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UNEMPLOYED—After a carving

in wood by Garvens, of Berlin

Retrenchment Hits Hollywood!

HE capifalists show every indication of en-
forecing a policy of retrenchment in industry.
This policy is being pushed in the building in-
dustry in particular. Bankers are curtailing loans
and are taking other steps to reduce building oper-
ations to the lowest figure possible. The aim is to
cut wages and destroy unionism, if possible.
Other industries are following suit. Among them
I§ the movie industry. In this industry the stars
are being treated just like the rest of the “hands.”
They are being laid off! Imagine! Laid off!! Movie
stars, laid off!!! The ostensible excuse 1s “to cut
down the cost of production,” which, in other
Words, means to create a condition oi unemploy-
ment that will make a reduction of salaries and
wages possible, This is the aim of the whole re-
trenchment policy, namely, *to slJash 1ncomes,
Whether large or small! An attack on unicnism

Will accompany it later, quite naturally!

“Kept At Work”
The leader in the movie retrenchment policy 1s

N ] "
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the Famous Players corporation. It has stopp

Production activities, according to October 20Ol
dispatches from New York. No more pictures will
be made by this corporation, so the dispatches say,
“until Production cost is reduced *o a comiy
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nise baSlS * which means a basis that will enal
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mol‘mous profits, This stoppage of proauction
“4ns that drastic cuts in the working forces luw:
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been made in every department at both the Long
Island and the Hollywood studios of this corpo-
ration.

“At the Long Island studios
and Gloria Swanson are at work on pictures. These
stars will be the only ones kept at work.” say the
dispatches. Notice the language: “kept at work!”
And when speaking of movie stars, too!

“Other leading players who will be affected by

- - -1 "
T'homas Meighan

this suspension besides Miss Swanson and Meighan
are Pola Negri, Charles de Roche, Glenn Hunter,
Mary Astor, Jack Holt, Ernest Torrence, May Me-
Avoy, Lois Wilson, Bebe Daniels, William S. Hart
and Walter Hiers. Besides 300 lesser players and
such directors as James Cruze and Sam Wood,
b 2 000 clerical and technical workers will have
their work <-111"L‘:fi’ze?~:i.” So say the dispatches., What
lo you know abecut that? As the dispatches say:

“The announcement comes as one of the most

| s g R a . : ~ .. .,:.- ~ " "y . » - e . : - o L
drastic in the movie industry in years and means
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Russia, Saviour of Capitalist Europe

By NEIL GORDON

~ OVIET Russia Pictorial, official organ of The
Wy Friends of Soviet Russia for November, makes
" interesting reading. For one thing its con-
tents confirm the existence of an alliance between
Soviet Russia and Imperialistic France. We are
told on P, 235, “It is an open secret in the European
capitals that steps are now taken to pave the way
for a complete resumption of political and economic
relations between France and Russia. As a matter
of fact, many people believe that France will be
the first European country to conclude a practical
arrangement with the Workers’' and Peasants’ Re-
publie.” (Bold face ours.)

Another communist organ, The Workers' Dread-
nought, London, England, sheds light on the cause
of this alliance, when it says in its No. 31, Oct.
20th:

“Now that the Soviet Government is asking for
permanent capitalist investments, and protesting
that the capitalist investor will have the protection
and support of the Russian Government, the smaller
fry of believers in Capitalism, who do not take part
in high politics, are all ready to support extended
trade with Soviet Russia. They hope that such
trade may better the general business of this coun-
try, and so improve their own affairs. Therefore,
the ery, ‘Trade with Russia,” is apt to win their

support.”

Important Statements

These statements are both very important, as
they enable one to understand conditions as they
effect developments throughout Europe. For one
thing, they show that there is no possibility of “red
communism” sweeping Europe. For the first thing
to be noted is that no such communism exists in
Europe today. The communism that was once red
communism died when NEP (new economic policy)

was born.

B —

guented by actors and stage employes generally
—was thronged with unemployed. Benefit per-
formances for their relief was the order of the
day. Such is soon likely to be the condition of
affairs again.

The men and women in the movie industry are
not likely to retain an unalterable love for ecapi-
talism under any and all conditions. They may
turn against it in time. Especially is this likely
if the Players’ corporation persists in its intention
“not to resume until the salaries as well as the
production costs’ come down,

- LATER—Dispatches from Los Angeles, dated
October 28th, say that other companies will follow
the lead of the Famous Players and shut down for
ten weeks., It is said that 125,000 men and women
will be affected; and that the shut-down spells
disaster for thousands. Hollywood regards ten
weeks of idleness as a tragedy.

Thirty-four

As a result the communism that we behold today
and that is generally referred to as “red commn:
nism’” is Russian state communism. This comm,,.
nism is based on Russian state policies and itg 8ole
aim is to promote those policies. As we have just
seen, these policies are inherently capitalistic. That
is, they are formed with an eye to inducing, pro.
tecting and supporting capitalist investment in Rys-
sia and, at the same time, promoting Russian trade,
And they are made in alliance with the dominant
national interests in Europe today, viz., those of
France and Russia. Under the circumstances o
imagine that this “communism” is red and that it
will sweep Europe in a revolutionary way, is to
imagine something that has no basis in faet angd
that is, accordingly, impossible.

A couple of years ago, The Nation, liberal week-
ly organ, characterized Russia as the savior of cap-
italism, in that it offered opportunities for trade and
development such as would safeguard capitalism
from the destructive effects of the world-war. What
we may expect to see in Europe is The Nation char-
acterization come true! Russia, because of its own
necessity for capitalist development, cannot from
the very nature of its requirements, be anything
else than a saviour of capitalism, especially through-
out Europe. Such is the logic of events; such is the
iron law of economic determinism.

THE PARAMOUNT PROBLEM

N the last thirty years we have watched the
l balance of power shift from the hands of the
public into those of an industro-financial hier-
archy composed of a few hundred persons, repre-
senting our trusts, railroads, banks and insurance
companies. And while these persons are neither
better nor worse, nor more intellizent or stupid than
the rest of us, they are, nevertheless, for the most
part, narrow men, mainly specialists in money mak-
ing, and actuated by a rather unreflecting instinct
of acquisition. For this reason we cannot accept
their control of the country as either inevitable or
beneficial. To change this control, to relocate pow
er, is the paramount problem of the people of the
United States.””—Amos Pinchot, “Railroads and the
Mechanics of Social Power,” The Nation.

