replied the four-year-
o B :

v



14

George Bernard Shaw, Life and
Weork, by Archibald Henderson. Ciloth,
524 pp., $5.

“This book is designed to give an
authoritative account, biographical anld
critical, of Bernard Shaw's work, art,
philosophy and life up to the present
time.”

This introcductory announcement is
made good in the many pages that fol-
low.

We have Shaw as the novelist, the
art, music and dramatic critic, the play-
wright, the technician, the dramatist,
artist, philosopher and man. There is
also a chapter on the Fabian and an-
other on the Shavian Socialists. Nat-
urally, the Socialist turns to these first,
and if he went no further he would
turn away largely in disgust.

It would be hard to write anything
about Shaw that would not be interest-
ing, but it is unfortunate that the bhiog-
ragter did not find out ; little bit about
Socialism before he began to write.

All who are famil-
iar with Shaw have

THE COMING NATION

What's in the New Books

written “Mys. Warren's Profession,”
“The Perfect Wagnerite,” or “The Wid-
ower’'s Houses,” No one but a Socialist
could have put his finger so unerringly
on the weaknesses in the Bourgeois lit-
erature and drama.

Dr. Henderson sees how well Shaw
did all these things, but he does not
see why he did them. The Socialist
can supply this and to him this book
is a mine of information. To the non-
Socialist it must be a confusion. To
be sure, there was something of this
confusion in Shaw himself. His weak-
est point has heen his knowledge of
Socialist philosophy, and therefore, in-
stead of becoming the constructive
force, which he dreams that he is, he
has been largely an iconoclast smash-
ing the ideals of the mid-Victorian
Bourgeoisie.

Rising Tide of Socialism, by Robert
F. Hoxie, reprint from the Journal of

heard his well-worn
joke about being the
only one who has i
ever studied Marx,
but lis biographer
evidently took him
seriously and speaks
of the members of
Social emocratic
Federation in its he-
ginning not having
read Marx. This, of

such men as H M.
Hyndman, Belfort
Bax and ° Andreas

Sheu!

After this we are
not surpiised to find
Kropatkin and Henry
George included as
Socialists, and Marx
spoken of as a capi-
talist (page 168), or
to be plunged into a
mass of nonsensical
talk on economics.

According to this
biographer, Shaw
completely demol-

-ished Marx’s theory

of economics and es-

tablished the Jevon-
ifi theory of final
utility. Evidently, no-
body has told him :
that the theories of jevons, Boehm-
Bawerk and Menger in this field have
now be:i discarded by the majority of
orthodox economists.

The story about Liebknecht to the
gﬂcct that he was deceiving the work-
mg men with phrases while acting on
wholly different lines from what his
words indicated, if not intended by
Shaw as a joke in the first place is
something of a libel. The whole of
Liebknecht's life gives the lie to the
implication.

The statement that the “tactics of the
German Socialist party in the last few
years have been Fabianized by sheer
force of circumstances,” does not sound
very good in view of the Congress of
a few weeks ago at Jena.

It being true, as we are assured, that
“Every phase in Shaw's career, it con-
not be too strongly insisted upon, is
the legitimate and logic-. outcome of
his Socialism,” and it being also true
that the biographer has no conception
of Socialism, ‘he heart of the whole
book is weak. :

Shaw as a dramatic critic, dramatist
and playwright fought a great battle.
and compelled recognition against all
the powers of onb .fox society. His
power to do this was based on his So-
cialism, and had the Whographer really
understood this, he would have seen
Shaw's life not as a sesies of detached
activities, but as a rounded whole.

No one but a Socialist could have

George Bernard Shaw and his biographer, Prof.

Archibald Henderson

Political Economy.

This careful study of Socialist vic-
tories published in the October number
of the Jowrnal of Political Economy
has attracted widespread attention.
This shows that there are 435 Socialist
office holders in thirty-three states and
about 160 municigalities and election
districts. A map which accompanies the
article shows that Wisconsin leads in
the number of officials elected, with
California and Illinois next, and Min-
nesota, Kansas and Missouri in the
third group.

The most interesting portion of the
article is undoubtedly that in which he
attempts to explain Socialist successes.
To the Socialist reader it seems that
there is a strong effort here to find
some explanation besides the natural
ones, that they are the result of So-
cialist propaganda and education, ac-
companied with the working class re-
action against exploitation. His state-
ment that “in the majority of interpre-
tations, however, Socizlist doctrines and
agitation do not rank as essential fac-
tors” will be challenged by every So-
cialist familiar with the facts.

