
Woman’s Home is Her Castle
By STERLING BOWER. j

NEAR smoky large copper and brass
mills in Hamtramck a row o£ 1

Bmall company houses on Kosciuczko I
street looked all alike, top to bottom,
front to back.

Behind the row lay a large dumping 1
ground where cinders were smoulder- •
ing. In front lay the pavement, where 1
once in a while a romping child was
killed or hurt by a speeding delivery *
truck.

Peter Swisky was coming home
roaring drunk at ten o'clock at night. *
He lived with Mrs. Swisky in the
eleventh house from Joseph Campau 1
avenue, known as Joe Campau avenue. 1
In his hip pocket a quart of moon-
shine was gurgling at every step. At :
Joe Campau he began counting: one,
two, three, four . At the sixth
house he tripped on a crack in the :
sidewalk, losing count. Arriving be-
fore the eleventh house, he was count- !
ing ten. So Swisky swerved in at
the twelfth house, the home of Mr. i
and Mrs. Charles Petosky.

“Hello, hello my friends,” Swisky i
said to the Petoskys, walking in with-
out knocking, thinking he was home.
“You’re always welcome to Pete
Swisky’s house, always welcome, yes
sir. Have a drink.”

Petosky and his wife began laugh-
ing.

“Where have you been, Pete, to get
all steamed up like this?”—Petosky
winking at his wife.

“O I met an old friend. His father
knew my father in Posen. Where’s
my wife?”—Swisky sitting down, put-
ting whisky bottle on parlor table.
“Get the glasses, Charlie.”

“I suppose she’s in bed,” Mrs. Pe-
tosky said.

“I suppose so,” Swisky said. “I
suppose so.”

The Citizen’s Furnishing Company
had sold the Petoskys, the Swiskys
furniture sets just alike for S2O down,
$lO a month. Virgin Mary’s picture
in color, bleeding heart showing, was
hanging in each house. Mrs. Petosky,
moving to the neighborhood first, had
later helped Mrs; Swisky in selecting
furniture, settling. Swisky was feel-
ing magnanimously, magnificently at
home. Helping Petosky carry glasses,
he fell, staggering against a chair,
breaking rung with foot.

“What do we care about a chair? —

out of the way, you!”—Swisky kick-
ing chair into corner.

Mr. and Mrs. Petosky were looking
. at each other skeptically, Mrs, Pe-
tosky venturing: “They cost three
dollars apiece.”

“What do we care for three dol-
lars? Ha! Have a drink!”

Petosky were^Ufftfcjjf
grimaces at Ai^'Wife.

“Get my wife up,” Swisky said to
Mrs. Petosky. "You and she can sing
to my friend Charlie and me. Ha!
Sing about the soldier that fell in love
with the girl. Get her up, get her up.”

“It’s too late. Let her sleep,” Mrs.
Petosky said mildly.

"We don’t have to get up till five-
thirty, Anna. It’s only ten now,”
Petosky fold her, washing down big
drink, shuddering, smacking lips.
“Ah!—fine whisky, Swisky! Where
did you get it?”

“Down to Mike’s. He trusted me
for it.”

Mrs. Petosky said: "Well, you two
can make fools of yourselves if you
want to. I’m going to bed.”

"Ha-ha-ha!” Swisky laughing.
“That’s right! Let the women go to
bed. That’s where they look best.
Hey, Charlie? A woman looks best
in bed. Sure! You’re right. You
go to bed. You wait for Charlie.
Don’t got to sleep. No! Charlie, hefll
be along pretty soon, all happy like
me. Wheel Have a drink!”

Mrs. Petosky, standing in the door,
was looking back angrily at her hus-
band, motioning to him to leave
Swisky, Jerking head sidewide toward
bedroom, whispering: “It’s late. You
won’t be able to'get up in the morn-
ing”—scowling impatiently.

Petosky motiouod her away.
“Good night, fools,” Mrs. Petosky

snapped, walking across hall to bod-
room.

“Come again, come again," Swisky
sitting with his back toward her called
jovially. “Como see us again. Well,
Charlie, here's a go”—Swisky holding

glass up, gulping whisky.
“Here’s bumps”'—Petosky gulping

his drink, shaking head, making faces,
trembling violently.