REVOLT WINS INCREASE

The Brockton, Mass., shoeworkers’ Ié
volt was not in vain. Tho the shoeworkers
were defeated and driven back into the
Boot and Shoeworkers’ Union, the bosses
have -announced a 10 per cent wage
crease. This puts wages back to war levels

INDUSTRIAL PIONEER




Conveyor Makes Shoe Worker Appendage

g T used to take 21 day; t; x.nake a shoe—now 4%, days. From the time the stock was cut until the
| fipished shoe was packec, it took 21 days. A system of conveying parts and finished wrcd
_,jﬁ;tglle'd in the modern factory and the time was reduced PR B RRRY IS

to f X
pﬁﬂt” the worker was paced by a machine, that i1s, he was our and a half days. As in the Ford
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table space, whi : =i p. W 1on: and, at the same time, insures a steady flow of goods
shrough 2 plant with a minimum of interruption.
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TR THE COSMOPOLITAN SHOE
SAYS A SHOE EXPERT:

i
How many persons know that in the making of a man’s
good shoes, there are 181 separate operations? How many know

that a shoe of that type is the most COSMOPOLITAN article
manufactured?

“Take a high-grade shoe with a patent leather top. The vamp is
made of Russian horse-hide, tanned in this country with a bichro-
mate of potash formerly obtained from Germany. The top, in all
probability, is made from the skin of a goat raised in South America,
tanned in Philadelphia with gambier brought from the East Indies.
Wool oil from Michigan makes it soft and pliable. The brilliance of
the patent leather is obtained by polishing it with a composition con-
taining lampblack and turpentine from North Carolina, linseed oil
from Ohio, damer from New Zealand, couchone and asphalt from
South America, wood naptha from Michigan, benzine from Pennsyl-
vania, amber from the Baltic sea, sandarac from Africa, mastic from
the Island of Scio, Greece, flemi from Asia and Cuban lac.

“The lacing hooks and eyelets are made in Connecticut, the

material in them consisting of alloys of zinc from the mines of

Joplin, Mo., and copper from the Lake Superior district. Agatine,

an ebony-like substance containing eight distinct ingredients gath-
ered in Asia, South America and the United States is used to coat
them. The Australian kangaroo furnishes the leather for the tongue,
the lining of which is felt, made in New York state from the wool
of sheep grown in Ohio. This felt is glued to the back of the tongue
with gum arabic from the Near East.

“The outer sole is obtained from the back of a Texas steer,
tanned in Kentucky with bark from Tennessee, while the inner sole
is made from the home-tanned hides of California cattle. The lifts
sre made from South American leather, and the dextrine

which holds
them togeth-
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the next moment he found himself crushed beneath
a deadening weight, as the 1425 turned sideways
and pinned him beneath the boiler.

Outside, pandemonium reigned. Groans, shrieks,
prayers and blasphemies were whipped from the
mouths of the passengers of the limited and car-
ried into the night by the storm. Flames sprang
up in the wreckage and the scene resembled some
mad dream of a hashish eater—flame and storm
vieing with each other for the lives of those not
killed when the 1425 plowed its way thru the sides
of the sleepers.

Under the boiler of the 1425 the fireman Wwas
suffering the tortures of the damned. Steam from
the broken flues was parboiling him as he lay un-
able to move. “This is the end,” he gasped—-'serves
me right, I had no business scabbing on the shop-
men, that wobbly delegate was right, but I’ve found
it out too late.”

Big Jeff, he of the iron nerve, had not suffered
before he passed out. The first impact had crushed
him into a bloody pulp and they found him hours
later with his hand glued in a death grip on the
throttle. Tommy Moore and the two brakemen mi-
raculously escaped serious injury and made their
way with all haste towards the engine to see what
had happened to their comrades. But one look suf-
ficed to tell them the sad story and brushing the
tears from their eves, they turned to do what they
could for the victims on the limited.

The operator at Red Tower, frantically working
his instrument, was sending the news to Portola
and a couple of hours later the ‘big hook’ arrived
with doctors and nurses.

Fifty seven persons had been killed on the lim-
ited, besides scores of others terribly injured.

The usual investigation followed—but the find-
ings were vague, as the findings of such investi-
gations generally are. They reported that the wreck
was the result of the silk special side-swiping the
limited—but no mention was made of the cause,.

Defective equipment had played such a large part
in so many wrecks during the months just passed
that it was deemed inadvisable to call attention to
the fact that the broken truck hanger had been
found lying between the rails at the exact point
where the 1425 had made its fatal plunge.

% * w*

It was only a contributing factor anyway. The
fireman could have told them that something far
more important had been broken—broken long be-
fore, when the dividing lines of craft unionism had
broken the solidarity of labor and had bound the
road men with a contract which compelled them to
take defective equipment out on the road to murder
unsuspecting victims of the railroad companies’
greed. With unbroken solidarity the roadmen could

Thirty-six

Martyrs

By VERA MOLLER

(Suggested by Painting by Remington)

«1 wish the Indians would kill me first, by
they’re building me a fire. Therefore I leave
this token to tell you I died game,” (O. W.)

Signs of a fire, a word scratched on a spur,
And men with cold horror striking to the

MAarrow,
Behold a comrade’s mame thru tears that

blur.
Only an endless stretch of sun-scorched plain,
What use to rage and curse out to the sky?
Back to the saddle and the trail again,
There’s still the fight. Friend past all hope,

goodbye.

ONLY a skeleton pinned down with arrows,

Only a body hanging to a bridge,

Only a bruised corpse, wrapped in convict clothes;

Only a vietim of a brutal mob, |
Defiance showing to the last death throes.

WE need mo sign to know that THEY died game,
We know what gave courage to each heart.

Give them the earth, The red rose, when we may,
There’s still the fieht, press on, we’ll do our part.

Civilization
By J. BERNEDINE TEVIG

HE kiss of hate, the smile of deceit,
T In the eye the glint of steel.
The laughter of scorn, the friendship of
jealousy,
The mingling of repellent units;
Convictions suppressed by lying lips,
Truth killed by insincerity,
A world of guile!
The soul imprisoned by this covenant of sham
Hopelessly beats the bars of hypoerisy
And eats into self to still its insatiable hungel
Life a mockery—an empty husk.
Ah, if this be civilization
Would that I knew naught but savagery,
For then I, who worship at the shrine of truth,
Am a pagan!

