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- Comment on Things Doing

BY CHARLES EDWARD RUSSELL

THE RACE QUESTION AGAIN

HIS being the merry holiday season, and all
that, suppose this morning we betake our-
selves to the question whether in this life of
ours we have any duties toward one another
or whether we are a gang of individualist pigs with nothing to do
but to get to the trough early and stay there late.

Today I have been looking over the illiteracy statistics for the
United States. They are an instructive if not an exhilerating study.

It appears that in this proud country of ours more than 44 per
cent of the negro population is illiterate, which is onc of the highest
percentages in the world.

Practically all of these benighted minds are in the Southern
states, and their condition results from the fact that those states wili
not take any interest in negro education and without exception ap-
propriate insufficient amounts for the negro schools.

The situation is, in fact, far worse than appears in the statis-
tics, where, God knows, it is bad enough.

These states maintain savage and barbarous laws, the relics of
the dark days of chattel slavery, forbidding white persons to teach
in colored schools. As there are not enough colored teachers to
supply the demand, the result is that in many places the colored
schools are closed all the time and the colored children grow up
without a vestige of education.

In some of these states before the war it was a crime for any
person to teach a negro slave to read. That expressed the idea
that still prevails there. Before the war the slave-owners didn'’t
want the slaves to have any education lcst they should learn enough
to run away. Now these states do not want the negroes to have
any education lest they should learn to assert their rights.

These are the facts about the matter; no good can possibly
come of deceiving ourselves about them. In the North the weli-
ted, complacent, typical American, if he can be brought to look at
these matters even for a moment says, “Oh leave it to the South;
the South knows what to do about the negro,” and goes on his way
intent upon making another dollar.

So we leave it to the South, and the South denies education to
the negro and when he does a deed of darkness or ignorance burns
him alive and gives thanks for “a white civilization.”

Now I know :that this is not popular talk and is not supposed
to be well advised for the great movement of which I am a hwble
supporter; but for once I am going to have my say about it, elec-
tions or nc elections, Mississippi or elsewhere; and the thing that
is most on my chest is this monstrous injustice of providing the
conditions that make evil inevitable and then lynching the victims
of the conditions that we ourselves create.
So long as that is the gase 1 should think
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A YOUNG MAN'S CHANCE IN LIFE

ND I am not much edified to hear Northern
people deploring these conditions in the
South. I don’t see that the North has any

right to cast stones at the South when we
come to this matter. How is it up here? Except at Coatesville,
Springfield and a few other barbarous communities we do not burn
negroes alive, but we seem to have entered into a league to prevent
them from earning a living if we can. What are all these colored
boys and young men going to do when they start out to earn their
bread? Ever think of that?

Twenty-five years ago, in the city of Chicago, all the waiters
in the hotels and restaurants, and the barbers in most of the bar-
ber shops were colored men. In many lines of employment colored
men worked upon equal terms with white men.

A young colored man in those dzys had some reasonable chance
of honest work. Today he has opea to him a choice among the
tollowing careers:

If he has luck, influence or adroitness in elbowing some other
man out of his job he may become a porter on a r‘uilman car.
Under similar conditions he may get a berth as a waiter on a rail-
road dining car. lHe may obtain something to do in the worst paid
hnes ot manual labor, such as cleaning spittoons or sweeping out
stores. He may hnd occasional employment as a hostler or scab
teamster. lle may nwake a precarious livelihood among his own
poverty stricken people. Or he may turn strike-breaker and pro-
tessional criminal.

Practically all the hotels and restaurants now have white
waiters exclusively. It is “so much better form.” There are no
barber shops with colored barbers except those operated solely for
colored customers. Nearly all lines of industry are clcsed to a
man that has a dark skin. What is he going to do? Starve, for
all we care. He has committed the unpardonable social crime.
His skin is dark. Our skins are light. Why docsn’'t he have a
light skin hike ours? Then he might be allowed to work and live
like other men. But so long as his skin is dark let him go hang.

I had a case seven or eight years ago of a young colored man
that had been valedictorian of his class at the Newark, Ohio, High
School. The honor was won by competition in scholarship and
this colored boy got it on merit. Snobbery in Newark rose up
with a mighty shriek and the School Board was besieged to make
an exception and rule out the winner because his skin was dark.

For some reason it declined to commit this act of obvious perfidy

and the name of the colored boy still led his class. An attempt was
‘ next made to frighten the winner to a point
where he would decline the honor. The

that the hugest jest in the world was the
idea of sending American missionaries to -
Burma or Rarotonga. We ought to peti-
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boygstood manfully for his rights. Finally
there was nothing to be done but to subimit
to the horrible outrage, and allow a colored
boy to pronounce a valedictory in *‘a white

tion Burma and Rarotonga to send mission-
aries to us.

In the last twenty-five years 2,458 col-
ored men have been lynched in this country
and in only a minority of the cases has
there been any allegation of the crime that
is viewed as offering the sole excuse for
this monstrous lawlessness. :

.1 should think this fact alone rvould
give a-missionary from Rarotonga reason
to believe that ne had enough to do im the
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: man’s country,” although some of the par-
ents refused to allow their children to at-
tend the graduating exercises of a school
in which they had been distanced by a
member of “the inferior race.”

The wvaledicwrian now went to work
in the branch office of a great New York
life insurance company at Clevelund, if I
remember correctly, He was a first-class
accountant, quick and accurate, and the
manager, happening to be a man with a

BY GRACE POTTER

BY EUGENE WOOD

BY PEYTON BCSWELL

et e ——————————————— S ——————————————————————————

B . S ———————

e ——————————————————— e ——— i et et et e e e iteette e



- overiooked that damnin

mind broader than a needle's poir ,‘ entirely
factmhis color

for the sake of the work he did. He was in

~ that office about five years, in which time there

was no complaint about him except from snob-
bish persons that objected to seeing a colored
man at work in. “a white man’s country.,” He
‘was promoted from time to time and the man-
ager came to look upon him as an invaluable
asset and so reported to the New York office.
~ The time came when the cashier at Cleve-
land was advanced to a higher position and
his place became vacant.
it to the young colored man as the person on
the premises best fitted {o fill it. He so re-
ported to New York. Some time after in
writing to the main office he took occasion to
praise highly the work done by the new cashier

_and to remark that in this case certainly the

common prejudice against colored men was
without foundation,

At once came back a horrified protest from
the management. “We never understood that
this man was colored,” it said. “We cannot
have colored men employed in our offices.

~ Please dismiss this man at once.”

-*

So he was dismissed, and after spending a
year in hunting for another position and being
pointed to thie door because his skin was dark
he finally sacceeded in getting occasional em-
ployment as a porter.

If he had taken to crime, we, in our great
wisdom would have used him as an illustra-
tion of the bad character of the negro race.

Because that is the way we do. We provide
conditions under which it is impossible for a
man to be honest and then we express the
greatest wonder and indignation because any-
body goes wrong.

=0
THE PROPERTY.  SOLUTION

UT about this Negro question, what are
you going to do about it?
We have given rein to race hatred to
such an extent that we no longer ailow
the dark-skinned men to earn their living. We
will not let them work at anything; we will
not allow themy the ordinary rights of human
beings. We fly into a rage if anybody sug-
gests that they have legal rights not different
in any way from our own. We have disfran-
chised them in the South by trampling upon
and nullifying that blessed Constitution that
is the supposed bulwark of the nation. We
have reduced them to the legal status of helots.
Now we rcfuse them a chance to earn their
~daily bread, Well, then, what do you want to
do with them? Lynch them all? Or what?
Upon this point 1 desire very much to have
light. I am perfectly familiar with all the bad
qualities of the Negro as eloquently described
by the descendants of the men that used to
hold negro slaves. I have heard all there is
to be said on that subject and heard it many
times repeated. Nothing that I can see is to
be gained by longer sitting about the corner
grocery and cursing the black man, I get no
enlightenment. from that. What I want to
know is what we are going to do about it?
Soire of us that are perfectly willing to con-
tinue the present factory-town conditions are
also content to let the race question. go, assur-
ing the rest that it will work out all right in
the end, chough what end, God knows.
It may suit these persons to tolerate any
cordition so long as nothing interferes with

- their profits, but men of just minds and some

faith in democracy will never be so easily
satisfied. Such men will never understand

~ that the sacred right to life and justice can

be affected in the slightest degree by the

~ amount of coloring pigment under any man’s

- skin, and will never be content with' a condi-

. tion that makes the very name of the Republic
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negro shall have accumulaied and

& lie and a sign of shame.
Some of the easy gning souls tell us that'the
solution of the problem will come when the

These say, “Let the negro practice thrift and

he manager gave

 defade
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buy property. Then he can claim his rights
as a human being.”

- Yes. Well, on December 5 the Associated
Press sent out news of an incident reported to
have occurred in Tennessee that seems to
throw some valuable light upon this ar gument.

According to this account a negro family
had been inspired with the gorgeous promises
of thrift to a point where it had saved enough
money to buy a farm. Then the white gentle-
men in the neighborhood had decided that
they did not want any “niggers’ owning farms
thereabout, and to express their disapproval
of such intrusions from the helot class they

- lay in wait for three members of this thrifty

family, who were taking a load of cotton to
the market. The white gentlemen tied the
three to their load of cotton, set fire to it and
burned the three to death. One of them was
a little girl.

I should think that a few events of this
kind might encourage negroes to practice
thrift and own property and hecome respecta-
ble. To be sure, the burning of the little girl
seems excessive zeal. It could hardly be true
that she had offended anyone by owning any-
thing. But we are to remember that she might
grow up to own something. The guardians of
“a white civilization” cannot be too particular
about such things.

But while I am willing to admit that so far
as this incident indicated a solution of the
problem the solution might be deemed effec-
tive, what I want to know is whether we are
ready as a nation to accept it. I am tired, for
my part, of beating about the bush and pre-
tending one thing and practicing another. 1f
the idea is to go out and murder all the ne-
groes, let’s say so frankly and be done with
it. And if the idea is to restore them to the
chattel slavery from which they were with
so much difficulty set free, let's say that. And
if we don’t believe in democracy, nor decency,
nor justice, nor righteousness, let's say that.
But whatever we do, let’s quit playing the
sneaking, odorous hypocrite about it. For
orce in the history of the American people
let’s say just what we are and what we stand
for. And if we deliberately purpose to be-
come slave-hunters and men-owners for the
sake of holy profits, let us admit that inten-
tion, put on a feather-head-dress, seize our
tomahawks and in cther respects turn Apache.

NSRS
REAL DIVISIONS OF MANKIND

OU see, as a matter of fact, the thing
Y will not work. It is either one or thc

other; either every human being is

equally a child of mother earth and
equally entitled to his life and a chance to
live it, or there are no rights for any of us.
Either there carn be no valid objection to a
man’s rights on the basis of the color of his
skin, or there are valid objections to his rights
on any ground that may suit the caprice or
the interest of the class in power. With en-
tirely too much indifference the workingmen
of the North have tolerated the disfranchise-
ment of the negro of the South. If the negro
can be disfranchised to suit the purposec of the
dominant class, so also may be the working-
man. If the Northern' workingman could
know at this moment how much discussion is
going on in our “best circles” about the de-
sirability of limiting the franchise with quali-
fications of p.operty and education he might
begin to perceive how truly the cause of the
disfranchised negro is the cause .. all labor
everywhere. _

The fact is that there are no real divisions
into races. The genuine divisions of today
are into classes, not races. The interests of
all men that work are identical, no matter
what may be the culor of their skins, no mat-

- ter where they may reside, no matter what

may be their mother tongue. All other divis-
ions are artificial and are now become mere

fakes that the masters of the world use to

be no chance to loosen their chains. Class

distinctions alone are of the slightest impor-
tance or reality. Ome class, comprising the
vast majority of mankind, is engaged in cre-
ating the world’s wealth. Another class, com-
prising a small minority, is engaging in enjoy-
ing the wealth created by the majority. No
uther distinctions are worth a moment's
thought. At present, all the men that arc
engaged in creating the world’s wealth,
whether they be white, black, yellow, brown,
red or fawn color, all of them, are ruled and
preyed upon by the minority that create noth-
ing. The reason they are thus preyed upon
and defrauded is primarily because they are
divided by artificial distinctions into groups of
races or organizations wholly absorbed in op-
posing one another instead of opposing the
common enemy. The first duty is to unite
upon the basis of a common cause, and toward
such a union of all men that toil, here is the
most obvious step.

REST
YET JUSTIEE IS JUSTICE

taining education the South proceeds

to denounce the negro as ignorant and

and shiftless and is vastly indignant
because he does things that befit the state of
ignorance that the community decrees for
him.

This seems to the impartial observer an in-
finite wrong. But I don’t see that the South
has any monopoly of it. Our custom all
about the country is to provide for most chil-
dren conditions under which reasonable and
successful life is impossible, and then to blame
the failures that we nave ensured; to sow the
seeds of evil and then denounce the harvest.

It is the same way about crime. We build
the slums and condemn millions of children
to be brought up in them, and when the in-
evitable criminal emerges from the hot-house
that we have made for his cultivation we turn
around and thrust him into jail. The work is
ours, so we punish him. If all tales are true
and there is a judgment seat of infinite and
perfect justice I should think our communal
sins must show u etty blick there. Mak-
ing criminals and punishing them; breeding
tuberculosis and making a hypocritical roar
about it ; creating imbeciles and thrusting them
out of sight; handing out doles of charity and
refusing to get off the backs of the people we
oppress; living on the labor ¢f others and
uttering the most genial platitudes about the
unfortunates; building churches and robbing
men; providing Christinas dinners for the
poor, but being very careful to see that they
remain poor; singing “Suffer little children
to come unto me,” and declaring dividends
from the labor tha: slays them; subscribing to
Sunday Schools and defeating anti-child labor
laws; sending magdalenes to the island and
blinding our eyes to the conditions that make
them what they are; praising peace and caus-
ing wars; condemning organized labor for its
“violence” and never querying as to the causes
of labor's violent thoughts; prating about
“prosperity” and ignoring the fact that 85 per
cent of the population is poor; singing Christ-
mas carols over a hell of pain and misery;
emitting streams of sickly platitudes about
Republican institutions that are already de-
stroyed; pretending, faking, lying, smirking,
ducking, dodging, and at all times wallowing;
t“l:}'le;e is e chance for glorification in all

is? .

Merry Christmas. Sure. In a country
where the poor steadily increase in propor-
tionate number and steadily decline in eco
nomic condition, where tiie army of the un-
employed grows daily and 8,600,000 citizens
are deprived of the constitutional rights be-
cause of their complexions, what should we
do but be merry? Draw up closer here to
the fire. We have enough, we are warm, we
are comfortable. What do we care? We
have our jaws and both front feet in the
trough. What do we care?

Is it 50, brethren?

HAVING prevented negroes from ob-

-
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- The Nation That 1s Coming

HOW THE FACTORY IS BEING TRANSFORMED IN PREPARATION FOR COLLECTIVE OWNERSHIP

HE first Socialists were Utopians, Because
they lived in the midst of a society in which
the outlines of the co-operative common-
wealth were too dim to constitute a founda-
tion for the building of a new society, they fought

to erect little communities apart from the social

organism.

Today, the outlines of a Socialist society are so
plain that we have only to put flesh upon the dry
bones to realize this youthful vision,

In a society which rests upon the factory system
the distance which we have traveled toward a bet-
ter society can best be measured by noticing the
changes that have taken place in the factory. So-
cialists look forward to a factory owned by the
workers, in which work shall be
planned by those who do it, under- -

By Hyman Strunsky

rily employed the greatest part of their time in
other business, yet if opportunity were attended,
some time might be spared at lease by some of
them, for this work, the said Selectmen shall

therefore assess such families at one-half or quar-
ter of a spinner, according to their capacity.

“2) That every one, thus assessed for a whole
spinner do after this present year, 1656, spin for
thirty weeks every year three pounds per week
of lining, cotton, or wooling, and so propourtion-

cent dividend, and then turn it over to a set of
“Undertakers.”

In the early days of the factory system children
from four to ten years old worked twelve and
fourteen hours a day for less than twenty dollars
a year.

These little ones were kept at their tasks by blows
and abuse equal to that later inflicted upon negro
chattel slaves in the South.

Even in 1870 an overseer of a Massachusetts mill
testified to the Massachusetts Bureau of Statistics
of Labor “that formerly the overseer in Rhode
Island used quite generally for purposes of punish-
ment strips of leather 14 inches long and 4 inches

wide and three-eights of an inch
thick, sometimes with tacks inserted.”

taken in a spirit of co-operative help-
fulness, carried on with the joy of
individual initiative, and with a re-
turn to the* producers large ~nough’
to satisfy all normal wants. How
far have we progressed toward this
idea? How far has the factory been
transformed, under the pressure of
the protest of labor, toward the ideal
that labor would make of it?

Where the Factory Started

In the colonial period in America
linen and woolens were badly needed
‘and out of this need came the dream
of a plan to build a “manvfacturing
house.”

