
"Sure, Sure”
Story and by ROSE PASTOR STOKES

*'o'Ußjg, sure:”
Mm. Pnrrtnar sodded. She always

sodded.
■“Sacre, wmiJ” she Tepentad. Ow

**d over again,. bo- Road mowing up
*nd down. steadily,, regularly,, so like
ike Rule cUty woman ySmckSag hex
goose is that baicibej-’a winds* on
Sixth -sTenae.

■“Sore, sane]”
-After sU, Mis. UmniMlcsi m na-

tive. Such a neashbar Miry khmiaar
ODnhtu’t disagree with.

■"America is the greatest country In
file -rttridl”

"Sore, sure'."
-Tha riehestl"
"Sura, snrei'"
“Where c’n y© get a working ei««a V

be a” well off? Only inAmerica!”
“Sure, sure!"
She smiled with aQ her huge tarf*.

"with the full stretch of her aide tor-
figs month. So agreeable?

"Why, there isn’t anybody out o’ 1
work—’oapt lazy tnlis."

“Sure, sure?" hsr little ayes danced.
She had the happy trick of making
them dance at sill.

"FuiTiaers came over here an* lire
betterti they ever lived before In them
fnrrti countries. Even a haaemenfe
better-* they ever had over there."

She looked RlgnlflcnwtTy tTTtn the
eyes of the yee-wmnah.

,

For a moment thq little ■woman’ll
slims stopped dancing as It they were

got a job at a hundred a week, they
voaldn’t."

“Sure,’ anre?"
•So simply, so naturally the word

eehoqd had re-echoed. So much ns a
matter of course Mrs. Ummerican ac-
cepted U. After all, what sensible
person, foreign or American, would
disagree with her.

Mrs. Usunerfoan shifted her heavily-
laden market hag to her left arm and
put a foot on the first ate® up the
stoop. After all, this waa an almost
daily occurrence. There’ll be plenty
of opportunities to talk to this new
wop In tha basement.

“An* nobody should get It into his
head that this country ain’t god’s own
country. It’s % democratic country,
where everybody baa a equal chance,
an’ If they don’t like It let ’em get tha
hell oat o’ here!"

Mrs. TJmmerican smiled down at
Mrs. Fnrrlner.

Mrs. Furriner was sure that there
waa a world of meaning in her words,
in her smile. s

Mrs. FUrriner smiled up to Mrs
Ummerican:

"Sure, sure!”
She descended the three steps to

her basement. , .
.
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T NNIdE the dark room a little band
-*■ reached out for her skirts . . . felt
at the empty market bag. A wall went
up—of disappointment—hunger.

c :x
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poised for. a new movement. For now
again they twinkled merrily.

“Sure, sure!” What if she did refer
to her, she can’t afford to quarrel with
an American, living in nice large
rooms on the first floor!

"With electricity an’ all. . . . They
never seen such things in the old
country!”

Mrs. Furriner’s lips formed the
habitual word. It was her habit some-
times not to utter it—just go thru the
motion. But her head went Just as
mechanically up and down. Her eyes
danced Jnst as merrily, her mouth
spread in the same broad smile.

"An’ look at the wages the work-
ers’re gettin’l Why every worker c’n
own an automobile in America.”

“Sure!”
"If he didn’t spend it on clo’s an’ a

good time!”
“Sure, sure!” Her eyes even teared

a little—with laughter, for she had to
wipe them with the corner of her for-
eign shawl. It was cotton, but gay,
colorful. A keen October wind did
not cut into its gayety, at any rate.

“An’ 1 say again, anybody c’n get a
Job. Anybody. Them loafers slttin’
around on the park benches is just
lazy folk. /I’hey wouldn’t work if they

Thera waa no light la the room to
sea how the light went out of the
dancing eyes and the gay broad smile
... to aee what a flood of bitterness
drowned It.

She thrust the hand aside and hurled
the child from her.

"What you want? My Blood? Here,
drink! My flesh? Here, eat! No-
body was home. ... I couldn’t bor-
row. ... In the market they don’t
give for nothing! -

The child wailed in a darker corner
of the dark room. Mrs. F. sat down
near the window ... to think . , .

and think.
•ta a a •

"QJURE!” said Mr*. Ummerican to
O her little girl of twelve, home from

school, "we’ll make a good American
out o’ that wop in the basement yet!”

C■> iin Jj-' lY*ar - '-iTtTSm ’'*•

COLD LIGHT: Have you ever seen
a cold light that was made by man?
No, Nor has anybody else. Every-
thing that man- uses to give light Is
intensely bot At present we can only
produce light as a by-product of heat.
We burn a wax candle producing heat,
and Incidentally a little light. In
every case over 90 per cent of the
energy used goes into useless heat,
and only the remnant—the few odd
per cent—go into light. If a means
were discovered of producing light
without wasting most of the avail-
able energy in heat—in other words,
a cold light—the saving in fuel and
power would be enormous.