—
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have won the strike for the shopmen and the silk
special would not have ecrashed into the limited.
The fireman who saw the truth too late need not

have roasted under his engine. Big Jeff might have
lived a long life of useful service, and the milis I
the east would not have waited in vain for that

particular load of silk., But when the solidarity of
labor is broken dire consequences result—aS the
world is slowly finding out.,

EER
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—The wolves of capitalism, with
vicious fangs—a freak of the imagi-

nation without real analogy, biolog-
ical or otherwise.
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See Us
;l. | The watchdogs of labor, ever on
ﬁ‘ guard to secure its product.
s —Contributed Cartoon
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mined, with the help of our friends
and despite the persecution of our
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Wallace, Idaho, Sept. 24, 1923.
y THINK that the young Pioneer is just wonder-
I ful and getting better. There is no good rea-
* gon why the workers could not have the best and
most constructive publication in the United States.
Am enclosing $2.40 for a bundle order of 20
October issue.

Yours for smaller jails and bigger public forums.
EMIL SCKROMARS

S

Banksville, Pa., Sept. 26, 1923.
Sample copy of Pioneer received, and am en-
closing one dollar for six months’ sub.
The Pioneer is far better than I expected, and
if it keeps up to the Sept. standard, a large cir-

culation should surely be built up.
I might state that I have been sending each

waek’s issue of Sol for the last two years to my
brother in England, who says that of all the radical
papers and periodicals he reads, the Sol is the best

working eclass paper of all.

Yours for Industrial Unionism.
FRED MOORE

—————

New York, October 19, 1923.

Pioneer is fine. It is interesting and extremely
instructive as an intellectual guide. There is none
in our country like our magazine. Besides it is
truly proletarian and yet it is not deprived of ar-
tistic value.

I push it and sell a few copies of it, too. I
will endeavor to make some thinking slaves happy
by acquainting them with such a splendid piece of
revolutionary literature as The Industrial Pioneer.
Enclosed find their names; please send them sample
copies.

Sincere regards and cheerful greetings,

B. OSUCHOWSKY

Los Angeles, Calif., July 10, 1923.
Editor, Industrial Pioneer:

The first three numbers of The Industrial Pio-
neer have reached me and have been read with in-
terest. The magazine is typographically excellent,
well edited; the illustrations are good and it is a
credit to the labor movement.

Fraternally yours,
R. H. HORNBECK

1605 Van Buren St., Chicago, Ill.
July 15, 1923.

The Industrial Pioneer,
1001 Madison St., Chicago, Ill.
Dear Editor:

Recently I have been reading The Industrial
Pioneer and am very much pleased with its appear-
ance and spirit. Such a magazine has a wide field
of usefulness. It fills a long felt want. No. 3 is
instructive, entertaining and at the same time dig-
nified.

Thirty-eight

hat Pioneer Readers Say of It

Most of the articles in the July number are of
good quality, two of them at least deserve very
special mention. ‘“‘Savage Survivals in Higher Pg,.
ples’” 1s exceptionally good. Quite a number ¢
students, calling on me, have remarked its excel.
lence. Also, they have referred to “Revoluticmm.y
History and the Workers.”” The subject matter of
this last, is to my mind, of the greatest importance
to the working class. Writings of this description
should be sought out and published more frequently
than has been customary in the past. Possibly the
author, Mr. Pasquale Russo, has some more of the
same kind of information in the “back of his head.”

At any rate, Mr. Editor, both articles were all
too brief and it seems to me that both Science and
History should be featured. Those writers inter-
ested in Science and History should be encouraged,

Wishing the Industrial Pioneer every success, I

am, respectfully,
SAMUEL W, BALL

South San Francisco, Calif., Oct. 18, 1923.
Editor Industrial Pioneer,
Chicago, Il
Dear Sir:

I lately bought a copy of your magazine—October
issue—and I like it very much. I think that there
is a good field for such a magazine, as we have none
now. The Liberator has become Communistic, while
the Nation is a newspaper, not a magazine,

With best wishes for the success of your venture,
I remain, yours respectfully,

JAMES DEEGAN

Basil Taylor, editor of The Dawn, Leith, Edin-
burgh, Scotland, writes:

“] was very pleased with the matter in the In-
dustrial Pioneer; although I do not altogether agree
with your opinions, I can admire the fighting spirit
of the IWW. 1 would like to circulate the Pioneer
in this country.”

— . —— e e

The above are only a few of many favorable
opinions regarding Industrial Pioneer received al
the office of the latter. The secretary of the Build-
ing Construction Workers’ Industrial Union No.
330 writes, for instance, from San Francisco, Cal.:

“Please send us 15 more copies of the October
Pioneer. The October issue is very good.”

The secretary of the New York branch of the
same industrial union also writes:

“The 25 copies of Industrial Pioneer that [ re
ceived yesterday were sold in ten minutes. Kindly
send me another 25 copies at once.”

The Paterson, N. J., Branch of the Textile Work

’ . ’ .
ers’ Industrial Union No. 400, disposed of 1i8 first
bundle of October Pioneers so easily that it SeB¢
for another one. That is, it doubled its order.

$0*

: Libraries, university students, labor writers
cial students and others are becoming interested 17
t.he Pioneer, subscribing for it and requesting coP”
1es and the filling of orders for certain issues

INDUSTRIAL pioNEER
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FITTING THE FITTER
peteeratic Dimer.— Waiter, you are not fit to

e 8 pg!
Phaed Walter —I am doing my best, sir,
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ARCHEOLOGICAL NOTE

A esace belonging to the stone age was recently
dag oot of 3 farm in Astbury, Cheshire, England.
Sty mothing. There's lots of workers in this
ssmiry still Sceting around in mental canoes orig-
Sy devised even before the stone age was in ex-

e

A LESSON IN TOLERANCE

e é0 not like abstract definitions. We prefer

ancrete Tlustrations Wbat. then, for a lesson BARNUM GOMPERS

im Well.L we would aa ¥ to have a Ky;ighu; Exhibiting The Ounly Living Dinosawr in Capltalist Captivity.
o Calgmsbas baspbal' team play the Knights of the

s Kisx team, with 2 Negro umpire, and the pro- A LITTLE LEMONADE

ith
oels t5 go o 2 Jewish orphan asylum. Back in the good old dayvs before the Eight-
St would be good old-fashioned Americanism. eenth Amendment tock all the joy out of life, a

—1he Messenger boomer switchman was working for the Santa Fe
. v at Point Richmond., One night when & Jew drinks

IF SHAKESPEARE ONLY ENEW hed made the .\.-\":)?'ff..ft-f v Pa2 . :'gu‘;u.v-;;.' bright he had
= ) - occamion to call up the ) ard-ofiioe,
By JAMES DEEGAN | e :

3::1?1.:.,’ Wit oonnoclion, he inguared, .';1."i:.-" nasye
B! Romeo, your time's too siow; you pot a car of sugar down there?"