The states first named are those in
which Socialist agitation has been most
persistent, They are those that head the
column of subscriptions to Socialist
papers, and those in which the class
struggle has been sharpest. If it were
possible to strike a mathematical bal-
ance of these victories and compare

them wiih the Socialist strength as
measured both by vote and agitation
the two lines would be found to run
closely parallel.

His statement concerning Socialist
victories that “not one was found in
which Socialism of the radical type
could be proved to be the main issue,”
is probably true if by “radical type” is
meant that type of Socialism which
vents itself in revolutionary mouthings
rather than to fighting the class struggle.

That a separate explanation i« found
in nearly every locality is natural, but the
general explanation which will apply
everywhere must be “organization, agita-
tion and education,” although he dis-
putes this. That the other explanations
are not adequate and that.the people who
have voted the Socialist ticket are more
apt to be Socialists than those who vote
the Republican and Democrat are apt
to be followers of the principles of
those parties is evident to any one who
knows the bitter prejudice against which

the Socialist agitation is compelled to
fight. While it would be foolish to say
that in any Socialist victory every vote
for the successful candidates was cast
by a*person who thoroughly understood,
or even completely accepted all phases
of the Socialist philosophy and pro-
gram, it would be much less of an error
to take this position. than to take the
other one that the success was due to
indifference to Socialist philosophy and
platform. i i

Many of the writcr’s conclusions in
this regard and also in regard to the
probable temporary character of Soci_al-
ist progress have received a most strik-
ing rebuttal by the election successes
since he wrote. At the same time the
Socialists owe a debt to the compiler of
these facts. We understand that he
proposes to continue this stindy and it
so Socialists owe it to themselves and
to the movement to give him every pos-
sible assistance.

Peace Manifesto of the International
Socialist Bureau

TO THE
WORLD -
On the night between the 26th and

27th of September, of this year, imme-

diately after the meeting of the Inter-
national Socialist Bureau in Zurich the

Italian government, which must not be

confused with the Italian people. sent a

brutal ultimatum to the Ottoman gov-

ernment, and forty-eight hours later de-
clared war.

This act cannot be too severely de-
nounced by all those who have the peace
of the world at heart and any regard
whatever for the rights of the pecple.
Never perhaps has the predatory politics
of capitalism s.ripped itself so com-
pletely of every hypocritical veil. Never
before has it made so little effort to
keep up even the appearances of an
excuse for a violent act against another
civilized nation that was just beginning
great reform measures.

Against such'an act the international
workers cannot but unanimously protest.
Our Italian comrades are in complete
agreement with our Turkish comrades
in protesting in the name of the gen-
eral interest of the proletariat against
an act that is as foolish as it is crimi-
nal, which is fully as injurious, perhaps
even more injurious to the victor than
to the vanquished, which releases the
scourge of a world war and threatens to
open up an abyss between Europe and
the new Mohammedan world, and
which, in its last analysis, must neces-
sarily afford further excuse to the great
powers for the increase of military
burdens.

In order to emphasize this protest
based upon the Stuttgart and Copen-
hagen resolutions as well as upon the
special action taken at Zurich on the 25th
of September, the international Socialist
Bureau urges that in all the great
states of Europe meetings shall be held
to protest against the coup d’ etat in
Tripoli and -against war in general.

The expedition against Tripoli is, in
fact, nothing more than one of the
manifold expressions of the politics pur-
sued by all the grecat pawers.

Just as Italy proceeded against Tri-
poli, so England had seized Egypt;
France a Germany are quarreling
over Morocco; Germany has led the
expedition to Agadir, and Austria Hun-
gary seized Bosnia and Herzegovina.

The Italian government would not
have dared to act as it has had it not
had an understanding wich its allies and
with the great powers,

Therefore, it is not simply Italian
policy but the policies of all the great
owers that International Socialists
must denounce to the people as a policy
of savagery. This policy is as destruc-
tive to those who are sacrifice! to it as
to those who think to draw advantages
from it.

In Turkey and in Mohammedan coun-

WORKERS OF THE

tries in general this policy arouses a
stubborn rage, a dangerous fury and
does this just at the moment when noble
spirits are seeking to introduce into
these ccuntries the ideas, institutions
and the liberties which Occidental na-
tions long ago secured, and it furnishes
the reactionary elements with effective
arguments against any peaceful en-
trance of Eumpean culture.