Cold light does exist in Nature—

the phosphorescence of rotten wood,
etc, and of the sea, the .glow-worm
and firefly, the luminous deep-sea llsh.
In the case of the wood, the light is
due to the chemical decomposition
caused by bacteria. In the sea the
phosphorescence is due to millions of
tiny organisms in the water which
give out light when disturbed. The
animal light (firefly, fish, etc.) is pro-
duced by the Interaction of two sub-
stances of unknown composition with-
in tbs body. It would be worth mil-
lions to humanity to learn the glow-
worm’s trick.

• • •

HAIL: Hail occurs together with
thunderstorms. Different opinions ex-
ist as to its cause. In a general way
it might be said that falling rain
passes thru a cold layer of air and
gets frozen and continues to fall in
the form of lumps of ice which we
call hailstones. Hailstones vary
from the size of small peas to sizes
bigger than big oranges. "A typical
hailstone has a snowy center, sur-
rounded by from one to a dozen coats
of alternately clear and snowy ice,
arranged like the skins of an onion."
Damage due to hail is estimated at
over $200,006,000 a year thruout the
world, $7,000,000 of cotton crops and
$14,000,000 of corn crops annually in
the .United States.

FIGHTING INSECT PESTS: Every
country has Its own Insect' pests that
devastate it* crops, and generally
some more or less successful method
of coping with them has been devel-
oped. But pests Imported accident-
ally from abroad are often veritable
scourges. This Is largely due to the
fact that they have been imported
without their natural enemies. Na-
ture has given tremendous fertility to
the lower orders of life, counting on
the fact that only a small percentage
of the eggs will ever hatch and reach
maturity; the rest serve as the nat-
ural food of the hundreds of other
forms of life that prey upon them.
But if an insect pest .ever happens to
be imported without its natural ene-
mies a sad day has dawned for the
farmer, for Its terrific multiplication
receives no check and it spreads like
wildfire.

A case in point is the Japanese
beetle, which has been devastating
crops In and around New Jersey. Ef-
forts to exterminate it failed. The
government then set about discover-
ing and importing its enemies, with
the result that the pest is now being
brought under control. One of the
enemies—a small fly—operates by
laying its eggs * upon the back
of the beetle, so as to assure them of
food. The eggs hatch into grubs,
which proceed to make a meal off the
beetle, steadily eating their way in-
side. “The beetle gets sick (no won-
der) and dies in a few days,’’ but
the grubs have a grand time and
emerge as flies in the spring ready
to lay more eggs. The other enemies
of the beetle are parasites which op-
erate in a somewhat similar fashion.

—N. S.
• • •
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HOLY CATS!

A Surprise!

Everybody In the
office could hardly
believe it! We
asked for some-
thing good for the
TINT WORKER
when It appears
In the classy new
SUNDAY WORK-
KR and ws got ths
dandleat things.
Holy Cow and a
couple e< blessed
calvest -v lust wait
and seel Poems and
stories and J■■'■l'B
and everything!
Better subscribe
for the SUNDAY
WORKER!

HEY-HSTI
How did ynrn

like the poem ta
this Issue? It
makes Morris ed-
itor.

“THE GREAT WORLD”
(With apologies to Lilllput Lectures)
Croat, wide, terrible, miserable world,
With the terrible sweatshops round

you carled.
With greedy parasites on your breast.
World, you are robbed of your beat.
The foul-smelling air is ever me
While the wonderful wind to
shaking the tree. It walks o’er
the water, and whirls this mill
And playe with rich children on top

of that hilL *

n
, /

Friendly Earth, tell me, la It an, s’Are there wheat fields that nod?

Are there rivers that flow?
No! tor me, cities, mills wage slav-ery’s the style.

No beauty, no freedom, net ellfts,not Isles,
We make you so groat, yet our power

to small.
We tremble to organize, World, at aU.
Yet, when 1 thought of tomozsasr,

s
A whisper Inside me seemed to sayWe are stronger than they, let’s or-

ganise aad plod

We produoe everything, but whet
bars see got?

No. 23

EXTRA!
EXTRA!

The Young? pio-
neer* o t Grand
Rapids, Mich, sent
*o much stuff for
a special Issue the
package nearly
broke the mail-
man'* back. And
It’s fine stuff! They
beat New York and
everybody. The
next issue ot the
TINY WORKER
will have some-
thing special on
Russia. But on
November It the
first special issue
tor Grand RapMs
wifi b e printed.
Watch for ltl

Now Johnnie Redcan go to sleep
with a happy grin
on his face and
dream about whatcity will be next
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