No mﬂ. }.Our.,e an ace'! Ahe& YARran ::"T.rf answered in the negative and
Your wooing meek against the Sheik, g e L Ty
Wanld never see first base. e o
Add Juliet, an old-time pet e o -f”,i" arfiont into the bay and I though
Fades from the picture, too el T R g 1 S e R S T
Stest pobe of gloom would haunt his tomb, § i
B Stakeapeare only knew! SR e w

Now every hack from Los to Sac, ROOM FOR MORE

'ma d the r""‘}n I-'T'v'“' T nicht 8 nUmMHM Of YVELATS &Y a switel {T1S
Peddle their wares in droves and pairs ow had some Work to do at the Vesta No. 4,, th
Out West in Movieland.  vost ool mine in the world, situsted om 1
With rambling plot of God knows what, M arnnneahela Tiver above Pittsburg, Pa.
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Modern Industrialism

(Continued from page 20.)

thousands of American lives and the injury of tens
of thousands more. In his 1919 St. Louis speech,
Woodrow Wilson said, “The seed of war is indus-
trial and commercial rivalry. This war is an indus-
trial and commercial war.,” Rear-Admiral Niblack
also says, “No one can, however, make a thorough
and impartial inquiry into the causes of war with-
out realizing their roots run deep into the soil of
trade rivalry and economic aspirations.”

The trade rivalries of the capitalists of this coun-
try are bringing them into competition with Eng-
land, France and Japan; while their economic aspi-
rations cause them to want to dominate Mexico,
South America and Russia; in all of which they will
meet tremendous opposition, such as will shake the
world once it gets into hostile action. In brief,
modern industrialism, in its present manifestations
and tendencies, is a menace to society and world
peace. It threatens a world cataclysm, such as will
justify the contention that it is the epitome of in-
sanity; and therefore to be stamped out as one
would stamp out a devastating pestilence of exten-
sive scope.

How to prevent this climax of modern indus-
trialism is the serious thought of all men not enam-
oured with its suicidal tendencies, or insane plati-
tudes. First men must realize the vast scope of
modern industrialism, that is, its transcendental
character. It overthrows religion, law, state, na-
tional boundaries, everything. It is the greatest
factor in all society, driving us all, with the sweep
of a tornado, into cataclysmic ruin.

The New Era

Listen to the words of Wm. Kay Wallace, in the
preface of his book, “The Trend of History” where-
in he says:

“We are standing on the threshold of an unpolit-
ical age. Politics has fallen from its high estate
. » » « » The preeminence of the state politically
conceived has been called into question . . . Other
forms of corporate organization are pressing for
recognition. We may in turn see arising before
our eyes a new, great social organization . . .in
its essence unpolitical . . . ‘Industrialism,” which
may serve to denominate this new institution, is a
social and economic system, only indirectly polit-
ical. Such would appear to be the trend of history.”

Recall, in this connection, the prominence of

Stinnes in German affairs, of Schneider in French

affairs, of Ford in American affairs, and then grasp

the tremendous overpowering character of indus-

trialism; and then realize that only in industrialism

egan humanity be saved. That only through a un-

jonism of the working class therein, as integrated,

e | consolidated and internationalized as modern indus-
trialism itself, will modern industrialism become
democratic and a blessing to mankind, instead of a

Forty

The Argonaut Mine

By DOUGLAS ROBSON

OTHERS, mothers, bury your sons;
M Bury the sons you have lost in the strife,
Heroes who died in the battle of life,

Shed the salt tear on the chill,wasted face,
Silently walk to the burying place,

All that you gave
Lies cold in the grave.
Mothers, mothers, bury your sons.

Wives and sweethearts, bury your men.

Ah, what do you think as you droop your head
O’er the face of your unrecognizable dead?

Do you picture them trapped in the poisonous mine,
Gasping, battling for life in each narrow confine,
While strong arms tear the barriers down to behold
Death reigning alone in that prison of gold?
Does your sorrow abate

When you say “It is Fate?”

Wives and sweethearts, bury your men.

Sons and daughters, bury your sires,

Cold and inert is the fatherly hand;

Cold as the earth where you sorrowing stand:

You are young, you are strong, while you stand
at the grave

Does your manhood not question the power that
gave

Your fathers to death? List, I, who now speak,
Have toiled with the dew of the mine on my cheek,
In the warrens of death I have seen strong men die,
To uphold Mammon’s temples resplendent and high.
Is your womanhood true?

Speaks your manhood for you?

Sons and daughters, bury your sires.

Labor! Labor, bury yvour dead.

Yet pause e’er you turn from the mothering sod;

Think! Think! Shall you always attribute to God

The gaps in your ranks and the sorrows and tears,

The agonies, tortures, the thousands of years

Of hunger, injustice, oppression and pain,

The prison, the scaffold, the inanimate chain

That schackles your manhood and binds you to
earth,

That stifles your joy at the moment of birth?

No! No! You must wake, vou must ponder and
think,

Bid reason no longer from reasoning shrink;
Stand upright; let all the world echo your cry,
The how and wherefore, the thunderine WHY?
Labor, Labor, bury yvour dead.

—
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curse as at present. Then will modern plutocratic

lndustrialism with its eclass and world wars, give
way to world industrialism by the world’s mdustnal
workers, with its peace and hapriness for all 80°
ciety.
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yes, I've seen a lot of strange things done in the
nﬂ.‘i of law and order, and I've taken part in
some, but I believe the lynching of Bud Williams
was about the rankest piece of injustice I ever had
snything to do with.