In Europe it gives rise to murder-
ous and expensive colonial wars; the
Spaniards showed this in Rif; the Ital-
ians are beginning to suffer its effects
in Tripoli. It opposes democratic ten-
dencies and retards their development.
it strengthens the reactionary forces
and turns them from all social efforts.
It envelops the people in the endless
chain of military expenses.

At this very moment it threatens to
bring about catastrophes whose horrors
will exceed any horrors that the world
has ever known. Against this policy
of feroaity and force the international
proletariat must, more than ever, op-
pose its every power.

Our Italian comrades have already
done all that is possible, considering the
unfavorable circumstances, against the
expedition to Tripoli. They have

" fought, and will continue to fight foot

by foot against the nation’s bestiality.
But their efforts must be supported by
the whole International Socialist Move-
ment. Every section must extend to
them its moral solidarity

We protest therefore with them
against the war and at the same time
we express our desire that the Turkish
government (in that it may draw les-
sons frpm the events through which it
1s passing, in that it may exert. itself
to abol'sh the ethnical antagonisn\, and
to relieve the burdens of the working
class) may contribute to the closer as-
sociation of the Balkan states, pending
the time when their closer union as a
federated organization may develop.

The nations of southeastern Europe

possess the cultural essentials for an
autonomous development. They are eco-
nomically connected and they should be
politically connected.
_ The Socialist movement will, with all
its influence, support the idea of the
solidar.y of the Ba'kan states and
strengthen the resistance powers of
these people to the attack of European
capitalists,

WORKERS OF THE WORLD,
UNITE AGAINST WAR! DEMON-
STRATE FOR PEACE, FOR DIS.
ARMAMENT AND FOR THE SOL-
IDARITY OF THE PEOPLE!

The Executive Committee of the In-
ternational Sociclist Bureav-—EDWARD .
ANSEELE, LEON FUK! «MONT,
EMILE VANDERVELDE, CAMILLE
HUYSMANS, Secretary.
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Come Have a Smile With Us

Flings at Things

BY D. M. S.

Just An Annoyance

Well, Otis, do not worry :
Or take it so to heart;

While this may be your finish
It only is our start;

Upon the wheel of progress
A tiny fly you are

So while we like to lose you
You hardly leave a scar.

What! You inflated pigmy,
Do you imagine, pray

That you the cause of progress
Could in its march delay,

You cheap, and brazen monkey,
Reaction’s final whine,

When history is writtew
You will not get a liue.

Your strut is walking sideways,
Your pose at standing pat
Calls only for derision;
Your bluff has fallen flat:
The tune the birds are singing
For you is “Nevermore,”
Hunt out the smallest knothole
And drop down through the floor.

An Old Standby

“Ain't it awful the way prices are
hitting the high places?

You expect

luxuries to go kiting, but it is fierce
when the necessities of li up.”
“Not all of the n ffies of I\fe have
gone up.”
“Is that so? Name one that hasn't.
o “The Little Old Appeal.”

Learning the Ropes
“Mustn’t do that, baby.”
“Why not?” asks the

youngster,
“Because mamma says not.”

) “You will have to show me that it
1s unconstitutional,”

Precaution

“Why have your farm machinery
marked 19137” '

“So. it won't be out of date before
I begin using it.”

Not Very Previous

»

up-to-date

Say, Central, connect me with Morgan.
His number? Oh, yes, 23.

The wrong cne you say? Perhaps so
today,

But that very soon it will be.

Nothing Is Safe

“Who is that fellow suooping arcund
the cbservatory?”

“Fie says he is an amateur scientist
who wants to get a line on the comet.”

“A line on the comet? Watch him.
He is probably some .real estate shark
who wants the line to be a lassoo.”

Had An Idea

“Who is running this newspaper, any-
way?” asked the excited editor of the
common citizen who dropped in to ask
for a correction.

“Tf yon will let me look over your
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list of advertisers I nught tell you, if
you are so curious to koow,” replied
the common citizen with just the faint-
est suspicion of sarcasm in his voice.

Carious to Know

“What were you saying was the mat-
ter with the Chinese emperor?”

“I don’t know. You could hardly call
it color blindne.s. One of his age is
not supposed to be able to make these
fine distinctions. As I say, you could
hardly call it colocr blindness, but he
would like to know the difference be-
tween the yellow peril and the red
terror.”

Sure Proof

“How are the folks around here?
Are they an intelligent people?”

“Intelligent? T should say so. Even
the two-year-old tots know about Victor
Berger.”