In 1640 the general court of Mas-
sachusetts Bay issued the following
juaint order:

“The Court, taking into serious
consideration the obsolute neces-
sitv for the raising of the manu-
facture of linen cloth &cet, doth
declare that it is the intent of this
Court that there shall bee an order
setled about it, and therefore doth
require the magistrate and depu-
ties of the severall towns to ac-
quaint the townsmen therewith,
and to make inquiry what seed is
in every town, what men and womer are skillful
in the breaking, spinning, weaving; what means
for the prociding of wheels; and to consider with
those skillful in that manufacture, what course
may be taken to raise material, and to produce

Hospital at United Shoe Machtncry Co. plant

to the next Cgurt their severall and joyant advise

about this thing. The like consideration would

bee had for the spinning and weaving of cotton

woole.” ;

This order seemed to have done little good, and
:lﬁ years later more desperate aeasures were un-
ertaken to compel women and children to work
on the much-needed commodities. A

In 1656 another order was issued providing:

« « . 1t is therefure ordered by this Court &
the authority thereof,  that all hands, not neces-

saryly employed on cther occasions, as women, -

girls and boys, shall by a d are hereby enjoyi.ed
:g spin according to th. - skill and ability, and

at the Selectmen in every town do consider the
conditions and capacity of avery family and ac-
cordingly do assess them ai one or more spin-

i and because severall families are necesss

-~

The Industrial School at the plant of the United Shoe MachineryACo.

ately, for one half or one quarter spinner under
the penalty of twelve shillings for every pound
short, and the Selectmen shall take special care
for the execution of thos order.”

Otis Grafting a Factory

In 1753 a name, that has ever since been promi-
nent in the warfare of labor and capital, appeared.
Harrison Gray Otis, treasurer of the Province of
Massachusetts Bay, purchased a lot of land on which
a “manufacturing house,” the first factory in this
country, was built two years later. Althougk mouey
was appropriated by the Province and collected from
voluntary contributors, yet, in spite of all efforts to
place the factory on a self-supporting basis, it failed.

Fifteen years later a committee that had been
appointed te investigate the situation, urged

“That the government should grant the usc of
the Manufacturing House in Boston to the Under-
takers for so long a time as they shall continue
to carry on the Manufacture of Duck, check or
plain linen. Secondly, that a sum be immediately
raised by subscription and given the Undertakers
for the purchase of Looms, Wheels and other Uten-
sils necessary for the carrying on said Business,
learning spinners and paying such other incidental
charge as may arise. Thirdly, that for purchasing
such stock for carrying on this Manufacture, as will
answer the good purpose it will be necessary for
the Undertakers to hire a considerable sum of money
for which they must give their own personal secu-
rity and pay interest thereof.

“And as the prospect of advantage is not sufficient
to induce any to engage in it without some assist-
ance from such as are of ability to afford it, the
Committee would propose that a subscription be
opened for the annual payment of such sums as each
person should incline to give for the space of Five
ears. This is to be given to the Undertakers to
enable them to pay the interest of the money ihey
shall borrow.” A

All this sounds very familiar. It is the plan un-
der which the railroads were built. It is proposed
that the public build the system, eqmp jt, make it
proﬁhble.conductitmﬁlxtbmmagmeuw

Punishment, however, was not char-
acteristic of Rhode Island alone, for
as late as 1871 the Massachusetts
Bureau ot Statistics of Labor stated
that “during the past 18 months
cases of corporal punishment of fac-
tory children were reported to them.”

Such was the condition of the fac-
tory in this country only a few dec-
ades ago. There were no labor laws
at all and the employes were thrown
on the mercies of cruel slave-driv-
ers. There was no regard whatever
paid to human life and health, no
effort made to prevent accidents, no
thought of safety devices, no redress
from, intolerable treatment. Men
worked from five o’clock in the
morning until seven o'clock in the
evening for a wage that proved in-
sufficient to keep body and soul to-
gether. Men and women and chil-
dren were worked like cattle and
housed worse than cattle The
early history of the factory system
is a history of horror.

Things have changed. The old
days of crude industrialism are gone
and with them vanished the old form
of tyranny and oppression.

To be sure things are not as bright
as we want them to be. Wo nen and children are
still driven to work and labor is still exploited, and
capital still retains the lion share of production,
but within the factory there have been important
changes.

The building, the machinery, the methods of work,
all have been transformed, and that transformation,
on the whole, has been in the direction of preparing
the factory for the day when it wil! be owned and
operated by the workers.

Compelling Factory Improvements

We shall find that the most striking transforma-
tion has iaken place in those industries that are
seeking to avoid the direct orzanized resistance of

their. workers by granting favorable conditions
within: dire factors. - s e En e Ting

There has been much of this in recint yeary, esy -
cally in the great trustified industries. These proter
“weliare work,” even if they grant somewhat . ore

than the ordinary union is able to give, providing

-



Sanitary kneading vats in modern bakery

they are able to retzin the control of the plant and
keep wages at a low gpoint.

These favors granted, however, are the direct
outgrowth of the organized labor movement and,
if they should succeed in crushing that movement,
would be at once withdrawn.

The United Shoe Machinery Company at Bev-
erly, Mass, offers excellent matter
for illustration in the shoe industry.
This is known as the trust and in
more ways than one it is the best
organized trust in the country. It
manufactures the machinery used in
the making of shoes, but, uniike
other makers of machinery, it does
not sell its product. It recognizes
the Socialist contention that.he who
owns the machine contrcls the in-
dustry. It maintains ownership by
renting its machinery on a royalty
basis.

The shoe manufacturer does not
own his plant. The trust installs it,
runs it, keeps it in order and charges
a certain amount for each pair of
shoes produced. A tariff duty of
forty-five per cent on imported ma-
chinery protects the trust from for-
eign competition, strengthens its
hold on the industry and renders
the shoe manufacturer helpless.

Such an industry depends upon
keeping ahead of inventions in order
to maintain its supremacy. It must,
therefore, anticipate inventions. It
must make invention a social process.

It does this very much along the
lines that a socially owned gplant would neces-
sarily do. It has established a great museum con-
taining between fifteen hundred and sixteen hun-
dred machines and countless devices and tools.
These illustrate the evolution of the manufacture
of shoe machinery from the very beginning and
afford a school for the study of the directions in
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which inventions may be expected to cume, sucl as
can be found no where else in the world.

Monopolizing Inventions

But the knowledge that is to be drawn from this
school must also be monopolized and to do this the
future evolution of machines must be forecasted.

A large staff of inventors is maintained, each
with his own private rcom and his own draftsman.
The rooms of these inventors are flanked by the
manufacturing experimental department which fash-
jons into machines the ideas developed by the in-
genious inventors. The school and the shop are
ranked together that inventive genius may be
directed from childhood and (here is what distin-
zuishes this movement from a socia'ly controlled
industry) that profits may go to private owners.

Two groups, each composed of thirty-five boys,

alternate between the factory and the Beverly High.

School. The company furnishes all materials and
keeps the account. The boys are paid one-half the
price that is to be paid to men doing the same work,
the other hali goes toward the expenses of the
school. The boys thus have access to the High
School laboratory and to the resources of the plant.

Here we catch a glimpse of the time when work
and education will be united and when children will
have what these boys do not have—the opportunity
to use the knowledge which they gain in choosing

Cellar bakery in which family lives, eats, sleeps and works

the line of industry to which they will devote their
lives.

Clean Bread

In the making of bread also there has been an
evolution in the direction of the future society.

The co-operatives of Belgium show us how the
workers would transform the inanufacture of bread.
Their first step was to compel absolute cleaniiness
and to procure the services of expert hygienists in
order to insure the manufacture of the most nutri-
tious food possible. In this country the evolution
has come along much the same lines, although the
forces chat have driven it ahead have moved in a
somewhat different manner.

A few years ago the cellar bake shops predomi-
nate¢ throughout the country. Twelve fect under
ground, with access througli a long dark and nar-
row hall, the floor was slimy, the walls dark and
the ceiling covered with spider webs.

Corner of chemical laboratory of bakery

In these dark and foul surroundings semi-nude
figures handle the bread on its road to the hot oven.
Sweat drips from them. They turn at frequent
intervals to a tin can on the floor from which they
drink with a thirst of one lost in the desert. From
the oven men went to the dough and the filth, per-
spiration and germs of disease found their way to

the bread, and the bread found its
. way to the houses to be eaten by

men, women and children.

Such a shop baked one barrel of
flour a day. Since failures among
these poor bakers are common they
are charged forty per cent above the
market price for flour.

Contrast this cellar with the bak-
ery recently built by the Ward Bread
Comgany. This company has plants
in half a <ozen large cities. The one
in New York is seventeen stories
high with concrete floor, walls of
enameled stone and brick decorated
with enameled terra cotta on the
outside and tiles on the inside. It
is situated near a park insuring plenty
of air, light and sunshine.

All the work is done with machin-
ery. No hand comes in contact with
the dough. It is said that this com-
pany owns the Washburn-Crosby
mills at Minneapolis, Minn., with a
daily capacity of forty-five thousand
barrels of flour. This is the equiva-
lent of all the wheat raised on
twenty-eight thousand farms of 160
acres each. From the flour produced
by this one mill more than twelve
million loaves of bread can be made daily.

Whether the company owns railroad stock or not
I cannot say, but the rails that start at the mills
continue straight to the bakery in New York.

What brought about this change? Once more

the resistance of organized labor. From the be-

(Continued on page eleven.)
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The Superstition of Faithful Service

HOW HERB POND DISCOVERED ITS MEANING AND HOW NEAL FINALLY CAST IT OFF

N the midst of a white-sandy plot of ground
that focused the heat and glare of the Missouri
sun, a boy sat on a pile of cord wood, drooping
over the handles of a buck-saw. In the gloom
of a nearby woodshed, a man stood watching him.
The boy’s eye=. looking out froxp a face twisted into
a grimace of ‘weariness, waveringly contegnplatcd a
suggestion of hills that lined the blue horizon. Th’e
man’s eyes were steadfast on the boy; the man’s
furrowed face was grim. :

The man hobbled suddenly into the sunlight. A
rubber-tipped club of a cane served him, on the
right side, in place of the shortened leg that dangled
there. One long, determined step alternated with a
short, reckless hop. But he moved quickly, and tl3e
set of his bronze-colored face added terror to his

roach. .
ap};he boy was on his feet instantly, and gibbering.
“Dad! Just 2 minute! To rest! I'll work! Yes—
right now! Dad! Don’t! Please! Oh, please!”
. Neal Pond fixed one big hand in the collar of
his son’s black cotton shirt. Beneath
the brim of his sweat-splotched felt
hat, beneath the cavernous overhang
of his brows, his eyes snapped and
glowed.

“T told ye I'd scutch ye,” he rum-
bled, “if T caught ye loafin’ afore that
pile was sawed up! Ye lazy little
shirk! Ye worthless little runt!
Ye—" The first heavy hlow of the
cane fell across the boy’s writhing
back, and his screams drowned out
further reproaches. Neal pornded un-
sparingly: four, five, six, ten times he
struck. His son’s shrill voice rose to
a shriek at each blow, and jabbered
and pleaded in the intervals.

“There, Herb!” said Neal Pond, re-
leasing his hold and balancing himself,
panting, on his cane. “There! If all
my talk can’t make a man of ye, maybe
that will! T'll bring up no son of mine
to be a shirk and a loafer!”

Herb crumbled to the ground, and
writhed about in paroxysms of pain,
terror, and imgpotent rage. Neal
watched, clenching and unclenching
his hands on the top of his big cane.

“I got to learn ye!” he muttered.
It was as if, in spite of his look of
stern righteousness, he tried to justify
himself to himself. “I got to make a
man of ye! If ye turn out a loafer
and a drunkard and a thief, it'll be
because the devil in ye is too strong
for me to beat out!”

“Get up now,” he resumed, a mo-
ment later. “Go in the well-room
and get ye a drink o’ water. Then
finish your work.”

He turned abruptly, and made for
the railway track that ran behind the
woodshed. Long step, short step, he hurried away
toward his post of duty at the Main Street cross-
ing. Eleven years he had held the job of cress-
ing-watchman his crippling had won from the rail-
road whose cars had crushed him; and never before
had there arisen a necessity strong enough to make
:‘mthddegate the job, even for a little while, to

nother,

For several minutes after his father had left him,
Herb lay on the ground. At intervals his bony
b‘-'fdy twitched, and he moaned. Finally, with the
St.lﬂ'-jointedness of a rheumatic old man, he got to
his feet and resumed his seat on the pile of cord
wood. His eyes returned to their wavering con-
templation of the horizon. He had the big, honest,
brown eyes of all the North End Ponds, and they
helped to give his sorrowful face something of the
paths of a gun-shy hunting dog’s.

By degrees his eyes ceased to waver, and his
moyth took on a sort of scared, tremulons determi-
nation. He got up and went into the well-roon
that ended the L of the Tond’s tiny cottage. His
X:Ota;: and his younger sister, Helen, were thers,

or g.

MrI l;,0915 that'll be a lesson to you, Herb,” said
s. Pond glancing 4p from a steaming, malodor-
?:sh :rub grfk babics’ \,(Othl.ng. “She p.auSﬂi a moment
work to look at him. “He didn’t hurt you as

much as you let on, did he?” she asked. “He was

By Allan Updegraff

Ilustrated by Tula Stevenson.

always partial to you—little as you ever did to
deserve it.”

Herb silently pumped a dipper of water and took
a few swallows. While he drank, he stood droop-
ing on one leg; the hip of it bulged outward in an
awkward, loose-jointed fashion. Tears, following
the premature wrinkles of his face, had made his
expression a caricature of woe.

As he returned the dipper to its nail, he glanced
dully at his mother. She had bent over the tub
again, and her capable red hands were working,
working, as everything connected with the house-
hold of Neal Pond was suppose to do. Herb went
through the kitchen and into the sitting room. Be-
side the center table stood a cradle where the two

<

*“I don’t care—I’m going to help you, dad”’

babies slept, side by side, beneath pink mosquito
netting. He drew back the netting and kissed each
one carefully on the forehead. Then, picking up

- his copy of The Swiss Family Robinson from the

table, he went on, walking slowly and undecidedly,
through the darkened parlor, out the front door,
down. the rose-bordered front path, and out onto
the railway track. A hundred yards from the house
he paused to glance over his shoulder, and fresh
tears started down the grimy lines of his face. But
through his softness ran a strain of the determina-
tion of all the Ponds; he did not turn back.

Neal Pond, when the news was broken to him,
pretended great calmness.

“He’ll come sneakin’ round in a day or so,” he
said, “and when he does, I'll lick the life out of
him.”

The threat rose less from any substratum of
cruelty in Neal’s nature than from a long course
of hardening. From the day when, handicapped by
a shortened and nearly useless right leg, thg hos-
pital gave him hack to his wife and brood, circum-
stances had combined to imake him an unusually
thorough disciple of toil.

The railroad company had given him one hun-
dred dollars in cash, a job as a crossing watchman
at forty dollars a month, and an illuminated Tes-
timonial for Faithful Service. Decply moved by
these homoraric and emoluments, Neal had the Tes-
timonial framed. He invested the hundred dollars

R R R R R R R R RO,

as first payment on a small property near his new
work, and began applying the forty dollars a month
to the payment of interest on his mortgage and to
the support of his wife, Gertrude, his seven-year-old
son, William, his si. year-old son Archibald, his
three-year-old son, Herbert, his baby daughter,
Helen, and, lastly, himself.

One is put out of breath by even a partial enu-
meration of his needs for money; the needs them-
selves kept Neal Pond breathless for years. Be-
fore and after his daily twelve hours at the crossing,
he sawed wood, cut kindlings, tended his cow, tilled
his garden, and peddled milk and kindlings and
vegetables and berries in season. Gertrude, his
wife, worked no less than he. The well-house stank
with perpetual washings, the coal bin thrived on
the provender she gathered beside the track, the
awkward clothing of her children testified to raa-
ternal manufacture, and two new babies, twins,
came to prove her not remiss in this woman’s duty
to herself, her husbard, and society. She arose
early in the morning, and performed
3 more than Solomonic mass and
variety of labors. And all her chil-
dren of school age went regularly to
school; and all regularly worked.

As one stronz man may saddle a
whole family with the military, say,
or the ministerial, tradition, so Nea!
Pond saddled the North-End Ponds
with the tradition of toil. And, as in
many minister’'s families there is one
of the younger generation to lend
color to the saying that “Ministers’
sons always turn out badly,” so it was
Neal Pond’s misfortune to rear a son
‘o oppose his tradition. Herbert Pond
may have been heredity's protest
against too much of a single virtue.
At fifteen years old he was puny,
rowed, furtive, fond of reading books
of adventure and of loafing on his
back in the shade; opposed, above all
things, to manual labor. The fervor
with which Neal tried to change all
this had something religious about it.
He had been all the severer because
of a half-conscious prefercnce, a
sneaking affinity, for his least worthy
son. Herb’s departure hardened him
toward his remaining children, and
toward life in general.

Some twelve or thirteen years later,
when T became acquainted with Neal
Pond. he was living in his little cot-
tage all alcne. Bit hy bit he told me
the story cf him and his. The babies
had died very suddenly; he frunkly
associated their trouble with those
continual malodorous washings in the
well-room. The Wife, too,—he al-
ways spoke of his wife as if there
were never ancther—The Wife, too,—
typhoid fever and, frankly, overwork. William and
Archibald were somewhere in Wyoming; they had
left home against his will, and he never heard from
them. Helen had eloped with a railway brakeman.
and was in Chicago, he thought. He rather admired
his family’s taste, he remarked.grimly; he would
have gone elsewhere, too, if anybody but himself
had worked him as he had worked them,

The story of Herb’s defection he told me last,
and in barest outline; but gradually he filled in
with a wealth of detail that left no doubt of how it
stood in his heart.