You see, it was like this:

(Ootton picking is paid for by weight picked. An
gverage hand can pick about 250 pounds per day.
The autumn before I was twenty-five years old, the
price Was 35 cents per hundred pounds, about
87 cents per day.

When the cost of living was at its lowest, such a
wage would hardly suffice to keep one alive and
well, That year there had been a sharp advance
in the price of necessities and there was much
hunger and discontent among the working people
of the South.

Bud Williams, a negro preacher, came from the
state of Mississippi. He was picking cotton on
one of the larger plantations—and preaching on
Sunday at a little church in the woods.

It seems that he did not confine himself to the
usual orthodox interpretation of his texts, and a
rumor got afloat that he was exhorting his congre-
gation to organize and demand 40 cents per hun-
dred pounds for picking cotton.

I can masquerade as a negro pretty well. So,
I was instructed to stain my face to resemble 2
mulatto, and slip into his congregation to learn the
_ The preacher’s talk was mild enough. But, he
m insist that all cotton pickers, white and black,
should get together and demand a higher wage.

I noticed quite a sprinkling of white faces in his
congregation, and their owners seemed to approve
of 518 proposition. At least, they were eagerly
attentive to his words.

Two of these whites, George Anderson and his
?ife, Tillie, were known to me. Both of them
openly voiced their opinion that the two Traces

-----

8hou1d quit quarreling about the color of their

*m and the texture of their hair and stand to-
gether against the rich land owners.

* # s

| _:g’?eported what I heard and otherwise observed,
Wfﬁhom 8ddition or subtraction or comment of any
hlld, but it appeared impossible for the ‘“‘higher-
W to interpret it the way I saw it. The st?ry
got about that Bud Williams was preachx.n?:
€ equality; intermarriage and the like. I denied

k €émphatically as I could, but to 10 avail.
ik ' advised me

took my deputy badge and
8¢t out of the country. Uncle Bill then threw

““CEMBER, 1923

eman Tr.acy, a Retired Depu't-y Sheriff, Relat

: : es Some of Hi 1%
Experience in the Cotton Fields of Di;i:. i s

By ADAM NOIR

down hisj. badge and resigned. This action caused
the sheriff to apologize and reinstate both of us.

A few days later we were sent over in the west
end of the county. While we were away, a mob

was I:aised—in which, I am certain, the sheriff
participated—which burned the church in the woods
and chased Bud Williams into the swamp.

About the time the church was burned, George
Anderson got a job making cypress shakes, or
clapboards, to cover a barn. Tillie, who was chilling
anyway, quit working out and stayed home to pick
out a little patch of cotton of their own.

George worked about a mile from home, and it
was the custom for Tillie to take his noon lunch
out to him each day. She rode a white mule, bare-
back, and sitting with both legs on one side, as
was the style for women in those days.

Some four or five days after Bud Williams dis-
appeared, Tillie failed to arrive with the lunch.
Thinking she perhaps had a harder chill than usual,
George worked on until three o’clock and then
started home. About half way, he found Tillie
lying by the road-side, dead.

The neighbors and the coroner were summoned.
As a deputy sheriff, 1 went with the coroner to
summon witnesses and the like, and make arrests
if it became necessary.

Tillie had quite evidently been killed by striking
her head on a ‘“‘cypress knee,” or root growth
which protrudes from the ground at irregular in-
tervals around cypress trees, and bears a fancied
resemblance to the closely doubled human knee.
In fact, her head still rested on the “knee’ just as
s+ had first struck. And, there was no other mark
of violence about her. The tin lard pail containing
lunch was close by. The mule tracks showed plainly
that it had “shied” or jumped sideways.

With this evidence, and the common knowledge
that mules will, on oceasion, shy at anything or
nothing, the cause and manner of death seemed
plain.

The affair might have ended there had not a
strange foot-print heen discovered in the road,
about one hundred feet from where the body lz}y.
Jomeone claimed to recognize this as the foot-print
of Bud Willilams; and some idiot suggested the
pogsibility of rape. | |

Acting on this foolish suggestion, a re-examin-
ation of the body was demanded. The coroner
xploded the rape theory with evidence €0
convincing that nmo sane PeISOX could.doubt.‘ ,N;Ot
o there present but admitted the impossibility
e having been attempted.
Colonel Caruth-

quickly e

o1l
of such a crim
When 1 renched town nexv day,
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ers—on whose plantation Williams had been work-
ing—was drunk, and telling evervone who would
listen that it was a plain case of murder and
attempted rape, and that Bud Williams was the
guilty party. By noon he had a lot of men be-
lieving him, and just drunk enough to do anything
he might suggest. As a clincher, he offered a hun-
dred dollars reward to anyone who would bring in
Williams, dead or alive.

I wanted to arrest Caruthers, but no justice
would issue a warrant; and, I knew I would start
trouble if I tried to take him without one. Along
in the middle of the afternoon, he, and a party
of about twenty, rode out of town with the
avowed intention of capturing Bud Wiliams.

I did not like the looks of things. There was
no telling what those drunken hoodlums might do
to the negro should they find him there in the
swamp, so I swore to a complaint charging him
with vagrancy and went out to bring him in for
safe-keeping.

I remembered seeing Anderson and his wife at

one of Williams’ meetings, so I went direct to
him,

¥ % =

- When I convinced Anderson that my arrest of
Williams would be a friendly act, he volunteered
to guide me to his hiding place, which we reached
about one o’clock next morning.,

After dodging about a lot to avoid contact with

Caruthers and his gang, I got my prisoner safely
lodged in jail about ten a. m.
»® * *

While I was waiting in the office to get a receipt
for my prisoner, Uncle Bill was given some war-
rants to serve, away over in the swamp, a two-day

trip, there and back. I was ordered to go along.
We started at once.

When we were well out of town, we turned
down a side road and talked matters over,

Certain remarks I had accidentally overheard
while in the sheriff’s office caused me to suspect
that there was a plan afoot to lynch Williams, that
the sheriff was a party to this plan, and that we
had been sent away so there would be no inter-
ference. Uncle Bill agreed that I was probably
right, but did not see how we could alter circums-
stances; orders were orders, and he was for going
on and serving the warrants he had been en-
trusted with.