Mrs, Petosky said from the dark-
ness: “Ugh, You old fool you! You
don’t even know where you are. If
you were my man I’d —The bed-
room door slammed.

“Well, she’s gone anyhow," Swisky
said.

“Don’t pay any attention to her.
You’re my friend,” Petosky said, get-
ting drunk.

Swisky was laughing. Before long
he was singing, slurring words, getting
off key. Petosky began singing, too.
Mrs. Petosky pounded once on the
floor.

“That’s the wife," Swisky said.
Petosky shouted: “Go sleep, go

sleep!”
Swisky said: “That’s the way, that’s

the way. You're my friend. We both
tell her”—Swisky shouting: “Go
sleep, go sleep”—slurring also.

Amber whisky depths were growing
shallow In bottle, down, down, down.
Petosky’s eyelids were growing heavy.
He began nodding, waking, head jerk-
ing.

Getting more water from kitchen
Petosky went headlong over a chair,
water spilling, pitcher breaking.
Swisky helping him up lost balance,
falling across him. Both got up se-
riously, staggering back to table, lung-
ing into chairs again, Petosky saying
huskily: “—don’t need water. —need
whisky.”

“—Sure. Have a drink!”
After one more drink Petosky’s

head went sagging forward to the
table. Swisky, straining bleary eyes,

was leaning forward looking at him
tenderly: “Come on, Charlie; come
on, Charlie. Wake up, have a drink.
—just once more. Don’t go sleep.
You’re my best friend, Charlie. Don’t
go sleep. If you have just one more
you feel better. If you’re going sleep
you better go sleep, Charlie”—Swis-
ky’s hand groping across table for
Petosky’s shoulder. “Don’t you know
that? Bed is place sleep, Charlie.
Come on, Charlie. Wake up, Charlie.
You better drink or go home, Charlie”
—Swisky patting Petosky with huge
paw.

Walking around table, clutching
edge, Swisky pulled Petosky with both
hands gently: ‘‘Come on, Charlie,
Wake up, Charlie, old friend."

Swisky lifting Petosky to his feet,
both men stood swaying, Petosky
opening eyes.

“That’s boy, Charlie!
right. I knew g 0 hom6f
rwi” 1

*

1 on’ 111 take y°u—”

‘ Petosky went limp. Swisky, catch-
ing him, holding him up. Opening
eyes again, Petosky said: “I better
go bed.”

“Never mind hat, Charlie. Come
on, hold on me. You don’t need hat,
just go home, Charlie."

“—right, Pete.”
Together they went slowly, preca-

riously, through door, down three
front steps to sidewalk, Swisky clutch-
ing frail railing, lunging arm in arm
with Petosky off bottom step, pulling
up abruptly.

“I’m all right, Pete—”
"—right, Charlie. —night"
“You go back, Pete. I’m all right.

You go bed your wife, Pete. You go,
you go—. You go bed your wife. You
go—’’

"—right, Charlie. —night.”
"—night.”
"—night."
Kosciuczko street was tipping badly.

Petosky leaning forward, trying to
be perpendicular, pitched forward on
his face in a cataclysm of relativity.
Getting up he found little houses all
alike whirling around him dizzily,

i Desperately crossing intervening, re-
volving, tilting time-space, Petosky
clutched a speeding porch railing,
hanging on with all hla might Find-
ing porch steps, Petosky went reeling
into the Swisky establishment.

Swisky, knees tottering, foet spread-
ing spasmodically, pulling himself by
the railing up throe eluslvo steps, went
caredhlng back into Potosky’s house.

Kosciuczko street became quiet,
suddenly normal again under moon,
stars. Over on Joe Campau avenue
the milkman’s wagon, prophetlo of
dawn, was clattering over brick pare-
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meat,
Suddenly the eleventh house door

sprang open:
“Get out of hero! You big bruta

You wait tiU I tell Petel I’U tell
your wife, too. Get out, get out!”

It was Mrs. Swisky ejecting Pe-
tosky, Standing in nightgown In door-
way, watching him lurching down
steps, Mrs. Swisky heard the adjoin-
ing door opening noisily. A voice
next door exclaimed: “You terrible
man! You awful drunk manl You
get out of beret You wait!”