Originally there must have been a good deal of
Herb’s temperament in him. As he grew olsr, with
an old man’s gradual reversion to his boybood’s
type, he spent many evenings reading bhooks of ad-
venture; and when afternoons were long in summer,
one was likeliest to find him, after his twelve Lours
of watching, lying on his back among his peact
trees, dreaming at the sky. 'He did only enough
work at home to keep his tiim little place in order
As his grizzled hair and eyebrows became = hiter,
he grew more like Herb, sympathized more with
Herb'’s defection. and believed more t*~roughls that
Herb would conie home.

“If he'd conie now, he needn’t do a lick of work,”
he told me one day, with a short chuckle. “I got
over three thousand dJollars in the bank—after pay-
in’ for them three monusients.”

“Poor little feller!” said Neal Pond. “Hoboin’

-
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it around—readin’ his Swiss Family Robinson—and
starvin’, prob'ly.”

It never seemed to occur to him that Herb, the
opposed to work, could have made his way in the
world. . : e :

“Or maybe he’s stole somethin’,” said Neal Pond,
“and got put in the pen. I get newspapers from all
over the country; but, of course, he’d prob’ly change
his name.”

“Or it ain’t unlikely,” said Neal Pond, “that he's
fell off a train some cold night, and got killed.
No—I s'pose that ain’t unlikely.”

I got into the habit of stopping a few moments
in his cylindrical little watchman’s house as I re-
turned from my own work every day a little after
five o'clock. Most of his acquaintances had died
or moved away, and few persons interfered with
the block of afternoon sunlight that lay across the
threshold of his shanty., I held this fact responsi-
ble, for some time, for the sudden start with which
he invariably greeted my appearance. Long after
one would have thought he might have grown to
expect me, there was always that quick, expectant
shock as he looked up from his interminable news-
papers to meet my eyes. One day he showed me
advertisements for his son’s whereabouts in dozens
of papers; and then I understood «hy he always
started at my appearance. He oroduced, alzo, a btig
bundle of letters, of all shiges, sizes, and colors.

“Liars!” he announced, holding up the bundle.
“It's funny what a lot o’ men are anxious to lie
for a few dollars!”

His will, which he showed me some time later,
provided for keeping up the advertisements as long
as his money should List. He had arranged a very
ingenious system of identification, so that no im-
postor might get the money intended for Herbert
Pond. But chiefly, I think, it was Nea! Pond’s
desire that none but Herb receive a certain bulky
letter, for the composition and expansion and con-
tinual revision of which the old man somewhat
skimped his other work.

It must have been a unique human document, that
letter; the apology, I gathered, for a bitter, lonely
life, and a regretful old age.

Curiously blatant, curiously out of keeping with

the somberness of Neal Pond’s whole life, was the
home-coming of Herb. “The Meteor,” the limited
express from St. Louis, slowed down one summer
afternoon at Neal’s crossing, and allowed his son
to alight. “The Meteor” could be slowed down in the
North End only by a person of consequence enough
to put considerable pressure, usually financial, on
the conductor. As Herb picked his way delicately
over the tracks toward his father’s shanty, it was
evident that he was such a persor.
. Herb wore patent leather oxfords, between which
and the rolls of his white flannel trousers was dis-
played a generous expanse of pale lavender sock.
His blue coat drooped in well-tailored lines, his
panama hat perched jauntily, he carried a little alli-
gator-skin grip in one hand, and a little cane in the
otker. His thin, slightly wizened, withal good-na-
tured and intelligent, face expressed make-believe
amusement and sickly disdain.

Neal had returned to his shanty and was resum-
ing his afternoon grist of newspapers. Herb came
and stood in the doorway. Neal looked up, stared
a moment in bronze-faced surprise and disapproval,
and went back to his newspapers.

“Well, dad,” said Herb, “I see you don’t recog-
nize me.”

Neal laid aside his paper and tilted his old hick-
ory chair comfortably back against the wall.

“Yes, Herb,” said he. “Yes, I recognize you.
There’s heen quite several of you standing right
there where you are now. You're my long-lost
son Herb, T guess?”

“Certainly,” said Herb, surprised into a genuine
dignity.

The old man suddenly pushed himself forward,
banging the fore-legs of his chair to the floor, and
aimed at the tip of his visitor's nose with a gnarled
forefinger. Tlis cavernous. whisker-browed, fur-
rowed old face became more than ever like cast
bronze. ;

“What did you use to call vinegar?” he demanded.
“Quick! What did you use to ask for when you
wanted vinegar?”

Herb, in his astonichment, retrsated a few steps.

“That'll be about a!l from you,” said Neal, tilting
his chair back again, and reachir g for hi: newspaper.
He was inclined ta be indulgent, as if he had just
perpetrated a good practical joke. “I guess that's
cured you o' them queer ideas you had about who
you are, wn't it? T call it the vinegar cure. It
always works.” His metallic old, face showed the
ghost of a grim, regretful smile. “There, run along,”
he said. “I bear ye no malice. There is very little
money in question, anyway.” <
- “Do you mean to say,” asked Herb, “that other
people have been here pretending to be me?”

*You might as well spare your time, sonny.” There
was no anger in Neal's voice; only bored amuse-
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ment and regret. “Don’t you think I'd know my
own flesh and blood the minute I set eyes on him?
Besides, you've had the vinegar cure. Run along,
now; an’ try to earn an honest living’, if ye can.”

“*Tigger’ is what I used to call it,” said Herb.
“I used to ask for ‘tigger.’”

His sickly disdain had fallen from him. He spoke
with the simplicity of boyhoed.

“My mistake,” said Neal, after a long, strange
silence, “Come in, Herb.”

The words carried a dry, forced friendliness that
was keener than contempt. Shame-faced as a dis-
graced boy, almost cowed, Herb came in. Neal
made him take the old hickory chair, the only chair
in the shanty, and sat down on the door sill. Neither
seemed to think of shaking hands.

“Ye don't want to git your nice trousers dirty,”
remarked the old man.

Herb cringed a little.

“They’re not much good for use,” he apologized.
“You see, I'd been hard up so long that, when I did
make a raise, I bought flashy stuff. Wish, now,
I hadn't”

“Don’t blame ye,” said Neal Pond. “Ef I didn’t
look so much like a retired pirate, I'd a-got myself
some Sunday-go-to-meetin’s long ago.” He cast a
side-long glance at his son. “Ye got a good deal
more style right now,” declared Neal! Pond, “than
anybody else in town.”

“If I hadn’t been a hobo so long,” protested Herb,
blushing furiously. “—You see, I really couldn’t help
bein’ a hobo, you know—" He paused, plainly on
guard.

“Hobo?” repeated Nea!, with a flash, whether of
anger or of interest, over his villainous face. “Been
around a good deal, T suppose?”

“Yes,” admitted Herb doubtfully.

“Been in New York, maybe?”

“Yes"’

“’Crost the sea? In London, mayhe?”

“Yes. And Paris, and Berlin, and Hong Kong,
and Calcutta—I've knocked around a lot. —But
now I'm through,” he hastened to add, by way of
apology. “I’ve had enough.”

“Well—maybe a man could git enough o' that”
said Neal slowly. “I mean—of course I can’t tell
anything about how you’d feel about it.”

Herb had absolutely no reply to make; and Neal
preserved the perplexed silence that arose and
thickened between them. Tt was almost as if they
fearcd cach other. Whereas both had expected to
exact submission, to pity, and to assist, they were
seized with a strange diffidence and respect. They
were mighty adventurers, romancers, and dreamers
both, with but the dimmest idea of their affinity.
They were a Sohrab and Rustum of the spirit, met
under quieter fates. Outwardly they had met as
friends, even as father and son; inwardly they were
strangers standing at swords’ points, each ready
to defend himself against his false idea of the other.
The culmination of their talk had permitted each a
glimpse. as it were between visor-bars, at the other's
face. They stood troubled, waiting for a sign.

Through the grim confidences and pleasantries
that followed, the significant thing between them
was their ever watchful, their fantastically vigi-
lant, guarding of themseives and testing of each
other. Both were stirred during Neal’s brief expla-
nation of why he was living alone; and to Herb’s
emotion was added the shock of surprise. But the
dead past of bitter, striving lives bury their dead
deep, and they did not linger long on that subject.
Neal, especizlly, turned continually toward the
present. : A b &

“How do you make your livin’, Herb?” he asked
abrugptly.

“Writing adventure stories,” said Herb. “Mostly
this sort of wild fiction they call ‘Dime Novels.
You see, T know a good deal about strange places,
and that’s what’s popular.”

Neal looked up at his son. “Writin’, eh?” he re-
marked non-commitally; but he could not keep his
feeling out of his eyes.

“Of course they’re rot,” said Herb, somewhat
taken aback by his father’s look. It was an ambigu-
ous look, of a sort likely to be interpreted as con-
temptuous rather than admiring. Thanks to his
lifc—long hardening, Neal found it difficult not to
give a perverted expression of the softer emoticns.

“Pure rot,” repeated Herb, with some testiness;
“of course.”

“Of course,” growled the old man. shortly, as if
he had been rebuked. Sensitive as fledgelings in a
headland’s clefts were the feelings behind his

“weather-beaten exterior,

Another armed silsnce fell between father and
son. I:I;rb was hurt; no writer ever really belicves
h_:s writings “rot.”  Neal was hurt; no proud father
likes to be rebuked by his superior son. T}e point-
fmd~pomt situation between them gave fierce mean-
Ings to matters in themselves very slight.

fNetal rez:iche(ll for his cane, after severai minutes
ot strained silence, arose, and ighti i
e ot began hghtmg his

“I'll have to be getting these out,” said he. Picking
up a couple cf them, he prepared to depart. )

“Maybe I’d better walk along up with you, H'erh
said. He fidgeted, and rose from his chair. Neal
glowered at him questioningly. “I guess I'd better
walk on into town and put up at a hotel,” explained
Herb.

“Suit yourself,” said the old man. Level light
from the West lit up his old pirate’s phizz, and added
a cold glitter to the hints of eyes beneath his brist-
ling white brows. In a good deal of perplexity,
and some recrudescence of an ancient terror, Herb
watched him. ;

“Better run up and have a look at the place before
you go,” growled Neal abruptly: “I've fixed it up a
good deal since ye saw it last. An’ I got a few
books ye might care to look over.”

He turned, with the words, and made off down
the track. One long, determined step alternated
with a quick, unsteady, reckless hop. Herb stood
and watched the familiar gait, the stocky, deter-
mined, familiar figure. The sight caught up some
broken links in his past and knit them into his
present. He was not without insight, not without
imagination and nobility; he realized suddenly the
loneliness, the tight-mouthed endurance, of the
crippled old man, his father, hobbling off there into
the gathering twilight.

But the realization did not melt him, for life had
dealt with him in a way to give him a hard temper.
Unconsciously, perhaps, but as a matter of fact, he
had come back for revenge; he had expected to
offer friendship, pity, advice, and money, but only
after he had received a measure of submission. He
realized that his friendship, pity, advice, and money
were not acceptable on the terms he had to offer.
He realized, also, that he had expected to receive
friendship, and some admiration. Instead, he had
heen made to feel like a flashy little fool. The
thought of his humiliation made him biiter.

He went back into the shanty and sat down in
the shiny old hickory chair. He remembered that
the chair,Wof his boyhood, had been as
uniquely his father’s Yas the throne of the King of
England is uniquely the King of England’s. Soft-
ened a little by the memory, he glanced, with a new
interest, about the room. There were only two
other articles of furniture: the cast-iron stove and
the desk. That had been another sacred thing, that
battered little desk. In it Neal Pond had treasured
such train orders and advertising matter as his em-
ployers, from time to time, had deigned to send him.
Dire penalties had been promised the young Pond
who meddled with that desk.

Moved by a desire at once humorous and bitter
to shatter another sacred tradition, Herb arose and
lifted the lid of the desk. Pink and blue time tables
were piled on one side, yellow train orders on the
other. In the middle of the box lay a single bulg-
ing envelope, of the sort used to enclose legal docu-
ments. The light had grown so dim that Herb had
to bring his face down close to read the writing on
it. This proximity served, in a way, to intensify
the shock with which he read his cwn name.

Herb took up the envelope and fingered it doubt-
fully. Holding it unopened in his hand, he went
to the door of the shanty and iooked after his
father. Neal was half a2 mile up the track, going
away. The red eye of one of the switch lights he
carried bobbed rhythmically to his queer gait. Herb
turned back, drew the hickory chair close beneath
the shanty’s little westward window, and read his
father’s letter carefully, every word.

Neal Pond had expected the letter to be read
only after his death, and he had written as from the
dead. To Herb's understanding eyes, the document
took on the glamor of something unearthly, of
something more vital and romantic than all romance.
With understanding that approached clarivoyance,
he gathered the meaning of his father’s confession.
He understood, he sympathized and suffered, because
he was like his father; it was much as if he had
been reading of hiinself. When he had finished the
last postscript, he sat spellbound, clutching the open
papers in both hands.

At the sound of the old man's halting stride re-
turning over the cinders of the roadbed, Herb
aroused himself, hastily thrust the letter Lack into
its envelope and closed it in the desk. Hc was

trembling violently; his soul was a maelstro:a of

emotions. As an imaginative man after a first stare
into the eyepiece of a great telescope, he locked
vacant zad sunned. He went out, tongue-tied for
lack of words to express himself, and began to help
Neal gather up the remaining switch lights.

“Don’t monkey with ’em, Herb,” said the old man
gently. “I can handle ’em; youll git yourself
greasy.”

“1 don’t care—I'm going to help you, dad!” Herb’s
voice quavered, almost broke. “I'm going to throw
these pants away tomorrow, anyway,” he added.

Neal paused, bent, with one hand outstretched to

(Continued on page eleven.)
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Co-Operative Apartment Houses

ITHIN the last five years there have been
built in New York City $10,000,000 worth
of co-operative apartment houses. Co-
operation has a very familiar sound and
maybe you think the New York Socialists have laid
out these few millions in such apartment houses.

They have not. It has been men with no interest
in Socialism as a theory who have co-operated, men
looking for their individual interests, social, finan-
cial and physical.

The history of this venture in co-operation is lit-
tle known in the city where it has been so success-
fully tried. Most New Yorkers are unaware of it.

Passing a new apartment building on Washington
Heights a few months ago, I noted with faint curi-
osity that the renting sign read “Co-operative Apart-
ments to Let.”

“How unfair to use that as a name,” I thought,
“for of course there isn’t any co-operation ahout it.”

Looking a second time at the building my atten-
tion was called to the severity of it. It did not
seem made for show. There were no pitiful glitter-
ing tin ornaments painted to look like marble decor-
ating the building’s roof. There were no mock
bunches of tin roses jauntily capping each window
frame. I walked to the entrance and into the hall
There was an indefinable air of comfort and home-
ness about the place. Inside the severity of the ex-
terior was gone. Quiet simplicity emanated from
the golden brown walls, the plain undecorated stair-
way, the elevators and even the hal’-boy himself.
The place seemed made to live in! A New York
apartment house!

The hall-boy in answer to my question said the
building was rcally a co-operative one, though he
did not know just what that signified, except that
some of the people bought their apartments.

So I bided my titne for further information along
that line and asked to be shown an empty apartment,
I was taken to one on the second floor. There were

three rooms and a bath and the rental was $36.60 _

ver month or $440 per year.

The living room was really a room, not the usual
“flat” cubby hole. It was 12 feet wide by 17 feet,
10 mches long. It had a fireplace in which you

" could burn either wood or coal. There were two
roomy closets off this room. A chamber, 8 feet, 10
inches by 13 feet, 8 inches had one closet. The
kitchen had an outdoor compartment in which the
garbage can was kept and the plumbing was equaz’
to that in a high priced private house. The rooms
were wondetfully well lighted and decorated with
good taste,

I went into a second apartment where the rent
was $65 a4 month or $780 per year. This had ia
addition to the same rocms as ths first a chamber
and a dining room separate from the living room.
Everything indicated the same care in planning an
thf same quality in building as in 4 well-constructed
private nouse. The architect of this house, Mr.

By Grace Potter

F. A. Wright, I later leaned, received the first prize
presented in four years by the American Institute
of Archtecture for a meritorious design. Much
building is being done all the time in New York
City and the Institute gives a prize whenever it
feels warranted in so doing. This gives signifi-
cance to a prize awarded to a co-operative apart-
ment house.

Cec-operative apartment houses have been known
also in New York as “Home Clubs.” Certain of
them are called “duplex” apartments, These latter
are of two kinds. The first are those buildings in
which each apartment has two floors, an up-stairs
and a down-stairs, like the usual private house.
The other “duplex” apartment house is one where
one big room of a suite, which is usually used: for
a studio or a salon, is one and a half stories high.
In three apartments, therefore, there would be two
apartments, each with the extra high room, and one
apartment where this room was left out altogether.