I grew impatient and told him he might go on,
or go to hell, if he chose, but I was going back
and stay in town until I could feel sure there was
not going to be any foul play.

I expected he would take offense at this out-
break and maybe want to fight, but he didn’t.
When he saw that I was determined to go back,

he gave in and said he would go along and see me

through, After a long talk, in which we discussed
contingencies and developed our plans, we shook
hands on it and rode back to town.

We did not ride all the way into town, but
Forty-two

picketed our horses iu a thick grove in one corney
of the cemetery and, by traversing side stres,
and alleys, made our way to the back room of
a saloon which was handling a lot of whiskey thay
had never paid revenue tax. It did not take long
to convince the proprietor that our presence myg
not be disclosed.

We stayed in this room all afternoon, the Dro-
prietor bringing us food and drink, and keeping
us posted on current happenings.

Long before dark, we knew positively that tha
jail would be raided that night.

When darkness fell, we walked to the coyrt
house—just across the street from the jail—ang
took up a position under a large rose bush,

About eight o’clock, shadowy forms began tg
gather on the corner a half block away, When
they began to move up street toward the jail we
ran across and entered the jail office,

The sheriff and night jailler were there alone.
They were greatly surprised to see us, but said
they were glad we came so opportunely, as they
expected trouble.

Uncle Bill stopped with the sheriff, while I went
upstairs to a window overlooking the jail entrance.

“When the mob reached the lower step the sheriff
walked out on the landing and asked them what
they wanted. They said they wanted Bud Williams.
He then told them they could not have Williams:
and, that he had Bill Chatterton and Cole Tracy
there to back him up.

I know now that he intended his announcement
of our presence as a warning to the mob; but I
do not think they grasped its significance. For
they just laughed and hooted and started up the
steps.

Uncle Bill quickly stepped forward and fired into
the crowd—dropping his man. They wavered some-
what, and I fired twice, dropping a man each shot.

Uncle Bill was just in the act of firing again
when the sheriff, who was behind him, raised his
revolver and shot him in the back of the head. I
instantly lowered the muzzle of my weapon and
shot the sheriff in the top of the head. Then,
something—1I think it was the jailer’s “blackjack”
hit me on the head and I went to sleep.

When I became conscious again I was handcuffed

- e A

-

and in a cell, I could hear people moving about
In the office and called to them. There was hurried
talking, in a tone which indicated argument, and
8 voice which I recognized as that of Colonel
Caruthers, said: “No, we can’t afford to do any-
thing like that. We would have the whole state
up In arms.” “Just leave him where he is 't
midnight. Then, turn him loose and see that he
gets out of the country and stays out.”

: I then heard a sound of dragging, and the tramp
ling of many feet, After that, all was still.
Shortly after midnight, four men came and

loaded me into a closed carriage. They took M°

into the country about five miles and told me 1o
“GIT.”
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An our way, and just at the outskirts of the
" e passed near a little flickering fire undey
W . trees. One of my guards asked me to guess
.t it meant, but I declined. They then told me,
. ‘ 1_; mnch bo”ﬁng, that it was there they had
asted Bud Williams.
%W chained him to a tree, brought packing

W] e and empty barrels, broke them up and built
R | 5 pyramid around him and poured several gallons
8 ﬁt mal oil over all. When all was ready, Colonel
 ~enthers fired it with his own hand.

* =% ¥
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well, what happened next is a matter of local
‘Uncle Bill was not killed after all. When he
folt the muzzle of the gun against his head he
ugucked” and received nothing more than a scalp
wound, the most painful feature of which was the
powder burn.

- At the special election, held to choose a new
sheriff, he was elected, and I was elevated to the
position of chief deputy.

The sequel to the lynching happened a couple
of years of years later, and, for cold-blooded fiend-
ishness beats anything I ever heard of. But, per-
haps I'd better tell it, it might prove interesting.

* * #

||||||

You know, in that part of the country there was,
at the time of this story, mile upon mile of un-
broken forest. Perhaps half of this timber was
oak, beech, hickory, pecan, ete., the nuts and acorns
of which make most excellent pig feed.

People living in, or adjacent to these forests
did not bother to feed their growing pigs, but turned
them loose in the woods and let them rustle for
themselves,

At convenient intervals, the owners would round
up the young ones and mark, or brand them. Such
as were best suited to the purpose, were confined
in pens in order to make the flesh more firm than
ﬁlﬂt which had been fed upon “mast” alone. The
others were turned back into the woods.

- -Qﬂitenaturally, many escaped the fattening pen
from year to year, until they became very old.
.onleg il Wlﬂl increasing age, they became increasingly wild
L -—mdaavage.

It sometimes happened that one’s “Wild Hog
Glainf’ did not yield the number of young pigs
Tequired and some of the older ones were cap-
tured and confined. It takes a pretty good pen to

It Edd these old timers. It must be made of thick

_ de at least six feet high; for they can jump
i-!-m'i’-’*'lsi,ngly, and, on the approach of a human be-

iﬁé,will charge at the logs with the fierceness of
4 tiger,

* * ¥

\_m_one] Caruthers had three of these wild pigs in
l,!t pén. Being naturally of a cruel anc.i bar-:
JA0U8 disposition, he frequently amused himsell

-\l‘\ on the side of the pen and jabbing thfm
¥ 8 long stick, just to see them rave. NOT
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= he quit until they dropped from sheer ex-

| 3
1

Y res
-, t’:-’i 1 “

"“CEMBER, 1923

In that country, people did not keep their chick-
ens confined, but gave them free range of the
grounds, and permitted them to nest wherever they
could find a suitable place; which was usually some-
where about the barn. Hunting hen’s nests was a
regular occupation with those who had supervision

of the family larder.
Caruthers had a negro cook whose duty it was to

gather up the eggs each day. One day this cook
came running into the house and reported that Ca-
ruthers had fallen into the wild hog pen.

Mrs. Caruthers and an old maid daughter—La-
vina—with the cook—Mary Huggins—were the only
persons about the premises. There was not a man
within a half mile.

They all seized clubs and belahored the pigs vig-
orously, but to no avail. They may as well have
heaten the stout logs of the pen. The pigs only
orunted, and continued their maceration of the not
:-'et dead, Colonel. Nor did their work of destruc-
{:ion cease until a half hour later when a passing
neighbor shot the pigs and dragged from the pen
the dish-pan full of bones and mire covered flesh—
a1l that remained of the victim.