What Chance
“He started in the oil business about

the same time that Rockefeller did.”

“Oh, that accounts for his being
Lusted.”

Little Flings

Vested rights are thoughtfully pull-
ing down their vests.

California’s climate
growth of Socialism.

Ctis hasn't got Los Angeles as well
trained as he thought he had.

Honesty is the best policy, but your
capitalist prefers to succeed.

Does no one love Wall street? Watch
the collector of the campaign fund.

The principle function of present time
elections 1s to regicter the Socialist in-
crease.

The worker is lost to the cause of the

boss when he gets a few facts in his
head.

It is a simple matter to get an intel-
ligent man. Just lct him know what
Socialism is.

In these days it would be possible to
shoot promiscuously into a crowd with-
out hitting a Brvan democrat.

We would hate to have to carry home
without a wheelbarrow a book filled
with what LaFollette doesn’t know.

is fine for the

The dispute had reached a climax
just before the whistle blew, and one
of the participants sarcastically re-
marked :

“Well, you ain’t two-faced any way.”

“I am glad you admit that much,”
growled the other.

“Sure, if you had any other face you
would have left that one at home,”

came the reply as they started for the
shop.

Tola at the Dinner Hour

A Good lllustration

BY FRANK- A. ADAMS.

Recently a lanky Missourian known
as Bill, who had rustled something over
a month to get work in “The largest
gold mine in the world,” also “The rich-
est 100 miles squares,” finally got per-
mission to commence mucking.

After sticking it out for three weeks
as a “mucker” (sometimes spelled with
an s), he gave it up in disgust and
called around for his time.

“What's wrong?” asked the time- .

keeper.

“It's getting just. a wee bit strenu-
ous,” answered Bill.

“Well!” exclaimed the time-keeger,
“didn’t you come here and ask for
work ?” .

“Say,” quietly replieu the disillusioned
Missourian, “if sumun asked ye fer a
drink wo'ild ye turn the fire hose on
him ?”

Related to Both

BY j;OHN S.UKES.

One day Pat observed a highly per-
fumed society lady walking along the
street leading a pet dog. Pat became
interested in the dog and, not knowing
the ethies of high society, had the im-
pudence to ask: .

“What koind av a dog s that?”

The lady looked haughtily at him a
moment and then sneered:

“It's a cross betwe=n an Irishman and
a skunk.”

“Begory, thin, he’s related to both av

us, ain’t he,” retorted Pat with a grin as
he passad on.

Economy to the End

The candidate for the position of lo-
comotive fireman had studied the im-
pressive figures showing the aggregate
loss to the compariy each year resuiting
from careless firing and waste of coal
and oil. The first question put {o him
in the verbal examination was what he
would do if he found his freight train
confronted by an on-coming passenger.

He hesitated only a moment, then
replied: ’

“I'd grab a lump of coal in one han
the oil-can in the other apd jump for
my life.”—H. F. Lane, in Success.

The Nataral Result

PBY SIMON FERGUSON.

“What became of that Puritanical old
uncle of yours from New England?”

“The coroner’s verdict was that he
died from natural causes.

“Dear mei What happened?”

“He was investirating the electric
lightirg arrangements, and came in con-
tact with a naked wire.”

“Well ?”

“Naturally he was shocked to death.”

Brassy Teeth

Little Norman accompanied his father
down town. Among other places of in-
terest, he was led into the courthouse
yard where a band dJiscoursed loud

music on the least provocation. It was
an old-fashioned republican rally, and
the chief speaker whose prominent teeth
were rendered the more conspicuous by
the amount of gold-filling in them, was
holding forth volubly and all the while
gesticulating madly,

“Pa,” drawled the little boy after they
reached ho:ne, “what was the matter
with that man?”

“What man, son?”

“That man that hollered so; that man
with the brass teeth!”

A S:ézzled Sonnet

BY ALLAN UPDEGRAPH.

(Note—"“Swozzsled” means that it
started out to be a sonnet, but couldn’t
keep wup with the author's flow of
thought. It compares with the ordinary
sonnet as scrambled eggs with the ordi-
nary fried egg of commerce, and ought
to make a-hit.) _

I talked straight Socialism to a guy

For half an hour; and then he said

to me:

“You're a progressive young Repub.,

I see;
But I'm a Democrat until I die!”

.

He made wme sick. Those damned P.