This is the way a co-operative apartment house
is managed. A stock company is formed of possi-
bly ten families who wish to co-operate. Each one
of these ten contributes $3,000. That gives $30,000
On this amount a bank will loan $60,000. This
makes a fund of $90,000. This will buy the land
and build an apartment house six stories high with
roora for six families on a floor.

The ten co-operators would move in and live
without paying rent. Each one would hold title to
the apartment occupied. The other twenty-six
apartments would be rented out at prices varying
frora $25 to $35 a month. A committee appointed
at a meeting of the co-operators would have charge
of running the house, paying taxes, current expenses
and an installment on the mortgage every year out
of the receipts.

The above figures were given by a lawyer who
has had charge of the building of several apart-
ment houses. He had been asked for an estimate
on the cheapest house he would figure on. This
estimate he insisted was really valueless, because
the kind of people in New York who lived in such
cheap apartments never had $3,000 saved up to build
one on a co-operative plan. But think of it, this
$3,000 represents just what would be paid to a land-
lord by a family occupying a $30 a month apart-
ment in eight years and four months. “People sel-
dom thought of buying a co-operative apartment,”
he said, “unless they could afford at least $75 a
month rent.”

The house designed by Mr. Wright is as a mat-
ter of fact the cheapest co-operative apartment
house in New York City. Most of them are on a
much more elaborate scale, reutals per year for a
single apartment going up into the thousands, and
the cost to co-operators who buy an apartment out-
right being not infrequently from $40,000 to $50,000.

When a co-operative apartment house mortgage
has once been paid off the surplus thus left accumu-

Interior detail of studio building

lates n a fund owned by all the subscribers, who
receive dividends from its investment, or it is some-
times used in the erection of a new building and
the first one is sold.

The largest and best lighted and, therefore, most
desirable apartments in the prize co-operative apart-
ment house cost, if bought by a . ~-operator, $9,300
each. They rent for $1,125.

The cheapest apartment which was described above
rents at $440 a year. Its subscription price is $3,700.

In many of the co-operative houses there is a
roof garden provided for the tenants on the roof,
where children may play. This insures fresh air
for children whose parents do not wish them
to play on the street. The basement contains an
assembly room designed at first for entertainment
purposes, to be used by the tenants if they give
lectures or receptions together. As it works out,
they practically never do this so it is rented for a
stipulated sum to individuxl tenants who are en-
tertaining. In 2 few of the buildings there are res-
taurants on the ground floor which provide meals
which, when required, are sent up to apartments,

The elevators are run by electricity, and the
place is wired for electric lights. There is also gas
for lighting if preferred and for cooking. There
is also ‘of course steam heat and hot water. A
vacuum cleaner installed in the basement is for the
use of all. It is provided in the contract signed by
the subscribers or co-operators, that in case the
renting apartments are not filled and adequate funds
provided for running expenses, assessments shall be
levied on the subscribers according to the value of
the stock they bought.

At 400 Convent Avenue, New York City, there is
a successful co-operative apartment house which has
been running now three years. Omn each floor there
is one small apartment, about half the size of the
others. This consists of two =~om and a kitchenetée
(a small closet-like kiichen where light house-keep-
ing may be done). The yearly rental is $360. The
subscription or buying price is $3,000. A compari-
son of this apartment with one at 562 Wiest 1734
Street, which contained five room of good size for
the usual New York apartment, showed that the
number of square feet in the tws apartments was
the same, not counting a narrow hall in the five-
room apartment. The latter rented for $28. The
finish of this latter apartment was inferior, all the
decorations, accommndations and the construction
in every way. The iieat and service were bad. In
other words, the same area in a co-operative apart-
ment house, beautifull: built and cared for, may be
rented for little more than the same space in a
regular apartment house. It should also be stated
that the co-operative house is in an extremely de-
sirable residence district of the city; 173d Street.
is crowded and not an extremely desirable place to
live.

The highest priced apartments in the Convent
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Avenue building are on the 5th and 6th floors. They
rent at $1,236 per year, or $103 a month. They
sell for $10,500.

On East 67th Street, near Lexington Avenue, are
some very beautifu! co-operative ‘duplex apartment
houses. One subscriber paid $20,000 for his apart-
ment of nine rooms, five on one floor, four on the

floor above. He lived in it one year. Then buying

‘a country home which enabled him to live out of
town, he rented his apartment at $5,000 a year, fur-
nished. This subscriber said he estimated that un-
furnished he could rent it for $4,500. That is, he
would get his original investment back in less than
four and a half years! Some idea of how the land-
lord fattens is gained by that.

“Co-operative apartments are the best investment
a man could make,” declared a co-operator who has
had several years’ experience renting and living in
apartments in two houses. “You see,” he went on,
“we get ahead of the landlord either way. We take
away his profits from him if we buy an apartment
to live in. And we have less trouble than he in
filling our apartments because they are so much
better built and cared for. We choose very care-
fully the class of tenants we shall admit. We do
‘not take in, for instance, peroxide Junos” He
looked apologetic for having mentioned such an
undesirable class. “You know theie is hardly any
of the best class apartment in the city where they
do not get in”

An owner who wishes tn sell often gets 100 per
“ cent on his investment, it is said, after having lived
in an apartment for several years. In some of the
stock companies it is required that a co-operator
wicshing to dispose of his apartment must offer it
first to the company.

As the apartments designed to be sold are bought
and paid for before the building is done it gives a
chance for each owner to plan if he likes how his
floor space shall be cut up into rooms. He can
have his rooms as large or as small as he likes
within the limits of his area. He may also, if
. he wishes to de so dictate all decorations. In a
house now being built near Central Park, on the
co-operative plan, one.subscriber has paid $100,000
for his interior rdecorations alcne.

During the building of an apartment house on
East 67th street one of the co-operators, Robert
Sewall, an artist, came in to see what progress had
been made. He was much pleased with everything
and offered to assist the decorators. He painted
two friezes in the lower hall, one on eithcr side
of the entrance door. He chose for his subjects a
pageant of Arab youths, seated on beautiful char-
gers. Mr. Sewall became enthusiastic over what
he thought at first hé would not spend much time
on and the result is a work of art which delights
every one in the house.

Opposite the Museum of Natural History is one
of the most elaborate looking apartment houses in
the city. It is a co-operative duplex building, whose
owners are largely artists, brokers and bankers.
Onut »f three apartments two have an extra high
room, 18 feet high, which the artists use us a studio,
and the other families make use of as a salon for
reception purposes. The architects, Harde & Short,
of East 29th street, New York City, have made a
boid and daring departure from the usual archi-
tecture applied to apartment houses in designing
this one. They say that the fact it was to be owned
by the m~n wlio lived in it made it possible to cater
to their individual tastes and not come down to the
level of mediocrity which would suit the general
public. The design is Gothic in motive and while
the effect is somewhat bizarre it has much charm.
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The front of the building looks not unlike a cathe-
dral, and the large windows afford a very unusual

amount of light which has a direct bearing upon the

- desirability of the apartments for reasons of health

and esthetics. ;

Inside the public hall the Gothic ideal is carried
out.. The walls are gray, almost crypt-like in som-
breness, but relieved by the glint of the tiny dia-
mond-shaped panes in the windows, and the doors,
which are all heavy mirrors, in a setting of gilded
metal. Lanterns of bronze swing by chains from
the groined ceilings of the great salons.

Why is there such unusually good work done in
the designing and building of these co-operative
houses? Because, you see, the architects and build-
ers are directly responsible for their work to the

- people who are to occupy them. And the houses

are built for use and comfort, not for profit and
show. That makes sham unnecessary. Before a
stock company of co-operators engage an architect
to draw plans for them, they make sure he knows
the needs and wants of apartment house dwellers.

Co-operative apartments were first built in New
York City in 1882.
The Rembrandt Studios and was situated at 54 W.
57th street, next Carnegie Hall. After successful
operation for nearly thirty years it was sold re-
cently to Andrew Carnegie to make it possible for
him to use the ground if at a future date it should
be necessary to enlarge the great building which
bears his name. One of the original subscribers to
this first co-operative apartment was the Rev. Jared
B. Flagg, father of Ernest Flagg, the architect of
The Singer Building, and father also of Jared
Flagg, of frenzied finance schemes. About the same
time that the Rembrandt Studios were constructed
there was also built The Navarro Apartments, yet
standing on West 59th street, and now known as
The Spanish Flats. On account of faulty title to
the real estate, due to carelessness on the part of
lawyers, this building was never operated co-opera-
tively with success. It was sold on mortgage fore-
closure without the owners having even a right to
pay the mortgage. This failure was ignorantly
cited for years as proof that co-operative apart-
1aent houses could not be made to work.

Co-operative buildings have been successful for
many years in Europe. There have been such build-
ings for business offices for seventy-five vears in
Glasgow. There, all the offices in each building
are sold, so that instead of renting out part of their
building and playing at landlord, the subscribers put
their hands into their pockets for a monthly assess-
ment which provides a fund for running the place.

There have been co-operative apartments in Genoa
for generations. They are also fourd in Edinburg
and Vienna.

While c- a trip abroad a few gears ago, Mr.
Henry Ranger, the well-known American artist, be-
came mucl interested in the co-operative apartments
in Edinburgh. When he returned to New York he
interested fellow artists in the idea and of starting
one here. With much enthusiasm a committee vis-
ited a lawyer to make arrangements for starting a
siock company. The lawyer disapproved of the idea.

“It is .-a wildcat scheme,” he told them. “You'd
lose your money.”

He was asked why he thought so. “Well,” he
replied, “look at the way those Spanish Flats failed ”
After the reason for this was fully explained to
him, the lawyer still insisted, “Well it isn’t safe
anyway. With so nany people owning one building
and running it you’d be in trouble all the time.
You'd finally see you couldn't agree and have to
sell out”

The first one was known as-

~

“But it is done abroad,” pointed out the committee.

“Well, this isn’t Scotland, nor yet Austria,” said
the logical lawyer.

“But if it works so well there why shouldn’t it
work among Americans?” they demanded.

“Well,” said the lawyer winding up the inter-
view, “if it could succeed here someone would ai-
ready have tried it successfully.”

“Maybe,” suggested one of the committee with 3
courtesy tinged with sarcasm, “someone wanted to
and their lawyer discouraged the idea because it
was new.”

The committee visited several lawyers before they
foiind one willing to act for them. They had the
same trouble with architects. :

Finally the apartment was built, finished in 1902
So great a success was it that there have been four
others built on the same block since then. Friends
and relatives of those who built the first one located
on East 67th street next to Lexington Avenue,

‘largely make up the subscribers in the others. O, yes,

and the architects who designed the apartments
caught the co-operative bee so badly that they
bought apartments in the houses they were hired
to design!

Among co-operative apartments in New York be-
side those already mentioned are houses at the fol-
lowing addresses: 222 West 59th street; Grammercy
Park and 20th street; Fifth Avenue and 28th street:
58 and 62 Park Avenue. Several are now in process
of erection,

Many artists are among the subscribers. The
duplex apartments offer them a solution to the
problem of finding a high studio. Sculptors like
them for the same reason.

Among the sculptors living in co-operative apart-
ments are Carl Bitter and Edgar Walter; illustra-
tors are Mr. and Mrs. Troy Kinney, who collaborate
in their work signing themselves “The Kinneys”:
representing the painters are Kenyon Cox, Albert
Herter, Lillian Genth, Wm. Astor Chanler and J.
Ben Ali Haggin; portrait painters who are co-opera-
tors are R. MacCameron and Herbert Voss.

Architects say that the success of these partments
in New York will result soon in others being built
in many parts of the country. '

Among the very obvious advantages of co-opera-
tive building are saving in price of site (the capi-
talists haven’t yet found a way to claim the upper
air over the ground you own); saving in building
because walls and roofs are fewer, and p'umbing
and installing of all pipes, wires, etc., can be done
less expensively; care and anxiety of house-owning
is minimized; good service is rendered at less cost,
it being estimated that in a house containing thirty
apartments the general work could be done by three
trained workers and two untrained with one ser-
vant beside for each family, as well as it is usually
done with four servants to a family, thus saving
more than half of the expense, beside the time and
trouble required to look after servants: there is
less danger from burglars; there is better air in
the city higher up than on the ground; the view is
better; an opportunity for choosing ones neighbors
is afforded.

An architect who knows perhaps as much about
co-operative building as anyone in New York City
is authority for the statement that a duplex apart-
ment in a co-operative house may be bought for
$20,000 affording advantages as to site and good
construction which could not be duplicated for less
than several times that amount in a private house.
And such an apaitment may be run wsll for less
than one-half the expense and one-fifth the trouble
that must be put into a private house.

The War m Tnpol and the Italian Proletariat

T is a fact already known to the readers of the
Coming NaTioN that the Italian-Turkish war was
simply a development in the intricate diplomati.
game continually in progress bet'veen the fina:\-

ciers of the various European gowers for the acqui-
sition of new colonial exploiting grounds.

With the exception of a few Italian financiers and
the government, the Italian nation knew nothing of
the approach of the war. The people were not
worked up to it by the time-worn Chauvinist tactics,
since diplomacy demanded that the move be accom-
plished covertly.

However, with the very first indicatiops of war,
with the announcement of the first military expe-
dition to Tripoli, the Socialist party and the Trade
Unions of ltaly entered & vigorous protest. But
the ruling classes took no notice of the opposition
of the working people nor of the warning issued
by the Socialist press. : :

Now while the war is in pmgrcss..the Ttalian na-
tion is the least informed concerning the condi-

By Angelica Balabanoff

tions surrounding the military operations in Tripoli
and of the condition of the Italian army:

Ya the begirning the nationalist and the bour-
geots press had zssured the people that the expe-
dition would be a “pleasure jaunt” for the libera-
tion of an overjoyed Arabian populace from the
rule of barbarous Turkey. Developments show quite
the contrary. The Arabian is not only eager ti. re-
cist the Italians and defend his religious creed, but
has offered very effective resistance. The Italian
people are called upon o further and greater re-
enforcements while all particulars of what is really
going on are hidden from them.

The correspondent of the Italian Socialist daily,
Avanti, the only d2.ly paper that has opposed the
war from the first, has protested against the humil-
iating conditions made to the press by the Italian

censor. All dispatches must pass through the han's
of the censor, and in addition to the great delay in
their delivery for which the censor is responsible.
all details and particulars concerning the war and
the condition of the army are eliminated, except in
reference to an Italian victory. The bourgeois press
speaks only of the victories of the Italian army
and the “treachery” of the Arabians, as if the Ital-
1an army were a victim and not an aggressor.

“In addition to the usual sufferings accompanying
a war,” writes t¥ - Avanti correspondent, “we have
to contend with the cholera, the inundations in the
ramny season and the censor.” :

Still, in spite of the censor, in spite of all the lies
and exaggerations of the bourgeois press some part
of the truth filters through, and it is more to be
appreciated since it comes from a most authentis
source: the letters of the Italian soldiers to their
fathers and their mothers.

“What a dreadful thing is war,” writes one. “I

(Continued om page nine.)
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IG CHANGE By Eugene Wood

Author of “Folks Back Home,” The Cop on the Corner,” elc.

CHAPTER XXXII.

HE last half of the eighteenth century and

the first half of the nineteenth century, in-

disputably the period of the capitalist phi-

losophy, has for its characteristic, the Game
of Talk. The big-bugs of that period were between
the old-time landed aristocrats on the one hand,
and the greasy mechanics on the other. To get
things done the low trash had to be jollied along
because if the working people won’t work, why,
where are you? At the same time it was necessary
to get on the good side of the highly respectable
gentry who looked upon manufacturers, and trades-
people, and money-lenders as upstarts, beggars on
horseback and riding to the devil at a 2.40 clip.

And so every line originating in that period is
thoroughly insincere and not at all to be tzken at
its face value. What brought about the Big Change
which followed this period was that the working
class method of thought began to come in. The
theory that things were ordained to be thus and so
ran up a blind alley and could get no farther. The
theory that things are :« they are by the laws of
nature ran up a blind alley and could get no farther
for both theories forbid change, and that’s what
life is, change.

But the working-class theory does not, for ex-
ample, consider that a field is plowed right because
the lord of the manor said: “John, I want you
to plow that field;” it does not consider that the
plow, the team, and John constitute the Cause, and
the plowed ficld the Effect; it does consider that
there is a Process, a combination of a lot of things,
the proper amount of moisture in the soil, the set
of the plow-share, the turning of the furrow just
so, the handling of the team just so— The work-
ing-class mind considers that if there is a certain
Process gone through there is a certain result,
which has nothing to do with what the lord of the
manor ordained, and of which Cause and Effect
are, so to speak, merely the front and the rear
elevation. Or, to vary the illustration, one end of
the rope is Cause and the other end is Effect, but
the rope itself is Process.

When this workman’s mind considered, let us say,
the Origin of Species, it did not inquire whether
God had ordained that the tiger should be striped
and the leopard spotted, as: “Let there be stripes,”
and there were stripes, and “Let there be spots”
and there were spots. It did not inquire whether

there were striped tigers and spotted leopards by
reason of the classification of these animals; it
asked: “How came the tiger to be striped and the
leopard spotted? What was the Process?” If a
tiger that lurks in the tall reeds be striped it can
hide better; if the leopard that lurks in among the
leafy branches be spotted it can hide better among
the leaves; if they can hide until the prey is within

reach they can have enough to eat; they stand a

better chance to survive than the more conspicuocus
of their kind; they live and reproduce while the
conspicuous are killed off.

