
Mrs. Smith Helps Out!
What One Woman Did in the Great British Strike

Trying to Win the Women

By FLORENCE PARKER.

MRS. JACK SMITH was one of the
women who can truthfully be de-

scribed as splendid In the general
strike.

From the very first minute she came
out four square behind her man and
behind her class. It was not Mrs.
Jack Smith of whom the capitalist
papers wrote so gleefully that the
women were urging their men to stay

at work. No, she remembered early,
on May Day even, the advice of Mar-
garet Bondfield and Dord Nelson and
determined that chief duty during the
strike, if it came, was not at the
cooking stove.

And it didn’t end at tying red rib-
bons on the children, either.

Mrs. Jack Smith turned up every
morning early at the rooms of the
strike committee; she attended strike
meetings, where she sold copies of the
strike bulletins; she sang fervently at
concerts and she lectured all and sun-
dry on the justness of the strikers’
cause. She became more and more
rabid as the days went by. Her hus-
band was amazed and rather proud.
Her children sat thru the long hours
at school and listened to the shameful
anti-strike propaganda of their “im-
partial” teacher, secure in the knowl-
edge that tonight, long after they
ought to have been in bed, they would
be taking part in a concert round at
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the strike committee’s room.
* * • .

Bread and dripping sandwiches
served up to the strains of the Red
Flag were the staple diet of the Smith
family during the strike.

A revolution also took place—a nice,
peaceful one with no bloodshed or fir-
ing of guns—when Mrs. Jack Smith
announced that for the duration of the
strike, and possibly after the armis-
tice, each member of the family was
expected to share in the househoid
duties.

"I have something more important
to do,” she said, thus showing how

IT has become a commonplace to
say that the working class women

are a tremendous factor in modern
social, economic and political life.
They are playing a large part in in-
dustry. They are slowly entering the
trade unions. And they are also be-
coming an influence in politics.

As usual fin.. toll country, the first
to realize and to utilize this factor in
their interets were the capitalists.
They spared neither money nor effort
to win the women for capitalism. In

this they were ably assisted by the
church, the newspapers, the schools,
etc.

Society Women Patronizing Their
“Poor Sisters.

-iIfHHN you see the rich, so-called
VV society women taking pains to

help the women of the “lower” classes
you must understand the reason.
These rich matrons aTe Just as fully
class conscious as their men. They
understand how vitally important it is
for the maintenance of capitalist rule
to secure the allegiance and support
of tha working girl and working wo-
man for the capitalist parties and
leadership.

The working girl and working wo-

man can vote. They know how to
fight as is being splendidly demon-
strated in the textile strike in Passaic,
New Jersey. They are intelligent, en-
ergetic and therefore of incalculable
value to the struggles of their sweet-
hearts, husbands, fathers and broth-
ers.

Mrs. Coolidge Helping the Cause.

MRS. Coolidge is helping her huband
who is helping the capitalists

against the workers. That’s why you
see Mrs. Coolidge on this picture lay-
ing the cornerstone of a new building
for tha Young Women’s Christian As-
sociation in Washington, D. C.

Why is she doing it? Because the
Y. W. C. A. has become the center of
capitalist education and training for
large numbers of working girls. Be-
cause there a whole system is being
applied to corrupt the minds and
hearts of these young girls with re-
spect and devotion to the existing
capitalist order.

In short, H is because tbs Y. W.
C. A. and similar institutions are try-
ing to win the working girls away
from their class, that Mrs. Coolidge
and other capitalist women are “exert-
ing” themselves in favor of these in-
stitutions.
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new Y. W. C. A. building In Washington, D. C.
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BIG NEWS
Election* are

coming and the
politician* all over
the country are be-
ginning t o call
each other name*.
The democrat* are
calling the republi-
can* crook* and
the republicans are
calling the demo-
crat* horse-thieves.
They are probably
both right. Some
day the worker*
will get wise and
will quit voting for
these old parties
and get a labor
Party of their own.

Fairy Tale.
A skunk waa

walking alongwhen
he met a rabbit,
The rabbit beat it
quick and when hagot a distance
away h e asked
"what time is It?"