Mrs. Petosky was ejecting Swisky.
The two men, meeting on the side-

walk between the two houses halted,
swaying unsteadily together.

t
*—wrong place, Got wrong—"
"M-m-m—» Guess did—" both sway-

ing, turning in little circle!, bumping
each other.

Mrs. Petosky, Mrs. Swisky starting
simultaneously went marching from
porches In ample flowing nightgown*
grabbing husbands' arms, jerking
them.

>

"Come into the houset What do
you mean by this I"

"Charlie Petosky I Yet get In here
as fast as you can!"

With milkman’s wagon clattering
around corner Into Kosciuczko street,
Mrs. Swisky, Mrs. Petosky guided
their men home.
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GENIUS IN AMERICA.

By E. MERRILL ROOT

Woodchucks sleep all winter—■

Sleep and never budge,
Confidently waiting

Nature’s nudge.

Wheat in Pharaoh’s pyramid,
Coffined with a dummy,

Waits a thousand years to sprout—
Unlike the mummy.

| |
I’m the woodchuch in the earth

Os failure and rejection;
Mummy-coffined wheat that waits

Resurrection.

Let the snow be pine-tree high ....
Mummy never budge ....

I can chuckle as I wait
Nature’s nudge.
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Extra1 Charmion
Oliver Is Back!

Last week w e
wanted t s know
why we didn’t hear
from Charmion and
right away she
sends us all kinds
of good things.
Here are some of
them more next

’weekl

FUNNY
A Capitalist sat on

a Soviet track
He heard the work-

ers’ bell
Too bad
How sad——
Toot, toot .

• •

Farewell!

REAL TRU*
STORY

To a school
chum of mlno I
was training for a
“Young Pioneer," I
gave a copy of
Robert oiatcnroro’s
book called “Qod
And My Neighbor."
She read it and
JOINED THE
SALVATION
A R M YI Now
what’s wrong}
Charmion Oliver,

San Francisco.
Listen Chsrmlon,

try tns next on#
with “Fairy Tales
For Workers Chll*
dren” first. You
might got bettor
roeults.

POEM
By SIDNEY NAD-Ol»KY- Grand

Rapids.

The bosses ftvs IM
luxury,

The workers 11vs Is
dirt

But th s bosses
bstter look out

Ths Workers Art

Saturday, August 7, 1926

PHOOIB—A BAD EGG!
It doesn’t smeU so good. The egg

la the system we live under. In the
heat of business this egg hatches out
little chicks called “business men."
(The "wobbUes” caU them “Cock-
roach business men”).

The business men want to make
money. So they pay low wage* and
make workers slave long hours. They
Join the Chamber of Commerce that
hates the unions and they support the
church and Y, M. C. A. to dope the
workers and children.

Capitalism Is sure a bad egg now.
And oh, what It hatches out...phoolal

SPECIAL NEXT WEEK
Rote Horowltx of Rochester, Charm-

ing Oliver, Sidney Nadolsky and
Jeannette Newman—« sister of our
10-year old Bolshevik we had last
week—will ALL BE IN THE NEXT
ISSUE! Oboe, this la going te be
good!t& & %

No. 11

getting alert!
Welcome David To

The Tiny Worker
David Binevitch

wrote us such a
nice letter we print
■t in full and bid
him welcome by
making him editor.
He sayt:

"I am a boy whocame from Russia
two years ago.
While at work by
some miracle your
paper The DAILY
WORKER" of July
17 occurred at myside where I wae
opening a case of
goods on the street
pavement. The tl.
tie of the paper in.
terested me and
not mlaaing any ar.tide 1 read themRile Coming up to
tht TINY WORK.ER I noticed the
edition In whichwas tne poem of
Rose Horowitz.Although I am nota "Pioneer” yet 1
decided to write
down a little poem
and send It. HereIt Ist
THE WORKERS

They toll from themorn,
They work with all
, their might,
Like sheep greet

the shepherd’s
horn,

So do they the call
of night

Dear la to themthe rest,
Dear Is ths simple,tiny home.
They yearn fop

freedom best
Which olves hope

and ogurage tesome,
David Binevich,

Phils., Pa.

That’s fine Dave.Send ua some morel
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