And this workman’s philosophy which inquires
always into the Process, without seeking to know
the will of God, without seeking even to establish
fixed and unvarying laws of Nature, is what has
made the last fifty years so far ahead of any 5,000
years before. This workman’'s philosophy gets a
real hand hold on the world and slews it around
for the benefit of mankind. It is an earnest and a
forecast of what will come when the workman’s
mind has full swing in all directions.

This philosophy has always existed, but the big-
bugs of Feudalism would not allow it and burned
the man alive that talked it. The big-bugs of Capi-
talism had to allow it to some extent; if the man
could talk it so as not to offend the ancient aristo-
crats well and good, otherwise he starved to death.
He might show how languages, for instance, de-
velop from one to the other until kinship of speech
is seen to exist from Ireland to India, but he mustn’t
say anything against the doctrine that Hebrew is the
original of all tongues, the one in which the Lord
God and Adam conversed during the cool of the
day. He might study the stratified rocks, but he
mustn’t say that the world is older than the almanac
year plus 4,004 years or he must make the geo-
logical eras coincide with the Six Days of Creation.
(They mightn't be days, understand; they might be
millions of years; only you call ’em days, see? The
truth is not to be spoken at all times; hardly any
of the time, in fact.)

But however double-tongued thée philosophy of
the Capitalist period might be in other fields of in-
quiry, it was in Political Economy that it was
crookeder than a dog’s hind leg. Here was what
it had to do:

On the one side were those who held Land by
the grace of God. The fiction of the ownership of
Land enabled them to cadge their living and f{o sub-

sist in idleness by enforced “hand-outs” of pro-
visions and such from those who tilled the Land.
These highly reoutable dead-beats considered money-
lending to be just as little more “onry” than lousi-
ness; to take usury was a mortal sin while the
other thing was a specialty of saints like Thomas
a Becket. A grosser, or as we speli it nowadays
“grocer,” one who engrossed and bought cheap at
wholesale to sell dear at retail was on the social
level of a “nigger” in Alabama. That's hard to
stand, and so the newly rich money-lenders, and
merchants, and manufacturers thought very highly
of a scientific person who could prove that it was
just as reputable to bum a living off the worker
by Capital as by Land.

The old Tories were very huffy about this con-
founded talk of “liberty” that upset people’s minds
and made them discontented with their lot, and
surly as to tipping their hat to the Souirs, If the
Tories hadn’t been so thick-headed .y nature, it
would have been possible for the founders of the
Science of Political Economy to whisper to them
confidentially: “This liberty guff is what we say
to them, but look what we do to them.” The game
of Talk wus new to both Tories and working peo-
ple; it was an old story to the capitalists. Only ex-
perience could demonstrate that if Landlord Solo-
mon had chastised with whips, Capitalist Rehoboam
chastised with scorpions.

When you have an easy-going farmer with a
slack method of agriculture if ynu raise the rent on
him he will scuffle around and try to raise more
crops. And then you can raise the rent again and
so on till he gets only a bare living. But the limit
is soon reached. If a living is all he’ll ever get he'll
not improve his method. But apply the steam en-
giiie and machinery to hand processes that call for
strength and skill. The steam engine lives cheaply
on coal and water and never gets tired; the ma-
chinery is automatically incapable of making a mis-
take, and a child that has neither muscle nor arti-
sanship can do better than the ruggedest and smart-
est hand worker. Thus there is an endless possi-
bility of ever-increasing income without doing a
hand’s turn. It was the most natural thing in the
world that a Political Economy would be invented
to excuse it.

Then you had to fix it so as to cheer and encour-
age the working people. But that'll have to stand
over till next week.

The War in Tripoli and Italian Proletariat
(Continued from page eight.)

had always thought of it with horror, and now when
I see it and take part in it, I find it much more
horrible and execrable than T had ever imagined. If
you couid only see, dear mother, what dreadful
sights; peogle killed like dogs; the soldiers no longer
human, but like wild beasts, so merciless are -they
in the fight. They no longer fight in defense of
their own lives, but compete with each othar to kill
as many as possible.

“As for myself T have as yet committed no crime.
I had to shoot, but T eadeavored not to kill. In
doing so I thought of you, dear mother: in those
dreadful moments T imagined how deep your sorrow
would be if I should not come home, and T could
not cause such grief to 2 Turkish or Arabian mother
who loves her sons as you do yours. If you could
only see how this unhappy penple, when a fight is
ﬁ"‘?hed, look among the dead and the wounded for
their dear ones. . . .

“Ou! soldiers are very courageous, bt there ‘s no
enthusiasm. . . . To tell the truth the only thing
we can do here is—to die—life here is horrible,
unbearable; during the day the sun burn: us or the
rain pours down upon us, and in the night the wind
storms cover us and shut our eyes with sand. We

-

are surrounded by sand, with nothing but sand.”

“Dear parents,” writes another, “I am here in
the fight since the 22d and am not yet wounded.
A great many of my comrades are wounded nr dead,
but T hope to escape the bullets.

“There are so many dead among the Turks, that
it would be quite impossible to count them; we
walk on their dead bodies. Of the Arabs we have
killed about 20,000. Because of the dreadful smell
of the dead bodies, cholera has broken out. I hope
the war will soon be over. I am very tired. Since
more than a month I have not changed my linen.
We sleep in the open just a few minutes at a time,
when we are awakened by the shells from the
enemy’s guns and cannon flying over our heads. . . ”

These letters are characteristic and valuable be-
cause they are not written for publication—they show
what the soldiers see and feel and what with them
and through them feel the proletariat whose sons
and brothers they are. There are other letters.
Those from the wounded who suffer and curse the
war. And those unwritten letters from the qcad.

As always the capitalist class is attempting to

* place the whole burden of the war on the working

people. Besides the immediate expenses of the war,
subscription lists for the woundsd and the farm!tes
of the dead are circulated in the great factories,
and the workingmen are obliged to contribute. Some
of them refused to do so, and a trade union of

Crespellano (near Bologna) passed the following
resolution :

The trade unions of Crespellano, convinced that
thc mad enterprise in which the Italian government
has precipitated the nation is not a misfortune due
to the blind power of nature /(if it were so the
working people wou'ld have brought its solidarity to
the aid of the victims), but to the will uf a predomi-
nating minority for its own interests, notwithstand-
ing the sacrifices that it would entail to the majority,

Protest against this policy which has caused the
sterile and burning sands of the African desert to
be soaked with the blood of the Italian people, sons
of the proletarian class whose interests and ideals
are opposed to any war and

Unite their protest with that of the International
Socialist Bureau against this bloody enterprise that
has already cost so many precious lives and will cost
still more sacrifice and

Decide to join no commitice for the collection
of money for the wounded, not wishing to cover
their contribution of grief with the hypocritical be-
havior of the bourgeois who disguise their execrs-
ble politics with an appearance of hnman solidarity
and charity.”

Such resolutions show once again that the class
conscious #1d organized laborer of Italy is the only
class that seriously opposes the war and has no
responsibility in the brutal and savage ehavior of
the government.
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$550.00 For Solving This Mystery

The Twelfth Installment of the Coming Nation’s Great Mystery Story—Read
the Rules Governing the Contest and Then Read the Story

. the persons from whom the CoMiNG NATION
reclelve'fo by mlrll, and not otherwise, the best lolu’;
tions of the mystery in “The Shadow Under the Roof,
the foilowing prizes will be given:

o 050
For the best solutlon .......ccecvcvnenceces.$2
Three next best solutions, $50 eachi............ 150
Five next best solutions, $10 each............ 50
Ten next best solutions, $5 each........c.0v0n. 50
Fifty next best solutions, one yearly sub card each 50

A total of sixty-nine prizes amounting to....$350

Any reader, whether a subscriber or not, may
oo%pete and win 'prlzu‘.‘l but only one solution may be
by any one reader.
mg%g lasz installment but one of “The Shadow
Unpder the Roof” will be printed in the COMING NA-
710N dated February 10, 1912. An Interval of two
weeks will be allowed for the receipt of solutions,
and the final installment will be published In the
{ssue of March 2, 1912. The latest moment at which
solutions will be recelved and considered will be 6
o'clock p. m., February 23, 1912.
4. All solutions must be sent my mall aud in no

tor, the COMING NATION, Girard, Kansas.”

5. ‘The prizes will be awarded according to the
conditions and rules 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

RULES AND PRIZES

- good story, and would try to win the prizes

other way, plainly addressed to “Mystery Story Edl- -

8. The solutlons sre to be written in the English
language, briefly and simply, stating clearly as many
facts and detalls as are necessary to make up the
“best solution of the mystery.”

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

8. Empluyes of the ComMiNG NATION fnd the Ap-
peal to Reasonm 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

that are offered for the best solution.
If every reader of the Comine Narion will
hand his paper to a friend and call Lis attention

to this story, thne 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.

vid Robley, a young man, head of the Robley-Ford
Brz Co., is ’toun dead In an uncsed room, the top
ficor of his factory. He has been brought to his death in
¢ mysterions manner, bound fast to his office chair, No
wounds are found on his . David Robley's sister, Helen
Robley, Robley’s partner, Willlam Ford, John Frisbie and
Richard Horton, employes at the factory and Charley
Hinton & detective connected with Ford, are the principals
immediately connected with the tragedy. Horton and
Frisbie pursue an lnvutlptlon and discover certain facts
con David Robley’s lst life. Robley's death re-

mystery to the ce.
mﬂ"t::d,‘wh?ha been tm?:lng money of the company to
his own pu lans with Hinton to involve FKrisbie
as the muﬁg:::.' Pl'bey are oveheard by Ford's com-
on, a wmysterious woman who communicates with
fe. He discovers her to be a former friend who
has Low become Ford’s mistress.
A letter Is found in Robley’s room from s girl, who,
wmm b{ l’lobeldu‘ mc(.unmll ltted suicide. Hinton discovers
sble lov rl.
thgreeedlni lnltlllmenti of the story will be supplied to
new su bers.

CHAPTER XIII

OLLIE JESSUP went to the nearest
drug store and consulted a city direc-
tory, by which means she procured the
exact address of the Robley residence.
The name DAVID ROBLEY stared up
at her in letters that i emed magni-
’ fied, recalling all she had read of the
mysterious tragedy, and a feeling of exultation
came over her—mingling with her anger—at the
;hought that with her lay the power to play an
important part in the drama centering abcut that
grim secret of the darkened attic. A

Finding it was not far away, she walked the dis-
tance to Helen Robley’s home, and when she reached
there her anger against Frisbie had not cooled in
the least and her purpose was unchanged. I[ndeed,
the appearance of the fine old residence, with its
air of solid luxury, served further to embitter her,
because it stood for the wealth that Frisbie, the
schemer, was maneuvering to possess, but which—
she vowed to herself—he never would.

A maid, in response to her request to see the
mistress of the mansion, answered:

“Miss Robley is not receiving just now”—but she
added, the excitement in the visitor's eyes,
“uniess it is something very important.”

“It is very important. Tell your mistrcss that a
woman has called to tell her something about the
letter that was written to Mr. Robley.”
 The maid disappeared and returned presently to
admit Molie Jessup and show her up the stairway

to the library.

Helen Robley stood by the table, her body d.awn
up straight. The two women confronted each other
in silence fo- 2 few tense seconds.

“Are you—" began Miss Robley.

“No, I am not that girl. She is dead, but I can
tell you all you want to know—more than you want
to know—about her and about your brother.”

“First tell me who you are.”

“My name is Mollie Jessup. Years ago, when I
was a young girl, Jchn Frisbie and I were sweet-
hearts, and now”—her voice sank—“I live in the
same house with William Ford.”

“And what has caused you to pay this visit to me?”

“The desire to prevent a very great wrong.”

“Sit down and tell me about it.”

Miss Robley, puzzled by this strange visitation,
and not knowing what to make of her caller, treated
Mollie Jessup in the way that well-bred people
have in such circumstances.

“I have come to warn you against the man who
killed your brother,” began Mollie Jessup, “to ex-
pose him and prevent him from doing the horrible
thing” he intends—marry the sister of the man he
slew.

“Indeed ?”

Miss Robley smiled slightly, for she recognized
in the background the plot against Frisbie, and her
mind was already at rest on that score.

“You will not smile,” said the visitor, “when I
tell you that the name of the man who killed your
brother is John Frisbie.” '

But Miss Robley di¢ smile, a perfectly self-pos-
sessed and reassuring smile.

“This is an old story to me,” she said. “I thank
you for coming to tell me, but I have known for
nearly a week that Mr. Ford and Mr. Hinton have
beel:l gathering what is intended to be evidence
against Mr. Frisbie. But he is innocent and will
have all the support I can give him if they make
trouble for him.” '

“But Mr. Frisbie did kill your brother.”

“I do not like to discuss this with one whom I
do not know. But Mr. Frisbie did not take money
from the Robley-Ford Company and my brother
acver accused him of it”

.“That_ is not why he killed your brother. lie
killed iim because he wronged a girl named Rose
Fletghcr. Ycu yourself saw the letter she wrote.”

Miss Robley smiled again, but it was a smile in

which there was more «
R ¢ of suppressed anger than

“So Mr. Ford and Mr. Hinton are trying that
now,” she said.

“All they have done was to find out the facts.
You don’t want to believe me, but you’ll have to.
The girl went to St. Louis and killed herself. John
Frisbie got a letter from her—the detective has it
now—and he went there and brought back the body.
He buried her in Waldheim Cemetery, where you
can see her grave. He used his own name in
engaging the undertaker and in buying the ceme-
tery lot, and he had a stone cut to put over her.
And with his own tongue he told me about the girl.”

Miss Robley was on her feet.

“You are telling the truth to me?”

It was half an entreaty, half a question.

“Why should I lie to you? You can find out for
yourself everything I have told you.”

“Oh, why could I not have known this—why
could I not have known!”

The young woman sank back in her chair.

“Who could have told you until now, except he,
and it is not likely he would do so, since he was
scheming to marry you and gain a fortune.”

“You are wrong in that—it is unjust to him. [le
was not trying to do that It was all my fault.
He called on me only when [ urged it, and he
never had a thought that went bevond mere iriend-
ship—I could swear it. Oh, God, I understand it
all now.”

“He does not want to marry you?” cried Mollie
Jessup.

“I could swear it.”

“Then, Oh, God, what a fool I've been!”

A startling change came over the visitor’s de-
meanor.

“I have betrayed the noblest man alive,” she cried,
“and what shall I do? Too late—too late! I am
not fit to live. Oh, John, John, can you forgive
me—can you forgive me! I will die for you if you
will forgive me. Forgive—forgive!”

During this hysterical outburst the woman held
her clenched hands to her cheeks. At the end of
it she collapsed in a chair that stood by the table
and leaned over in a heap, her head against the
cloth, sobbing. ,

At this moment John Frisbie himself appeared in
the doorway. He had been admitted by the maid,
who had taken his visit for granted and directed
him to the library.

“I—I beg your pardon,” he szid, in bewilderment.

On hearing his voice, Mollie Jessup arose to her
feet, stood staring at him for several seconds, then
rushed forward and fell in front of him, taling his
hands in hers.

“John, John,” she cried piteously, “I have been
false, I have been wicked. Forgive me—foryive
me—or Lill me if you like. I have told everything
to Miss Robley. Oh, pity me, pity me!”

“What does this mean?” cried the chemist to Miss
Robley, though he knew very well the meaning
of it.

“She has told you,” was the young woman's an-
swer.

“Yes, yes, I mean what I say,” resumed Mollie
Jessup. “I told her that you killed her brother,
but T wes led to do it because I thought you were
trying to marry her to get her money. 1 know
better now.”

; The chemist, his brows drawn, raised her to her
eet.

“Mollie, how could you do it?” he said.
have made a horrible n.istake.”

“I know—forgive me, forgive me!”

“That is easy to do, but—" he looked at Miss
Robley and saw the undisguised aversion in her
countenance, then added, “it may be very hard to
heal the hurt that you have caused.”
. “Mr. Frisbie”—it was Miss Robley who spoke—"it
1s not possible to change things as they are, bu: !
shgll not judge you and I shall make no move to
bring you to judgment. Cnly, I must never look
upon you again.”

The young man drew nearer and placed his hard
on the table. She took a step backward.

“Miss I_{oblcy,” he said, “circumstances look very
dark against me. I know it. They look so very

“You



pad that I fear they would convince almost any
fair-minded person that I killed your brother. It
is true I am the man who brpuglgt tl'xat‘ gir's body
back from St. Louis and buried it; it is true that
your brother’s crime drove her to her death; and
it is true that, when I returned, there was mur:ier
in my heart, and if I had known he were the guilty
man 1 probably would have killed him if I could.
But I swear to you by all that T hold sacred, by my
mother’s memory, by Truth itself and by the eternal
God, if there be one, that I did not take your
brother’s life. I did not know it was he until T
saw the letter we found in his rcom. I swear this
to you, though I can hardly hope you will believe it.”