“Why do yourun
away?", the skunk
asked. And the
rabbit said: “Be-
cause I lust took a
bath and don’t
ta • 1 Uk* taking
another on* right
away I”

Qutskle of that
the skunk is a ale*
animal.

completely the "rod terror- had got
her In its clutches.

The height of Mrs. Jack Smith's
triumph—or shame, ns it might be
celled by some I—came on the evening
of the strike concert

• see
She had for some time past been

sure that the vicar was “not sound
about the strike.” Then he had lent
the recreation room to the strike com-
mittee and she felt a little mean about
her former suspicions, till at the end
of the concert he announced that he
could not allow the Red Flag to be
sung.

The chairman looked nervous, the
audience was flabbergasted, and the
vicar was revealed as decidedly un-
sound about the strike.

But nothing could hold Mrs. Jack
Smith back in these days. The strike
was, to some extent, the personal
possession of the Smiths and their
mates. Its progress must be ensured
at all costs and nothing must be done
to detract from its fair name. And
why shouldn’t the Red Flag be sung?
Mrs. Smith was, it'must be admitted,
rather an extremist about the sort of
song she sung at the end of meetings.
At the same time she had a lady-like
sense that the vicar was the “host”
since it was, presumably, his room.

Up she sprang, rather pink and
nervous, but quite determined.

Her shrill voice carried quite well
and she was heartily cheered when
she said:

“All right, we won’t sing the Red
Flag, but what’s wrong with the In-
ternationale?”

• • * •

That Is the true story about Mrs.
Smith and the strike concert.

You see what had happened to her.
She had simply lost all respect for the
powers that be. She was part of the
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T h I * pletor*
■ hows Johnnl*
Red’s father and
mother all excited
because Johnny
was made editor of
The Tiny Worker,
Watch for next
Saturday's Issue
with a picture of
Johnny Rod him-
self, Are you
ready?

RBMEMBBAI
For the best thing

sent In to the
TINY WORKER,*
story, a “funny,"*
fairy tsls er any*
thing site, Johnny
Red win put yeur
name on top efths
issue P ■ edltefs
Some elate, Write
something nswl

general strike] she vat, Ist short, 6,
uiatuwxmd&tti verfeias woman,

And then tha strika we* fended.
Mr*. Smith folded the yard* of red

ribbon feomfewhat sorrowfully; still
they'd probably be needed again. Shi
folded feleo all the numerous strika
bulletins she had 0011 acted fe&d tWt
them lneide the family btbU with tha
children's birth certificates. You
simply oannot say how far a woman
will go when she gets her family, end
the family blble and a general strike
and the class struggle all muddled UP
together.

But Mrs. Jack Smith, simply refused
to return to normal. If by normal yen
mean her pre-strike life. if

Not she!
She was always bothering people

about their trade union membership.
Her shopping, such as It was, she took
to the Co-op. even tho there was other
stores nearer at hand.

Stupidity.
By JOHN B. CHAPPLE.

Legs, legs, legs,
A city of silken legs,
And a city of windows of food,
And a city of human bugs
That think that the only good
Is in legs, legs, legs,
And in food, food, food.
While the masters chuckle in glee
At what the bugs fail to see.
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Short Story
Johnny Jones had

a little dog called
“Bum.” One day
11 was awfully
warm and Bum's
tongue was hang-
1n g out “H e t
<1 awg, " Johnny
said, “let’s g e
swimming.” Andthey did. On theway back the wetdog shook himselfas a lady wag
passing and she getan wsl Boy wasshe mad I whenJohnny told hisfather about 1 \his dad laughed,
■That was myhoss’c wife” h s•aid. “She hasplenty o f moneythey make frommy work to buyherself anotherdress, Take th Sdot iwlmmin**mp4u and be gum

«une

A Poem
A guy l hat*

lb Mister Rosa.
He give* lew

wages]
That bird's m y

bossi,

Headdd Kid

Special
The Young Pio-

neers of America
(those arc little
boys and girls
who help older
workers fight the
boss) arc collect-
ing money for their
little paper “The
Young Comrade,-’

The boy or girl
Who collects moat
money win oome to
Chicago and he
editor of the
Young Comrade fa-
one Issue, Bettor
ask your folks for
some and send It
to The Young Pie-
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