Mary Huggins fought the pigs as vigorously as
did t}u; others, and her manifestations of grief and
horror appeared to be as genuine. Nevertheless,
in his desth agony, Cavruthers shouted out some-
thing which the daughter interpreted as & statement
that the cook had pushed him into the pen.

Forty-three



[ had lost his balance and toppled into the pen ac-

cidentally, so, acting on the testimony of the daugh-

- . ter, the coroner decided that he came to his death

at the hand of Mary Huggins. She was promptly
lodged in jail, charged with murder in the first
degree,

Justice moves swiftly where negroes are con-
cerned, and in less than ten days Mary Huggins was
tried and sentenced to hang. The date of execution
being set for the Friday following Thanksgiving—
about six weeks away.

To the very last, Mary protested her innocence,
and, notwithstanding the verdict, the official con-
science was somewhat perturbed over the possibility
of executing an innocent person. So the effort to
Secure a confession was continued with redoubled
energy. Because of my exceptional skill at obtain-
ing the confidence of negro prisoners, I was detailed
to get this confession.

I visited her in her cell almost every day, and
we became very good friends indeed. But it was
not until ten days prior to the date of execution

that I accomplished my task. The story she told
was a corker:

Altho known as Mary Huggins, she was in reality
Mary Williams; a sister to Bud Williams. When
she learned of the lynching she was cooking for a
white family in New Orleans, but gave up her po-
sition and came “up river” for the fixed and sworn
purpose of revenge.

It was easy for her to fix upon Colonel Caruthers
as the prime instigator of her brother’s death; and,
because of her superior ability as a cook, compara-
tively easy to secure a position in the Caruthers’
household.

She planned to poison Caruthers, but when the
wild pigs were brought on the place a more fiendish
plan was evolved. (She said: “More FITTING
plan™). In passing to and from the barn on her
egg gathering trips she frequently saw Caruthers
teasing the pigs. Awaiting a time when there was
no one near to effect a rescue, she slipped up be-
hind him, grasped his ankles and pushed him into
the pen.

She could have waited until he was dead before
giving the alarm, and thus have avoided any chance
of discovery, but her long brooding over the tor-
ture of her brother made her bitter and she deliber-
ately called the wife and daughter out that they
might witness the death agony of the hushand and
father.

I wrote the confession and she signed it. Tt was

given to the newspapers but none of them pub-
lished it. Most of them contained only the bare

statement that Mary Huggins had confessed. One
or two hinted at “some fancied wrong” as the mo-
tive.

Caruthers deserved death. In my mind there was

no question on that point. 1 could have shot him

. with pleasure had a plausible excuse presented itself.
'~ I could not but regard Mary Huggins as a sort of
God-sent avenging angel—though the form of exe-

eally did not seem probable that Caruthers

cution was just a trifle more horrible than 1 coulg
have wished. And, I determined to save hey if 4
was in any way possible.

I thought over the matter all night, Thera
seemed very little chance of a reprieve, ang None
whatever of a commutation of sentence; to say nog,.
ing of a pardon. There was just one way: The

prisoner must escape.
* % %

In the old days, there was practically no attempt
at segregation of sexes in the jails. True, the tyw,
sexes were never confined in the same cell together,
but they did occupy adjoining cells with nothing
but bars between; and, all cells opened into one
common corridor.

In this jail where Mary Huggins was confined
there was a suite of rooms, directly over the office,
which had formerly been used as living rooms by
the jailer and his family. When Uncle Bill took
charge he moved the jailer out and remodelled these
rooms so they could be used for the detention of
female prisoners.

It was in one of these rooms that Mary awaited
death. Being the only woman in the jail (the prac-
tice of employing a jail matron had not yet been
introduced) she was practically isolated.

The next several days I put in perfecting my
plans—and quietly borrowing small sums of money,
until the total amounted to more than sixteen hun-
dred dollars. A sum which I deemed sufficient for
my purpose. However, I did not see the Huggins
woman again 'til I had every detail worked out. I
then visited her several times and had her rehearse
the part she was to play.

3 s *

Beginning a few days before execution, it is, or
was, customary to place a “Death Watch” over con-
demned prisoners. That is, 2 guard would be sta-
tioned at the door of the death cell, night and day.
Because the official “Death Cell” was in the men’s
ward, Uncle Bill did not place Mary there but per-
mitted her to remain where she was. He did, how-
ever, post the death watch.

I applied for, and received, the appointment as
night guard on this death watch. When I asked for
it, Uncle Bill smiled in a queer sort of way. Iam
sure now that he suspected my intent and secretly
approved it,

The first night of my wate h, I smuggled in to Mary
Huggins a complete outfit of men’s clothing. She

spent nearly all night adjusting them to fit, but in
the end achieved success. When I looked in, along
about five o’clock next morning, it was a rathel
chunky, and very husky looking negro man that 1
saw. Before I went off shift che removed the mas

querade and hid the garments in her bunk.

On the evening before the execution, the night
Jailer and I broached a bottle of port wine. 1 slipped
some chloral into his glass, and when I went OF
guard he was dead to the world. ’

As soon as all was quiet, Marv passed out even

garment and vestige of women's clothing and 1 toor‘
it down and burned it in the jail furnace. Afte

“
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shies good, and kindling a coul
 pher B8 Hiey would leave no trace,