While he spoke he looked her straight iin thie eyes,
:and his voice had the ring of truth in it. There
:are some persons whom it is impossible to doubt
while they speak, and Frisbie was of this kind.
‘Mollie Jessup, standing at one side, said, partly to
lherself:

“My God, what can it all mean?”

“I need time to think,” said Miss Robley, slowly.
“T believe you are telling re the truth, though I
may not tomorrow. But I give you my word that,
no matter whether I shall hold you guilty or inno-
cent, I shall never raise my hand against you. I
came to that decision before you were in the least
involved, and I shall not change it now.”

“Believe him, Miss Robley, for I know he is tell-
ing the truth.”

The young woman turned quickly to Mollie Jessup
and regarded her searchingly. She was satisfied,
for the woman before her, creature of impulse that
she was, reflected her sincerity in her countenance
—her deep sincerity in her new belief in Frisbie’s
innocence. She did not reason, she merely felt
things.

“Mollie, you, too, believe in me now?”

There was joy in Frisbie's voice. But it was Miss
Robley who replied.

“Mr. Frisbie,” said she, “I cannot think that you
are guilty. Nevertheless, my brother met his death
because of the wrong he committed against this
girl. T seem to know this—I cannot get rid of the
feeling. T think it is best for us not to see each
other until my mind becomes settled.” '

“Tt is best for you not to come here at all” in-
terposed Mollie Jessup, with a trace of alarm in her
voice. “The house is being watched. or Mr. Fris-
bie is being followed, so that Mr. Ford knows of
every visit. Tt was safe when T came because the
detective was busy with Mr. Ford. Let us not stay
any longer.”

“We will go immediately,” said Frisbie, intending
to please both women at once.

“No, T must go first” said Mollie Jessup. “We
must not be seen together. An hour ago I did not
care what happened, but now I will stay near him
in order to help you. You will hear from me—if
not one way, then another.”

Without a word of farewell, she hurried out of
the room, and a moment later the front door closed
behind her. Frishie and Miss Robley were left
alone.

“You can help greatly to set my mind at rest,”
said she, “by telling me everything concerning this
girl whom my brother wronged.”

“I cannot. She put her faith in me while dying,
and to tell you even her name would be to prove
false to that trust. I loved her, and T would rather
die first.”

“Then T shall keep on feeling that, somehow,
my brother’s fate was connected with hers. T can-
not help it.” :

She accompanied him down stairs and bade him
farewell at the door, as if nothing unusual had
happened.

Half way up the stairs ove of those thoughts
struck her which come unbidden in the human mind
and which by their suddenness and applicability to
the business in hand startle ys and cause us to stop
short and begin all over again.

The thought that came to Miss Robley vas this:
Why was it that Frisbie, of all others about the
factory, had thought to search for her brother’s
‘body in the remote and almost inaccessible garret,
up under the roof?

She ascended the rest of the stairs more slowly
than before, and entered the library with an ab-
stracted air. - While her faith in Frishie was not
shattered, this new thought that came to her on the
stairway caused her to sit for hours revolving in
her mind the perplexities that confronted her.

When Frisbie had proceeded less than a block
from the Robley mansion, he was hailed from an
automobile that stood at the curb. \

“You here?” exclaimed the chemist, in sheer as-
tonishment as he recognized Horton.

“Yes, I have been waiiing for you.”

“But how did you know where I was?”

“It was my business to know where you were,”

said the superintendent, coldly, “especially when
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you so far forgot yourself as to go where you
should not.”

“I have never done that.”

Horton fixed that steady, inexorable gaze on his
friend which so many people fouad uncomfortable.

“Remember—" .

“I have never ceased to remember, and I never
will. You shall never have anything to reproach me
with, and you ought to know that. What has hap-
pen-1?”

“. omething very serious. I drove through Wald-
hei: 1 Cemtetery this afternoon and would have
stopped at her grave but for the fact that I saw
someone we both know keeping watch over it—the
detective, Hinton. T knew him at a distance and so
maneuvered that he never saw me. He kept his
post until late in the afternoon. We are face to
face with a real danger at last, my boy, for this
proves they have found out about her.”

He spoke the last phrase very tenderly, and his .

voice fell.

“So he kept watch over the grave,” said Frisbie,
half musingly, falling in with the other’s mood.

“It being Sunday afternoon,” resumed Horton,
“he calculated that then, if ever, the grave would
have visitors. How much of the truth he knows

John Frisbie himself appeared

we can only surmise, but he is undoubtedly aware
of the part you have played, else he wouldn’t know
of the grave, and he must be in ignorance as to the
rest or he would not find it necessary to keep watch
over the spot.”

“Yes, he knows abont me, but that is all he does
know—and while breath stays in my body that is
all he ever will know.”

Frisbie then proceeded to relate, in full, the events
of both the afternoon and evening, to which Horton
listened without interruption, except now and then
to shake his head at the import of the chemist’s
story. Frishie did not try, this time, to shield the
identity of Mollie Jessup—feeling that matters had
gone too far for that—but entered into every detail
of the situation. When he had concluded, Horton
said:

“We are not dealing with normal h:man beings
Both Ford and the woman are virtually insane.
For that reason there is no telling what course
events will take. We are at a disadvantage at every
turn, therefore, we must leave nothing undone.”

“What can we do?”

“Tump into the machine and T will take you home
with me. Tt is not safe to stay here any longer.”
All during Frishie’'s story he had been furtively
watching the street.

“But is it safe for us to go together to your home,
now that they are watching every move I make?”

“They are not watching you now—I satisfied my-
self of that—and so far I have not appeared in
their calculations, therefore, it is safe for you to
come. You can take the street car home.”

Frisbie climbed into the automnbile.

(To be continued.)

The Nation That is Coming

(Continued from page four.)

ginning the Internationai Bukers and Confect.ion.ary
worke.s have stood for cleanliness and sanitation.
One of their strong weapons in time of strike has
been phctographs and vivid descriptions of the non-
union cellar bakeries.

Then came the trust. It took advantage of the
educational work of the nnion and prepared to sup-
ply the demand created for clean brzad and for
healthful conditions for its workers. ;

At the same time it refused to employ union men,

-~
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but used children instead. Here we have a fore-
cast of what the bakery of the future will be on its
mechanical side.

The Socialists would, of course, see that the in-
creased value of the products went into the hands
of the bakers instead of the class of idle owners.

Abolishing the Sweatshep

Another trade which it long seemed evolution had
passed by is now being transformed. This is the
garment trade. :

Until within the last three or four years the manu-
facture of garments at once suggested the sweat shop
and the sweat shop was the synonym for the lowest
depths of exploitation and oppressive conditions
for labor.

Then came the great garment strike of 1910 in
New York and later in Chicago.

One of the things that came out of this was a
revolution in the shop. The tenement work shop is
now almost abolished. Instead has come the great
loft, which, to be sure, private property still trans-
forms into a fire trap. The Triangle horror is too
close at hand to permit this fact to be forgotten.

Light, air and general working conditions in this
whole industry have been transformed. The union
has from the beginning directed its attacks almost
as much upon the sanitary conditions in the shop
as upon the question of hours and wages, and, as a
result, the manufacture of clothing has been, almost
within a single year, lifted from one of the most
hideous of trades to one as healthful as the aver-
age under capitalism. :

These illustrations could be continued almost in-
definitely. They would lead up to stories of the
“Garden Cities” of England and the “Model Fac-
tories” that have been built by thousands of em-
ployers.

Everywhere the cagpitalist is being driven by the
revolt of the workers {0 adopt measmcs that pre-
pare the factory for the day when the workers shall
enter into it as masters. They are not doing this
willingly 2ny more than they are willingly competing
one another to death or are educating the workers to
resistance and revolution at a thousand different
points.

The Superstition of Faithful Service

(Continued from page six.)
grasp a light-handle. His eyes glittered upward
as he searched his son’s face. ' .

“What are ye talkin’ about?” he grumbled, catch-
ing up the light and standing on the defensive.

“T read your letter to me, dad,” said Herb. “And
dad—dad—" He choked and bent down to pick up
the remaining light.

Neal seemed to be too utterly confounded to have
any opinions on the suhject. “Did, eh?” he mut-
tered blankly.

“Yes,” said Herb; “and I'm glad T did, too!” He
straightened up pugnaciously; an observer might
have suspected a fierce quarrel.

“T guess,” said Herb, “you won’t mind if T put
up with you tonight—wil! you, dad?”

“Nope,” said Neal. He dazedly adjusted the lizht
on his arm and started down the track. Herb, car-
rying the remaining light, stepped to his side. Ex-
cept for the crunching of the cinder roadbed be-
neath their feet, they walked for perhaps a hun-

-dred yards in perfect silence.

Neal suddenly emitted a queer sort of chuckle.
“Seems awful funny to see you workin’, Herb,” he
remarked, “’thout bein’ made to!”

Herb turned his face up toward the sky and
laughed outright. “I guess I've improved some
along that line,” he said. “And now I'm goin’ to
try to corrupt you! I'm goin’ to try to make you
loaf!”

“Too old,” demurred the old man, with a strange
seriousness, “ain’t I, Herb? Been a fool about
workin’ most too long, eh?” ‘

“But a trip. now to New York?” suygested Herb.

Neal considered the matter. “And, maybe, say,
to London?” he ventured, almost tremulously.

“Around the whole darned world!” cried Herb.

“Maybhe,” admitted Neal; and ground his cane
among the cinders in his vast content.

I have now, sir, in discharge of thz duty T owe
to this house, given such information as hath occur-
red to .me, which I consider most material for them
to know; and you will easily perceive from this de-
tail that a great portion of that time, which ought
to have been devoted calmly and impartizily <o
consider what alterations in our federal govern-
ment would be most likely to procure and preserve
the hapniness of the union, was employed in' a
violent struggle on the one side to obtain all power
and dominion in their ov'n hands, and on the other
to prevent it; and that the uggrandizement of par-
ticular states and gparticular individuals appears to
have been much more the object sought afi+r than
the welfare of our country~—Luther Mortir,
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The bound volume containing the
issues of the Coming Namon for las
year up to No. 52, went to A. Perriot
this week for seven subscriptions.

This 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.
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and Burt Hammers, twelve each.

Trank Furlan, eight subscribers.

John G. Martin, eight subscribers.

D. A. Young, thirteen subscribers.

A. Perriot, seven subscribers.

What Happened in Los Angeits

Somebody got hit in Los Angeles on
December 5th. At first all the capital-
ist press were unanimous that it was
Socialism that was defeated.

The Ottawa (Kan.) Herald heads its
editorial, “It Hit Socialism,” and says
that “Socialism was undoubtedly mak-
ing great strides in this country before
the Los Angeles incident. Whether it
will slacken enough to be permanently
stopped is a question.”

Ic is also a question when an old
party country editor will begin to show
signs of intelligence, and this editorial
would seem to indicate that the time is
far distant.

he Cleveland (Ohio) Leader in its
editorial, “The Socialist Rout at Los
Angeles,” declares that “it is nonsense
to say that the confession of the Mc-
Namaras was the cause of the utte:
rout of the Socialists in the municipal
election in Los Angeles.”

.The Milwaukee Free Press is very
sure that “The political tide in tire Cali-
fornia city was running decidedly pro-
socialistic prior to the confession of the
dynamiters,” and it denounces Mayor
Seidel for insinuating that the McNa-
mara :.ase was not the cause of the elec-
tion of Alexander.

The Billings (Mont.) Times editori-
ally bewails the “Sad blow to Social-
‘ism” in thesec words:

“The result of the McNamara trial
didn’t do a thing to the aspirations of
the Los Angeles Socialist party Tues-
day. Job Harriman, the candidate of
the Socialists for Mayor of that city,
was buried under an avalanche of votes
that totaled two to one ir favor of the
re-election of Mayor Alexander. Harri-
men, who was one of the McNamarz
attorneys, and his entire ticket were
masbed iato unrecognizable shape as a
result of his grasp for fame in that
trial. The McNamara cases will fur-
nish campaign thunder for the Demo-
crats and Republican parties for the
next five years.”

The Mihvaukee Journal doesn’t agree
with the Free Press. It insists that
while “The McNamara case no doubt
was a factor in the result,” yet “On
the other hand, the direct issue of So-
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Exposure the Real Crime

BY A. M. SIMONS

ERE are some facts so big and plain and simple as to be
incomprehensible. If some of these facts were commonly
known the social revolution would come about five years
earlier than it is scheduled—which means that it would
i happen mighty soon. Here is a story that few people will
believe save Socialists. That is, few others will believe it now.
In a year or two it will be general knowledge. Then the things it
relates will be denounced as a “terrible outrage.”

There is a Federa! penitentiary at *.eavenworth, Kan. For
several years this institution had been a center of corruption.

Please bear in mind that no one.denies this fact, or any of the
others I am going to relate. Sometime I may discuss the disputed
points. Now I am only going to tell those that are agreed upon by
all who know anything about the subject.

The Leavenworth penitentiary had, for some time, been a
place where the most indescribabi: crimes were committed by and
with the consent and co-operation of the officials who were sup-
posed to be engaged in reforming the poor devils who had been
sent to that institution. Complaint wvas made about these condi-
tions to the general officials at Washington. It was made several
times. It was the duty of these Washington officials to listen to
and investigate such complaints and to stop the hideous practices
that were debauching and demoralizing the inmates of this in-
stitution.

When complaint was made to those “higher up” an investiga-
tion was ordered. Twice such investigations establiched the truth of
the charges. FEach time the complaining witnessrs were punished,
either by discharge or victimization. ‘A guard who told what he
had seen was discharged. Prisoners who protested and testified
before the investigating committee were treated with greater feroc-
ity. Those guilty of the crimes were left in full possession of the
power to commit further outrages.

T hope I have made it plain that all methods of correcting these
abuses and saving the minds and bodies of the helpless inmates
at Leavenworth had been tried without publicity. It had been
thoroughly demonstrated that without publicity the evils could not
be changed.

Then the Appeal to Reason tried publicity. Tt printed affi-
davits describing the abuses practiced by the officials who had
charge of this institution. Although every effort was made to
make the language of these affidavits unobjectionable, yet, since
the thing described was in itself hideous, the description did not
make pleasant reading. However, nothing was published that would
compare in suggestive salaciousness with the reports of the Thaw
trial, or the regular stories of the divorce courts and the amuse-
ments of the Newport set.

Where other methods had failed publicity won. The same
affidavits that when quietly sent to Washington brought only per-
secution to the senders and protection to the guilty, now compelled
a genuine investigation that established the truth of the charges
and compelled the “resignation” of the guilty official.

Judged by any standard of social morals, save that of the de-
generate officials of the Leavenworth penitentiary and their accom-
plices “higher up” the publication of these affidavits was a highly
praiseworthy act. It secured protection to hundreds of helpless
prisoners from the demoralizing practices of a disgusting degen-
erate. Surely the national government owed a debt of gratitude
to those who had assisted in wiping out this breeding place for
criminals.

Yet for having taken this method of publicity, when all other
methods had failed, J. A. Wayland, Fred D. Warren and C. L.
Phifer were indicted by the United States Grand Jury, aad are
now awaiting trial for sending obscene matter through the mail.

According to the statement of the District Attorney this prose-
cution was ordered directly from- Washington—presumably by
President Taft.

+These are the plain simple facts of the first chapter of a story
that grgmises to have many more and thrilling chapters before it
is ended.
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chief issue. It was really the only
issue.”

Then, just as this matter appears set-
tled the Denver News announces that
“It was not Socialism so much as it
was the popular protest against tyranny
afd injustice” that made up the Harri-
man following.

The San Diego Union consoles itself
with the statement that “There is also
not the slightest doubt but that no in-
considerable percentage of the Socialist
vote represented that portion of the
electors who have been dissatisfied with

cialism stood out boldly. It was the the Alexander administration. Had

Harriman not been a Socialist it is
more than probable that he would have
given Mayor Alexander a terrific fight
had he not been elected.” ’

The_: Omaha (Neb.) Bee is also sure
tha]: it was not a Socialist vote at all
anu says that “Not even the Socialists
themselves claimed that all the votes
cast for Harriman were registered by
members of the party” A most re-
raarkable discovery consideirng the iact

‘that the party membership in Los An-

geles is less than two thousand.
The Sam Fromcicco Chromicle an-

~acunces in its heud line that “Social-

ism had almost nothing to do with the
outcome” and assures us that “It is
safe to say that- there are not three
thousand male Socialists in Los An-
geles.

Then, just as it all seems settled along
this line the Philadelphis Record con-
cludes its editorial comment with the
observation that “If the 45000 who
voted against the latter (Alexander)
are not Socialists one is driven to the
conclusion that nearly one-third of the
voters of Los Angeles preferred to take
a chance with Socialism rather than
stand for “Good Government.”

It might be observed that there were
52,000 instead of 45,000 who voted for
Socialism in Los Angeles. But these
little facts should not be noticed per-
haps in capitalist editorials.

Down in Oklahoma City the Okla-
homan is certain that “When the bal-
loting was over a blow had been ad-
ministered to Socialism in Los Angeles
from which it will probably never re-
cover.”