R’s and I
Have no more in common that the few

planks they've ‘

stolen from the Socialist platform—just

planks encugh to make 'em a platform

so full of holes that they have to be

acrobats to keep from falling through

and breaking their political necks. A

good many have gone through already;

and I wish the rest of 'em luck in the

same direction.

As for that dub who's Dem wuntil he
dies,

I hope he won't be kept from Paradise

much longer. Wender if he'll be wiliing

to listen to any new ideas up there?

A Disner Tale

BY GEO, SafuiMAN,

The close-fisted farmer’s hired man
had developed keenness of wit as well
as leanness of stomach. As he sat down
to the lightly-burdened table he re-
marked, “Thank God, my sight is re-
turning. Yesterday I couldn’t see the
butter on the bread, but today I can
see daylight through the cheese.”

-~ A Hero Sull

Many a man strives greatly in the
cause of justice and retires, beaten, at
the end. An overcome hero is a hero
stil. A man can do only what he may
and no single blow for liberty is struck
in vain.—Franklin H. Wentworth. :
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THE COMING NATION

Rhymes of the Revolation

Being posms inoarnating the Spivit of Revolt in
things tem poral and spiriiwal

Selected and annotated by
FRANK STUHLMAN

This is one of the blasing poems that Swinburne flung in the face of the
world in that flaming book, “Songs Before Sunrise,” that made power and con-
vention shriek and gibber in a shocked chorus of protest against the daring
singer. For this book and the remarkable poem, “Laus Veneris he was con-
sidered among the “very respectable” and the “unco guid” as one to cast into the
outermost darkness. Any author who wins the hate of these classes deserves the

admiration of the people.

Watchman, What of the Night?

A. C. SWINBURNE.

Watchman, what of the night?
Storm and thunder and rain,
Lights that waver and wane,
Leaving the waich-fires unlit.
Only the bale fires are bright,
And the flash of the lamps now and
then
From a palace where spailers sit,
Trampling the children of men.

Mourners, what of the night?
All night through without sleep
We weep, and we weep, and we weep,
Who shall give us our sons?
Beaks of raven and kite,
Mouths of wolf and hound,
Give us them back, whom the guns
Shot for you dead on the ground.

Captives, what of the night?

It rains outside overhead,

Always, a rain that is red,
And owr faces are soiled with the rain.
Here in the season’s despite

Day-time and night-time are one,
Till the curse of the chain

Break, and their toils be undone.

* % *

Liberty, what of the night?
I feel not tire red rains fall,
Hear not the tempest at all,
Nor the thunder in heaven any more.
All in the distance is white
With the soundless feet of the sun.
Night, with the woes that it wore,
Night is over and done.
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If this tree is strack by lightening, I'm done for
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A Shackled Queen

. —Woman's Journcl

Los Angeles

BY ANTON QVIST.

Shackle-bound, oppressed, the city of

eternal summer lay

Enthralled. Churchmen, war-lords,
merchants, moneyed kings in .coun-
cil sate

New tyrannies to forge, and chains and
bolts to quench each hopeful ray

Of shining liberty. Trke common peo-
ple, vulgar low estate,

On favors lived and hungered thank-
fully, bowing a scourged and weary
back

To titled and beribboned power; bore
as one, in common grief

Poverty's burden, the scornful lashing,
anc the pain of slavery's rack,

The clanking chains, the weariness;

a servitude without relief.
@ L ] &

The sun shone clear on. leaf and flower
In the cily of eternal summer
Where tyrants ruled with iron hand
And bowed the people of the land
With long endured burdens.
& L ] =

Then rose, like chiming from the mold,

A still small voice, yet clear and won-
derful,

That grew in tone and power a hun-
dredfold,

That shook the sun city's tower and
wall

And wakened the timid in hut and hali.

= 3 »

The mighty in anger heard the sound

That seemed about to storm the throne

Of tyrants that reared with splendor
crowned ;

The herd that had in sorrow sown

And Dborne in common, thraldom’s
brand,

The burden of want and poverty,

Took heart, for in the wvoice that sang

They heard the song of liberty

The hymn at mornin’s dawn that rang

With hope, clear and strong and full,

A life fanfare that called and drew

A mighty throng,

A host of wakened eyes thut gazed,

Upon the dawn of liberty;

A mighty host of hands that raised

To rend the master's tyranny,

The shame, the want, the clanking
chains of slavery.

- - L ]

Through the city of eiernal sumamer
triumphant rolled

The great world epic SOCIALISM.

wAVE ox N
o SOCIALISM
Vv 72

Their finish is in sight
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