S aeaetlr 11 BOM T opened her door and we
W duwnetales, paet the drogged jailer and
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e peutt hunes was & two story building gur.
el bw & olaek tower. This tower was ten
S sunaee; anA sstended abeve the roof of the
Laidiag samp beenty-five feet.  There were four
) .t foet 8 dinmeier,  Attached to the wall,
glaw HhE Suith disl, was the clock machinery,
foar, o habbai ol the elock, was at a height
. ™ v gaild stand and loak through the
ke halen i1 P dinls wid soe 1he street below, These
v helee wepn oweely sensmental, and had been
 deaed with Wlaek paisted boavde to keep out pig-
B j“ gtlisd Rivds.  The bell stood on & frame
& ke pentet af the Aeov, and sould he sounded by
. B b foamm hlaw, as woll as by the striker,
r . of the elosk,
o poo was entered by olimbing & ladder from
_ .w ofi the second Aoar and erawling through a
. geor, The janitor dsed to elimb this ladder
wath week to wind the eloek, hut it was pretiy
o his old Joints, and hie vigged up a sprocket
eel and ehain belt g he ocould do his winding
Below. One resnlt of this Innovation was that
e dlock room was not visited, on an average, onee
m Wwas fo one on duty in the court house
from nine thity . M. to four A. M. and uninter-
‘—h‘-v dcoeRs was onsy for onie a8 well acquainted
th the building as 1.
In the several nighte between the time Mary Hug-
gine made her confesaion and that of my taking the
ﬂm oen the death wateh | had been busy
provisioning this reom. 1 earvied up & quantity of

wl, cheese, sardines, boiled ham, ete, FEnough

b ast & hungry pergon eight or ten days,
. Ehe weather was protty cold, so 1 earried up six
- Beavy quilts, four large lanterns and ten gallons
- of coal oil. (By chinking the cracks with rags or
' I-— 'nchﬁng all four lanterns the room could
- N Eept comfortably warm.)
18 addition to the above, 1 earried up two two.
‘ | _M d Mt‘el’, a can oponer for the sardines,
) -- . hiife, a box of matchen, n tin funnel for
i _'h; hutem, and an empty ecandy pail for
_I-_,"-", a lOt Of schcming 10 procure and as
‘all these things without attracting sttention,
", & Judicious use of funds made it ponsible

. That afternoon 1 placed in my pockets a pair of
' ‘ and a pair of wool socks which | hed
SR Ior & week, When we reached the lower step
ke Jail, T caused Mary to slip on the gloves. ]
hhﬂ‘ﬂu gocks and had her pull them on
Set Ber shoes. When she was quite ready, I took

-‘ Etrid my shoulders and earriod hey peross Lie
- /-; court housge and up to the ladder
fvg “ up mﬂ ladder ahend of me,
8 16w words of instruetion, toll hev
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in'nt: sheriff came down at § o'clock
£ to prepare for the gxecntion. in the office down

next morn-

:2‘:;6 :: ::‘::d f:?l- apparently, in about the same

e pelbaiis € Jailer. The cell door was open and
gone,

mtgt‘;"‘fﬁggdt'h.cm work over me for a half hour

ol m,embemd : zn?ugh to tell them the last thing

the night .iailm'Mﬂmm‘mK oty port .w'ino with

We were botia :‘h of course told a similar sto.ry.
- . ra er hazy as to where the wine

me from, but each expressed the bolief that the
other had provided it. I looked the Jailer straight in
the eye and told him that he knew perfectly well
where the wine came from, and that 1 did not pro-
vide it.

He was mortally afraid of me, and interpreted
that straight look as a threat of bodily harm. 8o,
he admitted ownerghip of the wine, but said it was
some he had procured several weeks before. and.
as he patronized ALL the saloong, could not remem-
ber where he bought it. Both of us were believed
to be officers of sterling integrity and unfailing de-
votion to duty, so the matter of the drugged wine
was dismissed as an unsolvable riddie.

The blood-hounds were brought to the vaecant cell
and permitted to smell of the sheets and pillow on
the bunk. They took up the trail and followed it
to the jail steps, but could go no further. No
amount of cireling could enable them to pick up
the trail again,

The country was scoured for miles around for
traces of the escaped prisoner. Every negro cabin,
and many white homes, were searched. As always
happens, many rumors came in to the effect that
Mary Huggins had been seen in this, that, or the
other locality. Many suspects were arrested in

neighboring towns,
: - >

My object in leaving Mary in the clock tower for
.;gvhi days was to allow time for the hunt to sub-
side. Also, it would give me time to drop out of
gight without arousing suspIcion.

Three days after the escape, [ pretended to receive
a letter from mother saying father was very ill and
hewging me to come home at once. To carry out
t"ao“.t‘lt'((p!ir.:l, I did go home, but stayed only one
I} ht.

The next morning, 1 pledged my sister to secrecy
aiid engaged her assistance, After I had, SUppoted-
)}' -trz;'¢f~{3 L0 cateh the mm"nmg iram, we %Iipp{'d
weok and surreptitionsly entered a vacant cabin at

farm. There, she clipped my
no one could tell whether it
wag straight or kinky. Then, with the ald of a pot
of home-made walnpt stain, she colorad my head,

fhp :. wer onag o { LN
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hair so short thai
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face, shoulders and arms a beaufful golden-Drown.
. : ) e ¥ —_— o
o perfect Was Iy disguise that when, a couple of
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I stepped off the train and, absentmind-
dly, entered my favorite restaurant and ordered a
meal the proprietor chased me out with a gun. (In

.~ the south, negroes are not permitted to enter white

restaurants or hotels except as servants or other
hired help.)

That night, while the court house clock was pro-
claiming the hour of twelve, I was creeping up the
ladder to Mary Huggins’ retreat. At the last stroke
of the bell I raised the trap door and peeped in.

Mary was awake of course—a dead person could
not remain asleep while that clock was striking—
and she made a lunge with the butcher knife that
eertainly would have done for me had I not quick-
ly withdrawn my head and dropped the trap door.
It took quite a while to convince her of my identity.

All four of the lanterns were going and, altho
it was bitter cold outside, it was as warm as toast
in the clock room. Mary was in high spirit, and so
pleased to see me that I had to pretend anger to
avold a scene.

We made two parcels of the bedding and small
quantity of remaining provisions, extinguished the
lanterns—taking one along—eclimbed down the lad-
der and made our way to the outer air.

* *x ®

When preparing for the jail delivery, I purchased
a sixteen foot canoe and hid it in a cane-brake a few
yards from the river and about seven miles from
town. We reached this boat just at daylight. On
our way, Mary told me she had been kept awake
80 mueh by the striking of the clock that she felt
light headed, or dizzy, so as soon as we got the
canoe launched I made her lie down in the bottom,
covered her with bedding, pushed off and started
down stream,

For four days we traveled down stream before
entering the Mississippi. Paddling all day and
camping on the bank at night,

We were perfectly safe, for two negroes in a
boat is a common enough sight in that country,
and I knew every foot of our river and was able
to choose secluded spots for camping. Mary slept
nearly all the time, with her face covered up; and,
I told t