Then, right after that we are con-
fronted with the St. Joseph (Mo.) Ga-
zette into whose editorial sanctum an
idea has crept all unwatched and has
conveyed to its editor the fact that
“Socialism is a growing and formida-
ble menace in Los Angeles today—just
as much so as it was conceded it would
be before the McNamara confession.”

Perhaps, after all, the Los Angeles
News, being right on the spot, has hit
the truth when it says with regard to
the “Alexander election,” that “Your
Uncle Alex is one of the luckiest men
who ever went into politics.”

T'hat settles it. Let’s call it luck and
let it go at that.

Here might be as good a place as any
to call attention to the falsehood of the
St. Louis Globe-Democrat, which has
the nerve to say with regard to Harri-
man that “He was one of the counsel
for the McNamaras and he learned of
their guilt as early as did Clarence
Darrow.” In view of the dispatches
which the Glob: Democrat and every
other paper received declaring that Har-
riman knew nothing of the matter this
statement takes the Ananias prize this
week.

Finally, the explanation which is more
common than all the others is the old
one that Adam gave when they caught
him in the Garden of Eden, “The woman
did it” This claim that the women
voted against the Socialists has hrought
support to the suffrage cause from
great many unexpected sources and
ones that will probably leave the cause
with as little excuse.

The.Socialists everywhere are unani-
mous in agreeing that the Los Angeles
election was a glorious victory and that
th.e only reason the Socialists didn't
win was because there were not enough
:Socvth'sts and that at the rate Social-
ism is increasing there will be enough
by another election.

New Bandle Rate

The Comrnc NAmon in bundles is
now the cheapest Socialist literature
that can be bought. Hitherto the price
has been 2)4 cents a copy in bundles;
now when ten or more of any one issue
are ordered and paid for in advance
they will cost only 1% cents each. As
these papers sell readily at five cents
each, and are then the biggest bargain
that can be offered. the ComING N-
T1o¥ is by all odds the most profitable
literature to be handled at Socialist
meetings or Lyceum lectures.

This extremely low rate has been
made on condition that orders are re-
ceived in sdvance of publication, and
that there is no return privilege. It is
seldom possible to supply any lack num-
bers, and is usually useless to ask for
them.
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T Pase for the Chiren -

Christmas

Now we all know that the celebrating
of the holiday and feast of Christmas is
not only a custom of the Christian re-
ligion, but it goes way, way back to
the oldest times.

People could always see that as the
days grew shorter and shorter, the cold
grew worse and worse, all of the grow-
ing things of the earth stopped bearing
fruit and either died or went to sleep,
even the wild animals kept themselves
back in caves and hiding places. And
the snow and icé came and covered the
earth and made living very hard for the
human race, .

Then all at once they saw that a day
came when the days started getting
longer and longer and the warmth of
the sun became a little greater each
day, until finally the snow and ice
melted, the winds became quite warm,
the green of the leaves began to appear,
the juices of the trees to run and all
the animals to come forth from their
hiding places and begin to mate.

You can imagine how glad this made
all of the people feel, who had to wait
often in want and suffering for the
coming of the spring.

So it is no wonder that they always
celebrated this turn of the winter with
feasting and ceremonies, many of which
we use today in our celebrations, such
as the decoration with holly and mistle-
toe and the giving of gifts and the
feasting. They made many stories to
account for this change which we can
have easily explained by almost any
of you children, and they worshipped
what they called the return of the young
sun god.

So this change means much to us too.
We should celebrate it and see in it the
symbol of a great change that is to
come in society, when the chains of an
unjust system are broken and the snow
and ice of poverty and suffering begin
to melt and the signs of plenty for all
begin to appear.

.Then let us have our own celebra-
tions everywhere with our own mean-
ing, with games and joys and gifts.

And here are a couple of games you
can play at your celebration. One is
called

The Christmas Ship

All the children sit around in 2 circle.
One says to the one sitting next him:

“The Christmas ship has come in.”

That one asks, “What did it bring
you?” '

“A Jumping-Jack,” says the first child,
l_)tg’l(nnmg to jump about like a jumping
jack.

The second child also begins io imi-
tate a jumping-jack at the same time
saying to the third:

“Tae Christmas Ship has come in.”

And to the question, “What did it

bf}}‘x you?” he answers.
_ "A roaring lion,” leaving off his jump-
'mg-jack antics and starting to roar.
His neighbor must :mitate and so it
goes on a_round the circle until you
have a train steaming, a snake gliding,
a2 cow mooing and so ou. This is a
great frolic.

Then you can quiet down by playing

Stocking Contest

F(_n_' this contest make as many small
stockings of ne. as there are children
to play. Then cut from magazines and
advertisements pictures of articles suit-
able for a Christmas stocking, such as
bOOkS.' games, toys. etc. Mount these
?rr; t-h;n cardboard and then cut into
rregular pieces for picture puzzles.
Place each puzzle separately in a small
red envelope or tissue paper, and fill
the m I - ‘- o’d % X ! r ‘o .
OVZPCB ready give each a stocking, the
m;:ctﬁmnm&m by put-

——
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other. A prize should be awarded to
the one who first solves all the picture

" puzzles, and this prize may be one of

the filled stockings .which are displayed
in the stores for twenty-five cents each.
The same contest may be¢ given for
older children by using anagrams in-
stead of the picture puzzles, and these
will be found less troublesome to pre-
pare. If desired Christmas boxes may
be used instead of the stockings. Place
the puzzles or anagrams in small boxes,
packing in with cotton as if fragile, and
tie up and mark the boxes as if they
had come by express or mail

Moving Day Witk the Ants

While most of the common ants pass
the winter stupid and half-benumbed,
there is one kind of ant that works in
winter as well as in summer. This
ant is called the harvester ant and since
it works in the winter it has to eat also.

The granaries of these ants are well
arranged and numerous; but now and
then, for some strange reason, the tribes
of these ants change quarters. Moving
days are preceded by days of reconnoi-
tering. The reconnoitering parties run
in double line between the opening of
the new ant-hill and the old dwelling-
places and granaries.

These two lines seem to march empty-
handed, doing nothing but survey the
rooms and the passages that connect
the rooms. For a time the proces.on
moves constantly; then it halts, and
often, no movement is seen for several
days. 1 wonder what they are discuss-
ing and planning during these days
of quiet.

When the double line forms in march-
ing order for the second time, every in-
dividual in one line is seen moving in
the same direction, bearing one kernel
of seed or grain; while every individual
in the opposite line is seen returning,
empty-handed. It is plain to see that
the ants are moving and changing their
household goods.

Days and nights are consumed in the
moving and then the old dwelling is
deserted for all time.

Ants are well known to have a won-
derful intelligence and although the rea-
son for their moving can very seldom
be knowa, you mzy be sure there is a
very good one, although not because
they cannot pay the rent, as often hap-
pens with human beings.

In one case that was observed, the
reason was very plain. The grain rooms
were found to be close to the bottom
of a ditch, and much too near the rumb-
ling of the heavy traffic along the high-
way.

James Whitcomb Riley

Everybody knows “Little Orphant
Annie” and “The O Swimmin’ Hole,”
or if not, then he or she soon will, for
the poems cf James Whitcom Riley are
the kind that come to us all sooner or
later and creep into our hearts, and stay
there, so we never forget them.

So it makes me very sad and v.;vill
make you sad when I tell you that Riley
has had a stroke of paralysis that makes
it impossible for him to write any more
and he thinks that it is impossible to
write poetry by dictating it.

It is said that Riley could write poems
before he could lisp. According to a
statement accredited to him he wrote
rhymes before he attained the knicker-
bocker age. '

All of the children in the neighbor-
Hood were exchanging valentines. The
parents of the youngster did not give
him pennies to spend, but he was not
handicapped by this drawback, but copied
the valentines bought by the other chil-
dren, except fiat he made faces like
the persons to whom he intended send-
ing the valentines. After he had fin-

is.hed the pictures he wrote rhymes of
his own. From that time Riley con-
tinued to write and would recite his
own verses. He was afraid that his
liearers would not like the verses if they
knew he wrote them and would say he
had found them in some old book or
paper. Whenever one made a hit he
would save it and work it over.

He kept up his talent for drawing by
painting signs on drug store windows
to see a crowc collect. This led to a
job'with a patent medicine concern. His
duties were to draw pictures on a black-
board in the street to attract the crowd.

As a further amusement for the on-
lookers the medicine people would play
off Riley as a blind sign painter. Riley
had protruding eyes .and would write
off the medicine man’s ware on the
blackboard, meanwhile maintaining a
blank stare that convinced the crowd
of his blindness. He also made tours
uof the country, decorating the fences
and barnsides with messages.

ilere are a few stanzas from one of
his jolly poems:

- Old Man’s Nursery Rhyme
L

In the jolly winters
Of the long-ago,

It was not so cold as now—
0! No! No!

Then, as I remember,
Snowballs to eat

Were as good as apples nozw.
And every bit as sweet!

1L
In the jolly winters
Of the dead-and-gone,
Bub was warm as summer,
With his red mitls on—
Just in his little waist-
And-pants all together,
Who ever heard him grow!
About cold weather?

V.
Nights by the zitchen-stove,
Sheiits’ white and red
Corn in the skillet, and
Sleepin’ four abed!
Ah! the jolly winters
Of the long-ago!
We were not as old as now—
O! No! No!
—James Whitcomb Riley.

“Is ’e Comin’ Ternight?”’

Hit's de las’ thing I heah when I tu'n
out de light:

“Is he comin’ ternight, Mummy? Com-
in’ ternight?

En de good Lawd knows, dough I ses
“Not yit,”

Dey's a-astin’ me still what dey gwine
ter git.

En I projec’ and plan, an’ I skimp aw’
squeecse,

En I hurries apas’ all de winders I sees,

'Case de chilluns espec’s dat he’ll briag
‘em a loi—

En dey think he's de same dat de white
folks got.

Is he comiw’ ternight, Mammy? Comin’
ternight?”

Lawd, I wisht in mah sou!l dat e would
en he might!

I wisht in mah soul dat he'd come down
de flue

Lak T wuseter to believe dat he sholy
would do.

When de chilluns ondress en dey jump
into baid,

En I tuck up de quilt 'roun’ each po’
Il haid, .

Den I set down en wish en I wish lak
1 pray,

Dat he find out de pluce 'fo’ hit come
Christmas Day.

Why, de chilluns believes! Dey is s
 dat hit so, &
En dey countin’ on him lak a maox dat
dey know, o A Y
En dey talk of de things dat he sutien
to bring, A e Ao
*Twell day set up in bed and en dess
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En I tell ’em why sho good ol' Santy'll
come

Wid a doll en a sled en a railroad en
drum,

En dey drift off ter sleep wid a smile
on dey face—

En dey ain’ not a cent I kin spa’ in de
place! .

Hits de las’ thing I heah when I tw'n
out de light:

“Is he comin’ ternight, Mammy? Comin’
ternight ?”

En I laughs wid dem all when dey plan
wat dey do -

Wid de things dat he'll bring—en I say
hit’s all true!

En de white chillun up whan I's wukin’,
dey ’low

Dat ole Santy he'll come, en won’t miss
‘em nohow.

“Is he comin’ termyght?” Lawd, I wisht
hit 'ud be

Dat he'd come heah en fix up dis p’ob-

lem for me!
—S. E. Kiser.

The Peanat Man

BY MRS. ERROLL DUNBAR.
Written Especially for the Children's
page.

Each day when-1 a'n going to school

A peanut stand ! see,
And I smile at the Peanut Man,
And he smiles back at me!

He's always there, on rainy days,
And when it's warm and dry,

He sometimes gives me peanuts too
When I am passing by.

He wears o thin and shabby coat,
A cap that's worn and old,

I'm sorry for the Peanut Man
On windv days and cold!

When I am sitting by the fire
All cosy warm and snug,

And playing on a rainy day
Upon the furry rug,

With all mz toys and pleasant games
There's just a little pain,

Because I know the Peanut Man
Is standing in the rain!

To be More Exact

Little Ethel hac gone for the first
time into the cowitry and visited the
farm.

“Did you see them milk the cow,
Fthel?” asked her mother, on her re-
turn.

“No, Mother,” was the reply. “But 1
saw them unmilk her.”

Maurice, aged four, was deeply in-
ter.sted in the incubating process of
“Old Sgpeckle,” watched for the arrival
of each little chick with expectant de-
light. A few days after the advent of
the downy brood he west ‘o play with
Baby Rath who lived next deor. In a
aimost bursting with excitement:
“O mamma! what you fink!" he ex-




BOUT ten days before the Taft
A Tariff Board made its report

on wool—the report which

served Mr. Taft last summer
as an excuse for vetoing the LaFollette-
Underwood measure—there appeared in
this city Mr. William M. Wood, whose
personal financial interest in having the
tariff on wool kept up is so great as to
be notorious. Mr. Wiood visited the
offices of the Tariff Board. Doubtless
he asked some questions, and doubtless
he received some replies. More we
cannot say. Time passed, and the date
of the publishing of the report drew
nearer. Then, still a few days previous
to its transmittal to Congress, this fact
was related by a correspondent: “It
was learned last night that Senator

Smoot, of Utah, a member of the Sen- -

ate Finance Committee, already is pre-
paring a wool revision bill to be intro-
duced in the Senate as an amendment
to the Democratic House measure as
soon as the latter is passed. Mr. Smoot
denies that his measvre is to be the Ad-
ministration bill, but he is, nevertheless,
in frequent conference at the White
House, and it is safe to assume that he
is not drafting his revision bill without
having a definite idea of the findings of
President Taft's Tariff Board.”

It is very safe to assume so indeed.
And it is also safe to assume—if one
wishes to be on the safe side—that the
Taft Tariff Board, no matter how beau-
tiful the idea of it, will no more give
us honest tariff legislation than the Su-
preme Court gives us true justice. Tt
can’t—it would be against nature if
it did. ,

It is a pleasure to be able to chroni-
cle the fact that the Postoffice Depart-
ment has taken its very bureaucratic
life in its hands and reversed a prece-
dent. - The story of this remarkable
event may be narrated shortly as fol-
lows: Complaint was made last May
to the chairman of the House Commit-
tee on Expenditures in the Postoffice
Department by the Rev. T. M. C. Birm-
ingharii, a Methodist minister at Now-
lin, S. D,, that the postmaster at Pender,
Neb,, upon the advice of the Third As-

THE COMING NATION

he Government at Washington

By Wm. Leavitt Stoddard

The object of this correspondence
will be to ch-onicle, in part, those
things that occur weekly at Wash-
ington which are not noticed as they
should be in the columns of the capi-
talist press. It will try to show by
actual news narrative and comment
the interests which are behind leg-
islation at the National Capitol.
Often that household necessity, the
muckroke, will be employed insteqd
of the more conservative editorial

pen. Now and then this letter will
contain sensations whose size will
depend upon the writer's good luck
and the way events break. In the
main the idea will be to expose to
clear view a-fact impossible to em-
phasize too often, mnamely, that
Washington, D. C., is the central of-
fice of the System, and that one sim-
ple way to block the game is to
make Washington, D. C., the central
office of the new System which is
to supplani ithe present.

sistant Postmaster General, had re-
quired the publisher of the Pender Re-
publican to pay third-class rates on an
edition of that paper because it con-
tained a supplement printed in another
town containing a temperance speech by
Rev. Mr. Birmingham. The Commit-
tee, chancing to be of a Democratc
complexion, undertook to look intc the
case, hoping quite naturally, to get
something on Mr. Steamroller Federal
Patronage Hitchcock. It was lucky and
did. The government's case was SO
flimsy that under this political pressure
it broke down.

The Rev. Mr. Birmingham, in regis-
teriug his kick, said: “The ruling was
considered so unfair and unjust that
the State Press Association of editors
and publishers condemned it without a
single dissenting vote, and I suppose
three-fifths—anyway, a majority of
them—were Republicans. Tley also re-
quested the congressional delegation to
use their influence and have the ruling
rescinded. The latter, I have no doubt.
did what they could, but they did not
succeed. Mr. Hitchcock, now a Sena-
tor, tried it and failed. They claimed
that the present Postmaster General was
so “exclusive” (he has a thirty-dollar
waste basket in his private office), “and
surrounded himself with so much dig-
nity as to be practically inaccessible. . . .

‘The mistakes of the department, I think,
consists in reading things into the law
that are not there. I even doubt the au-
thority of the Supreme Ceurt <f the
United States to make laws” (this is a
radical parson!), “but certainly a sub-
ordinate executive officer has not the
authority to inject things into the stat-
utes that are not there—that is, if we
are to remain a government of law and
not bureaucracy.”

“The action,” says the Committee’s
report, “of Mr. James J. Britt, the pres-
ent Third Assistant Postmaster General,
in reversing a predecessor will be ap-
proved by the publishers and the peo-
ple generally.”

It will. Wm. A. Ashbrook, House
Office Building, Washington, D. C, is
the address of the chairman. Under
the law the chairman of such commit-
tees shail give out printed copies of

hearings as long as they last. It is in-
teresting stuff.
The eight-hour contract labor biil

which the Democrats put through with
a whoop the other day is a fine illus-
tration of the coarse politics which they
play here in Washington. Probably not
a single soul who watched the bill pass
had the temerity to think that it would
ever in the world become law. The
Senate and Taft are obstacles too great

for such a measure to climb over, and
did it surmount these mountains of re-
action, there would then be the Supreme
Court, to say nothing of all the Cir-
cuit Courts eager to erase aiiy bother-
some clauses. Berger was the only pub-
licly frank man in the whele outfit. He
said: “When we have a Socialist Su-
preme Court then labor measures and
all other laws passed will be safe” Till
that day, however, it is necessary to
bear the present and from it extract as
much enjoyment as possible.

Think of nearly four hundred Amer-
ican lawmakers sardonically calling up,
debating and enacting a law which they
know will never be effective for its
avowed purposc! Think of the four
hundred sardcnically nudging each other
after having done the deed: *“We have
got the labor vote!” they are saying.
“How clever we are!” What a satire
on human stupidity, credulity, and hon-
esty! Let every labor voter but reflect
upon this picture, and upon the opin-
jon which the men he elects 10 office
in Washington hold of his intelligence,
and then let him, if he is as they think
he is, that is to say, stupid and credu-
lous, go and vote for the same old
fakers again. The American capitalist
you cannot fool all the time. It looks
as if you could fool the American
worker.

There are soon to be four Presiden-
tial boom headquarters in this city, each
flooding the press of the land with
literature booming four respective capi-
talistic candidates for the White House:
Harmon, Wilson, Taft and LaFollette.
The papers will from now till the elec-
tions next autumn, be full of talk about
these men and what they “stand for”
but few writers will tell us what they
really stand for. It will not make much
difference which of the crowd is chosen
—the same old game will be played, and
the same old flimflam that the people
are being saved from disaster will be
worked. Let us regard this excitement
as a show—not a free one—for our en-
tertainment, and, meanwhile, let us saw
our own wood. .

(Obat’s in lh?mw Books

PANAMA, by Albert Edwards, the
Macmillan Company. Cloth, 585 pp.,
2.50 nel.

The remarkable article by Albert Ed-
wards on “Testing Socialism in the
Can>l Zone,” which appeared in the
Comine NartioN, has been made the
final chapter of what must certainly be
the book on Panama and the al
Zone.

Few spcis on the earth have had a
more varied history than this cross road
hetween two continents and two. worlds.
The whole story is here, and told in a
matter more interesting than the sub-
ject would seem to make possible.

“It was the quest for gold which
brought the first white mau to the fsth-
mus of Panama." First the Spaniard,
who found it the highway to the wealth
of Peru. Thesc were the days of the
“conquisadores,” the best and the worst
of the days of chivalry. These en-
slaved and murdered the Indians, in
spitz of the protests of occasional
~ priests who (ook their religion seriously.

 Then was the “Goiden Age” of Pan-
;,j;ma,\:%) million§ of dollars’ worth of

‘gold and silver bullion passed across

t on the road to Spain. But not all

0 Spain, for it was not only

"o o o

o the age of privateers, pirates an

caneers ;:,j.:4 i‘ *‘.h _mm'
_between % two o??lm “A

uld be a national hero, while

a pirate could be a hero only of the
‘lo.er class” The former had the en-
tree to court, the latter had to be con-
tented with the adulation of cheap ale
houses.’ .

With the decline of the Spanish Em-
pire, Panama too declined and liitle was
heard of Panama during the 18th and
the first haly of the 19th century. Then
it was gold again that woke the Isth-
mus to life. This time it was the gold
of California, and once more there was
a flood 'of trade and of gold seekers
passing over the trail. ‘

Then came the various steps for im-
proving transit. The Panamu railroad,
the French fiasco in the attempt to
build a canal, and the process of com-
pletion by the Americans.

The final ~hapter on “Experiments in
Collective Activity” is based on the
matter which has already appeared in
the Cowine NarioN. It describes the
various lines of work being conducted
by the government in connection with
the canal, and shows how much better
these are being done than simi'ar activi-
ties undertaken by private initiative.

First Annual Report of th Joint
Board of Sanitary control in the Cloak,
Swuit and Skirt Industry of Greater New
yory 2 ‘

This is a unique book. Nothing like
it has ever been printed before because

this is the first time in the world that
there v.as a “Joint Board of Sanitary
Control” in any industry.

This board was the outcome of the
great garment workers’ strike of 1910.
One of the grievances of that strike was
the horrible conditions under which the
industry was couaducted. The manu-
facture o1 garments in New York City
had come to be the classical example of
the horrors of the wage system.

One of the conditions under which
the strike was settled was the appoint-
ment of a Joint Board of Sanitary Con-
trol, which should report on the con-
ditions in the various shops. Although
the only power of enfo-cing the recom-
mendations of this board is the “Sani-
tary strike,” and publicity, yet remark-
able resulis have been produced.

The report shows that on May the
first of the present year there were 197
shops “defective in fire protection” and
626 shops “defective in sanitary care”
or a total of 823 defective shops. On
July 15th twenty-nine of these defective
shops had ceased to exist and 740 had
made improvements in compliance with
the orders of the board, leaving cnly
54 shops stigmatized as defective.

One of the methods by which this end
was _gained was the issuance of a
“Sanitary certificate,” which is posted in
the shop. “These certificates are in the
form of regular corporation bond cer-
tificates and are furnished to owners in
mahogany frames ready to bo r aced in
the offices” This is only gi.2u to a
shop that is marked perfect according
to the standards set, and up to the
present time but 216 shops or 124 per
cent of the total, have been gramed such

certificates, showing that a high stand-
ard of inspection has been maintained.

Rotting Men for Monsy

The American Association of Labor
Legislation is sending out an appeal to
the press to urge the passage of the
Esch bill that forbids the use of white
phosphorus in the making of matches.
Nearly every other country in the world
already has such a law. Even the Fiii
Isiands protects its workers from the
use of this substance that literally rcts
the bones of those who come in contact
with it.

Legislation in this country
blocked for a time by the monopoly of
thie right to use the only substitute for
white phosphorus. Then the monopoly
was surrendered, but still the deadly
material was used.

No manufacturer will give up the
profits from the present method becans¢
if he did “new factories using the pov
son would at once spring up.”

“The annual increase in the cost of
matches,” says the bulletin of the As=0-
ciation, “has been es‘imated at one ccit
to everv match user.” But this ¢
cent is enough tc guarantee profits 1°
the manufacturers using it. So ©¢F
continue to torture the workers 10
death. : )

This would be a good subject IOf
Roosevelt to write another “Murder 8
Murder” editorial cn.

was
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Come Have a Smile With Us
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Flings at Things

BY D. M. S.

is Not Twins Either

That caints the class line cannot cross
On Christmas eve is all too true,
There is one Santa for the boss,
There is another one for you,
He needs a truck of monstrous sice
To bring the bosses’ kids their toys;
With yours along the roof he flies,
So lhght is what he brimgs your boys.

Oh Santa Claus, you ought to be
Consistent or gei off the job,

It isn't right for you to see

ll 'ith different eves the ones who rob.

On you "ccll try out the recall,
Or some of those new fanglcd laws,
And when before the votes you fall
We'll be our own good Santa Claus.

And since the matter has been sprung
There seems to be some sense 'to that;
For oft the fellow twwha is stung
Gets notions new beneath his hat;
When workers end the rule of hate,
By juster, grander, broader Iaws,
Their grand co-operative state
Will be the only Santa Claus.

Ever Try It?

_ “Doctor, what is the best exercise to
improve the digestion?”
“Coupon chppu g, my boy

Truly Socialism

“And now,” said the lady investigator
who was preparing a magazine article
on the tramps who patronize Chnstmas

charity dinners, “And now, would you
please tell me how you live the rest
of the year?”

“With gleasure madam,” replied Billy
the Kidder as he whittled a toothpick
from the end of the table. “Yo' see,
lady, evolution has helped us out and
made of us a special race that lives for
the glorification of the philanthropist.”

“You don’t say? ?” she demanded, scrib-
hlmg furiously in her note book.

“It is too true. Wle learn to eat
eaough at Christmas to do us until New

Years. From New Years we go until
spring election. After that there is
usvally: something dcing azbout the

“ourth of July when we ﬁll up to carry
us over to Thanksgiving.”

“You don’t mean to say you eat only
ﬁ\e times a year?”

“That’s it, lady. Evolution has fixed
us up so we thrive that way. You would
be surprised to know what our greatest
trouble is.”

“Indeed T would. What is it?”

Eatmg hearty on Christmas and then
again on New Years. They do have
these hohdays crowded iv too close

for us”
The Little Evmbody

_ Everyhody is feeﬁng so blue in the
l\§hole country,” said the downcast Eng-
ishman expl: to an American who
was visiting in London why the city was
SO gloomy
“What is everybody so blue about?”
“Socialism,
S . It is eonnng down

on us

“But it can’t come without the consent
of the majority.”

“That( just the trouble, don’'t you
know.”

:‘Show me your license, please.”

‘What license? T'm no blooming
chauffeur.”

“No, your license from the dictionary
makers for your use of the word every-
body.”

“Don’t be so beastly techmcal The
others don’t count, you know.”

“Of course, I know but they don’t
know it.”

“That’s the blawstee’ll of it.”

“But can’t you educate them?”

“My brother Percy tried that and
you should see his ’ead.”

Worrying Many

“I cannot understand my husband,
doctor.”

“What are the symptoms?” asked the
sympathetic man of medicine.

“He doesn’t eat and he doesn’t sleep.”

“Maybe he has business worries.”

“Not that I can find out about.”

“Perhaps someone is threatening his
life.”

“He hasn’t an enemy in the world.”

“I know what it is!” exclaimed the
doctor, a great light breaking over his
countenance.

“Oh do tell me.
the frantic woman.

“Simple enough. He is worrying lest
LaFollette should not be president.”

Do!” half shrieked

Carnegie’s effort te hand his name
down to posterity will be successful.
When future generations see one of his
libraries they will tell how he made
his money.

If there were two Tafts Ohio would
go solid for Socialism.

Little Flings

To them it seems to justify Otis.
That is a sample of class influence on
thinking.

The capitalists are not trying to see
what a bungling mess they can make of
the postoftice department to discredit
Socialism. That is the best they can do.

If old age pensions would undermine
our liberties let the undermining start.

By exercising the imagination vigor-
ously it might be possible to conceive
of a clash of interests between the
farmer who owns-a bank and an auto
and the farmer who does the real work
for him.

Los Angeles will have to abide by the
consequences. It prefers “Good Gov-
ernment” to better.

McNamaras were victims of the sys-
tem, but it will probably call for an in-
dictment by the United States federal
court to say so.

Striking at the ballot box is still good
though.

——

There are more
last flood

Brace up your faith.
Socialist votes where that
came from.

e P—

gain admission to heaven, and St. Peter:

St. Peter—*“Where are you from?”

Butte Miner—“I'm from Butte.”

St. Peter went back and examined the
records of heaven, and on coming out
again said. “I am sorry to have to re-
fuse you admittance, but Butte is not on
the Map of Heaven.”

The Miner knowing that the only
other place was Hell tearfully urged
that he was entitled to a place in heaven
because he had worked in a “hot box”
in the Butte mines for the past twenty
years.

“Well,” said St. Peter, “I guess you
have had hell enough, poor man. Come
on in.”

Hampty Dampty

BY THOMAS P. CALDWELL.

’[u.nptv Drémpty sat on a throne

And reaped the harvest others had soun

(m n(lus he smiled, for poverty a
f cum

But poverty rebelled and he lost his

Crown.,

Humpty Dumpty sat on a wall
Humpty Dumpty had a great fall.

Humpty Dumpty rules all the world
Against the masses his banner’s unfurled

But right will prevail, for ignorance
can’t last
And Humpty Dumpty will be of the

past.

Not all the king’s horses, nor all the
king’s men

Could ever put Humpty Dumpty to-
gether again.

Great Help

Told at the Dinner Hour

(Stories of actual life in the shops are
wanted for this department. A subscription
card is given for every oné used. So many
are received that it is impossible to ans-
wer those that are not used. If you re-
ceive a car ed?ou will know that yours has
been accept

The Only Means

BY J. R. MILLER, JR.

A certain judge in Missouri, because
of his bad temper, experienced consid-
erable difficulty in controlling persons
in the court room. On one particular
occasion there was unusual disorder.

“It is impossible to allow this per-
sistent contempt of court,” exclaimed

the judge, “and I shall be forced to go
to the extreme length of taking the onc
step that will stop it.”

There ensued a long silence in the
court room. Finally one of the leading
counsel arose and said without the sus-
picior. of a smile:

“If it please your honor, on what date
will your resignation take place?”

Batte Miner and St Peter

BY PATRICK WALLACE.

The following conversation took place
between a Butte miner who wanted to

—~Der Wahre Jakob
I’ll have to drink a few more steins in
sympathy for those poor working people
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Boing pooms incarnating the Spirit of Revell in
thimgs tow poral @wd spirisual

Selected and snnotated by
FRANK STUHLMAN

Heine, one of the great poets of the Revoiution, was born in Germany, De-
cember 13, 1799. From the time he first began to use his pem he was constantly

embyroiled with the authorities.

At last by pressure brought to bear by the Prus-

sian Government he was forced to leave Germeny and flee to Paris, where he

resided the rest of his life.

. Here the withering sarcasms, put forth in journals and pamphlets, by the bril-
hant Jew made him an object of hatred to ancient stupidities and tyrannies. His
cynical wit cut like a iwo-edged sword. His seven years of dying is one of the
saddest fates recorded, yet to the end he jested grimly at his own plight, at fate,

at “whatever Gods may be”
castic, unconquerable soul.

To the end he was the same brilliant, wwitty, sar-
As a poet his fame is secure.

The following bitter

outburst was caused by the sight of the miscrics endured by those “wno toil for

another’'s gain:

Weavers

BY HEINRICH HFINE.

Their eyelids are drooping, mo tears
lie beneath;
They stand at the loom and grind their
teeth;
“We are weaving a shroud for the
doubly dead,

And a threefold curse in
thread—

We are weaving, still weaving.

its cvery

“A curse for the Godhead to whom we
have bowed
In our cold and our hunger, we weave
in the shroud;
For in vain have we hoped and in vain
nave prayed;
He has m..cked us and scoffed at us,
scld and betrayed—
We are weaving, still weaving.

“A curse for the king of the wealthy
and proud,

Who had for us mo pity, we weave in
the shroud;

Who takes our last penny to swell out
his purse,
While we die the death of a dog—yea,
8 curse—
We are weaving, still weaving.

“A curse for our country, whose cou~
ardly crowd
Hold her shame in high
weave in the shrowd
Whose blossoms are blighted and slain
in the germ,
Whose filth and corruption engender the
Worm—
We are weaving, still weaving.

honor, we

“To and fro flies our shuttle—no
pause in its flight,

'Tis a shroud we are weaving by day

and by night,

HWe are weaving a shroud for the worse
than dead,

And a threefold curse in its every
thread—

We are weaving—still weaving.”

An Appreciation

The Cominc NarioN, a weekly So-
cialist paper published by the Appeal to
Reason, has as chief editorial writer
Charles Edward Russell, one of the
most powerful and responsible editors
in the country, a “practical” newspaper
man who lost his temper, threw up his

job, and started in to talk straight.
Among editorial writers today he is per-
haps the master of irony, and his work
in the ComiNc NATION has but few par-
allels in radical first-hand comment on
social conditions. The special articles
and stories are written by men and
wemen of wide experience.—The Inier-
national.

Reiling ap dallors to the Caplsalis

MWIM torment that will }e visited upon the nnawakened toiler in the Inferna
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Capitalism: Boo-hoo! These Socialists are going to take all my property
awav from mel

British Insurance Scheme

The great British Insurance scheme
has now become a law. It is by far
the most extensive plan of state insur-
ance ever undertaken. It reaches al-
most every class in society, including
domestic servants.

The knowledge that “their kitchens
were going to be invaded” aroused a
sudden opposition to the bill a few
weeks before its passage. The ser-
vants were all ordered out to a monster
meeting in Albert Hall, London, where
they were addressed by their mistresses.

It was the wail of one
of these titled drivers of
household slaves to the ef-
fect that this bill “was cal-
culated to prevent any ap-
proach to friendship be-
tween mistress and servant,
let alone that beautiful in-
timacy so often existing be-
tween them,” that led Rey-
nold’s Weekly to publish
the accompanying cartoon.

The great objection to
the bill is that it is “con-
tributory”—the workers be-
ing compelled to pay a por-
tion of the premiums. Be-
cause of this fact a large
number of the Socialists
and unionists have opposed
its passage, although the representatives
of the Labor party in Parliament voted
for it. There are even threats that the
English workers will follow the ex-

ample of the French and refuse to ac-
cept the provisions of the Bill. It 1s
certain that this determined resistance
will, in a few years, compel the aboli-
tion of the contributory features.

The United States is almost the only
country that claims to be civilized where
some such measures are not in force
or on the verge of enactment.

In the election of representatives to
the Upper House of the Swedish Na-
tional Parliament, December 7, the So-
cialists trebled their former represen-
tation.

They now hold a total of twelve

—Reynolds_W eskly
That Beautiful Intimacy

seats in the Swedish “House of Lords”

Members of the Upper House are
chosen by the various town and cty
councils.

It is abont to happen
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